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		Chelsea stared into her own eyes absentmindedly in the mirror, the furious memories of her loss against Mia racing through her mind. She could still hear her own cries of surrender echoing in her mind, could still feel the other woman’s powerful cunt punishing her own again and again. Their violent schoolgirl fuckwar still infected her dreams, driving her so horny in her sleep that her bedsheets were wet with arousal by the time she awoke. She would wake up multiple times during the night, the horny throbbing of her tender pussy so frantic she was forced to finger herself to multiple orgasms to calm her body down. She struggled to force her fantasies to Mia’s defeat, struggled not to relive her own violent surrender, but the memories were so vivid she could often do nothing but bring herself to orgasm using the memories of her own defeat. She would moan her bitter enemy’s name with tears streaming down her cheeks, her body thrashing wildly as her squealing clit begged for more. The orgasms caused by the memories of her loss were just as strong as the climaxes caused by her false visions of victory. When she was finally able to pleasure herself to sleep the visions would almost always begin anew; and the cycle would continue until morning, her sheets drenched in the aftermath of her own defeat.

		

		A painful tug on her eyelash broke Chelsea of her bitter memories, the agony of sexual defeat fading back to her dazzling eyes in the mirror. “Watch it Whitney!” She snarled, shooting a withering glare at her makeup artist. “I don’t care if you’re new here, fucking figure it out!” She knew she was taking out her rage needlessly on the new woman, but as she glared into the pretty face of the blonde she didn’t care. The constant reminder of her loss to Mia, the countless restless nights due to her hateful orgasmic dreams practically had her begging for a fight. She watched the blonde open her mouth to speak, and Chelsea practically prayed for Whitney to give her a reason to slap her pretty bitch face, but the blonde held her tongue. “Yes ma’am…” she heard the blonde concede, but even hearing Whitney bow down to her aggression felt hollow. “Don’t forget who it is you’re talking to…” Chelsea muttered, looking back into the mirror. “Do it again!”

		

		Chelsea watched Whitney’s eyes grow wide, watched the other woman tremble slightly. “I’m sorry, what?” she heard Whitney asked, her voice low and level. Chelsea loved the anger in the other woman’s eyes, looked across Whitney’s shoulder length, wavy hair, wondering what it would feel like to pull.

		

		“I said do it again!” Chelsea demanded, her voice practically dripping with challenge as she glared into Whitney’s dazzling orbs. “The eyeliner is crooked, and the left side is thicker than the right. If you’re gonna stay, you’re gonna fucking do it right, now do it again!” She loved the anger in Whitney’s eyes, practically begged the other woman to start a fight.

		

		Anger flashed furiously in the blonde’s beautiful eyes. “But I have another appointment with—"

		

		“I don’t care who you think is important enough to leave without my satisfaction girl, but until I’m happy with your work, you belong to me!” Chelsea snarled, trying to do whatever she could to feel a sense of authority. The eyeliner was perfect, the new makeup artist was great at her craft…but as memories of her desperate surrender to Mia constantly penetrated her mind, this was the only way she could keep the fears of powerlessness at bay. She watched the blonde’s gorgeous body trembling, knew she had to put the artist in her place before she became a threat…just like Mia was. “My father is the CEO of this entire organization Whitney. One word from me and your career is done. Now do it again.”

		

		Chelsea watched the anger in the makeup artist's eyes flare, but Whitney did as she was told. As the makeup was scraped off, Chelsea’s mind wandered unwillingly back to the sexual corner of her own defeat. She heard her own overwhelmed cries echo in her mind again and again as Mia’s incredible pussy crushed and grinded against her own beneath their skirts, as their schoolgirl fuckfight made her wet beneath the dress she wore. She saw a small smile play at the corners of Whitney’s lips, knew the blonde could faintly smell her horny desire, but she knew saying anything more would draw unwanted attention to the secret throbbing of her pussy. She was so violently horny even as she hated the thoughts infecting her mind; she had to find violent relief fast, or she knew she’d spend another restless night dreaming about her filthy defeat. She knew the blonde makeup artist would be a tight, sexy fuck, but if she couldn’t goad Whitney into starting the fight she knew the confrontation would bring unwanted attention to the sexual undertow of her career. She needed someone experienced, someone who was just as angry and frustrated as she was…and she hoped the bitch she was holding up by forcing Whitney to stay would come find her after their shoots, so she could take her aggression out on another whore who couldn’t stand being disrespected…

		

		Elaine was fuming, pacing back and forth as she watched the clock ticking away on the wall. Five minutes had turned to ten, and still there was no sign of the woman who would be fixing her makeup for her photoshoot for the competition. The rest of the crew had already arrived, setting up the room for her set, but without the makeup artist she couldn’t perform. She tried to distract herself from the silence, but her mind raced with the defeat she had felt the fury of for days. She trembled as Jessy’s fingers laced through her hair in her fantasies, as she remembered again and again how the secretary had thrown her out naked in the hallway. She felt the pain of the fuckwar she'd had with the CEO's whore, of their naked cunts and tender breasts clashing against each other again and again in lustful hate. She struggled to force herself to victory in her mind, but it seemed like the only thing her imagination would show her was her desperate surrender again and again. She hated how horny the memories made her, how even when all she could fantasize about was her own surrender she still wanted to drive her fingers desperately between her thighs. She furiously hoped the makeup artist would hurry up, would save her from the thoughts that infected her imagination…but the ticking of the clock seemed the only other thing that filled the space in her mind.

		

		As the clock ticked almost fifteen minutes overdue a loud crash echoed through the room, a beautiful blonde woman practically throwing the door open in a furious rage. Elaine was about to demand to know why the new makeup artist was late, but before she could open her mouth the blonde cut her off. “I’m Whitney, your makeup artist.” The blonde snarled, running her fingers furiously through her wavy blonde tresses. “And before you ask where I’ve been, I was taking care of an egotistical little primadonna who wasn’t even satisfied with perfection! I’m about this close to snapping after dealing with Chelsea, so can we please just start so I can get you ready?”

		

		Normally the other woman’s tone would have angered her, would have caused her to lash out at the blonde and demand further respect, but the mention of Chelsea’s name immediately helped her direct her anger. She had never fully met her, but she had heard many stories of her beauty and power. Elaine knew Chelsea’s father was the CEO, but the way the other woman seemed to throw her father's authority around to override the needs of others infuriated her. It had never come at a cost to her own career before, so she had left it alone…but such interference in her own photoshoot was a disrespect Elaine was not about to let go unpunished.

		

		Despite the new time constraints the rest of the photoshoot went by flawlessly. Elaine posed like a goddess, quickly moving through her form like she’d done a hundred times before…but her body was on autopilot. Her mind was still assaulted by memories of her loss against Jessy, but new fantasies were beginning to emerge as she contemplated punishing the CEO’s daughter for standing on her pedestal, acting like her father’s position made her better. She knew she would have to hurry, that Chelsea might already be finished with her shoot and ready to leave. In passing conversation with the makeup artist Elaine had asked slyly which dressing room they had been using, mentally noting which room she should check first in order to put the CEO's daughter in her place. As the final poses were completed Elaine thanked the crew swiftly, turning without a backwards glance in the direction of Chelsea’s dressing room. She could feel Whitney’s eyes following her path, could practically see the smile playing about the blonde’s lips as Elaine turned out of sight; she knew there was another woman besides herself who desperately wanted Chelsea to fall.

		

		Chelsea sat waiting in the dressing room, completely alone and horny as hell. Her body practically begged for a desperate little slutfight as she glanced across her body in the mirror, silently praying that keeping the makeup artist late had driven the next model furious. The clock on the wall ticked along with her beating heart as she waited, the memories of her loss for once taking a back seat to her desire for a new violent fuck. As the minutes ticked by Chelsea began to wonder if the other woman would even show, began to wonder if she had sat through the makeup artist’s work to infuriate a bitch who didn’t have the sexual bravery to challenge her for the insult. She stood from her chair, was about to step towards the door and head back home…but just as she was about to reach for the handle she heard the furious clicking of heels. Her body grew immediately hot as she realized she might get the struggle she desperately wanted after all.

		

		As the door to her dressing room was thrown open Chelsea fixed the intruder with a smile, her gorgeous form almost giddy with excitement as she eyed the beauty of the woman in front of her. Immediately she felt sexual fire spark between them as their eyes locked in lesbian hate, their gorgeous, heavy breasts rising and falling in unison as they breathed. She could feel her nipples hardening just from being near another gorgeous pair, could see her enemy’s nipples poking strong through the fabric of her dress. For a moment Elaine and Chelsea glared at each other with the door open, sizing each other up, feeling the lustful rage their bodies had for each other in the silent tension that burned between them. Each woman could smell the faint aroma of the other’s horny desires, could sense each other’s longing for conflict; and as Elaine stepped inside, allowing the door to close behind her, the two gorgeous women nearly trembled.

		

		Elaine and Chelsea stood just a few feet apart as the silent tension grew, as their eyes drifted from the desperate glares to look across each other’s perfect form more deliberately. They stood nearly the same exact height, their long, dark hair flowing across their shoulders and down their backs in long curtains. Chelsea’s hair was slightly darker, raven black versus the deep chocolate of Elaine’s, but neither woman’s hair held any less beauty. In an instant they wanted to pull hard, wanted to make each other cry as they laced their fingers through each other’s tresses. Just glaring across each other’s body made them almost pant with desire, each woman desperately wondering if her rival looked just as gorgeous beneath the cloth. They wanted to fight so badly, neither woman even trying to hide the restless lust inside of her; and just the silent clashing of their breaths from across the room drove them wild.

		

		“Can I help you?” Chelsea sneered, the question hanging like an insult in the air. She loved the anger in the other woman’s eyes, practically trembling as her own glare begged the other woman to fight. The moment of silence nearly made her pussy throb with anticipation. “You look like you have something to say…little bitch!”

		

		“You’re messing with my photoshoots, Chelsea…” Elaine hissed, her voice low and level as she glared into the other woman’s dazzling eyes. “You act like you can just prance around however you want, like your shoots can inconvenience anyone without repercussions! You think just because your father is the CEO of this place that somehow makes you better than everyone else! You act like your fucking schedule is the only one that matters, and if you don’t start learning your fucking place I’m gonna—"

		

		The rest of Elaine’s threat was forced into silence as Chelsea’s palm snapped violently against her cheek, driving the other brunette’s pretty face to the side. “My schedule is the only one that fucking matters, slut!” Chelsea snarled, loving the look of anger and pain rising in her enemy’s visage. “Don’t forget who you’re fucking talking to Elaine! I know who you are bitch, and I know your fucking career rests in my hands!” She could already see the color flushing in Elaine’s cheeks as the other woman turned back to face her, loving how her rival’s fingertips trembled when they brushed against her cheek. “One word to my father and—"

		

		A violent smack! echoed around the room as Elaine’s palm drove the rest of Chelsea’s words into silence, the other woman’s pained cry echoing out just like Elaine’s had done moments before. In an instant Chelsea could feel her skin growing hot from the blow, her fingertips brushing against her own cheek, mirroring Elaine’s trembling as their eyes bitterly locked once more. “Sooner or later you’re gonna have to fucking grow up bitch!” Elaine sneered, her body begging for a fight as adrenaline coursed through her veins. “You always fucking hide behind the power of your father, don’t you bitch!? You act tough, but in the end you’re nothing but a scared whore, too afraid of facing anyone by yourself!”

		

		Chelsea felt the anger rising in her breast, the other brunette’s insults echoing in the air as she struggled to catch her breath. Elaine’s slap stung, but it filled her with so much rampant energy that her body practically begged her to release it. “You really think I’m scared of you bitch!?” Chelsea snarled, tears welling in her eyes from the bitter slap of her rival. “You really think I won’t fucking destroy you myself!? If you want a fucking fight you little slut, then fucking lock that door behind you, and then you and I can fucking settle this like all women should!”

		

		“Why don’t you fucking come here and shut it yourself, bitch?” Elaine challenged, a sly smile filled with deceit etched across her lips. “Come closer you little whore! Prove you’re not fucking scared to fight, and that you’re even fucking worth my time!”

		

		Chelsea was so blinded by anger and horny desire that she didn’t even notice the danger in the other woman’s challenge. She pushed past the other woman with an angry snarl, facing the door, reaching for the lock with haughty defiance. She turned the bolt until she heard it latch, pride filling her body as if she had proved something, but before she could turn back to face her newfound enemy she heard Elaine utter a strangled scream of rage. Chelsea’s pained cries echoed immediately after as the other woman’s fingers laced tightly through her hair, and at once the two models were filled with primal rage.

		

		In an instant the room was filled with the cries of a filthy lesbian catfight, the fingers of Elaine’s left hand tangled wildly through her enemy’s long, dark tresses, pulling hard. The nails of her other hand clawed at Chelsea’s lavish dress, the sound of ripping fabric shattering the air around them as Chelsea turned swiftly to face the other brunette. Their eyes locked furiously as their hair whipped around them, Chelsea’s right hand catching Elaine in another painful slap that sent her stumbling back. Elaine cried out in pain from the blow, the sharp sting catching her so off guard that her grip on her enemy’s hair loosened. Another slap from Chelsea sent her sprawling back, ripping fabric mixing with her cry of pain as strands of her enemy’s hair remained laced through the fingers of one hand and a large strip of cloth remained clenched in the other.

		

		“Is that really all you’ve got bitch!?” Chelsea snarled, the cool air of the dressing room washing across her naked skin as the dress began to fall from her body. She took the rest of her gown furiously in her hands, the sound of ripping fabric making her tremble as she tore it from her body and tossed it to the floor. “Have to fucking attack me when I’m not fucking looking!?” She thrust her perfect breasts out proudly, loving the hate in her enemy’s eyes as they glared at each other through messy curtains. This was exactly what she had wanted, what she had practically begged for when she had forced Whitney to stay late. “What’s the matter!? Afraid of fighting me whore to whore like a real woman!? Strip your body bitch, and let’s fucking go!”

		

		“Fuck yeah bitch, I’ve wanted this all fucking day!” Elaine snarled, tearing the dress violently from her own body, not even bothering to be gentle as the sound of ripping fabric echoed once more around them. As Elaine tossed the torn dress to the floor on top of Chelsea’s she could feel excitement immediately flaring across her form. Chelsea’s body looked absolutely gorgeous in the dim light of the dressing room, and Elaine could see by the lust in her counterpart’s eyes that Chelsea thought her own body was just as incredible. They stood completely naked save for their heels, neither woman even bothering to wear any lingerie underneath their dresses. They could already see a faint glistening upon each other’s sex, could already smell their sexual aromas faintly fighting in horny desire. Their nipples were hard, their naked forms trembling with anticipation. They wanted this fight so fucking badly, and each woman’s beautiful, naked form drove the other violently jealous.

		

		With strangled screams Elaine and Chelsea lunged towards each other, their gorgeous, naked bodies clashing violently in the center of the dressing room. Immediately the cries of horny catfighting filled the air as the two brunettes laced the fingers of their right hands violently through each other’s tresses, pulling as hard as they could. The two model whores began slapping each other recklessly with their other hand, each woman wild and frantic as the sound of open palms against skin shattered the air around them again and again. Immediately they could feel their bodies growing hot, the sexual tension of two naked whores beginning to fight coursing through their veins like wildfire. The two dark-haired beauties loved it rough: and as their fingers tightened further through each other’s hair, each woman knew the other was just as ravenous.

		

		At first they aimed their slaps at each other’s pretty bitch face, driving one another's visage to the side over and over, loving the tears and violent blush that began to streak across their cheeks. They loved having their hair pulled, loved being slapped, the stinging pain only adding to the erotic desperation that blazed between them. Already they could sense their sexual pheromones clashing around them, the erotic scents of filthy lesbian hate driving Chelsea and Elaine wild. Their rage-filled glares connected again and again between violent slaps, each woman belittling the other with her blistering gaze as she smelled her enemy’s horny desire. As their stumbling grew more desperate, as their vicious catfighting caused their heels to click even more furiously upon the tile, their slapping grew even more frantic. Their cries grew louder, more filled with desperate rage as they began slapping at every inch of skin they could get their hands on. They hated and loved the stinging pain as they slapped each other’s tender breasts, each other’s naked backs, spending nearly a full minute spanking each other’s succulent ass in frantic hate as their whimpered cries clashed with every slap. Their echoed moans, their pained sobs, their panting breaths as they fought swirled around them; they could hear horny desire already dripping from each other’s voice.

		

		Their pheromones smelled so incredible swirling around the two beautiful brunettes, both women already growing wet as they struggled in the dressing room. They loved it rough, loved the painful sensations of treating each other like filthy whores. The way they pulled each other’s long, dark tresses, forcing them to stumble furiously around the small dressing room made them blush despite the anger. The stinging slaps echoing around them again and again caused so much adrenaline coursing through their veins that even as their skin began to grow red from the blows the two gorgeous girls felt stronger and stronger. They called each other bitches and sluts and whores as they struggled, conveying every ounce of hate they had for each other as their cries mixed with the sounds of their vicious attacks.

		

		They kept their gorgeous, naked bodies close as they fought, the heat of their nude forms clashing like unseen auras as their bitter fighting caused their bodies to grow more and more desperate. As they heard each other’s moans, felt their gorgeous bodies trembling against each other in sexual challenge they began forcing their forms against each other deliberately, testing each other’s determination, challenging each other’s balance. The accidental caresses of skin upon skin turned into deliberate collisions almost in seconds as their bodies practically begged for it. Through curtains of dark, disheveled hair Elaine and Chelsea glared into each other’s eyes, each woman loving the glistening tears in the other’s hateful orbs. Neither woman even tried to defend herself from the attacks of her rival, each woman focusing solely on hurting the other, on driving her enemy horny, on forcing the lust and hatred building between them higher than they ever had before. The bitter memories of their respective losses scorched through their forms, urging the two naked sluts to fight each other harder and harder; neither wanted to feel the shame of defeat ever again.

		

		Already Elaine and Chelsea were getting wet, the clashes of their naked bodies quickly causing their pussies to pulse with ravenous desire. The sporadic grinding of skin against skin, the bitter struggle for control as they slapped and pulled each other’s hair, the way their panting cries swirled around them in hateful cadence were already giving the two brunettes visions of sexual combat. From the first moment they stood naked in front of each other they had wanted it, had been turned on by each other’s appearance. The more their bodies clashed, the hornier they became; and even as they slapped each other harder, cried out louder, they couldn’t bury their frantic, horny desires.

		

		With tears welling in their eyes Elaine and Chelsea sent their naked bodies against each other again and again, quicker and more ravenous as their excitement began to grow. As their bodies settled into an almost constant grind the stumbling of the two brunettes began to slow, hate and determination taking over their unconscious wills to escape each other’s grip. They began to exchange their slaps for violent grips on each other’s body, pinching and squeezing at each other’s ass and hips, working each other over as they listened to each other moan. Their frantic holds on each other’s ass forced their legs to grind and interlock from the pressure, driving the two brunettes even hotter as their shaven legs began to duel.

		

		In the brief seconds either woman was able to gain a minute advantage she would push her thigh between her enemy’s legs, would raise the taut skin against her enemy’s naked sex, would grind her leg against her enemy’s pussy while her rival trembled from the attack. Frantic seconds of stimulation felt like hours as still they pulled each other’s hair, as they punished each other for their weakness. The woman being pleasured would cry as she stumbled backwards, as she would pull her pussy away from her enemy’s thigh, as the haughty grin spread across her enemy’s lips would drive her hot with rage. In moments she would force her own thigh between her rival’s legs, would return the pleasure with just as much hate, would listen to her enemy cry and moan in lust before their bodies would be broken apart once more.

		

		As they squeezed each other’s ass tighter, as they drove their bodies against each other harder, as the bitter tension drove them hornier Elaine and Chelsea pulled each other’s hair in desperate hate. They forced each other forehead to forehead with their bitter holds on each other’s tresses, each woman glaring into her rival’s eyes with frantic hate. Their lips grinded against each other as they panted and moaned, their hot breaths clashing between their lips as the tension between them grew violent. They wanted desperately to watch the tears stream down each other’s cheeks, feel each other's body quivering as their forms grew desperate for release. Their tongues danced behind their lips, almost as if they were challenging each other to kiss, to fight, to mix and devour their delicious spit until they were breathless. They wanted so desperately to fill each other with lust, to drive their tongues in deep and lose themselves in the desperate kiss they both knew would be incredible…but each woman swore to the other with her hateful glare that she would not be the first to surrender to her horny, lesbianic desires.

		

		Immediately their clashing breaths grew desperate as each woman forced her right thigh between her rival’s powerful legs, squeezing each other's legs tightly as they both rose against each other’s naked pussy. Already their bodies were trembling in frantic passion, both brunettes so horny as they grinded their legs against each other’s pussy that they could practically feel each other’s sex biting at their skin. Their lips grinded harder against each other as Elaine and Chelsea struggled to break each other down, driving their naked bodies against each other harder, daring each other to admit herself the hornier slut. The two brunettes were already wet, their naked pussies practically dripping with arousal as each slut rose her thigh even harder against her enemy’s pussy. Already they could sense each other’s lustful hate, could feel their haughty auras clashing as each woman’s wetness spread across her enemy’s thigh. They cried out sharply in pain as they gave another violent tug on each other’s tresses, their panting breaths exaggerating the horny passion as they enticed each other to begin the frantic kiss, but still they refused to be the first to surrender.

		

		As the bitter tension caused their naked forms to grow hotter and hornier Elaine and Chelsea began grinding their pussies against each other’s thigh uncontrollably, each woman using her hold on her enemy’s tight ass to accent the other’s movements against her body. The two brunette whores trembled as they fucked each other’s thigh tightly, struggling to fight back against their sexual desires, but their bodies wouldn’t obey. In seconds each woman’s horny wetness was spreading across her enemy’s skin, the sensations of one another’s arousal driving both Chelsea and Elaine to the brink of orgasm before they had even truly begun. Their vicious humping grew harder and faster as they felt themselves losing control, their hearts racing as they felt their pussies pulsing in frantic desire.

		

		They tore their hands away from each other’s ass in a desperate frenzy, crying out in pain as their fingers wrapped tightly around each other’s gorgeous, naked tits. With tears welling in their gorgeous eyes the two brunettes began squeezing and clawing at each other’s perfect breasts, their cries of pain echoing between them as their grips moved frantically from one tit to the other and back. They loved listening to each other’s cries of agony, loved the way their glistening tears were mirrored upon their precious cheeks. The pain of their furious attacks on each other’s tender breasts helped Chelsea and Elaine focus, helped them control the violent pleasure threatening to detonate through their gorgeous, naked forms. Their pained grunts and rage-filled cries grew stronger as they worked each other’s tits like enemies who have hated each other’s breasts for years, their attacks growing more and more ferocious as every second made them angrier.

		

		Elaine and Chelsea began to stumble against each other once more, their clashing moans growing louder as they pulled even more frantically on each other’s disheveled tresses. Their movements were frantic and awkward as still the two beautiful brunette bitches grinded against each other’s thigh, still fucking each other’s leg like whores. They continued to violently work each other’s tender breasts, despising each furiously not only for the pain, but for the power contained in the breasts they so viciously attacked. Even hotter tears streamed down their sinfully angelic faces as the anger began to take over, as they began to dig their claws into each other’s tender breastmeat along with their violent squeezing. Each woman’s pained cries were like music to her filthy enemy’s ears, the sound of their trembling, strained breaths clashing like a sexual song that became the backdrop for their catfight.

		

		Even as they punished each other’s breasts for rivaling her own Elaine and Chelsea could feel their gorgeous, naked forms growing wetter and hornier. Their pained cries were tinged with sobs of pleasure as even through their painful clawing they continued to fuck each other’s thigh, continued to spread their feminine arousal across each other’s skin. Just their frantic scents alone were driving them crazy, were making Elaine and Chelsea wild. Like filthy rivals in heat they wanted to fuck, wanted to challenge each other’s womanhood until only one of them could still fight. They wanted to tear each other apart, leave each other broken and sobbing in a heap. Even as they squeezed and clawed at each other’s gorgeous, tender breasts they could feel each other’s nipples growing harder and stronger from excitement. They were already so frantically horny; and just realizing her enemy’s lust made each woman even wetter.

		

		“Oh fuck…you filthy…fucking whore…” Chelsea panted, her voice high and shrill as she and Elaine continued to punish each other’s breasts. “I hate your ugly fucking tits bitch, I hate your ugly, filthy, fucking tits!” She hated her gorgeous enemy so much for her defiance, despised the other big-titted brunette for standing in her way. “I love the way you fucking cry as I fucking claw your pathetic fucking tits! I love the way you fucking cry as I show you who the better bitch really fucking is!” She hated how incredible Elaine’s breasts felt in her hand, how round and taut and full they were even as she squeezed and clawed at them as hard as she could. Even from her punishment Elaine’s tits felt perfect, and as tears of frustration streamed down her cheeks Chelsea did everything she could to mar their beauty.

		

		“You’re crying too bitch, you’re fucking crying too!” Elaine whimpered, her tits so sore from Chelsea’s violent punishment, but she knew she couldn’t surrender. She continued to squeeze her filthy opponent’s tits, continued to pull and claw at her enemy’s gorgeous breasts while her rival did the same. “Ooohhh, I hate your fucking tits you pathetic slut! I hate your tits more than you could ever fucking hate mine!” She tugged violently on Chelsea’s disheveled dark tresses, squealing as the other brunette followed, each woman stumbling even harder as they fought to force each other back. “You fucking love this, don’t you slut!? You fucking love having the hands of another bitch punish your fucking tits for standing in the way, don’t you!?”

		

		“You love it more slut, you love it fucking more!” Chelsea sobbed, forcing her face so hard against Elaine’s that their tears began to mix on their cheeks. As Elaine returned the favor the two model whores began grinding their faces against each other, smearing their tears across each other’s precious cheeks, their lips crushing against each other in an almost constant battle as they struggled to make each other surrender to their lesbian desires. “Oh fuck bitch, I can feel your fucking nipples growing hard! I can feel your weak, pathetic nipples growing hard against my palm! Your filthy breasts love being worked over by a stronger whore, love being punished while we cry like sluts!”

		

		“Your tits love it even more than mine, cunt!” Elaine cried back, clawing and squeezing her gorgeous enemy’s tits even harder, squealing as her enemy’s attack grew harder as well, each whore trying to squeeze her enemy’s heavy tits as small as she could. “Your tits love it even fucking more bitch, I can hear it in the way you fucking squeal! Oh fuck bitch I can hear it in the way you fucking squeal!” She twisted Chelsea’s right breast violently as she spoke, pained cries clashing violently between their mouths as the other brunette did the same, each woman’s nipples hardening even further despite the pain. Their bitter tears were glistening so perfectly in their eyes that each slut could practically see her own reflection as they fought, the hate practically searing into their visions as even through the pain they continued to grow hornier. “God, your nipples are so fucking hard slut, I’ll bet you’d fucking come just from having your filthy little rods pinched, wouldn’t you!?”

		

		“Let’s fucking see then bitch, let’s fucking see!” Chelsea squealed, her entire body trembling as she released her violent grip on Elaine’s breasts, wrapping her thumb and forefinger around her enemy’s right nipple and pinching Elaine’s tender rod as hard as she could. In an instant she felt furious pride scorch through her form as Elaine’s desperate howl shattered the air around them, vibrating into her mouth as even through their violent titclawing Elaine and Chelsea forced their lips to desperately grind. In an instant Chelsea gave a sigh of relief as Elaine’s clawed grip on her right breast was broken, respite from the pain immediately flowing across her naked body, but an instant later her relief turned into frantic agony as Elaine’s fingers wrapped around her nipple in turn, squeezing so hard her knuckles were turning white.

		

		Agonizing pain mixed with searing pleasure as Elaine and Chelsea twisted each other’s perfect nipples as hard as they could, struggling to break each other down. Chelsea sobbed into Elaine’s mouth as she continued to grind her open lips against Elaine’s, fighting to entice her beautiful, whore rival to drive her tongue into her mouth. Elaine’s horny cries clashed against her own between their lips, each woman increasing the desperate pressure further as they felt their pussies pulsing even more furiously; even in hate they were practically begging for it.

		

		Manic tears streamed down Elaine’s cheeks as she and Chelsea pinched each other’s nipples with reckless abandon, pleasure and pain scorching so violently through their beautiful, naked forms that even in their clashing cries the two brunettes could tell they both wanted to come. Her tears were still smearing with Chelsea’s as their faces continued to grind against each other, as their tongues continued to dance behind their lips, each woman desperate to entice her enemy to kiss so they could truly surrender to their furious lesbian desires. Elaine’s nipples were so hard, were so tender, that even the violent pinching from her gorgeous, dark-haired enemy was making her want to come. Harder and faster she grinded against her enemy’s thigh, her movements uncontrollable, her body begging for release despite the hate that boiled between them. She felt so dirty, so filthy for being so horny fighting against the other whore that stood against her, but as Chelsea’s humping grew harder as well, as her beautiful bitch rival’s cries grew increasingly desperate, she knew Chelsea was just as ravenous.

		

		“Come on bitch, is that all you’ve got!?” Chelsea cried, her body practically begging for orgasmic release as she and Elaine continued to fight, continued to pinch each other’s nipples and hump each other’s thigh. “Come on you filthy little slut, is that all you’ve fucking got!?” Her lips grinded furiously against Elaine's as she spoke, as she and the other brunette argued and panted and sobbed, the sensation so oddly sexual that her tongue begged to be thrust inside her enemy’s tantalizing mouth. “Didn’t you say you were gonna make me come Elaine!? Didn’t you say you were gonna make me fucking come just from pinching my fucking nipples!? I’m waiting slut, I'm fucking waiting!”

		

		“Oh you’re gonna come bitch, you’re gonna fucking come!” Elaine squealed, driving her hate deeper into Chelsea’s mouth as her lips continued to grind furiously against her enemy’s. “Oh you’re gonna fucking come you pathetic little whore, I can feel how fucking horny you are! Oh fuck bitch, you’re so wet! You’re so fucking wet bitch, I know you want to fucking come!” Just talking about it was making Elaine even more aware of her own filthy desires, making her even more aware of how her own pussy was spreading arousal across Chelsea’s powerful thigh. “Oh fuck bitch, spread your juices all over me! Fucking give it to me bitch, fucking give me your filthy little orgasm! Look me in the fucking eyes bitch and tell me how fucking horny you fucking are!”

		

		“Fuck yeah I’m horny Elaine!” Chelsea screamed, her body trembling so violently from her own words that she felt like she could come right then and there. “Fuck yeah I’m horny bitch, but you’re even fucking hornier! Oh fuck you fucking slut, my thigh is so fucking wet with your fucking arousal! Oh I can hear it in your fucking screams, can hear how much you’re begging me to make you fucking come!” With every second Elaine’s wild humping against her leg grew stronger, grew faster, and just the wild sensation was making her own bitter fucking of Elaine’s thigh more and more ravenous. Tears still streamed in rivers down her cheeks, mixing with her enemy’s as the two whores continued to grind their faces against each other. She could feel her pussy pulsing, throbbing in orgasmic desire, barely able to hold on as she and Elaine continued to punish each other’s tits. With frantic screams she pulled on her enemy’s tender nipples while maintaining her violent pinch, sobbing as Elaine did the same, and in an instant she was tossed into a wild, orgasmic frenzy. Panic washed over her as she felt the floodgates beginning to open, as her perfect, naked sex began to squirt, and as she clenched her sex wildly it was all she could do to keep from coming right then and there. “I’m gonna make you fucking come Elaine, I’m gonna make you fucking come you filthy little whore!”

		

		“I’m gonna make you come first bitch, I’m gonna make you come fucking first!” Elaine squealed, her pussy throbbing so violently that she knew she wouldn’t be able to hold on much longer. Harder and faster she fucked her enemy’s powerful thigh, rushing toward the desperate climax that would shatter all barriers the two filthy whores had erected between them. She was so fucking horny that she couldn’t control herself, couldn’t contain her frantic pulses as she squirted across Chelsea’s thigh again and again. She could hardly see the other brunette through her hateful tears, but she could feel Chelsea returning the micro-orgasms with her desperate squirting. They were screaming and crying into each other’s mouth, sobbing as they fought to break each other down. Elaine could feel Chelsea’s pussy biting ravenously at her thigh in her horny wetness, knew her desperate enemy was fighting to hold in the same violent climax she was. As Elaine clenched her pussy just as ravenously against the pleasure, as she felt her own sex lips biting at the taut skin of Chelsea’s arousal-coated thigh, she could feel the pleasure of her inevitable detonation building.

		

		Harder and harder their bodies trembled as Elaine and Chelsea struggled, still stumbling around the room awkwardly as they fought to break each other down. They opened their mouths wide as they fought, their tongues dancing just out of reach as they panted and sobbed, their hot breaths clashing so desperately between their grinding lips that it took every ounce of control they had not to drive their tongues deep Into each other’s gaping mouth. They moaned each other’s name in frantic hate, their plush girl-lips caressing furiously as they spoke, the battle between their lips only driving their ravenous lust for each other higher and higher. Faster and faster they fucked each other’s thigh, harder and harder they pinched and twisted each other’s nipples, pain and pleasure searing through their naked forms as one.

		

		Their hearts raced in their chests as they fought to contain their bitter detonations, struggled to not be the first whore to break. They could feel the pleasure building higher and higher, knew the filthy pressure inside of them would only cause their first climax to become crippling, but neither woman wanted to be the first to give in. In a furious rage each woman swiped her tongue forward, shock and lustful disgust flaring through them as their tongues clashed in the median of their gaping lips. Neither woman had expected her rival to do the same, the mutual clash so incredible and unexpected that it shattered their concentration. The touch lasted for less than a second, the bitter surprise causing both whores to retreat, but in the moment the spit on the tips of their tongues mixed into one, Chelsea and Elaine felt the floodgates shatter.

		

		“Elaine! Oh fuck Elaine, you whore!” Chelsea screamed, throwing her face to the ceiling as the most incredible climax she’d felt in days detonated through her naked form. “Oh fuck you bitch, I hate you! I fucking hate you Elaine, you…fucking…slut!” Tears streamed down her cheeks as her climactic detonations caused her voice to crack, caused her hateful insults to tremble desperately as she coated her enemy’s thigh with her sweet girl-cum. She could hardly believe she had climaxed simply from fucking thigh to thigh with the other brunette whore, had been brought to such a powerful orgasm simply from their mutual nipple-pinching titfight. A second after her filthy detonations she felt Elaine’s orgasms meeting her own, heard Elaine’s climactic cries clash with her own around their struggling, naked bodies. They both were coming, but she felt like such a whore for being the first to surrender to her lesbian desires; and as she glared back into Elaine’s eyes through her blistering tears, she knew the other whore felt like she had won.

		

		“I hate you too slut, I fucking hate you too!” Elaine sobbed, her body clashing against Chelsea’s again and again as they violently rode each other’s body through their filthy orgasms. “Oh I fucking hate you too Chelsea, but I love the way you come! I love the way you fucking come bitch, give it to me! Oh fuck you filthy slut, I love the way you fucking come all over my thigh!” She loved the hate burning in her beautiful enemy’s glistening eyes, loved the filthy lust and ravenous anger burning between their violently locked glares. In seconds their locked legs were soaked with each other’s sweet girl-cum, and Elaine could feel the heat of embarrassment flaring from her enemy as Chelsea’s pussy was the first to explode into ecstasy. She spat in her rival’s face as they cried, the burning rage in Chelsea’s eyes flaring so violently that just the sight alone nearly made her come again. Her entire body violently quaked as the other woman returned the favor, their horny, disgusted moans trembling between them as each woman’s saliva slapped wetly against her enemy’s cheeks.

		

		“Shut your mouth cunt, shut your fucking mouth!” Chelsea cried, hating how violently she loved the pleasure of their frantic, mutual orgasms. “You’re fucking coming all over me too bitch, and I fucking love it!” She felt so filthy as Elaine’s spit speckled across her face, knew her gorgeous, hateful enemy felt just as dirty from her spiteful return. “God bitch, you’re still coming! Oh fuck slut, you’re still fucking coming! God you’re coming so fucking much slut, this room is gonna smell like your surrender for days!”

		

		“You’re coming just as much Chelsea, you’re coming just as fucking much!” Elaine snarled, the orgasmic thrashing of their bodies breaking her words again and again. “Oh fuck, you filthy little lesbian whore, you’re coming so fucking much! Oh you filthy cunt, you’re coming even harder than I am bitch, and your filthy little screams tell me you fucking love it!” She felt like a dirty little whore coming and screaming as Chelsea’s sweet girl-cum spread wildly across her leg. Their faces glistened with each other’s spit, mutual proof of their ravenous hatred. “Oh you’re coming so fucking much bitch, and you came first! You came fucking first you weak little whore, and if you don’t stop acting like you fucking own everything, I’m gonna make sure everyone who walks into this room will smell how your filthy body surrendered to mine!”

		

		Elaine and Chelsea grinded their foreheads against each other painfully as they argued, their bitter cries of orgasmic hate clashing between their open lips. Their hot, panting cries fought in the median of their ravenous mouths, the sounds of their horny, climactic sobs swirling around them, driving both whores even more ravenous. Their gorgeous eyes glistened with tears as they burned hate deep into each other’s spirit, challenging each other’s sexual fire, making each other feel like horny bitches as the final seconds of their hateful, mutual orgasms began to tick down. Disgusted moans escaped their lips in frantic cadence as they began to grind their faces against each other once more, mixing and spreading the saliva streaked across their cheeks. The scents of their incredible orgasms were driving them wild, were making them want each other more and more despite their ravenous sexual hatred. They could feel each other’s weakness, could feel each other’s lesbianic desires, and the realization of their attraction immediately caused the manic hate burning between them to spike.

		

		With furious screams of rampant jealousy Elaine and Chelsea tore their hands away from each other’s tender breasts, driving their palms against each other’s beautiful bitch face as hard as they could. Pained cries screeched around them as the two gorgeous brunettes forced each other’s visage to the side, the tears and spit smeared across their face adding even more sting to their violent, mutual slaps. With tears streaming down their cheeks the two models stumbled furiously, the tight clench between their powerful thighs forcing the two women to remain locked together even as the slap threatened to force them apart. As they stumbled in their heels Chelsea and Elaine lost their balance, their naked bodies slamming violently against the wall with trembling cries. Their arms wildly flailed as they sank to their knees, knocking everything from the nearby table onto the floor; and in a crumpled heap they finished their orgasms with primal lust, spraying each other’s thighs with the final droplets of their desperate orgasms.

		

		Chelsea could hardly see Elaine through her blistering tears, could hardly believe how much she had come just from fucking her gorgeous enemy’s thighs. Violent anger coursed through her naked body as she and Elaine remained locked together from their awkwardly entwined legs, their naked forms still trembling from the pleasurable aftershocks. She could feel their mixing cum coating their powerful thighs, could feel the orgasmic heat of their naked forms transferring back and forth from their bodies, the filthy sensations practically blinding her with rage. Without even thinking Chelsea’s hand scraped through the debris knocked off the table, grabbing ahold of the first bottle to fall perfectly in her palm. A ravenous sob escaped her lips as she blindly tore the cap off, dumping the entire contents across the body of her hated rival. Through blistering tears she watched the clear mineral oil spreading across her hated rival’s tender breasts, loving Elaine’s cries of surprise and rage.

		

		“What the fuck are you doing, bitch!?” Elaine cried out, wincing as Chelsea’s hands slapped wetly against her tender breasts, violently groping and massaging her tits, spreading the oil frantically across her skin. “You really want to keep fighting slut!? You really want to keep this going even after I made you come like a filthy fucking whore!?” Her naked body quivered violently as Chelsea’s hands went wild upon her body, spreading the oil across her tits, her shoulders, her back and stomach, everything the other whore could get her hands on. She could feel the violent anger flaring in Chelsea’s ravenous advancement, but even the pain of her enemy’s hateful caresses was overrun with incredible pleasure as her body practically begged for more.

		

		“You just can’t fucking get enough of my fucking body, can you!?” Elaine continued, struggling to keep the horny trembling from her voice. She fought to hide how much her body practically begged for more, but she didn’t even try to interfere with Chelsea’s frantic spreading of the oil. If anything Elaine thrust her breasts proudly against the other woman’s rough caresses, practically begging for more as Chelsea’s fingers pinched and twisted her nipples in a manic effort to coat them with oil. “Fucking grab my breasts bitch, fucking show me how much you love them!” Blinded with as much lust and hate as her beautiful, naked rival Elaine’s hands shot towards a second bottle of oil scattered through the mess, pouring the contents upon Chelsea’s flawless skin. “My body is so much fucking better than yours slut! Fucking beg for it slut, fucking beg for it as I punish your fucking body!” She listened to Chelsea moan as her own hands began to furiously grip and caress the other woman’s body, spreading the oil across her skin just as Chelsea was doing to her own; and her own cries mixed with Chelsea’s as the other woman’s caresses grew stronger from the reciprocation.

		

		“Shut your fucking mouth Elaine, shut your filthy fucking mouth!” Chelsea snarled, her voice trembling desperately with horny desire as she and the other dark-haired beauty spread the oil across each other’s perfect body. Even in their vicious caresses the two sluts punished each other’s tits for standing in the way, glaring into each other’s eyes as even when the oil ran thin they squeezed and groped each other’s tender breasts to watch each other cry. “If your filthy little slutfights usually end so quickly, then you’re even more pathetic than I fucking thought!” Even as she continued to violently knead Elaine’s perfect tits Chelsea could feel the other brunette’s nipples growing harder and stronger against her palm, knew that even as the tears streamed down her enemy’s cheeks Elaine was growing hotter and hornier by the second. Her enemy’s frenzied squeezing of her own sensitive breasts hurt, caused her own tears to spill from her eyes…but every second made her practically tremble for more. She could feel her own nipples swelling from excitement, felt the erotic tingle of pleasure as her own rods began to press against Elaine’s palm; and as she glared into her incredible enemy’s eyes, she knew they both wondered whose nipples were truly harder and stronger.

		

		Elaine and Chelsea forced their lips furiously against each other once more, their mouths opening wide as again the two beautiful brunettes began grinding their faces furiously against each other. Still their tears were spilling from their cheeks, each woman violently taking the other’s nipples between her fingers even more frantically and pinching as furiously as they could. Each whore loved the way the other cried, loved the erotic trembling in her enemy’s voice, so filled with horny desire that even as their finger furiously groped one another’s tender breasts each slut knew the other wanted more.

		

		Chelsea and Elaine began to pant and moan louder as they struggled, exaggerating their ravenous cries as their lips roughly caressed, each slut desperately trying to entice the other to kiss. Their hearts raced as they began to flick their tongues forward, clashing swiftly in the median of their mouths before retreating to safety. They were so desperate to clash tongue against tongue and make out like hateful, filthy whores, but the split second that had been the final straw to their frantic orgasms had made them immediately wary. They wanted ravenously to mix and trade spit, but they were afraid of such filthy contact immediately driving them to another crippling orgasm. Even the brief, violent clashes were making them quiver, and as they tasted each other’s spit on the tips of their tongues the trembling of their panting moans grew even more prominent.

		

		When the two brunette bitches had exhausted the entirety of their bottles they let go of each other’s breasts with an angry snarl, each woman reluctant to release the tits of the whore that stood in her way. Their glistening eyes never broke the vicious tension burning between them, their lips never broke their rough, enticing caresses as their hands fumbled furiously through the debris. As they each found a second bottle they tore the caps off with rampant fury, drenching each other’s lower body just like they had each others tits. They began to moan and cry even more desperately as they worked the oil across each other’s lower back, across each other’s powerful thighs and succulent ass. Just like their upper bodies the two brunettes were rough, slapping and squeezing at each other’s skin in hate at every chance they had. Their tears began to mix even more furiously as they fought…but still they wanted more.

		

		Their tits still hurt from their violent groping, their nipples so hard and erect from excitement that they ached; even in this hateful stalemate the two rivals wanted to be punished. Without ever breaking the frantic pace as they worked each other’s body over Elaine and Chelsea thrust their heavy, oil-slicked tits against each other, pain scorching through their tender breasts as the remnants of their bitter tit-squeezing made their breasts so violently tender. They cried louder into each other’s mouths from the painful collision, but the two gorgeous, naked models only forced their tits against each other harder. Their pained whimpers were tinged with erotic moans as their nipples stabbed deep into each other’s dense titflesh, each woman trembling as the other’s tight breasts enveloped her hard, erect rods from the desperate increase in pressure. They began to pant harder into each other’s mouth as Elaine and Chelsea began grinding their tits in opposite directions, forcing their hard, tender nipples to cross, swiping their tongues against each other again and again every time their perfect rods clashed.

		

		Harder and faster Chelsea and Elaine groped each other’s naked form, each woman almost reckless in her pursuit to cover her enemy’s body in oil. They could feel their pussies pulsing viciously in horny desire as they grinded their tits against each other faster and faster, every connection of their hard, erect nipples sending shock after furious shock through their incredible forms. They were panting furiously now, their cries of pain tinged with pleasure as they smelled each other’s erotic scents, as they felt each other’s horny trembling. They hated how much they loved the sensation of their nipples fighting, despised each other for the perfect body that stood in their way. Even as they grinded against each other harder, twisted their rods against each other faster, Elaine and Chelsea seemed to remain on equal ground. Even the violent pleasure shocking through their breasts seemed mirrored, their moans clashing again and again with equal fervor as their nipples bent evenly against each other with every single slice. They spread the mineral oil desperately across each other’s legs, mixing with their cums as they furiously caressed each other's inner thighs. They continued to moan, continued to slice their tongues against each other in desperate swipes, continued to titfight as they felt each other’s pussy begging for more. Their naked bodies were so horny they physically ached; and their locked, mirrored glares and clashing pheromones proved both whores were just as horny for this ravenous, naked lesbian war.

		

		Harder and faster their naked bodies grinded, more and more frantically the two whores panted, each woman absolutely blinded by her lust as their faces grinded and fought. Lips to lips and tits to tits Elaine and Chelsea struggled, every fiber of their beings struggling to bury the furious lust while simultaneously fighting to bring out the desire in her horny, desperate rival. Their scents grew more and more erotic with every passing second, their pussies growing wetter even as they fought to hide their vicious desires. Each woman struggled to use the tension and pain her rival’s hands were causing in order to maintain control, but the hate of their furious groping only made the two bitter sluts hornier. In an instant their anger exploded, their disgust at being so wet and horny from fighting driving them absolutely crazy with rage. Their naked forms glistened with sweat and oil as their eyes flared with ravenous light, as their beautiful, naked forms challenged each other in silent mockery; and the tension between the beautiful bitchy sluts shattered like glass.

		

		With muffled screams the two gorgeous whores took each other’s succulent ass firmly with both hands, squeezing one another’s cheeks with such furious intent that their horny moans grew shrill with erotic pain. Their tears mixed desperately upon their cheeks as they drove their tongues deep into each other’s mouth, each woman abandoning all caution in the hopes of driving each other wild. They moaned like horny college schoolgirls as their tongues twisted and writhed, as they shared and traded spit with reckless abandon. They hated how much they loved each other’s saliva, the erotic tension spiking violently as they wanted more even through their vicious lesbian disgust. The erotic heat burning between their trembling, nude forms flared even brighter as they forced their nipples side by side, as they glared into each other’s gorgeous, glistening orbs while feeling them bend. They loved each other's desperate cries of lesbian tension as their tongues struggled between tender, open lips; just the sounds of each other’s desires alone made them want to come against each other again and again.

		

		Chelsea and Elaine directed their determination into their hard, erect rods, moaning into each other’s gaping mouth as they felt each other’s nipples growing even stronger against her own. Their sensitive rods trembled in a desperate stalemate as they glared into each other’s eyes, as they struggled to drive each other’s nipples to an agonizing defeat. With one hand still gripping each other’s ass like hated lesbian rivals the two models began spanking each other with the other, punishing each other for standing in the way. Again and again their cries of pain clashed between their lips, but the filthy spanking only caused the lust between them to spike. Their delicious mixing spit began to coat their lips, dripping down their chins as their filthy tonguefight grew more and more desperate, as they fought each other inside their mouths, adding incredible lesbian pleasure to their rage-filled spanking and their desperate, sensual titfight.

		

		Elaine and Chelsea nearly screamed in their excruciating pleasure as they twisted their bodies in opposite directions, as they forced their nipples into even more deliberate contact. Their filthy, lesbianic moans came in sharp, panting gasps as they felt their nipples bend furiously against each other, as they felt their powerful rods settle into a frantic stalemate. They glared into each other’s glistening eyes as they felt their nipples fighting, as every second sent shock after frantic shock scorching through their naked forms. Tears streamed down their cheeks as they felt their powerful rods fighting between their perfect breasts, trading advantages again and again as first Elaine, then Chelsea felt her rods fighting back.

		

		Back and forth their nipples quivered against each other, each woman hating the other for how incredible her body was, how powerful and strong her nipples remained even locked in such desperate combat. They twisted further, felt their nipples bend even more desperately, both women crying into each other’s mouth as even when their milk-holes became the only thing locking their tender rods together they still remained violently equal. They sank their claws deep into each other’s succulent ass, forced spit down each other’s throat with their writhing tongues, doing everything they could to shatter each other’s concentration, but even in desperate filth the two beautiful brunettes seemed mirrored. They sobbed as they felt their nipples bending further against each other, the pleasurable pain only matched by the panicked fervor as each model feared her nipples would be the first to give.

		

		As they felt their rods slice against each other, milliseconds away from grinding fully past each other, Chelsea and Elaine crushed their tits against each other as hard as they could. In an instant their nipples buried deep into each other’s dense titflesh, crushing tip to tip so violently that it felt like each woman’s powerful rods were piercing through the other’s nipples. Agonizing pleasure scorched through their gorgeous, naked forms as Elaine and Chelsea felt their nipples inside each other, each model screaming as she felt her enemy’s rods penetrating hers, as she felt her own nipples penetrating her enemy’s, their milk-holes widening, sealing and pulsing in painful ecstasy. The sensation was so violent, so desperate, so foreign and erotic that the two big-breasted bitches came immediately, sealing the hate between them in wave after wave of cum as they squirted across each other’s pussy and thighs with manic lust.

		

		In an instant Chelsea and Elaine were thrown into a wild frenzy, the pain and pleasure coursing through their swollen nipples too much for either woman to bear. Blinded by tears the two brunettes howled into each other’s gaping mouth, pulling their naked breasts away from each other with such frantic instinct that the suction between their nipples was broken. As their milk-holes released the violent suction the two filthy sluts came again, the vicious break between their rods scorching like sexual fire through their breasts, shocking through the entirety of their forms so furiously their bodies were nearly thrown into sensory overload. They screamed each other’s name to the Heavens as they felt their powerful orgasms clashing between their bodies, their climactic cries fighting between their gaping mouths as each woman’s cum tried to overpower her enemy’s in their powerful sprays. Any control the two filthy models had left was dissolved into such manic lust that the only thing either woman could think of was destroying the other; and as their climactic scents mixed and fought around their writhing forms, Chelsea and Elaine wanted nothing more than to cry and scream at the incredible power of each other’s body.

		

		With reckless abandon Elaine and Chelsea sent their powerful, tender breasts against each other again and again, the wet slaps of their oil-slicked tits echoing around them in violent cadence like the filthy drums of war. With every impact their cries grew louder, their nipples stabbing like knives into each other’s sensitive breastmeat, but even as the tears streamed hotter down their precious cheeks neither whore was willing to surrender. They clenched each other’s ass in violent hate, the impacts of their bodies growing more and more desperate as each woman forced her rival’s hips against her own with as much fury as their ravenous titfight. Even through the pain the two whores loved it. They loved the desperation of frantic, naked war, loved the sexual panic blazing between two hated rivals as even their anger couldn’t keep the fires of erotic lust from blazing higher and higher. As they titfought they forced their nipples to spear head to head, every impact between their gorgeous tits forcing their hard, tender rods to fight between the breasts that hatred each other like no other. Even as they cried and sobbed in agonizing lust Elaine and Chelsea continued to make out like frantic whores; they loved their mixing spit as each woman fought to force her taste down her enemy’s throat.

		

		Choked sobs clashed violently between their open lips as the two brunettes crushed their tits against each other as hard as they could, the impact so violent that it drove the breath from their lungs. Silent tears streamed down their cheeks as they forced each other to the floor, as their frantic, panting moans came in desperate bursts as they choked for the breath their collision had stolen. Even before they could feel the air returning to their lungs Chelsea and Elaine forced themselves to continue the fight, slopping their heavy, glistening breasts back and forth with reckless abandon. Again and again their tender nipples sliced across each other, bending with agonizing pleasure, adding even more desire to the frantic climaxes their shaven, glistening sexes traded between them. Their choked cries as they struggled to catch their breath remained tinged with desperate pleasure, muffled by their struggling tongues as even when violent colors flashed across their visions the two models continued to frantically make out. Their hands remained clenched around one another’s smooth, succulent ass, forcing their perfect breasts to fight each other on their own; and as they glared into each other’s glistening eyes, they challenged each other to fight with everything they had.

		

		As they filled their lungs with precious oxygen the desperate war between their tongues grew even more frantic, each woman practically spitting into the other’s mouth as their tongues fucked like hated rivals. Harder and faster Elaine and Chelsea grinded their heavy breasts against each other, spreading the oil across their skin even more frantically. Their nipples bent and twisted against each other again and again, spearing into one another’s tender breastmeat as every few seconds the two desperate whores pumped their tits against each other with reckless abandon. Still they were sobbing and moaning in pain and pleasure, their milk-holes grinding against each other again and again, each woman aiming their attacks even as the agonizing war between their swollen nipples scorched with pleasure and pain. They were reckless in their attacks, their violently locked glares blazing with the ravenous anger of whores willing to endure anything in order to make each other scream. They were so hot, so filthy, so horny and desperate, and even as they sobbed the two gorgeous models still wanted more.

		

		Hate and rage boiled between them as Elaine and Chelsea continued to fight, continued to grind and slap their heavy, perfect tits against each other again and again. Their breasts were so sore from their hateful clawing, the constant collisions, the orgasms that had detonated from their bodies simply from their furious breastplay, but still the two filthy whores fought on. They hated each other violently, despised each other more and more as even when they gave their titfight everything they could their gorgeous, oil-slicked tits remained hatefully equal. They were filled with so much rage at having another pair of breasts rivaling her own in beauty and strength, but at the same time the filthy challenge caused adrenaline to course passionately through their veins. They hated each other’s power, but in the throes of passionate sexual war they realized they wanted it no other way.

		

		Elaine’s tender pussy was still throbbing from the incredible climaxes caused by their frantic titfight, practically begging for more as it squirted the last drops of her sexual cream across Chelsea’s thighs. She could feel her rival’s naked sex squirting its final drops as well, listening to the rising pitch of the cries clashing around their struggling tongues. She loved and hated how they begged for it in their locked glares as orgasmic pleasure became overrun with the pain and lust of their struggling tits once more. She drove her tongue into Chelsea’s mouth deeper, moaning in fervent desire as Chelsea’s tongue matched her depth, and as they aimed their tender nipples against each other again and again she could feel another climax building inside them both. She could feel the heat, could feel the desire, could feel the aura of her enemy’s perfect pussy begging to be brought to filthy climax again and again, knew her own shaven, filthy sex was pleading for the same. She glared into her hateful enemy’s glistening eyes as they continued to kiss, as they continued to claw each other’s ass and titfight like frantic whores; the climaxes they had shared from the duel between their breasts had made them almost insatiable to continue the orgasmic onslaught.

		

		Elaine tore her right hand away from her enemy’s succulent ass with a cry, forcing her fingers between Chelsea’s thighs with uncontrollable lust. In an instant Elaine’s fingers were coated in her enemy’s arousal, the sensation of Chelsea’s warm girl-cum spreading across she fingers immediately driving Elaine wetter. She hated how much she loved the feeling of her rival’s fuck juices coating her hand, hated how much she loved Chelsea’s scents as they clashed against her own. As she forced her hand against the other brunette’s soaking, tender pussy Chelsea’s screams inside their frantically locked mouths nearly made Elaine come right then and there. She forced her middle finger deep into Chelsea’s soaking pussy, trembling as her rival model's cries grew higher and shriller; and as she saw the flash in her enemy’s eyes, she knew her own cries would be mixing with Chelsea’s in moments.

		

		“Oh fuck yeah bitch, you fucking like that, don’t you!?” Elaine snarled, her words violently muffled as she and Chelsea continued to tonguefuck each other’s mouth with relentless passion. “Oh fuck bitch, I know you fucking like it! Fuck you’re so fucking wet bitch, you came so fucking much just from our filthy little nipplefight! Your filthy fucking pussy is fucking covered with cum!” As she spoke Elaine drove spit past her enemy’s lips with her tongue, loving how furiously the other woman fought back, how their tastes mixed inside their mouths as they forced their spit back and forth. Elaine trembled violently as she felt Chelsea’s right hand tear away from her succulent ass, opening her legs wide for the other brunette’s fingers, practically begging for it in her muffled, frantic cries. “You really want to do this, bitch!? You really want to fucking dig inside my cunt while I dig inside yours!? I’m gonna make you come bitch, I’m gonna make you fucking come!”

		

		“Fuck yeah I want to fucking do this slut!” Chelsea sobbed back, her words barely understandable as she and Elaine made out like angry lovers. “I’m gonna make you fucking coat my hand with your fucking juices again and again bitch! I’m gonna finger your fucking pussy sore!” She forced her middle finger just as ravenously inside the other brunette’s pussy, desperately marveling at her wetness, trembling as she felt Elaine’s pussy lips beginning to pulse and bite around her finger as she drove it inside again and again. “Remember you were the slut that drove inside me first when I make you fucking come! Your filthy fucking pussy loves it bitch, fuck your filthy fucking pussy wants more and more!” She could feel her own pussy biting at Elaine’s fingers in return, knew her own filthy whore wanted to be penetrated just as much as Elaine’s. “Oh fuck your pussy fucking loves the way I treat it like a slut!”

		

		“Your pussy loves it too slut, your pussy fucking loves it too!” Elaine sobbed, every fiber of her being begging to come as Chelsea penetrated her sex again and again. She penetrated her enemy’s cunt just as wildly, tears streaming and mixing upon their cheeks as even through their desperate fingering, through their hateful lesbian tonguefight their faces continued to grind. Elaine and Chelsea cried into each other’s mouth, their bodies practically pleading to be brought to ecstasy again and again, their lustful hate determined to bring each other to the orgasmic pleasure they both wanted over and over until it hurt. Elaine could feel her enemy’s squealing clit against her hand as she fingered Chelsea, felt her enemy thrash wildly every time her hand grazed against the other model’s sexhorn, knew exactly how to make the filthy whore she was locked up with squeal like a slut.

		

		“I can feel your clit bitch, I can feel your fucking clit!” Elaine screamed, her own body thrashing as Chelsea’s desperate fingering drove her wetter and wetter. “Oh fuck bitch, you’re so fucking horny, aren’t you!? You’re so fucking filthy and horny and slutty that even in our little hatefuck your clit is begging to be dominated!” She crushed her palm against Chelsea’s sexhorn, her heart racing frantically in her chest as immediately the other woman’s sex clenched desperately around her finger. “That’s it bitch, give it to me!” Elaine cried, loving the rage in her enemy’s eyes as she felt Chelsea’s body surrendering to her power. “Fucking give me your filthy orgasm bitch, fucking give me your fucking cum!”

		

		Chelsea screamed in climactic ecstasy as sexual fire scorched through her naked body, glaring into her enemy’s eyes in manic rage as her form immediately surrendered to Elaine’s attack on her swollen clit. “Fuck you slut, fuck you! Fuck you!” Her words were violently muffled as Elaine’s tongue drove deeper into her mouth, punishing her for her orgasmic surrender, taking advantage of her weakness as she struggled to hold in the violent climax threatening to detonate from her gorgeous, nude form. “No! No no no, fuck! I hate you fucking bitch, I hate you!” she clenched her pussy violently as she fought to contain her climax, but the pressure around her rival’s finger only drove the pleasure of Elaine’s attack higher and higher. Her body slapped violently against Elaine’s again and again as pleasure exploded from her naked form, as the orgasm drove wave after wave of desire through her body. She held her hateful enemy’s gaze even when she could barely see through her blistering tears, continued to fight against Elaine’s tongue even as her enemy drove spit past her lips again and again. Her tender sexhorn practically screamed for more as Elaine’s hand grinded even harder against it; and as Chelsea sobbed in desperate ecstasy she knew the only thing she could do was fight back.

		

		“Oh fuck yeah bitch, give it to me!” Elaine cried into her enemy’s mouth as Chelsea’s sex coated her fingers with orgasmic cream. “Oh fuck yeah bitch, cover my fucking hand with your cream! Oh fuck bitch, your pathetic little clit is so fucking weak! Just a single touch and your pitiful little sexhorn is already forcing you to orgasmic pleasure!” She drove her tongue wildly into her enemy’s mouth as she made her enemy come, dominating the other brunette as hatefully as she could while she had the advantage. She loved the hate and sexual fury burning in the other woman’s blistering glare, knew it would be only moments before Chelsea was sending her to the same crippling pleasure. “Your cum is so warm slut, and I’m gonna make you fucking give it to me again and again!” She curved her finger inside Chelsea’s incredible sex, loving how it seemed to cause Chelsea’s orgasms to pulse even more furiously around her finger. “That’s it you fucking bitch, don’t hold back! Give me every fucking drop of your—"

		

		Elaine’s insults were immediately shattered as Chelsea’s palm crushed against her sexhorn, the furious retaliation immediately sending Elaine to such a crippling orgasm that violent colors scorched across her vision. She screamed into Chelsea’s mouth as her pussy violently throbbed, clenching so hard around Chelsea’s finger that she felt her rival’s hand tremble from the pressure. She struggled to maintain control, fought to keep her frantic climax buried inside, but it was no use. Her mouth opened wider in panicked sobs as she came like a whore, her entire body burning with sexual fire as she coated Chelsea’s hand with her orgasmic cream.

		

		“Your fucking clit begs for it just as much as mine, whore!” Chelsea sobbed, her voice violently quivering with orgasmic pleasure. She drove her tongue furiously into Elaine’s gaping mouth, loving how her enemy choked on her intrusion. “I’m gonna make you come again bitch! I’m gonna make you fucking come again and again and again!” She continued to tonguefuck her desperate rival, continued to moan as her enemy’s tongue twisted and corkscrewed against her own just as desperately, driving their delicious spit into each other’s mouth in hate. Their glistening tears waged war upon their precious cheeks, their eyes burning into each other’s spirit with mirrored lust as they came across each other’s hand. They loved how they coated each other’s finger, and their climactic scents swirled around them in such an intoxicating aroma that it drove them both wild.

		

		Each woman pulled her middle finger from her enemy’s sex, both models sobbing in lustful disgust as they felt each other’s pussy lips biting at them in distress. Their cunts practically begged for the penetration, but as their clits throbbed with desire they knew attacking each other’s sexhorn would drive their hateful pleasure higher than they had felt the entire fight. As if by some violent, desperate cue each woman crushed her middle finger against the squealing sexhorn of her beautiful, sexual rival, coating her enemy’s center of pleasure with the cum spread across her fingers, the wet sensations immediately making both sluts beg for harder and harder release. They sobbed into each other’s mouth as their tongues continued to struggle, as their hate and lust and desire caused them to pant and cry like desperate whores. Harder they grinded against each other’s clit, faster they rubbed each other’s sexhorn, their bitter cries driving higher and shriller with every single second. Another violent climax detonated through their gorgeous forms even before their previous orgasms had ended, coating their hands and inner thighs with their incredible orgasmic cum, but the violent pleasure only forced the two beautiful models to fight each other harder and harder. The power of their climaxes was already driving their clits violently tender, was driving their pussies desperately sore…they were determined to punish each other no matter what the cost.

		

		“You really want to do this slut!? You really want to fucking do this you weak little whore!?” Chelsea squealed, tears streaming so violently down her precious cheeks that she could hardly see her bitter whore rival, but she could feel Elaine’s clit throbbing in panic as she continued to pleasure her with reckless abandon. “You really want to do this Elaine!? I’ll destroy your fucking clit bitch, I’ll destroy your filthy fucking clit!” She was grinding her fingers violently against her enemy’s sexhorn, struggling to cause pain in the midst of the desperate pleasure of her punishment. She could hear the orgasmic screams of her enemy tinged with pain, knew her rough caresses were succeeding in both…but as she winced, she knew her gorgeous enemy was fighting for the same goal.

		

		“Your sexhorn is mine bitch, your sexhorn is fucking mine!” Elaine shot back, tears streaming down her cheeks as shock after violent shock of painful pleasure burned through her womanhood like wildfire. “I’m gonna drive your filthy little clit to orgasm so many times you’re never gonna be able to touch yourself without feeling my fingers against your pathetic clit!” She could still feel her enemy’s perfect breasts against her own as she and Chelsea punished each other’s slut, as she and Chelsea continued to kiss and drive spit inside each other’s mouth with reckless abandon. She began to crush and grind her perfect tits against Chelsea’s, hoping desperately that resuming their titfight would break her enemy of her concentration, but as her bitter rival matched the pressure between their breasts the two frantic sluts remained on equal ground. They sliced their nipples against each other again and again, driving the painful pleasure of their filthy struggle higher and higher. Every collision between their hard, erect rods felt like miniature orgasms exploding across their tits, and as the violent grind against their clits sent them to another agonizing climax it was all the two whores could do not to pass out from the crippling pleasure.

		

		Again and again Elaine and Chelsea came, the hate and lust between them burning hotter with every second their naked bodies remained locked in sexual combat. Spit glistened upon their lips and chins as their tongues went wild, licking each other like sluts in heat, insulting each other with their actions as they defiled each other in mutual rage. They spat in each other’s face hatefully as they coated each other’s hands with their cum, as they drove their scents deeper and deeper into each other’s spirit, as their sexual aromas drove the two brunettes wild and reckless. They were focused on each other’s squealing clit now, abandoning all control in order to drive each other over the edge faster and faster. They opened their legs wide as they continued to lick each other’s face, as they continued to titfight, challenging and inviting each other’s sexual touch like only ravenous enemies could.

		

		With every second, every pulse, every throbbing climax Chelsea and Elaine grew more and more insatiable, neither slut able to get enough even as their countless orgasms drove their pussies violently sore. They continued to sob and scream, moan and fight, their bodies thrashing against each other in orgasmic bliss harder and faster with every desperate moment. With their legs open wide to each other’s merciless attacks the two brunettes squirted across each other again and again, their pussies sharing and trading their climactic wetness as over and over the two beautiful models came. They could feel the hate burning between their soaking sluts growing desperate as their orgasmic pulses collided between them, as their constant pleasure fought each other with their climactic wetness. They wanted so violently to make the fight even more personal, to test their womanhoods against each other. Each bitch could feel the other’s filthy cunt practically begging to fight her own, pleading to match sex to sex with the whore that continued to squirt across it.

		

		“I’m gonna destroy your fucking clit!” Chelsea and Elaine screamed as one, their frantic cries clashing between their gaping mouths as each woman pinched her enemy’s squealing sexhorn firmly between her thumb and middle finger. In an instant the two brunettes were forced to the most frantic orgasm of their entire fight, each woman spitting into the other’s mouth as they screamed each other’s name in frantic hate. Their bodies thrashed so violently from the pleasure that the slaps of their naked forms nearly drove the breath from their lungs, but even as sexual fire scorched through their naked, writhing forms they knew they couldn’t submit. As they drove their tongues deep into each other’s mouth once more, stifling one another’s orgasmic screams behind their mixing spit Elaine and Chelsea grinded their middle fingers against the top of each other’s desperate center of pleasure, pain and desire searing through their clits as they punished each other’s womanhood for standing in their way. They maintained the desperate pinch, their muffled screams begging each other to surrender; and in the very next moment the two incredible fighters drove each other to multiple orgasms, coming so hard and fast that their violent thrashing threatened to force their naked forms apart.

		

		With screams of crippling lust and blazing hatred the two gorgeous models tore their fingers from between each other’s legs, sinking the nails of both hands into each other’s succulent ass once more. Lust and disgust burned between them as Chelsea and Elaine each felt the other’s fingers spread her own cum across her skin. Their bodies were thrashing so wildly against each other that their vicious holds were the only thing keeping their naked forms from breaking apart. They slapped their hips against each other again and again, desperate to ride their filthy climaxes out upon each other’s naked form. They could feel the fronts of their cunts colliding over and over, the impacts of their hips mixing and spreading their cum further across each other's skin, mixing with the oil and sweat that glistened upon their trembling, oversexed bodies. For what felt like hours the two whores struggled to survive the multiple orgasms, tears streaming down their cheeks as they continued to lick each other’s face and fight each other’s heavy breasts even in the midst of agonizing ecstasy.

		

		As their climaxes reached their peak the two beautiful bitches crushed their hips against each other as hard as they could, desperate to find each other’s clit once more with their own. They sobbed in manic hate as their sexhorns began to duel, as the frantic slicing of their clits grew so incredible that every time they felt each other’s sexhorn they were nearly sent to more frantic climaxes. As the pleasure began to decrease Elaine and Chelsea held their lips open wide against each other, taking turns spitting into each other’s mouth, treating each other like filthy sluts as they showed each other that even through the mutual, fantastic pleasure they shared they held nothing but hate. They rocked back and forth desperately as they felt their orgasms beginning to subside, fighting for any advantage they could as their bodies trembled weakly from the pleasure that had just assaulted their forms. Their mixing scents, their clashing auras, everything about their bitter clench was incredible; and they could feel the heat of each other’s body begging them to continue the fight even as exhaustion caused their naked forms to tremble.

		

		Even as their filthy, mutual climaxes trickled to a halt Elaine and Chelsea couldn’t get enough. Their orgasms had been so incredible that their naked sexes were already sore, their clits throbbing, but each woman could feel her soaking cunt practically begging for the filth of sexual warfare. As the two gorgeous brunettes struggled and writhed against each other with desperate passion their powerful legs interlocked once more, each woman crushing her enemy’s right thigh between her legs in a furious test of strength. The sensation of their shaven legs trembling in a bitter contest of power was tinged with the challenge of sexual domination as the cum spread across their inner thighs mixed further. Maintaining the desperate tension between their thighs the two brunettes began rubbing their legs against each other up and down viciously, feeling each other out as they spread their cum across each other’s skin, filling each other with more and more hate as neither whore felt a single blemish upon the other’s incredible assets.

		

		Filthy moans of erotic desire clashed inside the mouths of the two beautiful brunettes, both bitches sharing and trading spit faster and faster as they began raising their thighs against each other’s tender, soaking sex once more. Immediately Chelsea and Elaine began fucking each other’s leg like whores in heat, the sensation of one another’s soaking pussy grinding against her thigh driving each slut almost wild with lustful rage. They kept the desperate clench between their powerful thighs tight, caused tension and pain to burn with every movement they made to get each other off. The two big-breasted sluts continued to titfight with wild obsession, pleasure scorching through their nipples with every desperate slice while pain throbbed across their dense titflesh every time they pumped their tits together in hate. Even as their naked forms continued to writhe against each other the two models refused to let each other go. They clenched each other’s succulent ass tighter, dug their nails into each other’s cheeks painfully, tears mixing once more upon their precious cheeks as their bitter, mutual holds forced each other’s pussy to grind even more deliberately against her thigh. Still the clits wanted more, each woman trembling as she felt the other’s squealing sexhorn practically pulsing against her thigh; and as they began to aim the grinding of their thighs against each other’s squealing clit, it took every bit of control they had not to be driven to climax right then and there.

		

		Their mixing spit glistened upon their lips as they drove their tongues deeper and deeper into each other’s ravenous mouth, their clashing moans and trembling sobs revealing every ounce of erotic tension that burned between the two gorgeous models. Already they could feel another orgasm building inside each other, could feel each other’s desperate desire to come even as their bodies hated each other more and more. They gripped each other’s succulent ass so tightly their knuckles turned white, the grinding of their tender sexes against each other’s thigh spreading the wetness of their arousal furiously across each other’s skin. Each woman could practically feel the other’s sex pulsing against her leg, biting at the taut skin in ravenous desire, each woman practically begging the other to drive her to ecstasy even as their locked glares held nothing but hate.

		

		They crushed their tits against each other harder and tighter, each woman crying as she felt her breasts bulging painfully against her rival’s while still remaining taut and strong. Their nipples speared harder into each other’s dense breastmeat, slicing and bending against each other even more desperately as still the two whores continued the desperate grind. Their erotic aromas of horny desire drove both sluts even more wild, practically making them ravenous to send each other to hateful, orgasmic pleasure again and again. Their sweating, naked forms began to rock back and forth desperately as they started to struggle for the top position, as the two titfighting brunettes began to wrestle for the advantage they believed would send each other to a quivering surrender.

		

		At first they rolled with agonizing slowness, their muscles straining against each other as they struggled to force each other beneath in opposite directions. First Chelsea, then Elaine would find herself on top, each model driving her spit deeper into her enemy’s mouth as she forced rival beneath, only to have that spit returned with even greater hate when the other brunette would force her below. The desperate struggle of forcing each other to the bottom of their quivering, sexual mass was making Elaine and Chelsea hornier with every exchange, the humping of each other’s thighs growing even more furious as their lust raged out of control.

		

		They began to rotate faster as their desires began to take over, driving each other’s perfect form below her own again and again with wild, muffled cries, using the momentum of each other’s power instead of fighting against it. In moments their writhing, sexual forms collided with the wall, the two whores struggling in the corner for full seconds as Chelsea pushed her enemy’s body below. Their soaking pussies were already dripping with more arousal, the cum of previous orgasms mixing so furiously that each whore wanted desperately to force her rival to add more. They opened their entwined legs wider, howling into each other’s mouth as they felt the fronts of their tender pussies make contact. Their naked forms twisted awkwardly as still Elaine and Chelsea continued to titfight, crushing their breasts against each other painfully while forcing their cunts to grind.

		

		In seconds they had each other screaming, each woman so close to driving her enemy to orgasm that they felt their sexes pulse in frantic unison. The sensation of naked sex against naked sex felt so good they never wanted it to end, but the panicked fear of being the first to come from the touch of their naked cunts drove their lesbian desires beneath the surface. The challenge between their pussies ceased as they forced their struggling, erotic forms away from the wall, as they rolled across each other again and again, the grind between their naked skin maintaining the wild lust between them. They could feel each other’s wills to fuck, could sense each other’s violent challenge to bury their fears and challenge each other’s incredible womanhood. Memories of bitter defeat were still burning in their minds, sexual surrender neither whore ever wanted to feel again.

		

		As they collided again with the opposite wall and Elaine forced herself to the top the two gorgeous brunettes opened their legs wide once more, sobbing as they forced their pussies against each other. They glared into each other’s eyes as they began to grind, began to challenge each other’s womanhood, began to fight clit to clit even as erotic fear burned between them. It felt so good grinding their sexes against each other, felt so incredible feeling the naked cunt of a woman fighting against her own once more. In seconds they could feel another climax building, could feel their soaking pussies throbbing with orgasmic desire. Cries of lustful panic collided between their mouths as they pulled their pussies away, each woman angry at herself for fearing defeat so furiously. With bitter cries of muffled desire they forced each other away from the wall, rolling across each other like horny sluts in the opposite direction once more.

		

		Over and over the two models rolled, every second their naked bodies remained entwined together driving the two brunettes hornier. They cried louder into each other’s mouth, the furious grind between their heavy, tender breasts growing more and more painful as they increased the pressure with every rotation. Their tears were smeared upon their precious cheeks as they continued to fight like filthy lesbian whores, their lips and tongues writhing in manic hate as they practically choked on each other’s sweetness. Every time their struggling, sexual mass collided against the wall Elaine and Chelsea opened their powerful thighs against each other, revealing their soaking, tender cunts, grinding them against each other in furious bouts as the hate and lust between them spiked again and again. Every fight between their tender pussies drove the two brunettes wetter, every battle between their clits making them hotter and hornier and angrier with every frantic meeting.

		

		They held each other’s gaze as they tested their sexes against each other, fighting cunt to cunt longer and longer with every single collision against the wall. They challenged each other with their panting cries, pulling their tongues from each other’s mouth only to begin licking each other’s face like horny sluts. They felt so dirty, so filthy and ravenous as they tasted the tears and sweat upon each other’s cheeks, their filthy defilement making them want to fuck more and more. They started out slow at first, feeling each other’s soaking pussy lips biting at one another, daring each other to back down as their clits crushed head to head, but as the hate and lust between them burned brighter and brighter they felt their lesbian desires beginning to flow. They began to grind their sexes together harder and faster, began to mix and spread their orgasmic wetness across each other’s tender pussy while the pleasure of their furious challenge added even more arousal to their sexual catfight. They began to aim their sexhorns at each other again and again, slicing them against each other recklessly, screaming and sobbing as agonizing pleasure shocked through their naked forms. The fingers of one hand reached from each other’s succulent ass to one another’s long, disheveled tresses, forcing each other’s face left and right, the struggle to control each other’s movements as they continued to roll driving them hornier than they ever thought possible.

		

		As the next collision against the wall urged the two brunettes to open their legs against each other they were immediately thrown into a desperate frenzy, sobbing and screaming in agonizing lust as they began grinding cunt to cunt as hard as they could. In moments Chelsea and Elaine sobbed each other’s name in panicked hate, the sensation of their soaking twats and swollen clits making hateful love nearly sending them to orgasm right then and there. In frantic defeat they pulled their pussies away from each other, both still violently terrified of being the first to come from each other’s naked sex, but as their desperate rolling grew even more frantic they could feel their bodies growing increasingly frustrated at being so close to climax but not being allowed full, unbridled release. Swiftly they collided against the opposite wall, opening their legs wide in almost uncontrollable madness, driving their pussies against each other full force for desperate seconds before the threat of climax forced them to pull away in panicked rage. They continued to yank each other’s hair like college schoolgirls, continued to claw each other’s ass like lesbian rivals as they struggled towards the other side of the room. They were holding on to their desperate lust…but the two breathtaking models knew it was only a matter of time before they lost control.

		

		As they hit the wall again Chelsea forced her way to the top, bearing down on her filthy, hated rival as she and Elaine glared into each other’s eyes in passionate hate. “Come on bitch, you want to fuck!? You really want to fucking do this Elaine, you weak little whore!?” Chelsea screamed, not even trying to keep the ravenous trembling from her voice. “Oh fuck bitch, I can feel your pussy fucking begging for it! I can feel your fucking clit against mine, begging to be dominated! You want to fucking come bitch, I know you want to fucking come!” She spat in her enemy’s mouth with erotic fury, practically desperate for her rival to do the same as Elaine’s choked sobs clashed against her own. Fuck she was so fucking horny, her pussy so wet with arousal that it felt like she was already squirting again. “Just give up and take it bitch, just give up and fucking take it! I know you want to bitch, just fucking give me that filthy cum of yours and tell me I’m the better whore!”

		

		The two incredible brunette whores edged each other to the brink of orgasm, broke their pussies away just before the end, driving the hate and sexual frustration between them deeper as they rolled frantically in the opposite direction. When their bodies slammed into the edge of the room once more it was Elaine who found herself in top, spitting into Chelsea’s gaping mouth in return while she began to grind her pussy down. “Oh fuck yeah I want to fuck you, bitch!” Elaine cried, hating the ravenous fervor quivering in her voice but not even trying to hide it. “I want to fuck you again and again bitch, but you’re gonna be the one coming Chelsea! You’re gonna be the slut who’s fucking coming!” She lashed her tongue across Chelsea’s lips as she spoke, pulled her enemy’s hair with rampant jealousy, nearly coming as her enemy did the same. As their tongues clashed between their mouths the two filthy whores resumed their bitter tonguefight, trading and mixing their spit as their tongues twisted and corkscrewed recklessly. “Just come all over me you fucking cunt! Scream my name in surrender so I can punish you like a disobedient little sex-slave!”

		

		As again they drove each other to the edge of climax Elaine and Chelsea resumed their desperate rolling, hating each other more and more as again their bodies were denied the release they so desperately desired. They licked each other’s face like filthy sluts as they rolled across each other over and over, spitting into each other’s mouth like desperate lovers as they slammed against the wall and Chelsea forced herself to the top. “I’ll bet you’d fucking like it if I came all over your dirty little cunt, wouldn’t you whore!?” Chelsea snarled, her words furiously muffled as she and Elaine continued to corkscrew their tongues around each other in furious hate. “I’ll bet you’d fucking love feeling my incredible cream all over your filthy fucking cunt, drowning your disgusting little sex in cum! I’ll bet you’d love having your own juices overcome by my incredible arousal!” She fought her enemy’s pull on her hair to raise her body up, arching her back sensually as she rode her whore enemy like an angry bull, practically screaming in exaggerated ecstasy as she grinded her pussy furiously against her rival’s. “Uuuhhnn I know you’d love that you filthy little whore, but I’ll love it even fucking more!” She grinded her wetness into Elaine’s furiously, loving how she and her rival continued to grip each other’s disheveled tresses and succulent ass even as they challenged each other’s sex. “ooohhh fuck bitch, I’m gonna love it even fucking more when I drive your pathetic little slut to ecstasy!”

		

		Chelsea’s cry of erotic pain scorched around them as Elaine tugged furiously on her long dark hair, as the pull forced their naked forms tit to tit once more. Their breasts fought frantically as again they rolled, pleasure and pain clashing in their cries as they licked each other’s face like sluts in heat, spitting again across each other’s cheeks as Elaine found herself on top. “Oh fuck bitch, oh fuck bitch, you’re so fucking wet!” Elaine cackled, arching her back like her enemy had done moments before, riding her enemy furiously. She released the other woman’s disheveled tresses with a horny, angry snarl, slapping her gorgeous enemy’s glistening cheek as she grinded her pussy against Chelsea’s harder and harder. “Oh fuck slut, you talk about making me fucking come, but you’re so fucking wet you’re practically coming right fucking now! Your clit is so fucking tender, I can practically hear your whore screaming at mine to drive it to violent surrender!” She slapped Chelsea across her face again, loving the way her enemy’s cries echoed along with the sound of her palm against her enemy’s cheek. “Oh fuck bitch, feel your fucking juices fighting with mine upon our pussies, fucking feel our wetness fighting, and my fucking cum is winning!”

		

		Elaine grinded her pussy against Chelsea’s so passionately, so furiously, that their soaking sex lips forced each other open wide. In an instant they felt their pussy lips seal, felt their soaking whores biting at each other with reckless abandon, so tired of being brought violently close to ecstasy with no release that it seemed their cunts would no longer let each other go without a conclusion. In an instant Elaine and Chelsea screamed each other’s name, clenching their sexes against each other as hard as they could, each woman frantic as she fought to literally pull the orgasm from each other’s naked body. Their desperate clits were crushed head to head, practically trembling back and forth as their sexhorns fought to drive each other back inside the body of the whore they belonged to. Their glistening eyes were locked in frantic hate, each woman fighting against her panicked fear to continue the filthy war between their naked sexes. This was no longer a simple contest between their soaking, throbbing whores, this was a fuck…and neither woman was going to stop until one or both of them detonated into the pleasure their soaking pussies had wanted since the beginning.

		

		Tears streamed down their cheeks as they felt their pussy lips folding inside each other again and again, each woman howling in hate as they traded victory almost multiple times a second. They felt so close to crippling pleasure as Chelsea’s sex folded inside of Elaine’s, as Chelsea fought harder and reversed the advancement until Elaine’s pussy was folding inside her own, as Elaine struggled frantically to reverse the domination once more. Back and forth the desperate, sexual war waged as hate and lust caused them to battle harder and harder, every fold inside each other causing the two struggling brunettes to despise each other more and more. Every second they remained locked like this was a second they felt their panic rising, was a moment each whore feared she would be the first to surrender, but they were so hot and horny they almost didn’t care. The violent pressure between their clits continued to grow as their cunts devoured each other, every single pull forcing the clit of the whore being devoured harder against the sexhorn of the slut who found herself winning. They practically begged for release in their furiously locked gazes, pleaded with each other to fuck with all their strength. They hated each other violently for their mutual defiance…but their mirrored rage did nothing to quell the lesbianic desires coursing through their struggling, naked bodies.

		

		The trading of domination was violently swift for nearly a full minute, neither woman willing to give her gorgeous rival even a second of advantage without proving she could match her whore enemy’s strength. They practically begged each other to fight harder in the cries that swirled around them, practically pleaded with each other to bring them to ecstasy in their vicious, tear-filled glares. Their pussies were so wet, so tender as they folded inside each other again and again, but neither woman was willing to stop. Both sluts sent their palms violently against each other’s face in hate before lacing their fingers tightly through one another’s dark, disheveled tresses once more. The stinging slap only added to the desperation of their filthy struggle, sending adrenaline coursing through their bodies and urging them to fight harder and harder.

		

		At all times Elaine and Chelsea felt like they were on the verge of climax, the painful tension between their sexes becoming the only thing that allowed them to hold on. They were clenching their pussies against each other with such violent fury that the pressure helped them contain the orgasmic destruction threatening to detonate from their struggling forms, but with every second the two brunette bitches could feel the pleasure of their suppressed climaxes growing higher and higher. They knew once they could hold on no longer the crippling pleasure would be devastating, and as Chelsea and Elaine pulled each other’s hair violently, forcing them face to face even as they continued to fuck, they knew they were locked in this bitter war until that pleasure claimed her victim.

		

		“Come on bitch, give it to me!” Elaine snarled, her tears and Chelsea’s mixing upon their cheeks as their lips and faces grinded frantically against each other once more. “Oh fuck bitch, fucking give it to me! Give it to me Chelsea you filthy little whore! I know you want to come bitch, I know you want to fucking come!” Their hot, panting breaths clashed between their gorgeous faces as they struggled and writhed, as they brought their tits harder into the struggle and continued the grind between their heavy breasts. “I know you want to fucking come like a filthy fucking whore, so just fucking give it to me!” She clenched her powerful sex against her enemy’s with ravenous hatred, violently loving the cries Chelsea screamed into her mouth as the other woman’s pussy lips began to fold inside her own for what felt the hundredth time. “Your filthy little pussy is so fucking weak cunt, folding inside of mine again and again! Oh you filthy little slut I want it so fucking bad! Just fucking give it to me Chelsea, fucking come inside my pussy and I’ll fucking punish you for being such a pretentious little whore just how you like it!”

		

		“You’re the one who's gonna fucking come bitch, you’re the one who's gonna be fucking filling my pussy with your filthy slut-cream!” Chelsea sobbed, clenching her pussy against Elaine’s so hard that it felt like their soaking cunts were sealing into one. Her naked, oil-streaked body was quivering with violent distress as she struggled beneath her desperate rival, the way her enemy bore down on her immediately putting Elaine at an incredible advantage…but Chelsea knew if she instigated another desperate roll to position herself on top she would lose the bitter suction between their ravenous cunts. She could see the other brunette challenging her to back down in her glistening, violent gaze, could feel the heat from her enemy’s body daring her to admit defeat in the midst of her disadvantage. She held her enemy’s glare with fiery passion, clenching her sex harder and harder while Elaine did the same, swearing she would destroy her filthy, sexual rival even when the bitch was too scared to fight her on equal ground. “Your pussy is fucking folding inside mine bitch, can’t you fucking feel it!?” Chelsea screamed as she felt the advantage of their sexes reverse once more, as she felt the haughty glare of her rival turn to panic as again Elaine’s soaking pussy lips folded inside her own. “Oh fuck yeah bitch, my pussy is gonna fucking devour your weak, filthy cunt! Fill my slut with your fuck-juices, and I’ll make sure to let you eat me out again and again while I make you my fuck-servant!”

		

		Pain, pleasure and exhaustion began to wash over their struggling, naked forms as they fucked, tears streaming down their cheeks as every second felt like sexual hell. Their clits were so tender as they fucked, so violently sore as they continued to struggle in the midst of the desperate deadlock between the sluts they belonged to. Chelsea and Elaine screamed and cried as their sex lips devoured each other for longer and longer periods of time, the strain and agony of their tiredness forcing the two models to endure each other’s punishment for greater periods of pleasure before the slut being devoured gained the strength to fight back. While one woman folded inside her enemy she would scream and cry, would sob as the pleasurable agony scorched through her sex from the pressure of her rival’s sex-lips pulsing against her own. She would writhe in excruciating desire as her enemy cackled, the winner spitting into the loser’s mouth as punishment for being devoured. The whore being eaten would choke on her enemy’s sweet saliva, would practically drown in her disgusted lust, would be driven milliseconds away from the perfect surrender before her frantic instincts kicked into overdrive. With all the strength she could muster the losing whore would clench her sex harder than she ever had before, would listen to the winning slut scream with the same panicked lust the losing whore had uttered just moments before. Their pussies would tremble in a violent stalemate that nearly drove them both to the ultimate surrender, each woman furiously struggling to overcome their equal strengths; and then the winning whore would become the loser as she felt her perfect, trembling pussy being pulled into the powerful cunt she had just been dominating moments before.

		

		Their clits felt like they were ablaze with sexual fire as sexhorn struggled against sexhorn harder and harder, the thrashing between their naked, writhing forms causing their clits to crush and grind against each other with reckless abandon. Tears streamed down the cheeks of the two brunette beauties as they punished each other’s clit in the midst of the frantic clench between their pussies, as the two whores began devouring each other’s pussy so deeply that when one whore felt her enemy’s cunt eating her own she could feel her clit pulsing inside as well, could feel her sexhorn becoming drawn into her enemy’s filthy sex. The woman being devoured would scream like an orgasmic whore as her victorious rival clenched her sex as hard as she could, pinching the loser’s desperate sexhorn in violent punishment, would drive her enemy so close to climax that only bitter hatred kept her from surrendering to her rival’s power; and when their positions became reversed the winning slut would become the loser, sobbing in manic hate as her clit was squeezed and punished in turn.

		

		Elaine tore her hand away from Chelsea’s long, disheveled tresses with a cry of ravenous fury, slapping her enemy’s gorgeous face as she felt the tides of battle shifting in her favor once more. Chelsea’s cry of pain as her face was forced to the side sent adrenaline coursing through Elaine’s naked body, filling her with strength as she felt the other brunette’s tender pussy lips folding inside her own once more. Tears streamed down her cheeks as even in devouring the other slut’s perfect pussy the tension between their sexes sent devastating pleasure scorching through her form. As the slap drove her enemy into temporary shock Elaine pushed her upper body away from Chelsea’s once more, arching her back with an exaggerated moan, riding her enemy as the new position allowed her pussy full reign to punish her rival for standing in her way. She could feel her enemy’s pussy lips practically throbbing inside her sex, could feel her clit squealing between her pussy lips. She loved how Chelsea’s screams echoed more and more desperately with every second, nearly laughing as her gorgeous enemy’s resistance began to fail. She slapped Chelsea again, loving the sobs, the tears, the blazing hate in her enemy’s eyes; Chelsea was so close to coming, and as a wicked smile spread across Elaine’s face, she could feel power and confidence coursing through her veins as with every second her hateful enemy’s struggling grew weaker.

		

		Elaine’s cries of wild pleasure were tinged with haughty moans of victory as she clenched her pussy lips around Chelsea’s as hard as she could, squealing in pleasure and desire as her enemy’s clit trembled inside her, ecstatic as Chelsea’s screams of panic echoed violently around her. Tears streamed down Elaine’s cheeks as she listened to her bitter enemy sob, as she felt her rival’s pulsing sex-lips quivering violently inside her own, as she realized the pleasure coursing through her enemy’s body was so great that her rival was unable to bring their cunts onto equal ground once more. She began to ease up on the tension, began to tease her rival by letting her come furiously close to bringing their cunts on equal ground before clenching hard, punishing her enemy’s pussy cruelly as she tore the advantage away with a cackle. She began to close her eyes to the pleasure, opening her mouth in long, sexual moans as she tossed her face to the ceiling. Chelsea’s cries of pleasurable agony were like music to her ears as Elaine began to enjoy the sexual fire of domination scorching through her naked form. Chelsea still had yet to come, and Elaine admired the other whore's bitter determination; she knew Chelsea would fill her pussy with her cream soon enough.

		

		Tears streamed down Chelsea’s cheeks in rivers as she struggled to hold in her violent climaxes, as she clenched her pussy against Elaine’s as hard as she could. Her entire body felt like it was on sexual fire, her pride and determination becoming the only thing that allowed her to hold on. She sobbed in manic distress as harder and harder Elaine’s pussy clenched around her tender sex lips, as her enemy’s cunt punished her clit, as the filthy pussy of the whore on top of her cruelly devoured her womanhood with reckless abandon. Even when being dominated like a disobedient little slut Elaine’s punishment sent agonizing pleasure through her form, her oversexed body both begging for the domination to stop and at the same time pleading for the punishment to never end. Her naked, tender sex was so sore, throbbed so violently that she knew her next orgasm would nearly send her comatose; and her sweating, oil-slicked body practically begged to be driven to a quivering surrender.

		

		“Fuck you Elaine! Fuck you, filthy fucking slut, fuck you! Fuck you! Fuck you!” Chelsea could hardly see anything through the blistering tears, her voice shrill and cracking as she screamed her enemy’s name again and again in devastated hate. “My pussy! Oh fuck bitch, my pussy hurts! My pussy fucking hurts bitch, it fucking hurts!” She hated the sound of her own cries, despised the desire that drowned her screams even as she fought in vain to reverse the pull of her enemy’s cunt. Even in agonizing pain the sensation of Elaine’s pussy lips clenching around her own, devouring her soaking, tender sex sent pleasure scorching through her naked body. “I hate your fucking pussy Elaine! I hate your filthy fucking cunt so fucking much! Oh my fucking god bitch, my pussy hurts so fucking much!”

		

		“Oh fuck yeah bitch, tell me how much your filthy, pathetic pussy hurts!” Elaine cried to the heavens, her naked body burning with victorious ecstasy as she listened to her enemy sob. “Fucking cry like the pretentious little bitch you are! Fuck I love the feeling of your soaking, pitiful cunt lips surrendering to mine! I can’t fucking get enough of your swollen clit squealing inside my sex!” She rocked her body back and forth in trembling victory, feeling her enemy’s cunt throbbing harder and harder, practically cackling as she listened to her enemy beg wordlessly for mercy. She could tell by her enemy’s violent convulsions beneath her that Chelsea was seconds from climax, moments from the orgasm that would set the stage for her perfect domination of the slut beneath her. “Ooohhh Fuck!” Elaine cried out, exaggerating her cries so they overrode her enemy’s panicked screams, relaxing the clench of her cunt slightly as she rode her enemy like a cheap whore, prolonging her sexual punishment; she wanted to enjoy every moment of her enemy’s passionate defeat she could.

		

		Chelsea’s body thrashed violently beneath the might of her gorgeous, naked rival, tears streaming so violently down her face that she could hardly remember what it felt like not crying from such passionate ecstasy. She felt so helpless beneath her gorgeous, sexual enemy, so powerless as Elaine’s incredible, hateful pussy devoured her own with reckless abandon. Every single fiber of her being begged her to come, pleaded with her to submit to the climactic passion building inside of her violently, but she knew she could never surrender to such a hateful enemy. Panicked colors flashed across her vision as deeper and deeper she fell into the void of lust, her naked form desperately trying to find a way out of the sexual submission Elaine's incredible, naked form was forcing her to. She watched Elaine arching her back like a sexual goddess, hating her enemy for closing her eyes and enjoying her punishment, violent rage blazing in her glistening vision as even through her hate Chelsea thought Elaine was beautiful. She watched her enemy’s heavy breasts swaying passionately as they fucked, glistening in the light of the room with oil and sweat; and in a desperate maneuver she reached towards those gorgeous breasts with both hands, sinking her claws into the tits of her hateful rival as she felt the final seconds of her own resistance ticking down.

		

		In an instant Elaine’s moans of victorious pleasure were shattered by cries of agonizing pain. “Chelsea you filthy, fucking, cheating whore!” She screamed to the heavens, her glistening eyes shooting open wide, blazing with fire and panic and desperate tears as the claws of her bitter sexual enemy punished her perfect tits like a filthy whore. The pain was so sharp, so unexpected that in an instant Elaine lost her concentration, surrendered her focus to the agony searing across her incredible, naked breasts. Her own hands shot towards Chelsea’s tits in an effort to equalize the tension between their bodies, her heart racing as her enemy’s cries mixed with her own, but it was too late. In an instant she felt the tension between their ravenous cunts reverse, her cries of bitter agony growing even louder as her pussy lost her grip on Chelsea's, as the next moment she felt Chelsea’s powerful sex lips devour her own just as violently as her own sex had been punishing her rival’s. Before she could even process the violent exchange of power Chelsea’s cunt clenched around her pussy lips, around her throbbing clit harder than she had ever known, the pressure so desperate that every ounce of control she had was shattered in a moment of orgasmic weakness. She screamed her wordless obscenities to the ceiling as her naked body detonated into the most powerful climax she had felt in days; and as she filled the pussy of the filthy whore beneath her with her orgasmic cream she could do nothing but cry.

		

		“Oh fuck yeah bitch, fucking come inside me!” Chelsea screamed, the pain of their violent, mutual titclawing drenched in the thrill of her enemy’s orgasmic surrender. “Fucking fill my body with your filthy fuck juices, cunt! Tell me with your filthy fucking orgasms how weak your pathetic pussy is, how much stronger my incredible sex is compared to yours! You call me a filthy fucking cheat, but you’re the whore who had to fucking be on top to feel any sense of power!” She continued to claw and pull on her rival’s heavy, hateful breasts, sobbing as Elaine’s claws did the same, each whore punishing the other’s tender tits while their soaking, sensitive pussies continued to battle, still trembling in a violent power struggle even as Elaine’s throbbing sex filled Chelsea’s with wave after wave of climactic surrender. “My fucking pussy is gonna—"

		

		Immediately Chelsea’s insulting cries were shattered by a desperate scream of pleasure as Elaine’s clawed holds on her dense titflesh were exchanged for excruciating pinches upon her swollen, erect rods. The pain of Elaine’s claws had allowed Chelsea to hold on, but as the violent pinching upon her nipples mixed pleasure with the agony she could contain her pleasure no longer. The orgasmic cries of her bitter rival, the intoxicating aromas of hateful lesbian sex, the sensation of her enemy’s cum pulsing inside of her, practically fucking her from the inside, everything about this bitter domination shattered the control Chelsea had struggled so hard to maintain. She screamed her enemy’s name to the heavens just as Elaine was screaming her own, her body coming so violently that desperate colors flashed through her vision from the pleasure. She was practically blinded by orgasmic desire as she exchanged the pain she was causing Elaine’s breasts with the same desperate pleasure, hating her gorgeous enemy as violently as she’s ever hated another sexual rival; and she knew Elaine hated her just as much.

		

		As the power of Elaine’s orgasmic ecstasy seemed to skyrocket the two filthy whores twisted and pulled each other’s nipples with furious sobs, practically choking on the lustful pain as their climactic detonations grew stronger and stronger. The pleasure, the orgasmic pulses, the violent thrashing of their incredible, oversexed forms shattered the suction between their tender, ravenous pussies, each woman’s cunt practically spitting upon its hated rival as their whores drenched each other with their sweet orgasmic cream. Finally free of the desperate bind their soaking sluts had locked them into the two brunettes fucked each other wildly, the wet, violent collisions between their filthy pussies causing Elaine and Chelsea to cry out in pain through the filthy pleasure of their mutual detonations.

		

		The sensation of their pussies squirting across each other hatefully, of their cums spraying and colliding and fighting as they fucked, drove them more wild than they could have ever imagined. Pain and pleasure melded into one as they fucked and fought, as they began to claw at each other’s tits once more while their clits collided with pleasurable pain, the pinching of their nipples no longer needed as they thrashed with reckless ecstasy. They rode each other out violently through their crippling pleasure, coating each other’s pussy and thighs with their mixing creams; and when they felt the final seconds of their climaxes beginning to elapse the two brunette whores shoved each other away, glaring across each other’s perfect, naked body through glistening tears, sobbing as the final drops of their powerful orgasms squirted across the floor.

		

		“Fucking…bitch…” Elaine panted, tears streaming down her precious cheeks as her tender clit throbbed, as her soaking pussy pulsed, every inch of her body on sexual fire as she endured the final moments of her crippling climaxes. Her naked form trembled violently as she glared across her beautiful, hateful enemy through glistening eyes. She cried out in tender pain as she reached between her own thighs, massaging her gorgeous sex, struggling to rub away the painful pleasure that scorched across her naked body. “You filthy…cheating…fucking slut! You were…gonna fucking come first…bitch! You were gonna…fucking come…inside my pussy…before you cheated…and clawed my perfect tits…like a weak little cunt!” In moments her fingers were coated in her own orgasmic juices as she caressed the soreness from her pussy, her breath easing as her tender massaging helped to ebb the pain. “You just couldn’t hold out…going at it clit to clit, could you cunt!? You just couldn’t…fucking stand having…my incredible sex dominating yours…inside of me! You just didn’t have…the fucking power…to fight my cunt with yours!”

		

		“There are no…fucking rules…when it comes to a desperate fuck for power!” Chelsea snarled, her heart racing in her chest as she glared across her enemy’s beautiful, naked body. They were both violently disheveled, their messy hair strewn in wild, sexual curtains about their gorgeous, snarling faces. Their bodies glistened with sweat and oil and cum, but still neither whore showed any signs of wanting to surrender. “You talk about me being a fucking cheat, but you couldn’t even fucking make me come when you forced yourself on top! You didn’t even have the fucking guts to fight me on equal ground, and you think me fucking grabbing those pathetic fucking tits of yours is cheating!?” Her own fingers caressed her pussy, coating her fingers with the essence of her orgasms as she massaged away the sexual pain. Her clit was so tender, still throbbing from the detonations that had exploded from her body just moments before, but she could tell by the fire in her enemy’s eyes this fuck wasn’t over. “Your filthy pussy and pathetic clit will never fucking hold up against mine, and we both fucking know it!”

		

		“You want to prove it slut!?” Elaine challenged, her gorgeous, naked form practically trembling as even exhausted and sore she was begging for it. “You want to fucking prove your pitiful little pussy, your weak little sexhorn can stand up against mine!?” She aimed her pussy directly towards her gorgeous rival, spreading her legs wide, loving the lust filling Chelsea’s eyes as the other brunette looked across her perfect sex. “You want to fucking prove your pretty fucking body isn’t just for show!? Shut your mouth and open your legs bitch, and let’s fuck for real! Your pussy, your clit, your naked fucking body against mine until only one of us can still fuck! I’m gonna crush that filthy fucking pussy of yours bitch, and I’m gonna fucking come all over that pretty, bitchy face of yours as I make you fucking eat me out after you fucking beg for it!”

		

		“Fuck yeah I want to do this, bitch!” Chelsea howled back, spreading her legs just as wide as her enemy, aiming her perfect, soaking pussy at Elaine’s, practically trembling as it felt like their cunts were glaring at each other in rivaled hate. “I’ve wanted this clit to clit fuck ever since I fucking looked at your pathetic fucking body!” She moved her hand away from her sex as Elaine did the same, each woman almost ravenous to come as they looked across each other’s glistening pussy, their clits so gorgeous sparkling with the fury of their arousals that their hate was all that kept them from melting with lesbian desire. “I’m gonna fuck you until you’re screaming! Until you’re sobbing! Until you’re fucking begging me to quit punishing you like a weak little whore! And then I’m gonna keep fucking you! I’m the fucking queen here slut, and I’ll destroy that fucking pussy of yours until you never want to fucking challenge me again!”

		

		“Then bring that filthy little cunt over her and let’s fuck, slut!” Elaine challenged, practically screaming as her pussy begged for violent sex. She could tell by the flare in Chelsea’s glistening orbs, by the way her gorgeous enemy trembled as she forced her body closer, by the angry growl buried beneath the other woman’s panting moans that Chelsea wanted this hateful fuck just as desperately. Tears glistened upon their cheeks as they glared across each other’s pretty bitch face, hating and loving how messy and disheveled and sexual they looked as their eyes locked through wild curtains. Chelsea and Elaine had admired each other’s hateful beauty even before they had begun this sexual war…but somehow each woman’s enemy looked even more gorgeous through their veil of lustful hate. They could see each other trembling with desire even as they despised each other with all their being. They wanted to fuck until it hurt; and then they wanted to keep fucking.

		

		The two bitches were completely naked save for their heels as each woman laced her right leg over her enemy’s left, so ravenous to fuck that they didn’t even give each other a chance to back down. They screamed each other’s name to the heavens in rampant hate as they crushed their pussies against each other, the filthy pleasure of their sexual hate scorching so violently through their forms that neither slut was able to hold on. In desperate rage the two beautiful brunettes drove their palms violently against each other’s cheeks, their cries growing even more desperate as their angry slaps drove their faces to the side. Their cheeks grew red from the blows, streaked with the cum each woman had collected from her ravenous, naked sex. The sensation of their faces speckled with each other’s cum, the smells of sweat and sex and lustful intoxication, the way their clashing screams petered into ravenous moans and horny whimpers, everything drove the two whores beyond the point of no return; and as they felt their filthy sex lips spread wide once more, their clits clashing in the cage caused by their mating pussies, Elaine and Chelsea could contain their lust no longer. In an instant the hands that slapped their gorgeous, tear-stained faces buried deep in each other’s tresses, streaking one another’s long, messy hair with the remainder of the arousal on their fingers; and as Chelsea and Elaine pulled hard the two filthy models came, filling each other’s pussy with so much of their orgasmic cream that violent colors immediately flooded their visions.

		

		Elaine and Chelsea screamed into each other’s mouth as their desperate climaxes collided, the mutual detonations so powerful that it nearly forced their naked pussies away. With ravenous, muffled cries the two brunettes reached around to each other’s tight, succulent ass with their left hand, digging their sharpened nails painfully into each other’s juicy cheeks once more. They loved the tears welling in each other’s glistening eyes as they clawed each other’s skin once more, using their painful holds to drive each other’s tender, naked sex against her own harder and faster. The impacts between their pussies were so violent, so filled with hate that every collision sent pain shocking through their cunts in the midst of their furious pleasure. The vicious impacts caused their orgasmic detonations to spray violently between them, squirting across each other’s hateful pussy and powerful thighs, making the two brunettes dirtier and hornier as the orgasmic explosions drove their naked bodies desperately filthy.

		

		“Oh fuck yeah bitch, that’s what I fucking want!” Chelsea screamed, spitting past her enemy’s lips as the furious pull on their disheveled tresses forced the two brunettes mouth to mouth. “Oh fuck yeah slut, fucking give it to me! Fucking come all over my fucking pussy! Come all over me you dirty little whore! I fucking love it bitch, I fucking love your filthy orgasms all over my fucking pussy!” She drove her tongue violently between the lips of her sexual rival as Elaine choked on her forced saliva, violating her enemy’s mouth while the other woman sobbed. “Oh fuck yeah bitch, tell me I’m the better fucking whore with your filthy little orgasms!”

		

		“I love it more bitch, I love it fucking more!” Elaine sobbed back, driving her tongue just as frantically into Chelsea’s mouth, twisting and corkscrewing it furiously around her enemy’s with every ounce of strength she had. She forced spit between her gorgeous rival’s lips with her expert tongue, loving how her enemy choked on her sweetness in return. “Oh fuck yeah slut, I love the feeling of my cum and yours fighting between our thighs! Oh fuck yeah bitch, squirt all over me! Fucking coat my pussy with your cream while my pussy coats yours!” Her words were barely understandable past their frantically writhing tongues, but the burning glares that remained locked as they fucked conveyed every desperate, filthy word. “My cum is stronger than yours bitch! Fucking feel my powerful cream overpowering your pathetic juices and tell me I’m the stronger slut!”

		

		“You think your filthy fucking cum is stronger than mine, then fucking prove it!” Chelsea snarled, tugging on her enemy’s disheveled tresses in hate, moaning in lustful pain as the other woman tugged back. “Lock your fucking pussy with mine slut, and let’s see if you can back up your filthy little challenge!” Fuck she loved having her hair pulled during sex, wanted the filthy tension more and more as she forced her soaking cunt against Elaine’s and drove forward with all her might. In an instant she felt the brunette bitch she fought against crush back with desperate strain, keeping their beautiful, rival sluts against each other, finding each other’s clit and driving them head to head. As their pussy lips spread wide against each other Elaine and Chelsea came from the desperate combat between their clits, each woman screaming into the other’s mouth as they filled each other’s pussy with their sexual cream. “Let our creams fuck inside us bitch, and we’ll see whose cum is fucking stronger!”

		

		“Oh fuck yeah bitch, let’s fucking go!” Elaine screamed back, driving her squealing clit against Chelsea’s with reckless abandon, tears streaming down the cheeks of both sexual warriors as their direct centers of pleasure made violent love. “Fill my fucking pussy with your cum while I fill your twat with mine, and let’s fucking see whose cream is fucking stronger! I’m gonna drive my cum and my scents so far into your fucking pussy that you’ll never forget my incredible cream!” Every fiber of her being felt like it was on sexual fire as the other brunette’s incredible juices squirted powerfully inside her, mixing and colliding with her own violent spray, their orgasms fighting so desperately inside them that it felt like a river ran from one whore into the other and back. Instead of fighting against the pleasure Elaine embraced it, began to practically force her own lesbianic detonations harder and faster into the cunt of the woman she struggled against; and as she felt Chelsea’s powerful detonations colliding against her own harder and harder, filling their throbbing sexes more and more, she knew her enemy was abandoning all caution as well, willing to endure anything she had to in order to make good on her filthy, sexual threat.

		

		Elaine and Chelsea sobbed desperately into each other’s mouth as they clenched their sexes against each other, tears streaking across their cheeks as their faces continue to grind. Their spits clashed almost as hatefully as their violent orgasms, each woman despising how much she loved the other’s incredible taste in the midst of their desperate fuck. They grinded their squealing clits against each other almost as frantically as their struggling tongues, agonizing pleasure shocking so violently through their gorgeous, naked bodies that their forms were forced immediately to multiple orgasms…but even blinded by devastating pleasure the two brunettes continued to fuck.

		

		Chelsea and Elaine dug their nails deeper into each other succulent ass, the painful holds forcing their shaven cunts to fight harder even as their vicious, colliding detonations threatened to force their pussies away. They screamed in orgasmic agony as they felt their soaking pussy lips seal tightly once more, as again their tender whores challenged each other for sexual supremacy. The backdrop of their mixing sobs grew into a frantic crescendo as the clench between their aching pussies grew stronger, as their full sex lips trembled in a desperate stalemate. Their blistering glares burned so violently into each other that each woman’s glistening eyes would remain etched in the other’s sexual fantasies for weeks to come. Their naked, oversexed forms thrashed wildly against each other as they fucked, their colliding multiple orgasms pulsing so furiously through their bodies that they threatened to collapse beneath their sexual weight…but the two big-titted brunettes only wanted more.

		

		They pulled each other’s hair frantically as they fucked, the bitter tension of them treating each other like disobedient whores driving the pleasure higher and hotter. They could hardly see anything through the violent colors flashing across their visions, could hardly feel anything besides the agonizing pleasure scorching through their forms. They were so sore as they fucked, but the rage blazing between them only drove them to fight more frantically. They could feel the hate their whores had for each other growing more violent with every moment, their cunts sharing and trading cum even more ravenously than their dueling tongues. They urged their pussies to fight, clenching them harder, sobbing as they began to feel their cunts folding inside each other once more, but even lost in their bitter, sexual world they never wanted to let each other go.

		

		Elaine screamed as she felt herself being devoured, as she fought back harder until her enemy began to sob, then cried even louder as Chelsea reversed the advantage once more. They sent their clits against each other again and again, struggling to destroy each other’s sexhorn, fighting to break each other’s concentration so they could destroy each other once and for all. Every clash sent them to climax, every moment of frantic grinding caused their sexes to pulse cum harder and faster into each other’s cunt; and even when their bodies screamed for them to quit, Chelsea and Elaine forced their sluts to fuck. Neither bitch even tried to hide the passion in their screams…the only thing that mattered now was who could outlast the whore that lay in her way.

		

		Orgasm after violent orgasm detonated through their gorgeous, naked forms, each woman’s sex devouring her enemy’s cum seconds before her own cunt pulsed their mixing creams back into her enemy’s body. They screamed so violently into each other’s mouth as they came that their cries practically shook the walls; and for the first time they sealed their cries behind their plush, sensitive lips, locking their struggling tongues into a sexual cage where neither could escape.

		

		The two big-titted brunettes sent their powerful breasts against each other with violent passion, their dense titflesh bulging against each other while still remaining taut and strong. Tears streamed down their cheeks as they drove their breasts against each other harder and harder, their nipples stabbing into each other’s tender breastmeat like knives. They hated each other’s tits, hated each other’s pussy, hated each other’s tongue even when in this moment they lusted for nothing more. They grinded their heavy breasts against each other with manic hate, forcing their swollen nipples side by side, bending them against each other with such reckless abandon that it was impossible to tell whose rods were harder and stronger. In moments the two sluts had abandoned all control, caring only about driving each other sexually comatose before her enemy could force her to orgasmic collapse. They tonguefucked each other deeper, titfought each other harder, came faster and faster until their throbbing cunts were never without the agonizing pleasure of lesbianic surrender. They held each other’s gaze, feigning confidence…but they could feel their bodies beginning to break down.

		

		Tongue to tongue, tits to tits, nipples to nipples the two women fucked, crying into each other’s mouth as they felt their bodies racing to defeat. They were so sore, so exhausted as their naked forms waged war, but even when their spirits begged for rest the two models forced themselves to fight with all their might. The violent clench between the powerful pussies grew more and more agonizing as their mixing cum flowed back and forth frantically, neither whore willing to quit even when their pussies practically screamed for rest.

		

		Chelsea sobbed into her enemy’s mouth like a whore as she felt her trembling sex lips folding inside her gorgeous rival’s, as she saw the haughty, hateful sheen in her enemy's eyes. Panic shocked through her form as she felt the flow of cum reverse its tide to fill Elaine’s body, as she felt the other brunette’s powerful sex biting her own again with ravenous fury. Tears streamed down her precious cheeks in rivers as her bitter loss against Mia scorched through her mind, followed by the same despair she had felt when Elaine was on top. With frantic whimpering she began to doubt her own strength, begin to doubt her ability to fuck her way to the power that would allow her to destroy Jessy once and for all. With violent desperation Chelsea could feel her clit beginning to pull into the filthy cunt of her rival, knew if Elaine was able to punish her clit between her sex lips like before she would be driven to more pleasure than she could handle. She was about to scream her enemy’s name, was about to tear her tongue from Elaine’s mouth and beg for mercy… but just as she felt the other bitch's pussy lips beginning to bite at her sexhorn she heard to Jessy’s cackling laughter echo over muffled screams. The sound was faint, like it was coming from a speaker on the other side of the door, and ended so abruptly that it could have been a trick of her Imagination…but the sound immediately filled her with searing rage. It was as if the bitch that has defeated her mother, that had torn her family apart was laughing at her weakness; and she knew even in her imagination she couldn’t let Jessy see her fall.

		

		In a violent fit of determination Chelsea thrust her naked pussy forward, the ferocious jolt sending her clit so furiously against Elaine’s that even through the violent pleasure she could feel the searing pain. In an instant their sexhorns pulsed with so much ecstasy that the two brunettes threw their faces to the ceiling, their violent holds on each other’s hair forcing their faces to the heavens as they screamed each other’s name. Tears streamed down their cheeks in rivers as they came harder than they had they had the entire fight, pulsing cum so hard furiously into each other’s tender sex that their incredible creams felt like they were fucking them both from the inside. Back and forth the two brunettes forced their juices into each other’s body, furiously using their cums to fuck each other violently, their desperate cries swirling around them with such panicked lust they knew anyone close to the room would hear the sounds of their desperate battle, but they no longer cared. The only thing that mattered now was outlasting each other’s sexual strength, was wrecking the filthy whore that fucked against her own. Each woman screamed for the other to keep fighting with all her might, to not let up until only one of them could still fuck…but the two beautiful brunettes knew their naked forms had just moments left before one or both of them collapsed.

		

		As Elaine thrust her clit against Chelsea’s in violent retaliation she and her whore counterpart were again forced to multiple climaxes, the pleasure and violent rage between their orgasms so powerful that even when they cried in strain the two whores couldn’t keep the tension between their powerful pussies. In an instant the two models screamed to the heavens in a mixture of panic and relief as the clench between their pussies was broken, as all the tension and bitter passion that had built inside their naked cunts released in a violent detonation that sent their visions awash with such violent colors they felt like they were going to pass out right then and there. Their orgasmic creams sprayed across each other’s pussy and thighs so powerfully that in an instant it felt like the two brunettes were fucking in a puddle, but the sensation of their sexes practically spitting upon each other, squirting violently across each other’s powerful thighs, threw the two whores into a frenzy. Agonizing pleasure and ravenous pain assaulted their forms as the two filthy whores began to crush their sexes against each other with reckless abandon, each woman crying out with every collision as their bodies violently thrashed. They sobbed as they grinded their sexes against each other with reckless obsession, screaming as they fought each other’s clit for desperate seconds before pulling away, only for the two whores to slap their cunts wetly against each other once more. They knew they had just seconds to settle this, moments until the winner was crowned; and as violent memories of their losses scorched painfully through their minds, Elaine and Chelsea practically begged the gods to give them the strength to outlast each other’s sexual punishment.

		

		The sounds of her own violent screams immediately forced Jessy’s snarling face to the forefront of Elaine’s mind, remembering how the secretary had fucked her unconscious, how the CEO's whore had drug her out of her office by her hair like a whore and tossed her into the hallway, naked and broken like a plaything. She remembered how Jessy had told her she was weak, how hiring her had been a waste of time, and even though she knew the other woman’s hateful words weren’t true, they still echoed in the back of her mind. She knew Chelsea was the whore Jessy hated the most, had secretly hoped fucking the secretary’s slut to bitter tears would somehow erase her violent loss to Jessy, but Chelsea’s incredible form was so much stronger than she had ever anticipated. Violent rage coursed through her beautiful, nude form as she felt the other whore pull again on her hair, confidence trickling back into her body as she pulled as well, loving her enemy’s cries. They were both sobbing like the violent whores they both knew they were; and even when they fought on the precipice of victory and defeat, this wild desperation was exactly what she had hoped for. Strength surged through her body as she begged herself to keep up the fight; she had to regain the glory of the modeling queen she knew she truly was.

		

		Chelsea was sobbing violently as she and Elaine fucked like desperate whores, every single impact of their oversexed pussies sending vicious shockwaves scorching through her gorgeous, naked form. Even with her face directed to the ceiling she continued to send her tits against her beautiful rival, continued to squeal and cry as her nipples and Elaine’s stabbed into each other with reckless fury. Her pussy was so violently sore from their desperate fuck, every single climax substituting pain for the pleasure, but as her clit and Elaine’s waged violent war she refused to let herself quit. Mia’s snarling face was etched into her mind as memories of their frantic schoolgirl hatefuck burned through her, as the pleasurable agony of her sexfight immediately reminded her of the bitter punishment she suffered in the restroom stall. Even now she still dreamed about it, hating how the unwanted fantasies of her own defeat gave her just as much pleasure as her imaginations of victory. The memories of Mia’s pussy driving against her own, punishing her for her loss, filled her with violent rage; and power surged through her naked body, urging her to reclaim her position as the sexual goddess she knew she was supposed to be.

		

		In the violent light of their final moments Elaine and Chelsea fought against the painful pull on each other’s disheveled tresses, allowing the reckless power to surge through them as they forced their faces forward. As their gorgeous eyes locked through blistering tears they forced each other to another orgasm, loving how panic and rage flared in equal intensity, hating how beautiful each woman thought the other was even in the throes of sexual combat. They spat in each other’s mouth in manic hate, the furious violation immediately driving them wild with reckless rage. They sobbed each other’s name as they drove their tongues desperately into each other’s mouth, allowing the violent hatred to flow between them, each woman forcing herself to endure the taunting of her memories in order to make her stronger; they were willing to survive anything they had to in order to drive each other under.

		

		With muffled screams the two brunette bitches clashed clit to clit as hard as they could, driving their sexhorns against each other again and again, taking out every ounce of their pent-up anger on each other’s body. They loved the tears streaming down their precious cheeks in mirrored hate, loved how every climax was defiled by pain. Again and again they came, squirting their orgasmic cream so furiously across each other’s skin in waves that they knew their pussies would hold hints of each other’s aroma for days to come. Even after what felt like hours of orgasmic violence they loved their colliding scents, trembling as still they felt their aromas struggling to overpower each other. Again they could feel their climactic creams fighting upon their bodies, and as the question of whose cum was truly stronger hanged in the air the two models only fought harder.

		

		They could feel strands of each other’s hair beginning to tear by the roots, the pain fueling the hatred burning between the two voluptuous, naked whores. Their tits were so sore from fighting, their nipples so tender from being forced to cross like swords again and again, but Elaine and Chelsea only forced their breasts to bulge against each other even more painfully. Even after making out like sluts for so long the two models still loved each other’s spit, still loved each other’s tongue even as they dueled for sexual supremacy. Had they met in a different life they would have swapped spit for hours as desperate lovers, but here in such desperate combat only hatred truly burned between them. They fucked each other as hard and as fast as they could, driving their clits against each other with such destructive fury that their sexhorns throbbed from the tension. They were trying to force each other’s clit back inside her enemy’s body, fighting to destroy each other’s filthy center of pleasure so desperately they would never want to challenge each other again. They were coated with tears and sweat, with oil and cum, the spit from their writhing tongues dripping down their chins and onto the breasts that warred beneath. Tongue to tongue, tit to tit, sex to sex the two brunettes fucked, the wet slaps of their colliding, naked bodies echoing so wildly around them they could hear nothing else besides their muffled screams. They sobbed and grinded, pulled hair and fucked, the fire burning so violently between them they felt like they would be locked in this violent clench forever.

		

		They crushed their clits head to head, driving them forward, forcing their sexhorns to fight with such reckless abandon they felt like their centers of pleasure would fuse as one. Their bodies thrashed so wildly against each other that their fistfuls of hair pulled violently, each woman screaming as the other’s hold tore cruelly from her disheveled tresses. With strands of loose hair still laced through their slender fingers the two dark-haired beauties were overcome with bitter rage, crying out in hateful distress as they slapped each other’s pretty, tear-streaked face in bitter passion. Their tongues were torn from each other’s mouth as their slaps drove their faces to the side, each woman crying out in pain as the mutual blow forced them onto their backs. Their cheeks grew scarlet from the blows as they forced themselves onto their elbows, driving their clits against each other even harder as they used their leverage to fuck with all their might. Panic welled in their breasts as they felt searing pleasure with no cum, felt violent ecstasy with no release. They could feel the final climax building inside them, could feel the orgasm that would send one or both of them to the brink of consciousness; and each whore was determined to be the one punishing the other for standing in her way.

		

		They glared into each other’s glistening eyes from across their naked, fucking bodies, loving the tears streaked across their reddened cheeks. Their heavy breasts bounced wildly as they drove their cunts against each other again as again, tits they would have loved to pleasure if they had met as friends instead of enemies. They aimed their clits against each other with such destructive obsession that neither woman cared if she fucked to collapse. They were blinded by sexual hate as another climax detonated from their forms, another orgasm without a single drop of arousal. It was as if they had fucked each other dry, but each woman could tell by the pleasure scorching through her rival’s body she still had at least one more wave of orgasmic wetness. Chelsea and Elaine screamed each other’s name with lustful rage as they crushed their sexhorns head to head, as they grinded their squealing clits against each other with such reckless abandon that more pleasure than they had ever known shocked through their devastating forms. Their centers of pleasure sliced against each other with violent obsession, each woman desperate to release the last wave of orgasmic wetness from the other’s naked form. They held each other’s gaze as they fucked, sobbing violently as tears streamed down their cheeks. Elaine and Chelsea thrashed uncontrollably as they fought to make each other surrender; and then their frantic cries shattered the air around them so violently that the walls nearly shook from the force, each woman sealing her lust for the other in the most powerful climax they had ever felt from a new rival.

		

		“Chelsea! Chelsea…you…fucking…fuck!” Elaine screamed, her voice breaking with violent ecstasy as pulse after violent pulse of her sweet girl-cum detonated from her powerful sex. Immediately she felt the strength in her body shatter, her naked form collapsing beneath the weight of the most violent orgasm she had known in weeks. She could hardly believe how much she was coming, could hardly believe how powerful the detonations exploding from her naked sex truly were. Desperate colors flashed so violently across her vision that even when she could feel the burning hate of her eyes remaining locked with Chelsea’s, she could see nothing past the tears and lights. “Oh fuck you Chelsea, fuck you! Oh fuck bitch, let me go! My fucking pussy hurts so fucking much bitch, let me fucking go!” Her words were barely understandable above her frenzied cries of pleasurable agony, but she knew the bitter tears streaming down her cheeks captured every word of surrender. She struggled violently to control her violent detonations, to hold back some of her orgasmic wetness and use it to continue the fuck against the pretentious bitch that lay in her way, but from the power of her rival she had immediately lost control. She could hear Chelsea crying with the same orgasmic pleasure, knew the other brunette was driven to the same crippling detonations…but she felt no wetness colliding with her own.

		

		“Oh fuck yeah bitch, that’s it! Oh fuck yeah you filthy little slut, fucking give it to me!” Chelsea screamed, tossing her face to the ceiling as her bitter enemy’s orgasmic juices sprayed across her naked form. “Fucking tell me how much your fucking pussy hurts bitch! Fucking cover my pussy, my flawless skin with your orgasmic cream! Beg for me to let you fucking go slut, but we both know I fucking won’t!” Violent pleasure was searing through her gorgeous, naked form as well, burning so furiously inside her that she knew her sweet girl-cum was just waiting for the perfect opportunity to unleash its incredible fury. “Didn’t you say you were gonna fucking punish me slut!? Didn’t you say you were gonna be the whore punishing me!? Sob for me bitch! Fucking tell me how full of shit you fucking are, and I’ll let you fucking eat me like a good little whore!”

		

		Elaine sobbed in wordless hate as she struggled to keep up the fight, but every second of her violent climax seemed to drain her strength. She continued to fight Chelsea’s squealing clit with her own, continued to fuck it out sexhorn to sexhorn, but as the frantic ecstasy immediately sent Elaine to multiple orgasms she felt her strength shatter, felt her naked form collapse altogether. As wave after wave of climactic ecstasy detonated through her naked form, making her scream and cry and pulse her orgasmic cream harder and harder across Chelsea’s powerful cunt, it was all Elaine could do to hold on to consciousness. She heard her bitter enemy’s demands faintly over the sound of her own screaming, knew she would never say what the other hateful brunette demanded; and she braced herself for the punishment she knew Chelsea would be ecstatic to deliver.

		

		“Oh that’s it bitch, that’s it!” Chelsea cried out, riding her gorgeous enemy through the pleasure, every drop of her enemy’s cum feeling like victory upon her skin. “Scream for me bitch! Oh fuck yeah I love the sound of you fucking crying! I love the pathetic sounds you make when you fucking come like a broken whore!” She forced her naked body to a sitting position once more, glaring down upon her gorgeous rival as the other brunette failed to meet her, loving the climactic weakness that assaulted Elaine’s gorgeous, naked body in orgasmic defeat. “Fucking fill my pussy with your filthy girl-cum slut, fucking fill my sex with your cream!” She drove her full pussy lips against Elaine’s, clenching hard, practically screaming as feeling Elaine’s cum flooding her sex nearly sent her to the final orgasm. Every moment of pleasure made Elaine weaker and weaker, but it only seemed to make Chelsea stronger. She could feel the power coursing through her veins as her tender sex lips punished Elaine’s, squeezing them harder and harder, loving how her enemy was too weak to respond; but she could feel anger coursing through her naked body as well. She loved the sounds of Elaine’s sobs, loved the other whore’s violent orgasmic crying…but even in defeat Elaine’s lips never spoke the words she wanted so desperately to hear.

		

		“Say it bitch!” Chelsea screamed, continuing to devour her enemy’s soaking cunt with her own as her left hand buried deep into her enemy’s disheveled tresses. “Fucking tell me I’m better! Fucking tell me I’m the better woman, that I’m the stronger, sexier model, or I’m gonna punish you until you do!” With every sentence Chelsea slapped her bitter rival’s gorgeous, tear-stained cheeks, every blow driving the other brunette’s face to the side, making Elaine’s cheeks grow violently scarlet. She watched her enemy’s mouth open as if to utter the words Chelsea desperately wanted to hear, leaned in close so she could burn her glare deep into Elaine’s eyes at the utterance of her defeat. She was practically giddy with excitement as she saw the other woman’s tongue beginning to move, was so ready to hear the slut beneath her admit her weakness; and then immediately she was overcome by a violent rage as Elaine spat in her panting mouth, nearly choking on her enemy’s sweet saliva from Elaine’s final act of disobedience.

		

		“You whore!” Chelsea sobbed, hating how much she loved the taste despite her disgust, tears streaming down her cheeks as the excitement of hearing her enemy admit her defeat was snatched away in an instant. “You filthy little bitch, I fucking hate you! You want to play it this way bitch, then fucking fine! You’ll scream how incredible my fucking pussy is even if I have to fucking force it out of you!” She clenched her sex so tightly against Elaine’s that the other brunette’s squealing clit pulled inside of her tender sex lips, tears streaming down both women’s cheeks as Chelsea clenched her sex as hard as she could. Elaine’s mouth opened in a violent scream of panic as her hateful rival punished her squealing clit, sobbing so violently in ecstasy that it felt like the entire world could hear her shuddering defeat.

		

		Before Elaine could catch her breath Chelsea lunged forward, allowing the punishment on Elaine’s cunt to cease as she straddled her enemy’s face in a powerful schoolgirl pin, locking her feet beneath Elaine’s shoulders and forcing her tender, cum-soaked sex against her rival’s open mouth. “If you won’t fucking tell me I’m better, then I’ll make you fucking show me! Eat me out bitch! Fucking eat me out like a good little bitch, or ill fucking drag you out into the hallway for everyone to fucking see!” With the fingers of her left hand still buried in Elaine’s hair she reached back with her right, forcing her fingers between Elaine’s legs, grinding her fingers against the other bitch's swollen clit with such desperate fury that she felt her enemy thrashing in violent pleasure. “Fucking lick my pussy like a good little bitch, or I’ll wreck your fucking clit so hard you won’t be able to fuck for weeks without pain!”

		

		Tears streamed down Elaine’s precious cheeks as she lay between the other brunette’s thighs, thrashing wildly in pleasurable agony, struggling to break away from her gorgeous counterpart, but it was no use. She sobbed in manic ecstasy as the other whore ravaged her clit, as the painful pleasure drove her weaker and weaker, until her resistance shattered altogether and she could do nothing but glare across the gorgeous, soaking pussy of the bitch on top of her. She hated how even after fucking for so long, even after succumbing to the other slut's incredible power she thought Chelsea’s pussy was incredibly beautiful. Even after being locked so violently in sexual combat she still thought the other woman smelled incredible, and even as the other bitch pulled her hair, punishing her clit while she screamed like a whore, she secretly wanted to know what her fantastic rival tasted like.

		

		With obedient whimpering Elaine lashed her tongue against Chelsea’s powerful clit, withdrawing quickly, droplets of their mixed creams immediately coating her tongue. In an instant the taste nearly brought her to climax, the quick slice upon the other woman’s sexhorn causing Chelsea’s cry of pleasure to echo over her own squeals of defeat. Even mixed with her own Chelsea’s cum tasted like liquid sugar inside her mouth, the incredible sweetness making her desperately lust for more. As Chelsea’s body trembled in pleasure Elaine felt the attack on her sexhorn let up, the pleasure distracting her victorious enemy for precious seconds so Elaine could catch her breath, but a moment later the desperate grinding against her clit resumed with renewed fury. “More!” she heard her enemy scream, their eyes locking up and down across Chelsea’s incredible, naked body. “I said fucking more Elaine, lick me to fucking orgasm! Make me fucking come, or my punishment will last all fucking night!”

		

		Violent colors flashed across Elaine’s vision as her rival’s violations drove her to another agonizing dry orgasm, the pleasurable pain so violent and destructive she knew another climax would drive her unconscious. With lustful hate she lashed her tongue against Chelsea’s incredible clit again, hating how much she loved the taste of their mixed cum upon her sexhorn, swiping her tongue around and around the other woman’s direct center of pleasure in disgusted lust. She watched Chelsea toss her face to the ceiling, uttering a trembling, drawn out moan as the pleasure coursing through Chelsea's body replaced the hateful attack on her own clit. She hated how incredible Chelsea’s pussy tasted, hated how much she loved her enemy’s sex even when it was being thrust against her face as punishment for sexual loss. Chelsea’s cream tasted so incredible, so sweet and intoxicating that even through her hatred Elaine wanted to let loose. She waited until she felt Chelsea trembling from her slow, reluctant licking, until she watched her enemy’s mouth opening in a silent cry, just moments from climax; and then Elaine released all control, burying her face furiously in the cunt of her hateful, beautiful rival and eating her out with so much frantic intensity it mirrored the ravenous obsession she felt when she and Aurelia trapped each other between their powerful legs.

		

		“Oh fuck! Oh fuck yes bitch, don’t stop! Don’t you dare fucking stop bitch!” Chelsea screamed, tears streaming down her cheeks as the most incredible pleasure she could remember in weeks scorched across her form. It was the pleasure of victory, the pleasure of deserved servitude, the type of pleasure that could only be felt after a long, desperate fuck that waged like hell between two incredible rivals. Her eyes fluttered violently in orgasmic ecstasy as Elaine’s tongue ravaged her tender clit, as the other brunette licked every last drop of cum from her full pussy lips, screaming like a sexual banshee as Elaine’s incredible tongue penetrated her cunt with every bit of fury that fingers ever could. The moment she felt Elaine’s tongue push between her sex lips Chelsea could hold on no longer, the most incredible explosion of victorious ecstasy detonating so furiously through her form that for a moment she was blinded by pleasure. In an instant she saw Jessy and Mia both, swore her revenge against them in her moment of hallucinatory ecstasy; and in the next second she came harder than she could ever remember, filling Elaine’s ravenous mouth with her cream.

		

		“That’s it you gorgeous whore, that fucking it!” Chelsea screamed, all control immediately lost as she violently smothered her rival’s face with her incredible sex. “Oh my fucking god bitch, keep licking! Oh fuck bitch, it feels so good! Fuck you bitch, it feels so fucking good, don’t you dare fucking stop!” She could hardly believe how incredible Elaine’s tongue truly was, could hardly believe that even as wave upon wave of orgasmic cream squirted from her tender sex her rival’s tongue never stopped. She could hear the big-breasted brunette crying into her pussy, felt the other woman’s expert tongue lashing against her sex faster and faster as if Elaine truly loved her taste even in frantic defeat. “Oh my fucking god slut, you’re so fucking good with your tongue! Oh fuck yeah bitch, eat me out like a good little whore! Fucking lick me to orgasm again and again and again!” She tugged on her enemy’s tresses, urging her to lick faster, screaming as the other whore’s tongue sent her to another devastating orgasm. The pleasure of Elaine’s obedience was so incredible that she nearly collapsed, but she fought through the pleasure and grinded her soaking pussy against Elaine’s ravenous mouth even more furiously. She earned this filthy victory…and she intended to force her enemy’s servitude for as long as her naked body could take.

		

		Natalie’s hand trembled as she stared at her phone, glaring at Jessy’s picture spread across the screen as she ended the call. She wanted to shatter her phone against the wall, wanted to cry in frustration as memories of her frantic loss against Aurelia assaulted her mind. Jessy wanted she and Aurelia to pose in a photoshoot together, stating they were specifically requested by a magazine…but she knew the real reason Jessy was forcing them both into the lens. Their brief struggle in the lobby, the way they had spun down the same hallway and disappeared together, she knew word of their confrontation had gotten around. Rumors travel around fast here, and even sexual competitions held completely in private seem to find their way into the light. The fact that Aurelia had been the first to leave, how Natalie had been forced to walk through the lobby towards the elevators in the remains of her tattered dress with barely enough cloth to hold against her body with her hands…Jessy knew she had lost. The secretary whore may have given her another chance to be a model when her fight with Mia got the other woman kicked out…but now she was trying to reign the women under her control.

		

		“If you want me in this fucking photoshoot, you’re gonna have to force me into it…” Natalie swore beneath her breath, Jessy’s laughter at her initial refusal still ringing in her ears. As she stowed the phone away in her purse the sound of orgasmic cries shattered her mind, and she couldn’t keep a wry smile from spreading across her lips as she glanced towards the dressing room. She could hear a woman crying in orgasmic pleasure, could hear the screams of another violently muffled as if the first was using her face as a victorious throne. There was something in the way one woman cried, even as she heard her beg the whore beneath her to keep licking, that held an aura of lustful hate. She recognized one of the voices faintly, distant memories upon the rooftops, but her anger for Jessy was infecting her thoughts, making it impossible to draw the memory forward. “Enjoy your filthy little lesbian lust, sluts…” Natalie growled, sauntering towards the elevator, pressing the button leading to Jessy’s office with a snarl. “I’m gonna fuck Jessy into realizing she can’t control me…and if either of you get in the way of my conquest, I’ll destroy both of you as well…”
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