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		Chapter 1

		

		Blake took a slow, deep breath to try and calm her nerves. Her heart was racing in her chest as she neared the writer’s room, though she didn’t know why. She’d had many interviews like this in the past, but something about today seemed...off; as if she was headed towards a bitter confrontation and not an interview. She ran her hands nervously through her long, golden tresses, glancing at herself in the reflective windows to make sure her appearance was perfect. She wore a black lace bra that pushed her deep cleavage forward, giving everyone who saw her a perfect view of her incredible breasts. A pink, form-fitting dress concealed the edges of her lingerie; but the V was cut so deep into it that almost the entirety of her bra was revealed for the outside world to see. She was absolutely stunning, and she knew it; but even so she could feel her nerves firing off panic signals to her entire body. She had half a mind to call it off, to postpone the interview until she was calmer; but she knew she couldn’t risk losing this chance to further her career. She took another deep breath, letting it out slowly to try and calm her rapidly beating heart; and then she reached for the door handle.

		

		Blake was a provocative fashion model and lingerie designer, her keen business sense and confidence to model her own creations skyrocketing her to the forefront of the sexual clothing industry. She was gorgeous and headstrong, and her fiery, sensual demeanor made almost everyone she encountered turn to give her a second, lustful gaze. She was meeting with Megan, the writer and editor for More than Skin Deep, a national publication that Blake felt would be the break she needed in order to launch her lingerie creations worldwide; but something about this meeting seemed ominous. She knew of Megan well from the magazine; but ever since Blake had heard her voice over the phone, she had felt off...as if this was a test and not a simple interview.

		

		Blake’s hand was almost shaking as she opened the door. The room was dimly lit, completely empty besides she and Megan. Despite herself, Blake couldn’t keep her eyes from drifting across Megan’s incredible form. The black, satin dress she wore seemed to hug the curves of her body perfectly, the slit down the front of the hem allowing the other woman’s powerful thigh to push through. Her skin seemed almost flawless, and her round, supple breasts seemed to push forward gracefully, revealing her sensual cleavage. Long, raven curls framed the other woman’s almost angelic face; and as Blakes’ eyes locked with Megan’s, she felt a violent shock run through her body.

		

		Immediately Blake was overcome by a desperate, almost vengeful urge. She wanted to lunge towards Megan immediately, to drive their bodies against each other as she tore at Megan’s hair. She wanted to sink her claws into the brunette’s incredible body, wanted to make Megan scream and cry while the other woman did the exact same thing to her. She nearly moaned as frantic images of their gorgeous bodies locking in combat flooded her mind, images she couldn’t control. She felt sure she had never seen this woman before; but every second their eyes remained locked made her feel more and more like the two of them had a long and violently lustful past. Blake was almost certain she saw the same hateful sheen flash though the other woman’s eyes as well, the same bitter urge to lock their bodies together and fight desperately with all their strength; but the next second it was gone, replaced by an almost innocent curiosity.

		

		Blake struggled to shake the images from her head, her heart beating rapidly as she felt her fear creeping up on her. The lustful, jealous feelings had waned almost as soon as they had taken hold, and Blake began to wonder if she had only imagined them. She took a deep breath as she strode towards Megan; and the wry smile that spread across the brunette’s plush lips sent a shock of anger searing through Blake’s form. Megan stood from her chair, and Blake’s body tensed involuntarily as if expecting an attack; but the ravishing brunette only extended her hand. “I’m glad you were finally able to show up!” the brunette cooed, her smile growing wider. “I’m Megan!”

		

		Blake extended her hand as well, and as the blonde and the brunette touched palm to palm, Blake immediately felt an unnerving rage immediately overtake her form. ‘Finally!?’ she thought to herself, as if Megan was accusing her of being late. It was such a small gesture, one that could have very easily been a slip of the tongue; but Blake felt an almost overwhelming desire to yank the brunette forward, to crush their stunning bodies against each other and make Megan scream. She wanted so badly for the other woman to do the same to her, to force the two of them body to body so that they could fight each other like two vicious she-cats in heat. Her heart raced in her chest as she was nearly overtaken by these emotions. She had never felt like this towards a completely stranger before, and the urges flowing through her were both frightening and exhilarating.

		

		As soon as the two women released their handshake, the urges faded away. Blake nearly growled in frustration as she turned away, trying desperately to understand what was going on. She strode towards the seat in front of the camera, her body shaking slightly as confusion replaced the excitement she had felt just yesterday about the interview. It was supposed to be the big break she needed in order to catapult her way into national publication; but instead it was sending her emotions down a path she had never fully experienced before.

		

		It wasn’t until Blake sat down that she fully began to observe the room around her. She and Megan were completely alone, the dim lighting that surrounded them seemed almost romantic. The room was plain; only two chairs, the lighting, and a camera pointed at each of them were laid out in the otherwise empty chamber. Again Blake could feel the troubling urges searing through her body, considering that no one would stop them if they started fighting; and she struggled to hide the urges burning inside of her.

		

		“Are you ready Blake?” Megan asked, her voice ringing so suddenly through the room that it startled the blonde back to the present.

		

		“Yes.” Blake stammered, fighting to hide her unease. “I’m ready.”

		

		A few moments of silence followed Blake’s answer, and in the silence she could practically hear her heart beating in her chest. She couldn’t explain it, but she felt the sexual tension in the air, so thick that it seemed to cover the room like an invisible blanket. All the desperate thoughts and desires swirling through her made no sense to her, and at the same time they felt so natural that it was as if she had felt them for longer than she had even been alive. Megan had never voiced it; but Blake could feel the same violent, wild desires emanating from the brunette as well. In the silence she allowed her eyes to fully trace the curves of the gorgeous brunette in front of her, struggling to convince herself that Megan’s beauty paled in comparison to her own. She saw Megan’s eyes doing the exact same thing, felt the brunette trying to convince herself of the same prideful confidence. When their gorgeous eyes locked once more, the silence around them was so absolute that each woman could hear the other’s quiet breath emanating from her plush, girl-lips; and Blake could tell they both were struggling to not crush against each other and force each other’s lips wide with their strong, delicious tongues.

		

		“What’s it like, not only being a creator, but also modeling your own creations?” Megan questioned, and Blake once more had to shake herself to the present. “It seems like such a difficult job for someone to overtake!”

		

		“It’s exhilarating!” Blake stated, trying to keep her voice steady. “It’s not easy, but because it’s exactly what I’ve wanted to do for years, the effort is completely worth it! I craft every single piece with so much care that I want every single aspect of it to be perfection. I think the greatest show of confidence is when an individual is willing to wear or use their own creations; and that’s the driving force behind me modeling my own works.”

		

		“Do you ever feel...scared...about the environment you’re in?” Megan asked, the corners of her lips twisting into a wry smile that Blake absolutely despised. “Do you ever feel intimidated surviving in an industry dominated by brunettes?” Megan ran her fingers through her own raven tresses, her smile growing wider as she watched the anger rising in Blake’s cheeks. She twisted a lock around her fingers, loving how the blonde squirmed in her chair.

		

		“I don’t think the industry is “dominated” by brunettes.” Blake replied, struggling to keep her voice level as she glared into Megan’s eyes with hatred. Her hands lay atop one another, but they were slowly beginning to clench as if to hold in her anger. “I think the ratio is fairly equal, maybe even bordering on the blonde models outweighing the brunettes.” At Megan’s comment, at the haughty way the brunette toyed with her hair in parallel with her question, every ounce of anxiety Blake had about the interview was immediately replaced by a deep, primal rage. She knew exactly what Megan was doing now, what her game was. She was trying to get Blake riled up, her body almost begging to be let loose so the two of them could fight against each other like violent sluts. Blake still had no idea why...but as she felt the anger quickly rising in her chest, she almost began to no longer care.

		

		Megan’s smile grew wider as she saw Blake’s face beginning to shadow with rage. “A few years ago, at the beginning of your career, I heard you had a little...spat...with another model in the middle of your shoot. I tried to reach out to Allison but couldn’t get a response, so I was hoping I could get the story from you. What happened between you two, Blake? Did her long chocolate tresses make you jealous? Did you feel threatened by a gorgeous brunette, were worried that if you didn’t make some sort of move that everything you had worked so hard to achieve would all be for nothing?” Megan saw the blonde’s body practically shaking with rage by now, and the sight made her almost giddy with delight. “I heard when you two were pulled apart, Allison already had you crying! Do you think if you two kept fighting that you—”

		

		“Look bitch, I don’t know what the fuck your little game is here!” Blake growled, practically shooting to her feet in anger. “I’ve never been intimidated by a filthy fucking brunette, you understand me!? I wasn’t intimidated by her, and I sure as hell aren’t intimidated by you!” Blake’s heart raced in her chest as she watched Megan raise to her feet as well, and her entire body tingled with a violent wish for Megan to lunge towards her so that she could tear this pretentious little journalist apart. “We fought because she was an overbearing, egotistical bitch!” The blonde could feel her arms shaking at her sides, her claws ready to tear into the gorgeous whore in front of her if she needed to. “And if the photographer hadn’t separated us, I’d have torn the filthy fucking slut to shreds! What the fuck do you want from me Megan!? Who the fuck are you, and why the fuck are you attacking me like this!?”

		

		“I need you to remember, Blake!” Megan exclaimed, her voice almost dripping with sexual lust. “I need you to remember, so that you and I can do what we were always meant to do! We have so much more history between us than this short, brief meeting you blonde whore!” Blake and Megan glared into each other’s eyes like bitter rivals, and each woman could see the other’s angelic orbs immediately becoming overcast with a sexual, devilish sheen. “Our bodies were meant to entwine like snakes, seeking out each other’s strength almost since the beginning of time!” Megan’s words were beginning to echo through Blake’s mind like a violent memory, and the blonde’s vision began to swim with bright, flashing colors so desperate that she felt like she might pass out. “Our bodies have been searching each other out throughout the eras of history! And now that we have found each other once more, it is our destiny to tear each other apart like filthy whores! Remember, Blake! Remember who you truly are, so we can set this time period ablaze with violent, lustful war!”

		

		Images began flooding into the blonde’s mind almost painfully, desperate flashes of bitter, lustful warfare filling her consciousness like a tidal wave of memories. She could feel the pussy of another woman violently crushing against her own, could feel a woman’s claws scratching at her body. She felt heavy breasts slamming against her own again and again as she slammed back, as she clawed back, as her body was sent to violent, painful orgasms at the same time she heard the woman she fought against in her mind screaming in climactic ecstasy. Her eyes flashed with colors so brightly, her body felt so weak from the torrent of images that she felt like she would collapse; and then at once everything faded. The visions faded, the phantom images of sexual warfare dissipated almost as soon as it had assaulted her. The colors that flashed in her vision quickly died down until she could see the world around her once more. Blake was standing, but Megan’s form was still seated as if she had imagined the brunette rising herself up to meet her. The lustful hate she had seen shadowing Megan’s face was replaced by a worried confusion; and Blake began to wonder if she had completely imagined the words that had been spoken by the gorgeous brunette in front of her.

		

		“Blake?” Megan’s voice rang out over the silence. “Blake, is everything okay?”

		

		“What…” Blake muttered, the confusion forcing her voice to become violently shaky. “What just—”

		

		“It’s okay Blake, I understand.” Megan said, a wry smile once more playing across her lips. “I understand it’s difficult, trying to become who it is you truly are. I can tell you’re exhausted, that you’re not yourself right now. Let’s postpone the meeting until a later day, when you feel up to it.”

		

		Megan stood from her chair, and Blake’s body tensed for another wave of frantic images; but for now everything was calm. The blonde watched the brunette approaching her, the visions of sexual warfare she had just felt keeping her fully on her guard. She didn’t understand what was going on, didn’t understand what these violent images, what her anxiety and racing heart signified. She could feel her own sexual desires building inside of her even through the confusion, having to fight off the urges of attacking the gorgeous brunette in front of her even though she had no idea why. Megan’s face seemed so angelic and innocent; and yet there was something so devilish about her aura that she didn’t trust the reporter even as the world around them faded back to normalcy.

		

		“Maybe it was a bit unfair of me to throw such questions your way when you weren’t fully up to the challenge.” Megan continued, spreading her arms wide. “At least let me hug you by way of apology.”

		

		Blake was immediately wary of Megan’s offer of an apologetic embrace. Such a request felt so much more odd than simply words of regret, and she was about to refuse; but as she looked deep into the brunette’s sparkling eyes, she knew she had no reason to. If everything that was going on was simply the product of her exhaustion, if these frantic images were truly all made up inside her mind, then refusing the embrace could be seen as painfully rude; and if everything she felt turned out to be true, if she and Megan truly had some violent, desperate past she couldn’t fully remember, then refusing to feel the brunette’s body against her own would show a weakness Blake had to show the brunette she didn’t possess.

		

		As their arms wrapped around each other, Blake was immediately filled once more by a bitter, jealous rage; and she could almost sense the same violent urges nearly exploding across Megan’s body as well. She struggled to control her aching desires, but it was so difficult keeping her composure as she felt the brunette’s breasts pressing against her own, as she felt the other woman’s nipples meeting hers through their clothes. Her heart raced in her chest as she thought she felt the reporter’s arms clenching their bodies together tighter than before; and as Blake squeezed harder as well, both she and the brunette couldn’t keep a passionate, horny moan from escaping their lips.

		

		As the two women squeezed each other tighter they began to run their breasts against each other softly, feeling each other out, their forms practically trembling as their nipples met again and again, their rods growing harder as their excitement grew, their movements sending such desperate shocks through their forms that their breathing grew labored. Their tightening embrace wasn’t painful, but each woman could sense the obvious challenge in the other woman’s grasp. Megan and Blake pulled their faces back so they could look each other in the eye as they felt their sexual bodies pressing against each other, their dazzling orbs glinting with a fiery, lustful sheen. Blake felt the violent urges beginning to overtake her, knew that if she stayed pressed up against the brunette like this she wouldn’t be able to control the desires flooding through her; and with a frustrated growl she released Megan’s body and pushed her away, her form nearly quaking in frustration at not being able to let loose against the gorgeous brunette that stood in front of her.

		

		Megan and Blake were breathing hard as they stumbled slightly away from each other. Their chests rose and fell in unison as they breathed, each woman’s eyes lustfully glancing across the other’s perfect body. Even through their clothes the sensation of their full tits massaging each other had been maddening, and each woman could tell by the sheen in the other’s eyes that she wanted so much more. Lust and confusion filled Blake’s mind as she struggled to understand what was happening. She couldn’t remember ever having felt like this before, at least not this quickly. She opened her mouth to say something, but no words would come. She wanted so badly to latch onto this other bitch right here and now, to engage Megan in the bitter, sexual combat that her body screamed at her to do; but at the same time she wanted almost frantically to leave. She had to collect herself, had to gather her thoughts and emotions so she could approach this rationally. She tried to speak once more but could find no words, and she was about to turn towards the door and escape the room that she and Megan stood alone in together; but before she could twist away the brunette’s hand flashed towards her body, gripping the fabric of her bra and pulling the two gorgeous women against each other once more.

		

		Before Blake could even react she felt Megan’s plush, girl-lips pressing firmly against her own, and she couldn’t help but utter a lustful moan as she felt the brunette’s tongue force between her lips and deep into her mouth. Blake was almost immediately ravenous as she tasted Megan’s tongue against her own, and as if she was running almost purely off of some long-forgotten instinct Blake forced her tongue between Megan’s lips as well.

		

		The blonde and the brunette glared deeply into each other’s eyes as their tongues twisted and corkscrewed against each other between their sealed lips, each woman desperately trying to steal the other’s spit while struggling to keep her rival from stealing her own. Blake’s heart raced as she couldn’t believe what she was doing, but she knew she could not allow herself to back down now. She buried her fingers inside Megan’s raven curls just as the brunette’s fingers twisted around her own blonde tresses, each woman forcing the other’s gorgeous face even harder against their own. Moans swirled around them as the two women fought each other with their tongues, hating how much they loved each other’s taste, each woman filled with pride at how much she could tell the other woman enjoyed her deliciousness. They brought their bodies into heavy contact once more, pressing their perfect tits against each other again in order to drive the women into even greater heights of sexual madness. Blake was so eager for this challenge, so desperately ready for the two of them to take each other to the ground; but just before she fully gave in to her filthy desires Megan forced her away, each woman again stumbling slightly away, breathing heavily as they glared into each other’s eyes.

		

		Blake could hardly believe what was happening around her, had no idea where this sudden rush of lustful energy had come from. Spit glistened upon both women’s lips as they eyed each other with a bitter, jealous pride; and then another wry smile spread across Megan’s lips as she turned towards the door. “I need you to remember, Blake…” the brunette cooed, stepping confidently towards the door. She gave a short pause as she neared the door, glancing back over her shoulder at the blonde seductively. “Remember who you really are…” And before Blake had the time to answer Megan threw the door open and stepped out into the hall.

		

		Blake was about to give chase, but as the door closed behind Megan, Blake had a sudden suspicion that the other woman had already disappeared. She shook her head wildly, almost believing that the entire thing, even Megan’s presence, had been some sexual, exhaustive hallucination; but as she reached up towards her lips, felt the brunette’s delicious spit still spread across her mouth, she knew it had all been real. “What the hell is happening…” Blake muttered, trying again to shake away the wild sensations assaulting her form. “I need to sleep…” she whispered, unable to comprehend what had truly just happened. “Something isn’t right…”

		

		Blake could still taste Megan on her tongue as she entered her hotel room, could still feel the wetness of the brunette’s delicious saliva upon her lips. Her pussy was still practically throbbing with lust as she struggled to clear her head, the sexual excitement from her frantic thoughts still lingering around her. Her body trembled as she began to undress, hoping a cold shower would help shock the impulses from her body.

		

		As she removed her bra Blake almost quivered, the sensation of the fabric brushing up against her nipples as she removed the lace nearly causing her to moan. Her rods were still so long and hard, still so desperately sensitive from the brief comparisons she and the brunette had forced their bodies into. She ran her hands along her naked breasts, taking her nipples between her fingers to twist and squeeze them lightly. Her mouth opened in a panting cry as even her soft caresses sent violent, desperate shocks through her form. She bit her bottom lip, trying in vain to halt her moans of desire, images of she and Megan crushing against each other like filthy, naked whores filling her mind. “Oh Megan, you filthy fucking slut!” Blake moaned, her body so horny that she had to release her nipples before she sent herself to orgasm. “I wish you had stayed…that way I could have torn your body apart!”

		

		Blake felt practically ravenous as she panted with lust, alone and naked in her room. She wanted so desperately to sink her claws into Megan’s flesh, wanted so desperately to feel Megan’s claws digging into her own. She wanted to fight and fuck the brunette with everything she had, until both of them were practically coated in their mixing sweat and cum. She had never felt like this before, had never felt such desperate, unbridled lust towards another woman so quickly, and her bitter, sexual urges almost scared her; but they were so wild and frantic that she knew they were no longer an illusion. She practically stumbled to the bathroom as once more the frantic images of bitter warfare began to assault her form, and she fumbled to turn the water on. As the cold spray washed over her trembling, naked body she could feel herself coming back to her senses; but the urges never truly relented, always hiding in the corner of her mind as she struggled to clear her head.

		

		Wild questions swam through her mind along with the vicious, sexual images she couldn’t control. Who truly was the gorgeous brunette that she fought against so desperately in her mind? Why did she have such frantic urges towards her? Why was Megan acting like the two of them knew each other both violently and intimately? What was the purpose of this meeting? Was any of this actually real? So many questions assaulted her mind over and over, questions she didn’t have the answers to. No matter how hard she tried, she couldn’t shake the images of she and Megan grinding their perfect bodies against each other, clawing at each other’s form, tearing at each other’s hair, slamming pussy to pussy again and again as they cried with hateful lust, and it took every fiber of self-control the blonde had not to masturbate to the wild, sinful thoughts exploding through her mind.

		

		She tried viciously to bring her raging body under control, fought desperately to focus on the water running through her cleavage, dripping down her naked body in order to bring herself back to the present, but it was no use. The bitter war she fought within herself was giving her a massive headache, the excitement and anxiety building even higher as she realized the fantasies flowing through her body felt like vicious, distant memories. With an angry growl she turned the water off, giving up the idea that anything but sleep could quell the urges exploding inside of her. She dried herself quickly, her entire body trembling as the urges to finger herself frantically filled her with such desperate thoughts. She collapsed naked onto the bed, desperately hoping that sleep would help her control the flood of images and questions threatening to drown her in confusion, but even as she closed her eyes, the relentless images and desperate fantasies would not let her be.

		

		Blake tossed and turned uncomfortably as she struggled to force herself to sleep, her naked body burning hot as no matter how hard she tried, she couldn't get Megan's incredible image out of her head. She struggled to ignore the frantic visions swirling inside her mind, but they grew stronger and stronger with every passing second. Her naked pussy practically throbbed with horny desire, begging to be pleasured; and with a furious growl Blake sat up in bed, the darkness around supplying her desperate fantasies a blank backdrop even with her eyes open wide.

		

		“What the fuck do you want from me...” Blake muttered to herself, shaking her head wildly, unable to drive away her own frantic desires. “Fuck you, Megan...” she whispered to the dark. “Why are you able to do this to me...” I need you to remember the brunette's words echoed inside her mind; even now she didn't know whether or not she had imagined them. Secretly she wondered if Megan was home right now, her body equally hot and horny, the same ravenous desires flowing through her as well. The thought nearly made Blake tremble, realizing her naked form would find no rest without sexual release; and Blake's right hand began to move across her skin, her entire body trembling as her fingertips danced across her inner thighs.

		

		Blake's middle finger grazed across her clit, her body burning so desperately that the tender caress nearly sent the blonde to orgasm right then and there. “Megan, you bitch!” Blake howled to the ceiling, her entire body trembling with violent lust as she grit her teeth against the pleasure. Waves of desperate visions exploded even stronger through her mind, her furious passion washing over her hot, naked body; and in her lust and desire her fantasies materialized the phantom form of Megan in front of her. In her imagination Megan sat facing her on the other end of the bed, her legs spread wide with a wicked grin as her fingers danced across her pussy. It was only a product of her violent desires; but Blake's fantasy was so realistic that she could nearly hear the brunette's panting breath mixing with her own.

		

		As Blake pushed her middle finger between her tender pussy lips, so did the brunette in her vision, each woman glaring into the other's eyes as they struggled to hide how horny they truly were. Blake kept her eyes locked with the woman of her frantic imagination, struggling to contain the moans threatening to echo from her plush lips. It was as if letting out her lustful cries from her own self-pleasure would show weakness, even as she masturbated alone in her hotel room. She knew the woman that sat on the edge of her bed was nothing more than her imagination, a feverish product of her lustful confusion; but she felt like she had to prove to her fantasy, and to herself, that she could hold her own even as she drove her finger inside of herself again and again to the image of Megan's gorgeous form.

		

		Blake hated how wet she already was, how hot and horny Megan's incredible form made her even in her visions. The blonde drove two fingers into her cunt, then three, nearly screaming in pleasure from her own penetration; but as she watched the brunette do the same in her fantasy, Megan's own cries echoing in her imagination, Blake felt a small thrill of pride. Harder and faster Blake masturbated, penetrating herself deeper and deeper as she imagined Megan doing the same. She could feel her own sex practically biting at her fingers, coating them with arousal, practically begging Blake to drive inside herself even more frantically. Her perfect breasts bounced as Blake's naked form began to sway, as the blonde began to thrash wildly from her own stimulation. She imagined Megan's body moving exactly the same way, challenging her own destructive beauty in her fantasies, the brunette's lips open in panting sobs just as frantic as her own. Desperately she wondered if Megan was doing the exact same thing in her bedroom, if Megan was thinking of Blake in the same lustful rage; and the thought forced Blake to focus, as if she had to outlast Megan in case the brunette was also masturbating to the blonde's sexual, naked form.

		

		“Hurry up and come, you filthy fucking whore...” Blake panted, her voice tinged with violent pleasure as already she could feel an orgasm threatening to detonate from her form. “I know you want to Megan...I know you fucking want to!”

		

		“You want to come even more!” Megan gasped in Blake's fantasy, the brunette's imaginary words causing Blake to tremble like a filthy whore. “I know you're wet bitch, so fucking wet! Just imagining my body sitting across from yours, masturbating in the same bed, is driving you fucking wild!”

		

		“You're even wetter, you filthy slut!” Blake cried out, her fingers driving her so close to the edge she felt like she could come at any second. “You're doing the exact same thing you desperate brunette whore, imagining my sexual form sitting across from yours! Driving your fingers deep into your filthy cunt as you glare across my incredible, sexual form!” Blake's heart raced in her chest as she argued desperately with the brunette in her fantasy...for a moment, it felt like Megan could truly hear every word. Blake imagined tears welling in the brunette's eyes from the pleasure, her own tears beginning to streak across her vision in the same exact fashion. Blake crushed the palm of her hand against her clit as she continued to drive her fingers desperately inside of her, watched as Megan followed suit in her visions; and with frantic screams Blake came violently, watching as her desperate rival in her imagination climaxed as well.

		

		Blake closed her eyes against the pleasure, howling Megan's name despite the violent challenge she felt from the brunette. Hatred and lust filled her body as Blake continued to drive her fingers wildly inside of her, as she crushed her palm even more desperately against her clit, her vicious intrusion driving the pleasure from her violent climax higher and higher as she rode her fingers out through her passionate orgasm. Her free hand pulled painfully on her own golden tresses, fantasizing it was Megan's fingers that caused her pain while at the same time imagining it was Megan's hair her own fingers were wrapped violently into. She sobbed Megan's name again, even louder as the vicious detonations seared through her gorgeous, naked body; and after nearly a full minute Blake could feel the violent explosions dying down, her eyes glistening with tears as she opened them to the darkness of her room once more.

		

		The blonde's heart raced desperately in her chest, her body tensing for attack, half expecting Megan's naked, sexual form to be seated physically in front of her on the silken sheets; but of course the brunette was nowhere to be found. Blake eyed the spot her rival's phantom image had been just moments before, eyeing a darkened stain upon the sheets where Megan had masturbated, and Blake's mouth opened in a panicked gasp. With trembling fingers Blake reached towards the stain, nearly wincing as her fingertips touched the fabric; but the area was completely dry despite how wet the area looked to be. “Stain must have always been there...” Blake muttered to herself; but she was almost certain they had been unblemished this morning.

		

		Blake took a deep breath and held it, fighting to slow her rapidly racing heart. She could feel the exhaustion beginning to fill her body, but she knew her naked form was still too horny to be able to sleep. A dim, blue flash seemed to illuminate her bedside drawer, emanating from the sapphire necklace resting atop its surface. It seemed the pendant was alive, that the stone was shining of its own accord; but as she gazed closer, she convinced herself its glow was from the reflection of the moon outside. “What the hell is going on...” Blake muttered to herself, shaking her head; but as her eyes drifted from the stone to the drawer below, she could feel her sexual excitement beginning to flare once more.

		

		Her hand practically trembled as she reached for the handle, her eyes gazing across the clit stimulator she had bought just a few days before. It was supposed to be incredible, was supposed to be the best on the market; but after putting in new batteries Blake had been called for business and hadn't gotten the chance to try it out yet. She could feel her naked twat practically pulsing, begging for more; and the blonde could feel an excited grin spreading across her face as she pulled it from the drawer.

		

		Blake moved closer to the center of the bed, spreading her legs wide. Her lips opened in a trembling moan as she glanced across her own naked sex, dripping from the cum of her previous arousal...but as the clit stimulator neared her tender pussy, she knew there was so much more to come. She turned the vibrator on, setting it to its lowest setting with a trembling breath; and before she could even put the toy to her skin she was once again overcome with a violent wave of images. Her vision flashed with desperate colors, and in an instant the brunette materialized in front of her once more, a wicked, vicious smile spread across her gorgeous, hateful face. The blonde allowed her own naughty grin to spread across her lips as she glared into the eyes of her brunette fantasy once more. Megan's phantom form had moved to the center of the bed as well, her right leg lacing over Blake's left while her left leg spread beneath the blonde's right. Blake's imagination was so vivid that she could practically feel the brunette's shaven thighs pressing against her own as their pussies drew close, stopping just inches from touching. In Blake's imagination, Megan's pussy was dripping just as much as her own; and as their chests rose and fell in unison in her mind, Blake once again wondered if Megan was physically engaging in the same masturbatory fantasies she was.

		

		“I can't believe you came already...” Blake hissed to her brunette fantasy, loving the lustful anger shining in Megan's eyes as she spoke her words. “Masturbating to my body, digging your fingers desperately into your pathetic sex as you fantasize about my naked form. Even you think blondes are better, don't you bitch? That's why just glaring at my beautiful blonde form made you come like a common whore!”

		

		“You came just as quickly, slut!” the brunette hissed back in Blake's fantasy; and for a moment the blonde's heart raced as she practically heard Megan's voice echoing around her. “You think my naked body is so fucking hot, even hotter than yours! You know I'm the sexier bitch, don't you cunt!? Brunettes are so much better than blondes, especially in bed! That's why just thinking of me made you fucking come...you know if I fucked you for real, you'd have come even quicker!”

		

		Blake was filled with a desperate anger towards the brunette that glared into her eyes. The blonde hated Megan with so much lustful rage that she wanted to tear her apart, even though right now the brunette's defiance was only in the confines of her fantasies. She could hear the humming of the vibrator in her hand, glanced towards her naked pussy with a trembling gasp, imagining Megan's naked twat growing so close that the stimulator couldn't fit between them without pleasuring them both; and as she glanced back into the eyes of her imagination, she could practically hear Megan's trembling gasp. “Let's fucking see who can hold her orgasm in longer, slut...” the blonde muttered, challenging the brunette in her lustful fantasies. “My pussy on one side and your pussy on the other! The first woman to pull away or come admits she's the weaker slut...”

		

		“I can't wait to hear you scream my name, whore!” Megan answered in her imagination, each woman nearly moaning as she spoke. “Put that vibrator between us you gorgeous whore, and let's see who the hornier bitch really is!”

		

		With a vicious howl Blake forced the vibrator against her squealing clit, tears immediately filling her eyes as the toy's vibrations flowed through her. Even on the lowest setting the sensations were powerful, were absolutely incredible, nearly sending her to desperate climax right then and there. In her imagination she could hear Megan's equally desperate cries, could see the same vicious tears in the brunette's glistening orbs, could see Megan's naked sex pressing against the toy just as much as she was. Blake had tried many sex toys during her adult life, but never had she experienced such an incredible sensation from a vibrator; and she could hardly contain her excitement as she realized this was only the first level the toy offered. She pushed against the stimulator even harder, practically begging to be sent to violent climax; and for a moment she thought she could feel the pressure from the other side increase with equal passion as the woman of her fantasies pressed back just as fervently. Their manic screams of pleasure swirled around them as Blake and her imagination moved their faces close, their glistening eyes never releasing their locked glares even as the toy drove the brunette and the blonde so violently close to climax.

		

		“That's it bitch, tell me how much you fucking like it!” Blake hissed, loving every single second the vibrator sent frantic pulses through her sex. “Tell me how much you want to fucking come, how much you want to scream my name like a whore!”

		

		“You want to scream my name even more!” Megan growled back, Blake's fantasies so realistic that the blonde could nearly feel the brunette's hot, panting breath mixing with her own. “This feels so fucking good bitch, but I can take anything you can!” Megan reached towards the vibrator as well, stabilizing it between them with a desperate fire in her eyes. “Let's take this up a notch, you filthy cunt!” Megan challenged in Blake's fantasies, sexual fire blazing in her eyes. “Unless a pitiful blonde whore like you can't fucking handle it!?”

		

		“Shut your fucking mouth, slut!” Blake growled in the darkness, her fingers pulsing the power up a step; and in an instant Blake's furious growls turned into frantic shrieks as more pleasure than she had ever known from self-stimulation exploded from her form. The blonde had to grit her teeth against the pleasure, had to use every ounce of control she owned not to come immediately right then and there. She could hear Megan in her fantasies howling just as violently, could practically feel the brunette's naked body thrashing against her own. Blake's naked form quaked wildly, the bed beneath her creaking violently as she trembled; but never once did the blonde allow her squealing clit to part from the incredible machine. Megan remained equally determined, equally unwilling to yield in Blake's desperate fantasies; and as Blake glared into the eyes of her imagination, she desperately wished Megan was truly there so she could bury her fingers violently into the other woman's raven tresses.

		

		As Blake drove the vibrator up another level her mouth opened in a violent, silent cry, the pleasure so frantic that she could hardly make a sound; but in her fantasies, Megan's mouth opened with the same pleasurable silence, neither woman able to believe how incredible the toy that pulsed between them truly was. As if by some violent cue the sexual disbelief shattered like glass, and the blonde and the brunette phantom she struggled against screamed each other's name in ecstasy. Tears streamed down their precious cheeks as Blake felt their naked bodies thrashing wildly upon the mattress, but neither woman was willing to admit the other was stronger. They forced their clits against the vibrator even harder, glaring even more hatefully into each other's glistening eyes; and Blake hated how powerful the brunette was, even in her desperate sexual fantasies.

		

		Nothing but squeals and screams echoed from the lips of Blake and her phantom rival as Blake forced the setting to max, tears streaming down their precious cheeks as wave after wave of violent ecstasy washed over their struggling, naked bodies. Blake was so filled with violent pleasure that she couldn't even find words to scream, couldn't even think of anything but the desperate vibration pulsing through her engorged clit. She wanted so violently to hold on, to outlast the brunette even in her fantasies, but it was no use. She howled wordless obscenities towards the heavens as the vibrator forced her to the most incredible climax she'd ever felt from a machine before, an orgasm so intense that immediately as it detonated from her form Blake was practically thrown backwards.

		

		Blake sobbed in violent pleasure as her naked back slammed into the mattress, her sexual form thrashing wildly in agonizing pleasure as another orgasm detonated from her form even before the first had reached its full power. Blake tore the vibrator away from her clit, turning the incredible machine off with the final seconds of clear thought she could muster; and as the furious waves of her desperate climaxes began to reach their full power the blonde could do nothing but thrash and scream and cry, loving the frantic explosions detonating so passionately from her form. With one hand Blake squeezed and caressed her own naked breasts, pinching and teasing her hard, erect rods, driving the pleasure of her climaxes even higher. Her other hand pulled on her own hair, struggling to use the pain to control her pleasure, once again imagining it was Megan's fingers that pulled at her golden tresses. In her fantasies Blake could hear Megan screaming just as loudly, her voice practically begging for more in the confines of her mind; but before Blake could even see whether or not Megan's phantom image disappeared at the end of her climax, the pleasure drove Blake into sleep, darkness filling the blonde's vision almost as quickly as the desperate images that had spurred her vicious masturbatory fantasies.

		

	
		Chapter 2

		

		Ayla stirred sleepily, her eyes fluttering as the early morning sunrise began to shine across her beautiful face. A thin mist hung lazily in the air, and the dew seemed to sparkle upon her skin nearly as much as the meadow around her. The form of a gorgeous redhead lay sleeping next to her, and Ayla had half a mind to stir the fiery woman awake; but watching Lye sleeping so peacefully sent an overwhelming calm passing over her. She was about to lay back down beside the redhead, but she knew she wouldn’t be able to find any rest; there was an aura about the morning that filled her with a desperate, lustful excitement.

		

		Ayla wondered what the primal goddesses had planned for her this day as she pushed her lithe, sexual form upright. She was careful not to wake Lye as she ran her fingers through her flowing, golden tresses, nearly moaning as her fingertips pulled lightly at her own hair. It had been many moons since her body had felt the sexual touch of another, and with every sunrise her body grew hotter and hornier. She heard the sounds of violent cries echoing in the distance, sounds of desperate sexual and physical combat emanating from the tribe’s main village; two rivals were already at work, releasing their sexual rage on each other for the rest of the tribe to witness.

		

		Ayla glanced across Lye’s form once more, her breasts and sex hidden behind her animal-hide clothes; but the rest of her body was almost completely bare…just as all the women of the tribe were. Sexual relations between the women of the tribe were greatly encouraged; but now was the beginning of spring, where fertility and sexual prowess was admired more than anything else. The women of the tribe could still fuck; but during the months of spring, the only sex between females was to be the result of violent competitions as woman struggled against woman for power and admiration. Such was the decree of the War Queen, the leader of their tribe. The queen would deprive herself of sex for many months, no matter how many sexual wars she witnessed, no matter how horny the battles between the women of her tribe made her. At the end of the Spring she would take only the strongest, the most sexually adept women of the tribe, those who had proven themselves during the wars of spring, into her private cave. Those who were chosen could never speak of what transpired within the stone chambers…but everyone could tell it was some of the most incredible sex any of them had ever experienced.

		

		Ayla was so hot and horny for sex that she had half a mind to wake Lye and challenge the redhead in front of the tribe; but she shook the idea from her head. Ayla loved Lye, and although sexual competition against the redhead would certainly be orgasmic, she worried she wouldn’t be able to keep the competition friendly. Whenever Ayla fought, she fought to win; and the last thing she wanted was to see Lye hurt. It wouldn’t be long until the seasons changed, until the hotter days began and tender, intimate relationships between women were permitted once more. She and Lye were so desperate for each other’s touch, but the two of them had already lasted this long; they could survive a few cycles more. After all, the absence would only make them want it so much more…and Ayla knew that once they were allowed, their love would last all night long, even well into the morning as they sent each other to Heaven and back again and again.

		

		Ayla stood, almost reluctant to leave the gorgeous redhead’s side; but an unknown force was beginning to draw her form. The blonde knew not what these urges were, knew not what spirits were guiding her form; but something deep down told her not to ignore the invisible impulses compelling her towards the forest. The bitter screams from the village were growing fainter as Ayla’s incredible form began to drift farther away, and despite the unseen spirits drawing her attention, Ayla wondered which women were locking together in the village center. She could hear a ravenous pleasure overshadowing the hate in their screams, and Ayla knew the bitter contest had quickly turned sexual. When she’d first heard the screams as she woke, she’d wanted to stop by and watch…but as Ayla’s heart began to race, the blonde felt as if she had more desperate, pressing matters to attend to.

		

		Ayla stopped as she reached the wall of trees that signified the forest’s edge, turning back around to face Lye’s incredible form once more. Her red hair shone like fire as the light from the sun glinted off of her crimson tresses; a fire that had been the envy and desire of many. Indeed, ever since the pass of her nineteenth year, Ayla had fought many suitors in order to keep Lye to herself. Only women who had lived at least nineteen years were allowed to fight; but once that age arrived, challenge could come from anywhere. The image of a beautiful, primal brunette immediately flashed in her vision; and Ayla growled with a desperate rage beneath her breath. “Tala…” Ayla growled to the wind, trying to shake the image free. “I can’t wait to tear you apart once more…”

		

		Ayla and Tala used to be friends, almost inseparable; but all that changed on Ayla’s nineteenth birthday. Tala was just a few days older than Ayla, and her birthday had been celebrated by the village with just as much song and dance as Ayla’s was; but something about the night of Ayla’s birthday had seemed different. At the close of the night Ayla’s mother had bestowed upon her a gorgeous sapphire pendant, an amulet that had been a gift to her from the War Queen herself. For some reason the gift drove Tala immediately ravenous, challenging Ayla for the privilege of wearing it right then and there. The two nineteen-year-old girls fought each other furiously in front of the tribe, even driving each other to multiple orgasms in the midst of their hellacious catfight. In the end Ayla had won, keeping the pendant all to herself; but Tala never truly accepted Ayla as the stronger woman. They fought each other many times after, still claiming to be friends; but the rift between them continued to grow with every passing sunrise.

		

		Ayla and Tala were quickly becoming just like their mothers, their ravenous sexual desires and evenly matched bodies urging them to clash again and again. Neither daughter knew why their mothers were such bitter rivals, and neither ever asked. Their mothers had despised each other for as long as they could remember; and as Ayla and Tala fought each other again and again, the two daughters could feel the sexual pride and approval of their mothers growing with every fight. Their mothers were practically urging them to struggle, almost daily; and Tala and Ayla began to want their competitions just as much as their mothers wanted them to tear each other apart.

		

		Even through these bitter competitions Ayla and Tala had been able to stay mostly friends; but all of that changed the day Lye had turned nineteen. Ayla and Lye had been friends since childhood, perhaps the only woman Ayla had ever been closer to than Tala. Ayla and Lye did everything together, almost never leaving each other’s side. Lye was a few months younger than Ayla, and the blonde had always felt it was her duty to protect the redhead at any cost. Tala had always been distant with Lye, had always seemed to be jealous of the closeness between Ayla and the redhead; but that jealousy seemed to turn into an almost ravenous desire at the celebration of Lye’s nineteenth birthday.

		

		In the middle of the night, after the rest of the village had fallen asleep, Ayla and Lye snuck away to the forest in secret. After a woman turned nineteen, sexual relationships between other females were permissible; but Lye and Ayla wanted their first night of sexual pleasure together to be conducted in secret. With every orgasm the to women were able to draw from each other’s body, the love between Ayla and Lye flourished. They took each other to Heaven and back again and again, their dazzling eyes sparkling in the moonlight. It was that night they promised themselves to each other, swearing upon the old gods that aside from vicious sexfights, Ayla and Lye belonged only to each other. They sealed their promise with a deep kiss of passion, their tongues playing against each other with both love and desire; but before Ayla and Lye could begin another round of ravenous sex, a shadowed figure had darted towards them with a furious, rage-filled scream. The silhouette had grabbed Lye violently by her messy, crimson tangles, pulling the redhead’s naked body off of Ayla’s; and before the blonde could even process what was happening the shadowed figure drove her naked form against the blonde with a strangled cry, not even giving Ayla the chance to rise to her feet.

		

		Immediately Ayla had been overcome with a violent, sexual rage as Tala’s glistening eyes locked with her own, her heart racing frantically in her chest as the brunette’s naked form crushed against her own in the same spot Ayla and Lye had made love. Before Ayla could even open her mouth to speak, to demand Tala explain why she had so violently interrupted her lovemaking with Lye, she felt Tala’s fingers bury deep in her golden messy curls; and Ayla tangled the other woman’s raven tresses through her own fingers, knowing the desperate fight was on no matter the reason. Ayla’s naked form was already tired and sore from making love to Lye ravenously; but fighting in front of the redhead gave the blonde an added strength that had immediately leveled the sexual playing field.

		

		They had fought each other long into the night in front of Lye, their bitter fuckwar almost wordless as the sun began to peek over the horizon. The entire last hour of their war was filled only with screams and moans, neither woman having any energy left to do anything besides fuck and admit their furious, mutual desires. The sexual war nearly ended as a draw; but Ayla had felt Tala’s naked body collapse from orgasmic exhaustion just seconds before her own. With Lye as a witness Ayla’s victory was official; and although many more sexfights between Tala and Ayla erupted in front of the village, none were as desperate, as personal, or as vicious. Tala had never challenged Ayla over Lye since that frantic, secret night; but there was a bitter, lustful jealousy in the brunette’s eyes every time she spied Lye and Ayla together.

		

		A sweet, primal scent wafted upon the wind, driving Ayla back to the morning at hand. Her pussy tingled beneath her animal-hide skirt, ravenous for whatever challenge lay ahead. She took one last look across Lye’s sexual form, swearing to the redhead silently that no matter what this morning held for her, she would use all her strength to triumph. Her fingers wrapped loosely around the sapphire amulet, the stone growing warm as if even the pendant was growing excited; and with her heart racing in her chest Ayla turned back to the trees, passing through the veil of branches into the forest beyond.

		

		Ayla could hardly contain her excitement as she stepped through the forest, nearly moaning even as she had no idea what she was about to get into. The sunlight filtered through the leaves, spotting her skin in its warmth. The call of birds echoed loudly around her as she paced through the dense jungle, her eyes scanning her surroundings. The path seemed familiar, as if she had traveled this same stretch years ago; and as she neared the clearing in the center, she realized with a start this was the exact spot she had taken Lye the first night the two of them had made love. She could once again smell the intoxicating scents of the redhead around her, could practically hear Lye’s orgasmic cries; but immediately her fantasies transformed into the desperate memories of sexual war as the form of a gorgeous brunette appeared in the clearing before her.

		

		The brunette had her back turned to Ayla, facing the pond that lay at the meadow’s edge and towards the flowing waterfall beyond. Normally the sound of the fall was thunderous; and although the flow of the water seemed no less powerful, the splashing of its waters was almost deafened by her own racing heart. She moved closer to the brunette silently, her breath barely above a whisper as she glared across the other woman’s gorgeous form. The other girl’s long, flowing raven tresses were just as long as Ayla’s golden hair, both of them travelling down their bare backs in perfect waves. Ayla drew a deep, shuddering breath as she acknowledged the other woman’s beauty; her skin was almost completely unblemished, and her form was lean and muscular just like Ayla’s. She wondered secretly what the other woman’s touch would feel like, what the brunette’s body could do against her own; but her admiration immediately faded to violent disgust as the brunette turned around at the sound of Ayla’s footsteps...and with mutual growls of rage Tala’s glistening eyes locked with Ayla’s from across the clearing.

		

		The two primal whores bared their teeth at each other in violent hate, their hearts racing with ravenous rage as they glared across each other’s beautiful, sexual, almost naked form. Now Ayla knew why the spirits had led her here, had led her silently to the exact place she and Lye had made love…the exact same clearing she and Tala had fought each other in front of the redhead, struggling with every ounce of determination they had over the redhead’s form. Without even asking Ayla knew the same forces had the led the brunette here as well, the goddesses of war practically begging them to finish what they started. They had fought each other many times in front of the village afterwards, even in front of Lye; but none of them had seemed quite the same. Even when the two of them would fight to the very edge of their energies, the bitter, desperate emotions had seemed almost forced; but here, glaring into each other’s eyes from across the very clearing Lye had watched them that fateful night…every ounce of ravenous lust was present. Ayla felt so hot, so horny, so ravenous and desperate right now, emotions she had only felt this strongly the night Tala had interrupted the love between her and the redhead; and just watching the brunette tremble gave Ayla all the proof she needed that Tala felt exactly the same way. Ayla and Tala could see each other’s body tensing, could practically feel each other’s sex trembling in excitement…this time it was real.

		

		Silently the two women began to approach each other, placing one foot carefully in front of the other, each girl eyeing the other’s sexual form like a predator…but when the two of them finally clashed with all their incredible fury, which one of them would be the prey? Just glaring at each other in the same clearing they had fought in front of Lye in made the two women moan despite their rage. They could both smell Lye’s sexual, horny scents upon the winds, as if she was just as close to them as she had been during the night of Lye’s nineteenth birthday. Each woman knew that even after all this time, both women wanted those scents, that woman, all to themselves. They refused to share, refused to even consider it…they knew a real woman knows what she wants, and would be willing to do anything to keep it.

		

		Ayla and Tala edged closer and closer to the center of the meadow, their hearts racing so desperately in their chests that neither could even hear the splash of the waterfall; but every single breath the other uttered echoed around them like thunder. As the redhead’s scents from their desperate memories began to fade, the brunette and the blonde could smell each other’s pheromones wafting around them, each woman begging for the other’s violent touch despite the hatred they held for each other. Each woman knew the other wanted it, wanted it so badly that their desires nearly hurt. There was something about the brunette’s scents, something about the way Tala’s breath echoed to her, already panting with desire, that told Ayla Tala had gone without sex for just as long as she had. They were both so hot, so horny, so desperate for sexual warfare that just being within arm’s reach drove them over the edge; and with violent screams Ayla and Tala lunged towards each other with claws outstretched, screaming each other’s name to the gods above as their gorgeous forms collided.

		

		Their naked breasts made contact first, Ayla and Tala howling in pain as they felt their perfect breasts bulge against each other through the thick hide of their tops. Gasps of pain escaped their lips as the impact nearly drove the breath from their lungs, but neither woman was willing to back down. In seconds the two rivals had the fingers of one hand buried deep in each other’s tresses while the claws of the other hand sank deep into each other’s skin. Screams of agony mixed between their faces as Ayla and Tala glared into each other’s eyes, both women loving the tears welling in the other’s sparkling orbs. They had felt this pain, this lust many times before, but something about this meeting seemed so much more frantic; as if this private fight would be the war that proved who the better woman was once and for all.

		

		Frantically the brunette and the blonde tore at each other’s tresses, screams and cries surrounding their struggling forms as Tala and Ayla forced each other’s snarling face left and right. Their other hand scratched and clawed at one another’s skin with frantic hatred, neither woman caring about the pain the other was causing as long as she was able to cause the same exact agony to her bitter, hated rival. Within seconds the two desperate women had each other practically sobbing; but even as tears streamed down their precious cheeks it still wasn’t enough for the two primal enemies. Screams escaped their lips as Ayla and Tala tore their fingers from each other’s tresses, wrapping their arms around one another’s incredible body. Without any hesitation the two primal whores sank their nails into the hide covering each other’s pussy, ripping and tearing at each other’s protection like wild animals, causing the two desperate beauties to cry out as the makeshift leather pulled tight against each girl’s tender womanhood.

		

		Ayla and Tala bared their teeth like wild animals as they fought, struggling not to show any weakness as pain seared from between their legs. Harder and harder the two bitter rivals pulled, each woman moaning through her clenched teeth as she felt the hide digging more and more painfully into her sex. Without warning the seams ripped apart, each woman uttering a cry of frantic relief as she tore the hide away from the other’s body, the sudden loss of tension so immediate that it caused the two primal whores to stumble away from each other. Sweat was already beginning to bead across their skin as the brunette and the blonde glared across each other’s form, now naked save for the cloth that hid their breasts. Each woman could already see the sparkling of arousal that lay upon the other’s skin, and its sight nearly caused the two women to moan. The months without sex had driven both of them so desperate for it, even if the sex was violent; and just the sensation of their wild forms clawing at each other’s skin had driven them almost uncontrollably horny.

		

		The blonde and the brunette were already breathing heavily as they glared across each other’s almost naked form with violent lust. They could see each other’s round, taut breasts pushing out from their makeshift bras, each woman’s tits challenging the other’s even from a distance. Like wild animals they could smell each other’s pheromones, could see how violently horny both of them were, how much both of them wanted this bitter war. They growled at each other wordlessly like two vicious bitches in heat, each woman daring the other to back down; but each woman knew the other never would…not until they had fought each other with all their strength.

		

		“I can’t believe how horny you are!” Ayla growled, forcing her voice to remain level despite the violent excitement flowing through her body like wildfire. “Your woman is already dripping wet!”

		

		“Your woman is dripping more!” Tala snarled back, her entire body trembling as the desires to fight and fuck seared through her. “I can tell you want it! I can tell you haven’t had release for many nights! What’s wrong!? Can’t get any of the women of the tribe to fuck you!?”

		

		“You haven’t had release for just as long either!” Ayla shot back, feeling her hands clenching with rage as she glared across the other woman’s almost naked form in hate. “You know the war queen will fuck me before she ever fucks you! Just lay down with one of the tribe’s filthiest sluts, and accept that you’ll never be as good as me!”

		

		“Then I should lay down with your mother!” Tala scoffed, loving the way Ayla’s body shook with rage. “I’ll bet even she would be a better fuck than you will ever be!”

		

		“Don’t you ever fucking talk about my mother again!” Ayla screeched, her entire body quaking as she desired nothing more than to tear apart the brunette in front of her. “My mother is—”

		

		“Your mother is a weak, pathetic whore!” Tala screamed, interrupting Ayla’s words. She loved the way the blonde quaked with rage, loved how her rival’s hands shook with passionate anger. “You heard how wildly your mother cried as my mother’s pussy drove her to orgasm again and again! You heard how much your mother sobbed, begging for mercy as my mother fucked her unconscious!”

		

		“My mother would have fucked yours senseless, you pitiful brunette fuck!” Ayla screamed, unable to keep her voice from shaking with desperate anger. “My mother was on top of yours, slamming her cunt against your mother’s again and again! If your mother wasn’t such a filthy fucking slut, if she hadn’t licked the pussy of the War Queen for days without end, she never would have interfered! The only way your mother won was because the War Queen pulled my mother off of yours, giving her the respite she needed to force herself on top!”

		

		“Your mother is a cheating slut!” Tala snarled, her own voice now shaking in violent rage. “She knew it was a desperate sexwar, woman to woman; and when she couldn’t make my mother surrender she had to sink her claws into my mother’s pussy while they fucked!”

		

		“Nothing is off limits when the cloth is torn away!” Ayla growled, feeling Tala’s bitter hatred burning just as violently as her own. “Your pathetic mother should have known that before she decided to engage my mother in front of the tribe!”

		

		With frantic screams Tala and Ayla lunged towards each other once more, their bodies colliding with such a sexual rage that the impact nearly caused the two rivals to gasp for breath. With choked sobs the two primal beauties wrapped one of their arms around each other’s gorgeous, trembling body, sinking their claws into the fabric of each other’s makeshift bra and pulling violently. They crushed the palms of their other hand against each other’s trembling pussy with reckless abandon, their plush lips opening in pained cries from each other’s stinging slap; but the pain in their voices was immediately driven into pleasured moans as the two desperate rivals began to rub and caress each other’s naked pussy like wild whores, each woman marveling at how wet the other already was just from clawing at each other’s powerful body.

		

		The blonde and the brunette wore their tears like battle-paint, each woman glaring violently into the other’s eyes as they fought desperately to get each other off. The sensation of their claws pulling frantically on each other’s bra hurt violently, the rough fabric compressing against their tender breasts as they struggled to tear each other’s body naked made their voiced quiver with pain, but neither woman was willing to stop. Ayla and Tala moaned with a mixture of pain and arousal as even when the two desperate rivals began crushing their clothed tits against each other again and again, neither woman pulled her fingers away from the other’s soaking cunt.

		

		“I’ll fucking destroy you Ayla!” Tala screamed, glaring into the blonde’s face through her searing tears. “I’ll make you explode in pleasure you dirty little forest whore! Just like my mother made yours scream! And when I’m fucking done with you, I’ll tell Lye I’ve finally won her from you, and show her how a real woman can make her lover feel!”

		

		“Fuck you, filthy little cave slut!” Ayla screamed back, her rival’s form blurred behind her passionate tears. “I’m going to make you come until you collapse and avenge my mother! And I’ll still have the energy to make Lye come more than you ever could!”

		

		“Your mother is a weak, pathetic slut!” Tala moaned, struggling desperately to ignore the fingers violently rubbing her tender sex. “And her daughter is no different!”

		

		“My mother would have destroyed yours if the War Queen hadn’t interfered!” Ayla sobbed, hating how much she loved the brunette’s fingers violating her cunt. “But there’s no one here to pull me off of you once I have you begging for mercy!”

		

		“You’re going to be the one screaming in surrender, bitch!” Tala howled back, tears streaming down her cheeks just like the tears streaming down Ayla’s. “Just you and me until one of us begs the other to stop!”

		

		“Fuck you, Tala!”

		

		“No, fuck you Ayla!”

		

		As the two rivals screamed their bitter words, their makeshift bras were torn away from their muscular bodies. The brunette and the blonde gasped with relief as they tossed each other’s clothing away, their bodies now completely naked to each other as they fought with violent intensity, the only adornment on their flesh being Ayla’s sapphire necklace; and the stone seemed to glow brightly with the hatred of their words. Both girls had incredible bodies, forms that any woman of the tribe would be dying to fuck if they had the chance; but each woman could tell the other thought her own body was better. They knew that only one of them was right, that there was only one way to prove it; and with strangled screams the two bitter rivals slammed their now naked tits against each other as hard as they could, the impact so violent that it drove the breath from their lungs.

		

		In truth, neither girl truly knew whose mother had defeated whose. The bitter fuckfight in front of the tribe had been won by Tala’s mother; but their daughters could see it in their eyes in the days and weeks that followed that neither woman was truly satisfied. The War Queen’s involvement had marred their desperate war, had made them unsure of who truly was the stronger woman; and they knew they had to settle it in private. One night Ayla’s mother and Tala’s mother disappeared into the forest together in secret, with no warning to anyone about their disappearance. Three days later they returned, their naked bodies coated in scratches, sweat and cum. Their hair was disheveled and matted, their cheeks were sparkled with countless tears, and their mouths so dry it was as if they had devoured every single drop of spit the two of them had. Ayla’s and Tala’s mothers never said anything about where they had been, and no one ever asked; but despite their silence it was obvious the two of them had disappeared into the forest to settle what the War Queen interfered with. No one in the tribe knew who ended up on top after their days-long fuckwar…no one except the two women whose daughters now fought with the same exact rage.

		

		The two desperate rivals were immediately brought back to the present as the most destructive orgasm either woman had ever felt washed over Ayla and Tala. Hot tears streamed down their precious cheeks as the two bitter whores forced each other over the edge, each girl coating the other’s hand with her orgasmic cream. The two women felt almost immediately weak as their bodies exploded in pleasure, the fact that neither woman had been brought to orgasm for several months causing their waves of pleasure to become almost cripplingly incredible. They screamed each other’s name as the brunette and the blonde sank to their knees, neither woman removing her hand from the other’s soaking twat even as their bodies thrashed wildly from their climaxes, each woman humping the other’s hand uncontrollably as if urging her to penetrate her deeply.

		

		“You’re quick!” Ayla growled, her voice quivering desperately as she fought to remain conscious through the violent, pleasurable waves washing over her form. “You’re so fucking quick, you dirty little whore!”

		

		“You came just the same as I did!” Tala snarled, her glistening eyes glaring hatefully into the blonde’s as the two women fought to contain the passionate, lustful emotions exploding across their bodies. “What’s the matter, bitch!? Is your sex so fucking weak that Lye won’t fuck you anymore!?” She loved the sight of rage shadowing the blonde’s gorgeous face. “I’m going to make you come many times Ayla, until you’re screaming and crying for me to stop! And when I’ve finished fucking you into the dirt, I’m gonna show Lye how a real woman can fuck!”

		

		“You’re going to be the one begging for mercy, Tala!” Ayla cried back, hating her bitter rival just as much as she knew the brunette hated her. Images of a gorgeous redhead flashed through her vision as she and Tala glared hate into each other’s eyes. “You fucking touch her, and I swear I’ll end you!” Lye was not only a gorgeous redhead, a furious sexual lover…but Lye was also the daughter of the War Queen. The reason Ayla had to fight so many suitors was due to the standings of Lye’s mother. The tribe was almost ravenous to be the lover of the War Queen’s daughter, as if such a position would help her gain the favor of Lye’s mother; but Ayla knew firsthand that such a title was practically useless. Lye despised her mother, but would never talk about why. Ayla had asked about it once, had seen the redhead’s eyes flash briefly towards Ayla’s amulet before evading the question…but the redhead’s focus may have been a trick of the light. “I’m going to have you sobbing, just as my mother had yours before the War Queen interfered! And then I’m going to have Lye begging for my name, loud enough that you can fucking hear it!”

		

		“Shut your whore mouth Ayla!” Tala screamed, tearing her hand from the other woman’s soaking pussy and slapping the blonde across the face with such violent rage that it spread Ayla’s own cum across her cheeks, causing her rival to cry out in pain and anger. The impact was so vicious that it sent the two of the sprawling to the ground; but as Tala’s body landed heavily on top of Ayla’s the blonde sent her own palm against the brunette’s cheek, spreading the other woman’s cum across her face just as Tala had done to her.

		

		“Why don’t you fucking shut it for me!?” Ayla growled back, slicing her tongue against Tala’s lips with lustful hatred. The two women moaned as Tala’s tongue swiped against the blonde’s lips in retaliation; and as Tala’s cum-coated fingers wrapped around the blonde’s necklace, pulling the cord to drive their lips roughly against each other, the two women forced their tongues deep into each other’s mouth with desperate howls of lust and disgust. They two violent rivals sealed their lips against each other tightly, immediately muffling their desperate cries as the two women forced their hands between each other’s thighs once more, driving their middle finger deep into each other’s sex with reckless abandon.

		

		The brunette and the blonde moaned like frantic whores as their delicious spit began to mix, each woman hating how much she loved the other’s taste. Their tongues fought against each other passionately in the median of their plush, girl-lips, twisting and corkscrewing wildly, each woman fighting to steal the other’s spit while struggling to keep the other woman from stealing her own. Their tongues quivered violently against each other as they furiously made out, neither woman’s tongue able to overcome the other’s as they locked again and again into desperate stalemates.

		

		Tala and Ayla continued to finger each other with primal fury, neither woman willing to pull her fingers from the other’s soaking cunt even as they sobbed into each other’s mouth. With the fingers of their other hand still buried in each other’s disheveled tresses the two vicious rivals began struggling desperately for the top position, their choked screams echoing between their lips as the blonde and the brunette fought each other like vicious whores. Each woman could hear the horny, pleading moans in the other’s voice, mixing with their hellacious, muffled screams, each woman practically begging the other to force her to climax even through their violent hatred for each other. The fact they both had gone months without sex had made the two vicious sluts so desperate for release that they knew neither one of them would defend herself from the other’s attack. They wanted to come, wanted to explode in ecstasy again and again; and they knew this fight would only end when one or both of them became too exhausted from coming to continue.

		

		Their hatred for each other burned like violent wildfire as Ayla and Tala rolled across the ground like desperate lovers; but even as the two enemies traded the top position again and again, they could feel their excitement growing hotter and hotter. Even just the sensation of their naked bodies crushing against each other in a bitter test was driving them both wild; and the way the two vicious vixens dug into each other’s sex like wild sluts made the lustful waves washing over them almost unbearable. They glared into each other’s glistening eyes with lustful rage, each woman hating how much she loved the sensations of her bitter rival fingerfucking her closer and closer to the edge. The sounds of their mothers’ vicious screams echoed through their memories as Ayla and Tala forced a second finger, then a third deep into each other’s pussy; and as their mouths opened in desperate, primal screams of ecstasy, each woman forcing the other to coat her slender fingers with her incredible cum, the two bitter rivals secretly wondered if they looked as beautiful as their mothers had when their naked forms had tangled together in bitter, sexual warfare.

		

		Tala and Ayla screamed into each other’s mouth as they came, tears streaming down their precious cheeks as still they struggled, each woman fighting through the desperate pleasure to force the other’s naked body beneath her own. Their breasts continued to crush and grind against each other as the blonde and the brunette desperately fought, the shocks of their tender nipples bending and flicking against each other driving their climaxes to even greater heights of desperate pleasure. Even through their crippling climaxes the two primal whores drove their tongues into each other’s mouth even deeper, struggling to steal their mixing spit as their bodies grew more and more ravenous.

		

		Another orgasm exploded from the two gorgeous, struggling rivals, and then another, sending such desperate, violent shocks of pleasure through their forms that Ayla and Tala tore their tongues from each other’s mouths, screaming one another’s name with violent hatred as their crippling explosions sapped them of their strength. Their mixing spit sparkled upon their lips and dripped down their chins as the brunette and the blonde settled against each other on their sides, sobbing as their violent climaxes exploded from their naked forms again and again. Sweat was beginning to bead upon their skin as they fought through the pain, neither woman willing to pull her fingers from the other’s soaking cunt even as their hot, panting breaths mixed between their gorgeous, snarling faces. The two bitter rivals pressed forehead to forehead as they fought to remain conscious through their desperate orgasms, each woman glaring so hatefully into the other’s glistening eyes that even their bitterly locked orbs seemed to cause the two rivals physical pain.

		

		“I…fucking hate you…slut!” Ayla moaned, her voice violently shaky as she fought through the desperate orgasms the other woman’s fingers had given her. She could still feel Tala’s fingers digging inside her pussy, could still feel the palm of the other woman’s hand grinding against her clit, and the blonde had to use every ounce of strength she had in order to continue her own sexual attacks. “I hate you…even more than…my mother hated yours!”

		

		“I hate you more…than you could ever…hate me!” Tala sobbed back, her entire body quaking as crippling waves of violent pleasure continued to wash over her. She thrust her hips against Ayla’s hand uncontrollably, driving the blonde’s fingers deeper inside of her, her naked form so desperately horny that even as her hatred for Ayla grew with every second, she wanted the blonde to force her to orgasm again and again. She knew Ayla was just as horny, just as ravenous; she could feel it in the way the other woman’s hips drove against her hand harder and harder. “And my mother hated yours…even more…than yours hated mine!”

		

		Tala and Ayla moaned even louder as their fingers sent each other over the edge once more, their desperate cries mixing between their lips as their hot, sweet breaths clashed. They glared at each other through glistening eyes, each woman hating how much she loved the sensation of the other’s fingers buried deep inside of her, hating how the tears she caused made her bitter rival seem even more gorgeous. The heat from their naked, writhing bodies felt incredible, each woman loving the desperate sensations of naked skin against naked skin despite the pain and hatred coursing through their veins. They knew that they could lay on the ground like this for as long as they wanted to, that they could remain locked like this with their fingers buried in each other’s pussy and finger each other to orgasm until one or both of them collapsed. They knew that neither one of them would quit, that they would never break away from each other until this bitter sexwar was finished; but they knew in doing so they wouldn’t be doing their bitter fuckfight justice. The hatred that seared between them deserved every inch of their bodies to clash, until one or both of them could no longer continue; and they knew that if they were to truly avenge their mothers, they would have to fuck and fight just as they had.

		

		With their fingers still digging desperately inside each other’s soaking cunt Tala and Ayla began to move against each other once more, their moans growing even louder as skin crushed painfully against skin. The two primal whores hissed wordlessly as they struggled to stand, each woman wanting nothing more than to claw the other’s body to shreds. They leaned against each other heavily as the blonde and the brunette finally forced themselves to their feet, each woman using the other’s naked form to remain upright. They could feel their bodies beginning to tire, beginning to beg for rest, and as another orgasm exploded from their tender, soaking cunts the two beauties were nearly forced once more to their knees; but with bitter growls of determination and hatred the two fierce warriors remained upright. Their heavy breasts bulged against each other between their naked bodies, their nipples holding tip to tip as the two desperate rivals glared into each other’s eyes.

		

		The fingers of their other hand latched even more tightly through each other’s disheveled tresses, each woman forcing the other’s gorgeous, snarling face to the side. They loved the looks of bitter hatred mirrored in each other’s eyes, loved the way their horny, sexual bodies trembled against each other like desperate lovers. They knew their mothers had fought even harder than this, that if they were to truly do the fight between their mothers justice that they would have to fight each other just as desperately. Their moans were tinged with pleasurable shocks as they felt their nipples quivering against each other, felt their dense titflesh holding strong against each other even through the pressure. They knew their mothers had hated each other’s tits; and as Tala and Ayla glared into each other’s eyes, they could feel the same hatred for each other’s tits as well.

		

		“My breasts are better than yours, you little slut!” Ayla hissed, struggling to keep her voice level as pleasure and excitement coursed through her veins. “You should hear how Lye moans even when she licks them, bitch! You should hear her moan my name Tala, it’s so arousing!”

		

		“You’re wrong whore! My breasts are stronger than yours!” Tala growled back, her entire body trembling as she glared into the blonde’s face with manic hatred. “If Lye moans about your breasts, she’d fucking come immediately if she licked mine!” She felt it almost disgusting how much Ayla and Lye truly liked each other, hated every second of their loving relationship. The redhead didn’t even know what true lust was yet; she wouldn’t know that until she’d been with a gorgeous brunette that could make her scream like a whore. “My girls are gonna crush yours flat!”

		

		“Then show me, Tala!” Ayla moaned back, barely able to contain her excitement as she pulled her body back slightly before jolting forward, sending her tits colliding against the brunette’s swiftly. She heard the air leave Tala’s lungs from the collision, felt her own heart racing as the impact caused Tala to moan; but soon her own cry of pain pushed forth from her lips as the brunette returned the favor.

		

		“Come on then, Ayla! Fight my breasts with yours!” Tala hissed back. She felt her tender nipples growing harder and stronger, could feel the other woman’s rods doing exactly the same as each woman’s nipples struggled to pierce through the other’s skin. They could feel their lustful rage burning brightly inside of them, could feel their desires to hurt each other practically boiling. Tears welled in their eyes from the swift collisions, but the brunette and the blonde knew there was so much more to come. With quivering breaths they pulled their breasts away from each other, glaring hatefully into one another’s gorgeous, glistening eyes. “Prove to me those words are more than just talk!”

		

		Ayla and Tala bared their teeth like wild animals as they hissed wordlessly, each woman daring to other to make the first move. Tears glistened in their eyes, but neither woman was willing to quit. They could feel their breasts stinging, practically begging to be brought against each other in violent war. Their hands clenched each other’s hair even tighter, their fingers continuing to dig so desperately in each other’s cunt that they could feel their pussy lips trembling. Their mouths began to open up in violent screams of pleasure as the two bitter sluts crushed their palms against each other’s clit once more; and as Tala and Ayla forced each other to orgasm, each girl screaming the other’s name to the heavens in bitter rage, the brunette and the blonde crushed their tender tits against each as hard as they could, each woman driving the other’s hellacious cries silent as they forced the breath from each other’s lungs.

		

		Tears streamed down their cheeks as Tala and Ayla drove their breasts against each other, both women trembling as they felt their hard, tender nipples stab painfully into each other’s dense titflesh. The first seconds of their bitter pressure forced the pendant around Ayla’s neck to bury itself between their deep, rivaling cleavages, each woman grunting slightly as the stone’s edges pressed evenly into their skin; but the sapphire gave the two rivals the least pain as their tender tits bulged violently against each other. The sensation of their nipples challenging each other violently nearly sent the two desperate rivals over the edge, and the brunette and the blonde began twisting their bodies against each other in opposite directions to drive their tender rods against each other’s equally sensitive nipples. As agonizing pleasure tinged with pain seared across their naked breasts the two women silently prayed to feel the other’s nipples bending easily against her own; but as Ayla’s nipples came together against Tala’s, each woman’s rods holding just as strong as her enemy’s, the two primal whores knew their bodies were almost perfectly equal.

		

		Ayla and Tala twisted their bodies further, driving the pressure between their hard, erect rods even harder, each woman’s lips opening in moans of pleasure tinged with pain as they felt their nipples beginning to quiver against each other. Their hateful glares remained locked in bitter resentment as each woman felt the other’s nipples giving against her own, as she felt her own rods trembling at the power of her gorgeous rival’s. They pressed against each other harder, moaning even louder as their rods began to bend against each other further. The bitter war between their nipples sent shocks of painful pleasure through their naked breasts, each woman trembling as she practically begged her ancestors to force her enemy’s rods to bend before her own.

		

		Tala and Ayla sobbed as they felt their nipples bend farther and farther, until the next movement would see their nipples spring past each other; and as the two rivals focused on their nipples, even their fingers inside each other’s pussy lay still. They focused all of their strength on their strong, erect rods before forcing their bodies as hard as they could against each other, both Ayla and Tala pleading with their nipples to hold strong until the other’s withered; and their bitter screams of orgasmic rage filled the air around them as their nipples flicked past each other in unison, their milk-holes grating so desperately against each other that the agonizing shock forced the two rivals to climax.

		

		“You bitch!” Ayla screamed, tears streaming down her cheeks. “You filthy fucking whore!”

		

		“I hate you slut!” Tala howled back, glaring into the blonde’s eyes through blistering tears. “I fucking hate you Ayla, you pathetic slut!”

		

		The brunette and the blonde screamed each other’s name in rage as they pulled their breasts backwards, each woman howling as she slammed her breasts against her rival’s as hard as she could, the impact causing such violent pain to shoot across their tits that the two women nearly broke apart; but as their mothers’ desperate cries filled their memories, they knew they had to continue.

		

		Again and again Ayla and Tala sent their heavy, naked tits against each other, every impact causing the two desperate rivals to cry out in pain. They sobbed violently as they fought, hot tears streaming down their faces in river as they crushed their tender breasts against each other again and again, but neither woman was willing to quit. Sweat was beaded upon their skin as the two ravenous beauties fought, each woman hating how even their breasts truly seemed to be. They pulled hard on each other’s disheveled tresses, each woman forcing the other’s face away from her own, each girl wanting desperately to look upon the other’s sexual, filthy state. Grass and leaves were stuck through their messy hair, giving the two sexual rivals an even more wild and primal appearance than before; and as even through the pain of their titfight Ayla and Tala brought each other to orgasm once more, they knew this bitter fingering wouldn’t satisfy their hellacious rivalry for much longer.

		

		Harder and harder the two gorgeous girls slammed their naked tits against each other, their pained, animalistic screams echoing around their struggling bodies as every impact shook their sexual forms to the core. Their mouths were open in panting sobs as they fought, their gorgeous faces streaked with passionate tears. Their naked bodies quaked violently against each other as tit crushed against tit with reckless abandon. Their naked forms stumbled awkwardly as Tala and Ayla titfought each other with violent obsession, their gorgeous forms forcing each other closer and closer to the lake.

		

		The blonde and the brunette crushed their breasts against each other as hard as they could, each woman howling as the other forced the pressure between their incredible tits constant. Bitter sobs echoed around them as Tala and Ayla felt their tits bulging painfully against each other, struggling to remain taut and strong as they felt their nipples stabbing deep into each other’s dense titflesh. The two rivals hated each other, hated each other more than they had ever hated another woman as their naked bodies trembled by the water’s edge. They glared into each other’s glistening eyes through their tears as Ayla and Tala released their grips on one another’s tresses, wrapping their arms around each other’s body so they could force their tender breasts against each other even harder.

		

		The brunette and the blonde continued to finger each other desperately, grinding the palms of their hands against each other’s clit frantically, each woman fighting wildly to remain in control while trying to break the other’s concentration with their reckless fingering. They bared their teeth in violent growls, each woman screaming her hatred for the other as they crushed their faces against each other once more; and with pained, muffled screams Ayla and Tala locked their jaws together in seething rage, one woman wrapping her mouth around her enemy’s bottom jaw while her rival clamped down on upon her top. The bites weren’t enough to break the skin, but they were hard enough to hurt; and as tears streaked down the cheeks of the two desperate rivals, they silently swore they would fuck each other until one or both of them were destroyed.

		

		Ayla and Tala fingered each other more and more wildly, their muffled screams and cries growing louder and louder as they brought each other closer and closer to the edge. Even as their jaws remained locked like wild animals, the two women began frantically licking each other’s skin, each woman violating the other’s lips, coating their jaws with spit, each woman hating how even in the midst of desperate warfare they loved the taste of each other’s skin. Their eyes remained locked in desperate rage as they fought, each woman loving the hot tears streaming down the other’s cheeks; and as they listened to their bitter screams echoing around them louder and louder, each woman knew the other was close to another violent, climactic explosion.

		

		Water began to splash around the two struggling vixens as Ayla and Tala finally forced each other into the lake, the water slowly pushing itself upon their powerful legs as they forced each other to the middle. Their wet sensations of the lake only seemed to make the two rivals fight each other even harder, as if each girl was trying desperately to force the other to collapse into the water. Even as the two desperate, rival whores continued to finger each other with reckless abandon, the brunette and the blonde began to slam their hips against each other with wild, frantic lust, each woman humping the other with fast, powerful thrusts. Their heavy breasts clashed again and again in time with their uncontrollable movements, each woman grunting as naked flesh slapped against naked flesh with repeated, violent collisions.

		

		Tala and Ayla were practically sobbing now as they fought each other with every ounce of strength they could muster, each woman violently quivering as she struggled to hold in the powerful orgasms threatening to burst forth from her primal, naked body. Their mixing, muffled screams were wild and frantic as the two women remained locked together, neither woman needing any words to convey the powerful, destructive hatred they had for each other. Both women were so wet, so desperately horny, that it took every ounce of hatred they had for each other not to explode in ecstasy and delight. Even through their hatred though, neither woman was able to hide the desperate, filthy desires coursing violently through their gorgeous, naked bodies. Their pussies were pulsing desperately, each woman’s cunt practically begging the other’s fingers to drive her to another climax, biting and sucking on each other’s fingers as if trying to drive them in deeper. Each woman could see the lustful flash in the other’s glistening, tear-filled eyes, their bodies coursing with desperate anger as each woman knew her rival was about to bring her to orgasm once more; and as passionate screams erupted around the two primal whores they slammed their bodies against each other as hard as they could, the impact nearly driving the breath from their lungs as the air was filled with their orgasmic screams.

		

		As Ayla and Tala came against each other in unison, each woman coating the other’s slender fingers with their hot cum, they could feel their naked forms trembling against each other so violently that it felt like their bodies were crushing into one. The pleasure coursing through their veins was so incredible that the two women released their jaws with passionate screams of ecstatic rage, spit dripping from their lips and down their chins as they screamed each other’s name to the gods. Their powerful thighs tangled wildly together as the brunette and the blonde fought for control, each woman trying to force the other’s naked body back with her own; and as the flow of the lake grew even stronger with the waterfall’s push, Ayla and Tala tumbled heavily into the lake with howls of rage, their bodies thrashing for position in a frantic twisting of limbs.

		

		Tala and Ayla clawed wildly at each other’s skin as they flailed against each other in the water, their screams and cries surrounding them desperately as they struggled for control. Their naked thighs clamped against each other in hateful desperation, each woman forcing her bitter rival to remain close even as they punished each other’s body with reckless abandon. The water from the pond began washing away the sweat and tears from their naked forms, almost as if cleansing the two primal enemies anew; but the pain and lust surrounding them only grew higher as the brunette and the blonde began uncontrollably humping one another’s thigh, both women so horny that they didn’t want the hellacious waves of ecstatic pleasure to end.

		

		Even as the two rivals clawed at each other’s sexual form, fucking one another’s powerful thigh, Ayla and Tala continued to struggle for the top position. Their naked bodies rolled over and over each other as they traded the top position again and again. Their soaking, raven and blonde tresses slapped against the surface of the water again and again as they forced each other’s body around, their strengths so evenly matched that their forms rotated rapidly.

		

		“Bitch!” Ayla growled, panting heavily as she and Tala thrashed against each other with reckless abandon. “Fucking…hate…you…”

		

		“Hate…you too…slut!” Tala hissed back, her body quivering desperately against Ayla’s as their naked forms fought each other wildly for control. Tears streamed down their cheeks as they struggled, washing away into the pond as they forced each other’s body beneath the water.

		

		Their cries and screams were becoming broken with choked sobs as they forced each other to the bottom of their wild, sexual mass again and again, the water of the pond splashing into their open mouths as they gasped for breath. With bitter, muffled cries Ayla and Tala drove their tongues deep inside each other’s mouths as they both drew a quivering breath, sealing the air tightly between their ravenous lips. Their tongues twisted and corkscrewed hungrily in the middle of their ravenous mouths; but even as they fought each other’s tongue like ravenous whores, Ayla and Tala sucked hard, fighting to steal the breath from each other’s lungs. Their eyes remained locked through their blistering tears…they were determined to drive each other breathless.

		

		Focusing on their desperate struggle for air, the two primal enemies wrapped their arms tightly around one another’s powerful, naked form, crushing their lithe, young bodies against each other as hard as they could to try and force each other’s breath into her own lungs. Their heavy breasts compressed painfully against each other once more, driving their nipples deep into each other’s titflesh, again locking Ayla’s pendant between their deep cleavages. The stone seemed to grow hot between their naked bodies, seemed to cause a sexual warmth to spread across their warring tits. Their hard, stiff rods seemed to grow even harder, their milk-holes seeking each other out, widening against each other as Tala’s nipples seemed to fight to pierce through Ayla’s while the blonde’s struggled to pierce through the brunette’s. Ayla’s muffled howls clashed with Tala’s as she felt her nipples driving inside her rival’s, as she felt the brunette’s nipples piercing inside her own. The sensations of being inside each other was too much for either woman to bear; and as their bodies violently quaked, their pussies fucking each other’s thigh with uncontrollable obsession, the brunette and the blonde came violently, tearing their tongues from each other’s mouth with ravenous lust.

		

		Tears streamed down their cheeks as Ayla and Tala forced their struggling, naked bodies to a sitting position in the water, each woman screaming the other’s name to the sky above as their pussies pulsed violently, each woman spraying her hot cum across the other’s powerful thigh only to have their juices washed away by the flow of the lake. As their orgasms detonated wildly through their horny, tender forms the brunette and the blonde frantically adjusted their bodies until the two of them were brought naked cunt to naked cunt beneath the water, each woman moaning like a ravenous whore as she felt the other’s powerful sex press against her own. The sensation of pussy fully against pussy was so powerful that it nearly sent the two ravenous rivals to another quivering orgasm, but the hatred that burned between them allowed the two bitter enemies to hold on.

		

		For several long, agonizing seconds Tala and Ayla simply held their naked cunts against each other beneath the water, each woman feeling the bitter, ravenous pulses searing through the other’s naked sex as still their climaxes detonated from their forms. Their hands once more reached towards one another’s soaking, disheveled tresses, forcing each other’s face left and right as they sobbed in pleasure and pain. The violent tugging of each other’s hair, the desperate rocking of their lithe, young forms, sent Ayla’s necklace swaying back and forth violently; and almost as if it was meant to be the cord caught around Tala’s head like a halo. The next violent pull of each other’s tresses caused the necklace to fall around the brunette’s neck while still holding securely to the blonde’s, the loop forcing the two rivals’ faces against each other in a makeshift bond.

		

		Tala and Ayla spat in each other’s face with hate, both women crying out in rage as each woman felt her enemy’s saliva slap wetly against her cheeks. They growled in vicious fury as the two women tried to pull their faces away, but their snarls turned into squeals of surprise as the cord of Ayla’s necklace held strong. It was as if fate wanted them to fight each other face to face, as if their ancestors urged the two of them to struggle against each other nice and tight. It was a frantic sexual war of pride, a struggle of attrition that only one of them could win; and their desperate rivalry deserved to see the brunette and the blonde fight each other with no room to escape.

		

		The brunette and the blonde were trembling with frantic excitement as they lined their naked bodies against each other perfectly, each woman struggling to find any differences between their forms as naked skin pressed viciously against naked skin. Their heavy breasts bulged against each other painfully between their lithe, young bodies, the sensations of their tender, erect nipples stabbing against each other once more sending pleasurable shocks to disrupt the pain. Their flat, muscular stomachs grew hot as Ayla and Tala felt their bodies competing, the desperate challenge continuing into their strong, powerful thighs as the two primal whores wrapped their legs around one another’s waist, forcing their forms even tighter against each other.

		

		Nose to nose and forehead to forehead the two bitter rivals glared into each other’s eyes, each girl pressing the full of her lips against her enemy’s with lustful moans. With less than an inch of movement the brunette and the blonde felt their naked, tender sexes open wide against each other, their mouths uttering frantic squeals as they felt their sensitive pussy lips seal against each other. Ayla and Tala flicked their tongues against each other, both women so horny that just the contact of their tongues sent arousal squirting from their cunts; and as each woman felt the other’s juices mixing with her own between their tightly sealed twats, they knew this would be a fuckwar neither one of them would ever forget.

		

		Several long, agonizing seconds of silence passed between the two bitter rivals as they felt their bodies trembling against each other as one. Even the world around them seemed to grow quiet, as if mother nature herself held her breath as she watched the two primal vixens practically fucking each other with their minds. Each woman struggled desperately to hold herself still, to calm her excitement as the brunette and the blonde compared every inch of their bodies in silence, trying in vain to feel any hesitation or weakness in each other’s incredible form. The two rivals were so ravenous, so horny, that the seconds of silence swirling around them felt like hell; and as the two women snaked their tongues against each other, holding them length to length between their chins in agonizing challenge, it took every ounce of control they had not to begin fucking then and there.

		

		“I hate you Ayla…” Tala moaned, her entire body practically begging her to begin fucking this gorgeous woman in front of her. “I hate you more than I’ve ever hated anyone…” The brunette never allowed her tongue to part from the blonde’s, causing her words to become muffled…but she could tell by the other woman’s searing glare that Ayla knew exactly what she’d said.

		

		“I hate you too Tala…” Ayla moaned back, her voice trembling from how ravenous her body was to explode in ecstasy again and again. “More than I’ve ever hated anyone…” Just like her beautiful counterpart, Ayla never let her tongue move from its bitter stalemate with the brunette’s. Each woman glared into the other’s eyes with so much lustful anger that their locked gazes nearly caused them physical pleasure and pain; and their connection was almost more than either of them could bear. “I think we hate each other even more than our mothers!”

		

		“I think you’re right!” Tala hissed, her eyes glinting with excitement and lust. “Are you willing to fight me like this for three days and nights, just like our filthy mothers did!?”

		

		“I’ll fight you even longer if I have to, in order to prove I’m the better slut!” Ayla growled, her entire body trembling with excitement, her heart racing as she felt the brunette’s form quaking just as hungrily. “I’ll fight and fuck you until you and I have settled this once and for all!”

		

		“I was hoping you would say that…” Tala hissed; and before Ayla could react the brunette clenched her pussy as hard as she could against the blonde’s, her heart racing as she heard Ayla’s desperate screams surrounding them. Tears welled in both women’s eyes as the pressure between their cunts became painful, but Tala knew she couldn’t let up; and before the blonde could clench back she exploded into a desperate, crippling orgasm, howling in agonizing pleasure as she filled the brunette’s pussy with her hot cum.

		

		“There you go bitch!” Tala whispered, loving every second the blonde’s naked form bucked and grinded uncontrollably against her own, wildly thrashing as wave after wave of desperate pleasure washed over her. “There you fucking go! I know you fucking like it slut, I know you fucking like it!” She felt the blonde’s arms wrap tightly around her naked back, using her sexual form to try and hold onto consciousness as her body trembled. “Tell me how much of a pathetic slut you are, bitch! I’m gonna make you squeal like one of the village sluts Ayla! And when I’m done with you, I’ll force you to watch as I make Lye scream even louder!”

		

		Tears streamed down Ayla’s cheeks as she thrashed against her rival with reckless abandon, her form desperate to ride her orgasm out against the woman who gave it to her. She could hardly believe how quickly she had come, how just the clench of Tala’s pussy had made her own explode in vicious ecstasy. She crushed and grinded her pussy uncontrollably against the brunette’s, filling her enemy’s pussy with her orgasmic juices; but no matter how violently she quaked, the suction between their soaking twats never broke. She could feel the heat of her pendant radiating against her arms as she clutched her desperate rival tighter, holding onto Tala’s naked form so desperately that it felt like it was the only thing keeping her conscious; but as the brunette’s hateful words met her ears, she knew she had to hold on.

		

		A quivering, sinful moan echoed from Ayla’s mouth as the agonizing orgasm finally began to slow. Somehow even through the vicious pressure that had detonated from her form, Ayla’s tongue never left it’s contact with Tala’s; and as the two bitter rivals increased the pressure between their delicious tongues, each woman knew the other was willing to fight for as long as it took for them to settle this bitter dispute.

		

		“It’s gonna take…more than that…to make me fucking quit!” Ayla panted, glaring into the brunette’s glistening eyes with blistering hate. Lye’s gorgeous form flashed through her mind once more, the redhead practically urging her to keep fighting. Ayla remembered how she and Lye gazed into each other’s eyes as they made love, as they brought each other to ecstasy again and again, how their tender, loving caresses had been the most incredible sensations she had ever known; and the memories of the gorgeous redhead caused incredible strength to surge through the blonde’s naked form. She felt Tala’s pussy relax its clench, just for a second; and with a frantic, wild cry the blonde clenched her pussy as hard as she could in retaliation. Her entire body quaked as she listened to Tala’s violent screams ringing out across the valley, her heart racing as she felt the cum she had just forced into her enemy’s cunt flowing back into her own from the suction. The sensation of her own juices flowing back inside her felt so incredible that the blonde nearly exploded into orgasm once more, but somehow she held on; and as she felt her enemy’s tender pussy lips beginning to fold inside her own she was awarded for her bravery, her heart racing as Tala’s hot cum pulsed frantically into her pussy just as violently as her own had pumped into Tala’s.

		

		Ayla’s desperate moans mixed with Tala’s orgasmic cries as she felt the brunette’s juices flowing inside her body. She glared into the other woman’s glistening eyes, loving the tears streaming down the brunette’s cheeks as Tala violently came. The sensation of her enemy’s cum pulsing inside her pussy was so incredible, so fulfilling, that Ayla never wanted it to end. She felt Tala’s arms wrap around her naked body just as her own had wrapped around the brunette’s, each woman holding the other’s sexual, naked form as wave after wave of pleasure scorched through Tala’s body; but as the blonde and the brunette glared into each other’s sparkling orbs with a mixture of admiration and hate, each woman knew their pussies would be practically screaming before either one of them even considered surrendering.

		

		With her arms still wrapped around the brunette’s naked body, the blonde reached her hands up towards the other woman’s soaking, raven locks, pulling down so hard that pained screams mixed with Tala’s pleasurable moans, the violent grip finally breaking the contact between their delicious tongues. “Mmmhhh…you fucking like it too…” Ayla moaned, pulling her brunette rival’s head backwards and exposing the other girl’s sensitive neck. She ran her tongue along Tala’s skin, nearly cackling as she felt her enemy’s body tremble violently. The brunette’s cries seemed to drive even louder as Ayla licked her opponent’s flesh; and she knew Tala’s neck was just as sensitive as her own. “You’re such a dirty little girl…aren’t you whore!?”

		

		Tala’s desperate moans were the only way the brunette could answer her gorgeous, hated rival, her entire body thrashing against the blonde’s wildly as wave after wave of violent pleasure washed over her gorgeous, naked form. Tears of ecstasy streamed down the brunette’s cheeks as her pussy surrendered the hot cum she had stolen from Ayla, her violent orgasm adding her own sexual juices as she forced her climax into the blonde’s ravenous cunt. Her neck was so incredibly tender that the sensation of Ayla’s tongue caused her orgasm to explode in even greater detonations of pleasure; and after what felt like hours, when her desperate climaxes finally began to slow, she knew her pussy would be throbbing for days after the two of them had finally settled their violent dispute.

		

		Tala felt the blonde’s tongue leave her skin, and with a trembling moan she thought Ayla was going to bring the two of them face to face once more; but her lust was immediately shadowed by a violent rage as her filthy rival spat upon her breasts in a bitter display of disrespectful hate. Even as her pussy continued to quiver with the remnants of orgasmic pleasure Tala clenched her cunt against Ayla’s once more, fighting the other woman’s strength, her anger allowing herself to overcome Ayla’s suction and pull her rival’s pussy lips into her sex just as the blonde had done just moments before. The reversal was so wild, so desperate, that Ayla exploded into another passionate climax almost immediately. Tala growled with frantic hatred as she took hold of the other woman’s soaking, golden tresses, the blonde’s hellacious cries mixing with her own screams as Tala pulled her enemy’s face back violently. Ayla’s orgasm weakened her grip on the brunette’s tresses, allowing Tala to force her face level once more; and as Tala felt the flood of their mixing cum pulsing back into her own tender cunt she spat upon Ayla’s tender breasts in retaliation, loving how the blonde moaned like a whore as her tongue mirrored the assault her rival had instigated upon her sensitive, exposed neck.

		

		“You’re even dirtier, you filthy fucking slut!” Tala hissed, running her tongue up and down Ayla’s neck as the blonde’s naked form quaked in ecstasy. “Your cum is mine, bitch! I’m gonna drain you fucking dry!”

		

		“I’m the one who’s going to be draining you, slut!” Ayla howled, her voice quivering violently as she struggled to control her crippling orgasms. Even as agonizing pleasure scorched through her body again and again, Ayla knew she couldn’t give up. Tears streamed down her precious cheeks as she fought through the pleasure, fought through the pain, to clench her sex against Tala’s as hard as she could. The brunette and the blonde uttered violent, trembling moans as their pussy lips quivered cruelly against each other, Ayla fighting desperately to pull her pussy lips from between the brunette’s while Tala struggled just as ravenously to pull the blonde in even deeper. The two women were sobbing as seconds ticked by like hours, their glistening eyes adding even more tears to their already streaked cheeks, but neither woman was willing to quit.

		

		They could feel their pussy lips trembling on equal ground once more, each woman desperately trying to devour the other’s incredible sex with her own, each woman despising the other primal whore for how even their incredible, naked bodies truly were. Each woman crushed her sex against the other’s even tighter as they fought, both women screaming each other’s name to the heavens as they felt their tender clits collide head to head like violent lovers; and as pleasure erupted across their incredible, naked forms the two enemies drove their tongues deep inside each other’s mouth once more, muffling each other’s orgasmic screams as again the two rival sluts forced their cum viciously into each other’s ravenous sex.

		

		Tala and Ayla moaned into each other’s mouth like ravenous whores, each woman twisting her tongue desperately against her rival’s as the brunette and the blonde struggled against each other viciously for control. No matter how much they hated each other, no matter how hard the two of them tried to hide it, the taste of their mixing spit was so incredible that the two primal whores only wanted more. They sobbed into each other’s mouth as wave after wave of pleasure scorched across their incredible, naked forms, hot cum colliding violently against hot cum in the median of their fused cunts. The sensation of the other’s cum forcing itself inside her body while her own climax forced its way into her rival was so incredible, so sexually destructive, that their muffled cries grew even louder; and even as the brunette and the blonde fought vainly to hold in their excitement their bodies exploded in ecstasy even before their previous climax had ended.

		

		Tighter and tighter the two vicious rivals clenched their naked pussies against each other, each woman howling into the other’s delicious mouth as they fought to gain an advantage, but it was no use. Even as their entire bodies quivered against each other, quaking beneath the weight of their destructive orgasms, neither woman was willing to quit. Each woman could feel the other’s trembling pussy quivering from the strain, both women struggling desperately to pull each other in. When the brunette felt the blonde’s pussy clench even tighter against her own she had to force herself to reciprocate the pressure no matter how tight it was; and when Tala was able to increase the pressure between their cunts Ayla knew she had to even the pressure on her end as well, no matter how much it hurt. Tears, spit, sweat and cum mixed upon and inside their gorgeous bodies as the two primal whores fought; but no matter how much pleasurable pain scorched across their naked bodies, the two desperate rivals knew they couldn’t relent.

		

		A third orgasm exploded from their sweating, naked forms, then a fourth, sending the two gorgeous rivals to even higher levels of desperate, sexual pleasure. Their hot cum was mixing so desperately inside their fused cunts that it almost felt like their juices were fucking them from the inside. The flow of cum desperately running back and forth between them made the two rivals feel like they were always on the verge of another violent climax, made it seem like each woman was always in danger of becoming so engulfed in pleasure that she would succumb. Their clits continued to duel desperately between their struggling pussies, crushing and grinding against each other, both women so frantic to send pleasure through the other’s naked form that she was willing to endure the same constant, almost unbearable pleasure. The agonizing pleasure was so destructive that Tala and Ayla opened their mouths against each other in violent, hellacious screams, their cries mixing around their naked bodies so ferociously that the combined sound was all the two women could hear. Even as their lips remained opened in moans of passion the brunette and the blonde continued to fuck each other’s tongue with their own, twisting and corkscrewing against each other with such wild desire that their mixing spit sparkled upon their lips. Their naked bodies fought and fucked each other so violently, so desperately, making the two bitter whores feel so sexually filthy as they struggled for control; and despite their piercing hatred, both of them loved it.

		

		Harder and harder the two desperate rivals fought, tears streaming down their faces in pleasure and frustration as no matter how frantically they struggled, neither woman seemed able to gain an advantage. Faster and tighter the two women grinded their clits against each other, struggling wildly to drive each other over the edge, to make their tender centers of pleasure fight each other frantically even as their full pussy lips remained locked in desperate struggle. Even as their clits sent such frantic shocks through their naked bodies the two women began fighting each other for their mixing cum, struggling desperately to pull their hot juices inside their bodies, screaming and crying into each other’s mouth as the flow of cum grew desperate. They hated each other viciously, loved every second their naked bodies remained locked, muffled howls surrounding their forms as still the two rivals fought each other’s tongue with reckless abandon. They begin grinding their nipples against each other as furiously as their pulsing clits, shocks of agonizing pleasure driving the two women forward as their tender rods bent and twisted around each other again and again. Their hearts raced in their chest as they felt the most violent climax they had ever known beginning to build inside of them. Through glistening eyes Ayla and Tala glared at each other, their gazes locked behind blurred vision as they struggled to hold on; but as their bodies began to violently quake, they knew it was no use.

		

		Tala and Ayla tore their tongues from each other’s mouth in violent screams of rage, each woman throwing her face to the heavens as she screamed her rival’s name in lustful hate. Tears streamed down their precious cheeks and their mixing spit sparkled upon their lips, each woman fighting violently just to hold onto consciousness as the most incredible orgasm either girl had ever experienced detonated across her lustful, naked form. The explosion was so frantic, so devastating, that the seal on their tender pussy lips was broken, the hot cum they had locked inside of them squirting furiously across their soaking twats, the detonations fueled even harder by new waves of their hot, sexual juices.

		

		“I hate you Ayla!” Tala screamed, forcing her words out through her heaving, frantic sobs. “Fuck you bitch! Fuck you and your filthy fucking pathetic pussy! If this is what makes Lye scream, then my incredible cunt would drive her to such incredible climaxes that she’d never even remember your name!”

		

		“Lye will always be mine, you fucking cunt! Your pussy is the pathetic one, you dirty fucking brunette whore!” Ayla howled back, her words barely understandable as her orgasmic howls mixed with Tala’s around their struggling, naked bodies. “You say you fucking hate me, but the way you scream and come tells me otherwise! It’s no wonder Lye chose me over a filthy, pathetic whore like you!”

		

		“Shut your fucking mouth, slut!” Tala moaned, her entire body quaking as she struggled to control her violent explosions. “You’re fucking screaming and coming too! Squirt your juices all over me whore! Tell me how much you fucking like it!”

		

		“You’re the one who’s going to tell me how much you like it, cunt!” Ayla snarled, forcing her body under control even as violent pleasure continued to assault her form. “You’re the one who’s going to be begging me for more, again and again! I’m going to fuck you dry, you filthy fucking slut! And then even your mother will be able to see what a pathetic fucking bitch you truly are!”

		

		“I’m going to fuck you senseless, you pitiful little whore!” Tala howled, latching even harder onto Ayla’s disheveled, golden tresses. She grimaced as the blonde’s grip on her own messy, raven tresses tightened as well, each woman glaring into the other’s glistening eyes through their tears; and the blazing, lustful rage flaring inside their orbs told the two rivals that neither of them was willing to surrender. “I’m going to make you fucking pussy wilt like a weak, pathetic flower; and then I’m going to fuck your mother into submission while my mother watches!”

		

		Violent howls escaped the mouths of the two desperate rivals, their screams mixing so desperately around them that even as orgasmic waves scorched across their naked, struggling bodies, the sound alone spurred the two women on. Even as their climaxes continued to detonate across their frantic forms the brunette and the blonde crushed their pussies against each other with reckless abandon, sobbing as they struggled to resume the seal between their tender sex-lips; but as clit clashed violently against clit it send the two bitter rivals into passionate, multiple orgasms even before their previous climax had ended. Their cunts were so tender from their explosions, so sensitive as wave after wave of violent pleasure washed over them, that the two primal whores could only remain cunt to cunt for a few seconds before they needed to retreat; but even as they sobbed from the painful pleasure of their multiple orgasms, even as they moaned in hatred and lust for each other’s touch, they knew they couldn’t relent.

		

		Howls escaped their mouths as Tala and Ayla began slamming their cunts against each other again and again with reckless abandon, every clash shaking the two women to the core. Ever collision caused the two women to cry out in pain, but their voices were also tinged with whimpers of pleasure; and even through the hatred and rage, the brunette and the blonde felt their wills to fight and fuck for hours growing stronger and stronger. Every second of struggle was a hellacious war to remain in control; but as Ayla and Tala glared into each other’s glistening eyes, both women knew the other wanted it. Even through the violent sensations scorching through their body, even as the fires of anger and lustful rage flowed through their veins, the brunette and the blonde never wanted this violent clash to end. They cried and sobbed as agonizing pleasure scorched through their forms, but their screams were tinged with pleading moans. They wanted so desperately to see each other fall; but at the same time, neither woman wanted this violent, sexual warfare to end.

		

		Orgasm after violent orgasm washed over their naked, struggling forms, their screams and cries growing louder and louder as Tala and Ayla continued to slam their soaking, naked cunts against each other again and again. Every orgasm grew hotter than the last, every climax growing more desperately violent, but even as the two women sobbed each other’s name, neither woman was ready to stop. Their orgasmic detonations were coming so hard and fast now that neither woman was able to ride a climax to its conclusion before the next one began. The sound of their howls, the sound of their desperate, sexual cries mixing together were driving the two women wild. They hated how much they loved each other’s sounds, how much they loved each other’s moans, their sexual sounds driving the two rivals over the edge even more quickly. They wanted to hear each other’s frantic cries again and again, but they knew their mixing sounds would only drive them to more painful and passionate climaxes; and with bitter, mutual desperation the two primal women drove their tongues into each other’s delicious mouth once more, fighting to steal each other’s spit as they muffled one another’s desperate screams between two pairs of plush, girl-lips.

		

		Harder and harder the two desperate rivals fucked, faster and faster they drove their cunts together in mutual warfare, each woman’s moans mixing with her rival’s inside their desperately locked mouths. Tears streamed down their cheeks, mixing upon their gorgeous, snarling faces, but neither woman was willing to stop. Their glares remained locked in heated challenge through their tears, each woman daring the other to back down, each woman letting the other know that she was never willing to surrender. Hot cum sprayed across their tender, soaking pussy-lips with every climax, the collisions between their pussies smearing their juices across one another’s cunt as the two rivals forced their sexes into hot, desperate grinds before breaking them apart and allowing the waters to clean them of their cream. Every single climax weakened them, every single orgasm caused the edges of their visions to begin to darken.

		

		Tala and Ayla fought and fucked each other like ravenous whores, neither woman willing to surrender even as their pleasurable, agonizing explosions grew hotter and hotter. Every single second the two women crushed their cunts against each other felt like an hour, every single desperate collision of their naked pussies shook them to the core. They sobbed into each other’s delicious mouth, their hatred and lust building so violently inside of them that neither one of them wanted this vicious fuckwar to end. As they gripped each other’s disheveled tresses tightly with one hand the brunette and the blonde sank the nails of their other into each other’s tight, succulent ass, howling in pain and lust as each woman used her grip to drive the other’s pussy even harder against her own. They knew at the end of this, only one of them would be able to continue, that this bitter fuckwar would only end when one of them had been able to make the other scream in surrender; and each woman wanted to ensure the other would have no excuse for her agonizing, humiliating loss.

		

		Multiple orgasms violently rocked their forms, the desperate pleasure so great that the two desperate rivals opened their mouths in violent, frantic howls; but even as they screamed, neither woman’s tongue gave up its frantic war with the other’s. Even as their orgasmic moans rang out through the forest, Tala’s tongue continued to twist and grind with Ayla’s between their gaping lips, struggling so wildly that their spit sparkled upon their lips, dripped down their chins, coursing across their tender skin onto their heavy breasts. Climactic cries became mixed with moans of pain as once again the two gorgeous rivals crushed and grinded their tits against each other as viciously as they could, each woman trembling as she felt the other’s long, hard nipples stabbing desperately into her dense, sensitive titflesh.

		

		Harder and harder the two women fought, each girl not only fighting against her gorgeous, naked rival, but fighting against the very essence of time as every collision sent their visions darker and darker. Neither woman wanted to quit; they wanted to continue fighting and fucking for days, each woman urging her rival to continue the war even as exhaustion scorched through their bodies almost as violently as their ferocious orgasms. The pendant wrapped around their necks, trapping the two desperate rivals face to face, seemed to glow with a vibrant light as the two rivals fucked each other with reckless abandon; and as orgasm after vicious orgasm exploded from their cunts, the waters of the turbulent lake they struggled in seemed to glow as well.

		

		Tala and Ayla remained wild in their attacks, each woman frantic in her hellacious war with her enemy; but their collisions were becoming wild and erratic. They could feel their bodies collapsing, could feel their naked, struggling forms begging for rest. They continued to glare into each other’s glistening eyes, but their visions were becoming so blurred from their frantic exhaustion that it became hard to see the fire still burning in each other’s wild eyes. They could hear it in their screams, could hear it in their panting cries, that the brunette and the blonde were willing to fuck each other for as long as it took for them to determine who the better whore truly was; but their exhaustion had other plans.

		

		The most agonizing, pleasurable orgasm either woman had ever felt exploded across their struggling, naked bodies, searing through their forms with such frantic intensity that the two women nearly forced each other unconscious then and there. Even as their climactic detonations forced the two women to the most frantic sexual heights either of them had ever experienced, they wanted to continue. They wanted to destroy each other’s cunt, to make each other whither, to continue their violent clash until one of them screamed that the other was better; but the orgasms scorching through their forms were so desperate, so frantic, that they knew even the lightest touch of their tender pussies would send both of them to slumber. Wave after wave of pleasure scorched through them, forcing the two violent rivals to release each other’s incredible, naked form; and then even as their orgasms continued to detonate through their bodies the brunette and the blonde forced their bodies away from each other, struggling from the bond of the pendant and crawling weakly from the creek onto opposite ends of the shore.

		

		“This isn’t fucking over yet, whore!” Ayla heard Tala moan; and the blonde knew she felt the exact same way. Even if they passed out together, she knew this wasn’t the end. The two of them would wake when their bodies had recovered; and as soon as they set eyes on each other, they would clash against each other again and again, until one of them finally achieved her victory.

		

		“Damn right it isn’t over, slut!” Ayla hissed back. Through desperately blurred eyes she could see the form of a gorgeous redhead half running, half stumbling towards her, her eyes filled with worry. “Lye…” Ayla muttered as the redhead drew closer. She saw the redhead glance towards the brunette’s form for a second; but it was Ayla’s side Lye ran to as the redhead knelt down beside the blonde. Ayla wondered how long the redhead had been there, watching with bated breath as Tala and Ayla fucked each other violently; and as she felt the redhead’s hand upon her shoulder, Ayla couldn’t hold on any longer. She heard Tala’s body completely collapse to the ground, but before she could fully revel in driving her enemy unconscious her own body crumped as well, falling into an uneasy slumber as Lye’s fingers tenderly stroked her naked flesh..

		

	
		Chapter 3

		

		Blake woke with a start, her heart pounding rapidly as she sat bolt upright in her bed. Immediately as she moved, her entire body was wracked with pain, and her breasts ached so violently that it felt like she had been crushed up against another gorgeous whore in a desperate, bitter struggle. She could feel her pussy throbbing, furiously sensitive, as if she had come so many times that her body had almost been drained dry. Her bedsheets were darkened by many spots of cum, and with a quivering shock of violent lust she realized she had been driven to orgasm again and again through her desperate dreams.

		

		Even as she shook her head violently, trying to drive her mind to reality, the frantic images of sexual warfare burned in her mind. Everything had felt so real; the dense jungle, the violent hatred she felt for her brunette foe, the desperate clashes between her naked body and the other primal warrior’s as they fucked and fought each other like whores…everything about what she had just experienced felt so real that waking up in bed was what felt like a fantasy. She breathed deeply, trying to still her rapidly beating heart. “It was only a dream…” she whispered to herself as she tried to steel her nerves. Or a memory… her mind offered before she could shake her sexual alertness away.

		

		Indeed it felt like everything her dreams had shown her, she had physically been a part of. The name Ayla had been so attached to her during her frantic fantasies that it had completely become her persona throughout the night. And Tala…Tala had without a doubt been the embodiment of Megan. Blake felt a shock run through her as she realized the primal whore she had violently fucked against during the night had been the woman she had met the previous day, and her breath became shaky as she thought about her visions yesterday afternoon during the disastrous interview. Everything she had done to Megan, everything Megan had done to her during the hellacious fuckfight of her dreams, had been exactly what she’d felt like she and the brunette had done to each other many times before. Even the necklace that had locked the two of them face to face had been exactly like the one she had been given as a gift by her mother…the necklace…

		

		Blake turned towards her nightstand where she had placed the necklace, reaching for it with trembling fingers. She nearly moaned as her fingertips brushed against the chain, the stones almost uncomfortably warm to the touch; and immediately her mind was filled with lustful images of she and Megan fucking each other with reckless abandon in the center of the lake. The violent clashes between their pussies sent them both to orgasm in the confines of her lustful fantasies; and as Megan’s powerful cunt forced her to come in her imagination Blake threw her head to the ceiling, her lips screaming the brunette’s name in anger as she exploded into orgasm across her silken sheets. Her entire body quaked violently, her pussy throbbing in excruciating ecstasy as she squirted her sweet girl-cum across her bed once more. She sobbed as she came, sinking her claws into the mattress as she fought desperately to hold on. Tears streamed down her cheeks as she violently wished Megan sat in front of her so she could fuck the little brunette slut through her orgasm while Megan violently fucked her back; and when the agonizing pleasure finally began to slow, Blake knew she had to get to the bottom of this.

		

		Blake’s breath was shaky as her orgasm finally subsided, panting heavily as she struggled to catch her breath. The final climax had almost seemed like a challenge, as if the primal rival in her fantasies was telling her that even though the two of them had passed out on the shore at the same time, Megan was unwilling to accept her as an equal; but she knew that she had driven the brunette to orgasm as well during the final, uncontrollable vision. “I’m the better whore Megan!” Blake hissed, surprised by the ferocity in her own voice. “You know where I am whenever you want to try and fucking prove me wrong!”

		

		Blake stood from the bed, wincing. Her hair was a wild, disheveled mess, as if the brunette had been viciously pulling on it during the night, and her skin ached from invisible scratches left by the woman of her hellacious, lustful dreams. Her body ached so desperately that it almost seemed as if she and Megan had bitterly fucked each other unconscious right there in her bed, and the brunette had simply left before Blake had awoken; but she knew if that were the case, her naked body would bear the marks of their bitter fuckwar.

		

		Her legs were shaky as she moved towards the bathroom, her body quivering from exhaustion. She glanced towards the mirror, eyeing her gorgeous reflection with a mixture of pride and lust. She almost loved the way her hair was a violent mess, and her eyes held a wild, ravenous gleam that she knew held her desire to fuck the brunette like a frantic whore while Megan fucked her back just as viciously. Droplets of sweat and cum sparkled upon her pussy and down her powerful thighs, the remnants of how she had thrashed about in ecstasy again and again throughout the entire, lustful night. The tears that glistened upon her cheeks gave her a wild, almost primal edge, as if they showed the world that she wouldn’t give in to her gorgeous foe even when their fucking drove her to tears.

		

		Blake almost shivered as she gazed across her own incredible, naked reflection. Her powerful breasts were taut and strong, and her perfect nipples were so hard and stiff that the blonde couldn’t help but reach her fingertips towards her swollen rods, pinching and twisting them gently as her plush, girl-lips opened in silent moans of pleasure. Once again Blake violently wished Megan stood before her, so they could crush their nipples together and begin the war she hoped the brunette secretly wanted just as much as she did; and as she thought about Megan with lustful hatred, she wondered if the brunette’s body would be as beautiful as her own if the two of them every truly matched naked skin to naked skin.

		

		She shook her head violently, forcing herself to release her own, tender nipples. The thoughts swirling around wildly inside her head, the way she toyed with her breasts as if she was teasing a rival, everything was driving her so ravenous that she felt if she continued, she would be unable to stay her hand when the urge to masturbate took over; and her pussy was so desperately tender that she felt if she came again, she would be forced to her knees.

		

		With trembling hands Blake reached for the shower handle, turning the knob until she could see the steam rising around the bathroom. She tensed her body as she stepped into the spray, the hot water colliding immediately with her naked body; but as her body grew used to the heat, Blake felt her naked form beginning to relax. She could feel the aches and pains of her hellish, sexual dreams beginning to ebb, could feel the unsteadiness from her physical exhaustion beginning to leave, being replaced by poise and confidence. She still felt dazed, still felt confused, still felt desperately horny from how violently realistic her fantasies throughout the night had been, but she could feel calm beginning to flow inside of her once more. She still didn’t know what was going on, still wasn’t sure why she felt like she knew Megan intimately, why her dreams had been so vivid that she had been sent to orgasm through her sleep; but she knew that no matter what happened, she would be able to handle anything that came her way.

		

		She sighed as she allowed the warmth of the shower’s spray to run across her body, across her tender breasts, through her impressive cleavage, down her slim stomach and powerful thighs. She ran her fingers through her long, golden hair, loving the way the warm water mixed with her own caresses in a gentle, calming ritual. She stayed under the hot spray for long minutes almost motionless, closing her eyes, allowing the water to soothe away her aches and anxiety. The uncontrollable images of she and Megan writhing against each other in sexual struggle were finally beginning to ebb. The fantasies still flashed through her mind, but not as wildly or as vividly; and as Blake finally began to control her own thoughts, she felt the last of her anxiety fall away from her shoulders, and she gave a contented sigh of confidence and composure.

		

		When she finally felt the last of her nerves calming, when she finally felt the shaking of her naked body going away, Blake knew she was back in control. She grabbed a fresh cloth from the rack, lathering it up with her bodywash before running the fabric across her tender, naked body. The scents of lilacs swirled around her as she slowly, gently, began to wash away the remnants of her desperate dreams. She nearly moaned with pleasurable pain once more as she ran the cloth across her sensitive tits; even now they were still so tender, as if they truly had been crushed up against Megan’s the entire night. Again she fought the urge to masturbate as she cleaned her skin, lightly caressing her nipples as she began to ease away the pain.

		

		She ran the cloth down her slim stomach, across her powerful, shaven thighs to wash away the sweat and cum; but as she was about to push the cloth between her legs to clean her desperately sensitive pussy, she stopped. With her other hand Blake ran her fingertips along her tender sex, gathering what still remained of her orgasms with her heart racing. As she felt a thin film coat her fingers she brought the collection of juices to her nose; and she nearly gasped as the scents of another woman wafted out to her. Again she was awash with images, of she and Megan violently fucking each other with every ounce of strength they had in the middle of the pond, and she nearly sank to her knees beneath the spray. The visions ended as quickly as they had begun, and as she breathed in once more the only scents that wafted out to her were her own. Somehow, even the scent of another woman had been nothing more than a vision; but as she breathed deeply, struggling to slow her rapidly beating heart once more, she wondered just how closely her dream was connected to the real world.

		

		Blake struggled to stifle her horny, desperate moans as she cleansed her naked pussy, her skin so violently tender as she cleaned that just the soft caresses of the wash towel nearly sent her to quivering ecstasy. She breathed Megan’s name as she pushed the cloth tenderly inside of her, cleaning what remained of her bitter orgasms triggered by her frantic dreams. Her clit was practically trembling as the blonde ran the cloth across her tender center of pleasure, just her touch sent violent shocks of pleasure across her body. When she finished cleaning herself she was panting heavily, fighting against the urge to masturbate frantically, and she stayed under the shower’s spray for several minutes longer in order to still her rapidly beating heart.

		

		Blake’s naked body was dripping as she finally stepped from the shower, the droplets running down her perfect skin as she glanced towards her own reflection in the mirror once more. The glass had become foggy from the heat of the shower, but she could still see the outlines of her reflections through the mist; and as she glanced across her gorgeous, naked from again, she knew she was a sexual goddess that would be able to conquer anything and everything that would confront her. She was still confused, still slightly dazed from the realism of her frantic imagination, but the shower had done wonders in calming her down. Her body was still tender as she ran a fresh, dry towel across her body, but the warm spay had loosened up much of her form’s tension; and as she caressed her body with the soft cloth, drying her sensitive, soaking skin, she could feel the strength returning to her sexual form once more.

		

		Blake gave a contented sigh as she stepped back to the bedroom, the shower fully rejuvenating her form and steeling her nerves, making her ready for anything that came her way. She opened her closet with a flourish, eyeing the row of clothes hanging from their hooks with excitement. She reached towards a pair of white, lace panties with a design she herself had crafted, disregarding the matching bra; it would be so much more comfortable working without it. She covered her top with a skin-tight, white blouse with the top button undone, showing off a gracious segment of her perfect breasts, and her panties were overlaid with a red, plaid skirt that showed off her smooth, powerful legs to the world. Her mind was already racing with new ideas; she had a show just a few weeks away, and she felt like she was on the verge of a breakthrough design that would leave her fans panting. Her love for the craft nearly pushed the events of her fantasies to the back of her mind; and she felt a confident smile playing about her lips as she felt her conquest of sexual fashion drawing near.
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