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		Chapter 1

		

		Blake shot awake in a cold sweat, her heart racing frantically as she struggled to remember where she was. Her entire body ached wildly, her pussy throbbing desperately as if she could still feel the cunt of her vicious rival clashing against her own with reckless abandon. She reached towards her throbbing sex, nearly wincing from her own touch, her pussy coated in her own cum as if everything she had seen had just been real. The pharaoh's chamber, the frantic fuckwar, everything had felt so real; and the pain she felt coursing through her body made it seem almost impossible for it to have been a dream. Nanu's form flashed for a brief second inside her vision once more, and Blake's arms raised in panic as if to defend herself; but as the darkness of her office began slowly coming into view, she realized no attack was going to come. Just like her first vision, her first sexual dream, Nanu had the same body, the same face, as Megan; and just like before, she began to wonder if these were truly just desperate dreams...or if these frantic visions signaled so much more.

		

		Her eyes began to dart around her darkened office for any sign of Amanda, for any sign of the redhead that had been her savior not only on the stairwell in this world, but in the pharaoh's chamber during her violent, sexual dreams; but her lover was nowhere to be found. Eirene had been her dream's embodiment of Amanda, there was no mistaking it; and her heart raced even faster as she realized Lye had also been the redhead’s embodiment during the time of her primal urges. Ever since she had met Amanda, Blake always had a tender fondness with her; and the redhead had never hesitated to reciprocate that friendship. It had always been as if the two of them had known each other forever, as if their paths had crossed in powerful partnership many times before they had ever met; and as she moved, pain shooting across her sore, naked body, she began to feel like these visions were trying to tell her something. Amisi had been more than a name, had been more than another woman. Within the confines of her desperate dreams, Blake and Amisi had been one and the same; as if Amisi had been not only a character in her sleeping fantasies, but a life Blake had owned in a time long since passed.

		

		Amanda's words from their sexual night in her office echoed in her memories once more, about how the redhead knew she and Megan had rivaled against each other for ages; and as the images of her pussy clashing against the brunette's in the middle of the pharaohs chambers filled her mind once more, she only became more confused about the events unfolding around her. Frustration welled inside of her as question after question filled her mind. The answers seemed so close, as if the clarity she needed was just out of reach; she needed answers, and she needed them now.

		

		Before Blake could fully dwell on the events happening around her, she spied a letter, practically glowing in the dim light of her office. The blonde picked the paper up tenderly, as if she was afraid it may disappear if handled too roughly; and as her lips moved silently along with the words she read, she slowly began to feel the confidence filling her naked form once more. Amanda's unmistakable, almost calligraphic handwriting curved gracefully across the parchment. “Thank you for the incredible afternoon!” it read. “I've wanted to feel your touch in this life for so long, and it was even more incredible than I ever could have imagined! I'm sorry I couldn't wake up next to you this night, but I had some business I needed to attend to; and I could tell by the way you slept that waking you would only lead to trouble.” Again Blake was overcome with visions from her wild dreams, and she wondered if somehow Amanda had known she needed to see the bitter war against Nanu to its conclusion. “I know you and Megan still have unfinished business...and that both of you must come together again and again until you're satisfied. Fuck and fight each other to your heart's content, make that brunette bitch squeal like the whore we both know she is! Even if I'm not around, I'll always be rooting for you...and when you want my sexual touch again, all you have to do is ask! Even when she's the one driving you to orgasm, I want you to promise me you'll never give in; even during your losses, never lose sight of how incredible you are! You're a better woman than she'll ever be baby...make her fucking pay!”

		

		Blake read Amanda's note again and again, taking in every single word. It was as if the redhead had known about the violent dreams that had filled her fantasies as she slept, as if Amanda had even known about her agonizing loss in the pharaoh's chamber and was trying to encourage her to keep fighting. “I've wanted to feel your touch in this life for so long...” the blonde read again, thinking back to how her dream had started with she and Eirene waking in the same bed, with she and Lye sleeping side by side; and her heart began to race as she wondered if Amanda was referring to her sleeping fantasies. Amanda had always been a bit dramatic in the way she talked; but the timing was almost too perfect for her words to simply be a product of her romantic mind. Again Blake thought back to Amanda's words before they had both drifted off to sleep; and the longer she thought, the less accepting these visions as simple dreams made sense.

		

		She shook her head wildly, trying to drive away the frustration and confusion surrounding her. She reached for her phone to check the time; she and Amanda had fallen asleep together mid-afternoon...and it was already past midnight. Her body ached with pain and sexual exhaustion, her body still trembling as she stood from the couch. Despite the hours of sleep she had gotten, her vicious dreams had given her no rest; and as pain shocked through her naked form as she moved, she still felt so incredibly tired. She knew a night's rest was exactly what she needed, but she was almost afraid to close her eyes again; she felt like no matter where she was, Megan's form would be waiting for her in whatever world her dreams decided to craft.

		

		Blake trembled, but she tried to drive her fearful emotions away. She felt so dirty, so filthy for succumbing to the brunette's touch in her dreams; but as Amanda's words filled her mind once more, she knew she couldn't give in. Even though she lost she knew she had to keep going, knew she had to keep struggling no matter what trials came her way. Regardless of what would happen when she closed her eyes Blake knew her tender, naked form desperately needed a shower; and with a wordless growl the blonde began gathering her clothes strewn across the office floor. As she began covering her naked body once more, she realized how much like Amanda her clothes smelled, how the fabric still held the scents of the redhead's lust and perfume; and just the aromas alone helped calm Blake's nerves. The skirt she had worn was still soaking with her cream, causing the blonde to reluctantly store the skirt away in exchange for a clean pair of jeans. “Don't worry baby, I'm never gonna give in...” she whispered to herself as she opened her office door and started for the stairs. “No matter what happens, I'll always keep fighting. You need me to keep fighting...and I know I need you as well...”

		

		The moon was full as Blake pulled onto the dark deserted road that led away from the city, and as the only light that illuminated her surroundings came from the clear night sky, she once more allowed the confusion of what was going on to occupy her mind. She could feel the fear of the unknown beginning to creep up on her once more, but the blonde forced herself to breathe deep and slow in order to calm her rapidly racing heart. “No matter what's going on...” she muttered to herself. “There's nothing I can't handle. Did I know what I was doing when I quit my secretary job to open my own lingerie line? Absolutely not. And now look at me, just steps away from ruling the world with my designs.” She breathed deeply again, and although her recent dream still gnawed at the edge of her mind, the loss in her bitter visions struggling to torment her, she could feel the trembling in her body beginning to slow. “If I can do that successfully, there's nothing about what's going on now that I can't control.”

		

		“So what is it that we know?” the blonde asked herself; voicing her thoughts out loud always seemed to help bring them to reality. “Every time you're around Megan, you get a sudden urge to tear into her, to fight her desperately...and she seems to have the same exact feelings about you.” Frantic images of both dreams shocked through her mind, nearly causing her to gasp at how clear they still were even during her waking hours. “She and I had pressed against each other in the stairwell, our bodies crushing and grinding together, challenging each other sexually...” She could feel her pussy trembling at just the thought of what they had done outside the confines of her dreams. “I felt such a sudden urge to make her come, to make her squeal like a whore...and she had fought to do exactly the same to me. We both seem so evenly matched, we both seem to want this even though we only met a few days ago...” Images of what she had felt during the failed interview flashed through her mind, about how she and the brunette had seemed to want to wage war against each other even during the first minutes of their meeting; and about how it felt like she and Megan had known each other for so much longer than just the several desperate minutes that their interview had lasted.

		

		Again the frantic images of her recent dreams flashed across her mind, causing her body to jerk. The car swerved violently across the otherwise empty road; and with a panting gasp Blake corrected her course, thankful again that the hour was so late and no one else was around. “You've...been having these weird...dreams...” Blake stammered to herself, every ounce of control she had struggling to slow her rapidly beating heart once more. “They're always of different scenes, different time periods...but it's always me and Megan. Through both of them she and I have torn each other apart, clawed at each other's body, fucked and fought like whores in every way we can...”

		

		Blake resumed her deep, slow breathing, struggling to maintain focus. “These dreams contain everything I seemingly want to do to her, what she seemingly wants to do to me. They seem so real, like they're not dreams, but memories...” She tried to shake the thought from her head; it seemed so crazy...but as she drew another deep, even breath, she could come up with no other explanation. “I wake up so sore afterwards, so coated in sweat and cum that it's truly like I fought and fucked her outside of my dream.” She remembered how Amanda had crushed her body against Megan's in the stairwell, and again how the redhead had traded slaps with Nanu again and again in the frantic confines of her dreams. Amanda's words echoed in her mind like a broken record...somehow the redhead was involved in all of this as well, although it seemed her loyalty was unquestionable.

		

		Blake reached towards her neck, her fingertips playing across the smooth surface of the sapphire necklace; and at once she felt her body grow desperately hot. “The necklace!” she breathed, her heart racing as she remembered how Nanu had torn the pendant from her neck at the end of their bitter fuckwar in her dreams. The necklace in both her dreams was exactly the same as the necklace she had now wrapped around her neck, the pendant she had owned for as long as she could remember. She remembered how the cord had snapped when Nanu had pulled on it; and as her fingertips traced the length of the cord, up along her skin to the back of her neck, she gasped audibly as panic immediately filled her breast. Exactly where Nanu had snapped the pendant from her neck, the cord was badly frayed; damage she couldn't remember being there the night before. Frantically the blonde tried to tell herself the damage had always been there, that she had just never noticed it before; but no matter how hard she tried, the blonde couldn't believe her own lies. “These dreams can't be real!” she whispered to herself. “That doesn't make any sense!” But as Megan's words echoed out to her, urging her to remember the past the two of them had, she realized nothing else made any sense either.

		

		Through the darkness of night Blake could see the faint glow from the lights of a bar, its dim luminance echoing out to her almost like a dream. No matter how many times she had driven this route, the blonde could never remember seeing the pub before, not even once; but as her body trembled from her dreams and confusion, perhaps a drink was exactly what she needed to calm her nerves.

		

		Blake pulled off the main highway towards the bar, her eyes scanning the nearly empty parking lot; but nothing seemed out of the ordinary. Music emanated from the open door as she turned the car off, and as she placed her foot on the asphalt she half expected it to be a dream; but the ground beneath her feet seemed solid. The faint smell of cigarette smoke wafted out to her as she neared the door, and for a moment she considered lighting up, but she shook her head despite the stress; she'd quit smoking two years ago.

		

		As she entered the bar her eyes quickly scanned her surroundings. A young couple danced on the dance floor, and a few lonely souls sat at the bar alone, but aside from that the bar seemed almost empty; but just she was about to walk fully into the pub, her eyes locked on the body of a gorgeous brunette sitting in the front corner. Her heart began to race as she spied Megan's form, the desperate images of last night's fantasies exploding across her mind once more. She felt the brunette's naked sex bearing down upon her own with reckless abandon, felt the pleasurable agony searing across her form desperately once more, and the blonde nearly sank to her knees; but the images disappeared nearly as soon as they had come. Blake was about to turn away, was about to leave the bar and head for home before the brunette could see her; but just before Blake could turn to the door Megan's face tilted towards the entrance.

		

		Blake could feel the shame of her defeat filling her gorgeous form as Megan's eyes locked with hers, but she tried to shake the thoughts from her head. “It was just a dream...” she muttered silently to herself, knowing if she left now, Megan could take it as a sign of weakness; and even if the violent loss of her dreams was true, she knew she couldn't let Megan see her hesitation. “Hey Megan!” Blake waved, still unsure if she and the brunette were truly bitter enemies, or if these desperate, hellish dreams were simply her fantasies after all. The events in the stairwell gave her pause, but she began to wonder if she herself had instigated that sexual confrontation as much as Megan had. She saw the brunette's beautiful face break into a wide smile, and as the blonde returned it, brushing a strand of golden hair from her face, she knew the only way she might be able to find answers was to press forward.

		

		“Blake!” Megan cooed, her voice singing out over the music. “I didn't expect to see you here!” She pulled a chair out from the table she sat at, setting it close to her. “Come on, sit down! I think you and I have a lot to talk about.”

		

		As Blake sat down she was approached by a woman with short, auburn hair. “Can I get you anything to drink?” the cocktail waitress asked, and in the exhaustion of the events happening around her it took a moment for the question to register.

		

		“Yes please...” the blonde stammered. “Whatever you have on draft is fine.”

		

		“On my tab please, Karolyn.” Megan stated; and as the waitress turned back to the bar Megan fixed Blake with another wide smile. “You look like you've had a rough night.” the brunette continued, her voice laced with concern; but there was something about the glint in Megan's eyes that immediately filled with Blake with distrust. “Is everything alright?”

		

		“Yeah, never better...” the blonde stuttered, trying to feign her confidence, struggling to pretend last night's dream never happened in case the brunette was looking for a weakness; but Blake couldn't even convince herself with her false bravado.

		

		“Here you go honey.” the waitress stated, setting Blake's drink on the table. The blonde was almost thankful for the break in the awkward silence; but as the waitress turned away once more the blonde knew the distraction was fleeting.

		

		“Hey Megan...” Blake whispered, almost shy even though there weren't any patrons close to the table they sat at. “About what happened in the stairwell—”

		

		“Oh don't even worry about it!” Megan laughed, waving her hand. “It was such a trivial little competition, it's hardly worth mentioning!” The two women each took a drink during the silence that followed, their eyes never leaving each other despite how sure the brunette seemed of waving the events to the side. Blake was about to brush it off as well, forget the events even happened just like Megan seemed she was; but as the brunette's glass left her mouth, the alcohol glistening slightly upon her plush lips, she could see a small smile pulling at her face. “But if we'd continued, I know I would've had you coming...” The brunette's words were only a whisper, so quiet that only she and Blake could hear; but they filled the blonde with lustful anger.

		

		Megan's words were so low, so sly, that for a second Blake thought she'd only imagined them; but as the silence between them lengthened, she saw Megan's grin growing wider, as if Blake's uncertainty was an admittance of the brunette's challenge. “I'd have made you come too!” Blake retorted; and as the words left her lips she saw Megan’s smile falter. “I could tell by the way you were moaning, you wanted it. You wanted it bad...”

		

		“You wanted it as much as I did, bitch!” Megan responded, their hissed words driving Blake wild; and she could tell by the naughty glint in the brunette's eyes that Megan was getting just as excited. “You were practically begging me to drive you over the edge! If that redheaded bitch hadn't interfered...what was her name?”

		

		“Amanda!” Blake growled, anger filling her gorgeous form immediately as the redhead's bravery filled her visions. Images flashed desperately across the blonde's mind, at Amanda's ferocity in the stairwell, and again how the redhead saved her in the pharaoh's chamber during her dream. She nearly moaned as memories of how she and Amanda had made love over and over in her office that afternoon, how the redhead brought her to heaven again and again, how Amanda's tender touch made her feel so incredible, so wanted, so warm and confident. “Don't you dare fucking talk about her like that!”

		

		“That little whore has been getting in the way for centuries!” Megan hissed, leaning her face towards Blake's with ravenous fire in her eyes. “You took her away from me, corrupted her innocence when it should have been mine! When I’m finished with you, I’ll make sure she never wants you back ever again!”

		

		“Fucking touch her, and I swear to God I'll end you!” Blake growled back, leaning her face towards Megan's as well, the same lustful hate burning desperately inside her vision. Images of her desperate dream erupted across her memories, of how when they fought by the waterfall, they’d argued over which one of them truly deserved Lye, and again how they had first struggled over her before their sexwar in the chambers. Again she recalled how Nanu and the redhead had slapped each other across the face again and again with reckless abandon after the blonde’s defeat, how the brunette had been merciless when fighting the woman she claimed to adore. The tears streaming down Eirene's face, the pain in the eyes of the version of Amanda that had come to her rescue in the pharaoh's chamber, had hurt Blake deeply; and the memory made Blake feel Megan could never love Amanda the way she did.

		

		“In many lives the redhead has chosen you!” Megan snarled, rage beginning to fill the brunette’s gorgeous form. “But in many others she has chosen me!” She burned with just as much ravenous desire as Blake, burned with just as much vicious hatred as they discussed the redhead that had interrupted them on the stairwell. “I can smell her scents on you Blake! I know what you two engaged in; but there’s still time for me to take her away from you! To claim the woman that’s rightfully mine!”

		

		Immediately Blake was ravenous, almost insatiable as she and the brunette glared into each other's eyes so deeply that it felt like they were staring into great, sexual voids. Their snarling faces were just inches apart now, their hot breaths mixing between their plush lips in a challenging breath. She could feel her lips and tongue practically begging to crush against Megan's, could feel her tender breasts pleading to be set free and slam against the brunette’s while the other woman fought back just as viciously. Even her pussy was violently ravenous, practically seeking the other woman's out; and Blake could tell Megan's sex was just as desperate for a wild, violent clash. As she and the brunette glared into each other's eyes in hate, violent scenes of desperate sexual warfare filling their visions, she could feel Megan's legs brushing against her own. Without hesitation the blonde began running her legs against Megan's in retaliation, the pressure between them growing stronger, the sensations so vicious that even through their jeans the contact drove the blonde's body immediately hot. “If you fucking touch her, I'll rip you apart!”

		

		“What's fucking stopping you now!?” Megan smirked, the glare on her face so devilishly sexual that Blake wanted to slap the expression away right then and there. “It's time for you to fucking remember, you pathetic little whore!” Megan whispered, leaning in so close that her lips nearly brushed against Blake's as she spoke. “So you and I can fucking do this for real!”

		

		Without even realizing she had done it the fingers of Blake's right hand buried themselves deep in the brunette's long, raven tresses, clenching so tightly that Megan winced in pain; but without any hesitation Blake felt the other woman's fingers clench her tresses just as violently, each woman panting into the other's face as the tension and lust built between them to almost unbearable levels. They used their holds to force each other forehead to forehead, each woman loving the way tears welled in the other's eyes from the pain. Their plush lips grazed against each other as they breathed, each woman practically daring the other to force her tongue in deep. They could feel the hatred and lust swirling dangerously around them, could feel their urges to tear each other apart building past anything either woman had ever felt before. They wanted to fight, wanted to fuck, wanted to tear each other apart right in the middle of the bar. Seconds passed by like hours as each woman conveyed all the hatred and sexual lust for each other in their violently locked glares, and their emotions soared so high they nearly stood from the table in vicious rage right then and there; but as whispers echoed around them from the other patrons, each woman slowly realized their antics were attracting attention from the rest of the bar. They were lustful, horny, ravenous; but they knew their rivalry deserved to be settled in secret.

		

		With frustrated hisses Blake and Megan released each other, the fire burning in their locked gazes showing each other that once they had the chance, there would be no mercy. As the blonde glared into the brunette's eyes in anger, she could feel the urges growing stronger; and she knew if she stayed, she would attack the brunette regardless of an audience. Even as her body trembled, desperately ravenous at not getting a chance to tear into the brunette, Blake forced her desires beneath her control. Wordlessly she stood from the table, turning towards the door angrily, struggling to ignore the desperate trembling of her pussy as it begged her to turn back around. “I'll see you later tonight Blake!” she heard Megan call behind her, her voice once more filled with such false sweetness that it nearly made the blonde sick; and as she stepped back into the lot, locking the door of her car behind her as she climbed into the driver's seat, she had to take a slow, quivering breath in order to calm her frantically racing heart.

		

		Megan's threats echoed in her mind over and over as Blake drove the rest of the way home, her entire body trembling as she fought to contain the violent lust threatening to explode from her form. She thought to call Amanda's cell, to again proclaim her infatuation and beg the redhead to stay; but she knew the hour was so late that the redhead would have fallen asleep hours ago. As Megan’s words echoed inside her head again and again, flashes of violent visions filling her mind, some familiar and some violently new, she felt ecstatic pleasure and agonizing pain spiraling into one. With a desperate start she realized there were two things that remained present in her dreams: the sapphire necklace that she currently wore around her neck…and the presence of a gorgeous redhead, the object of their affection that both of them seemed to war over. With a trembling moan Blake steeled her nerves, the wild night with Amanda forcing her to remain focused. “Amanda is mine, Megan…” Blake whispered, realizing that if Megan challenged her over Amanda in this life, the only way she could truly stifle the brunette’s conquest was to fuck her senseless. Even if Amanda chose the blonde, Blake knew Megan wouldn’t rest until she’d had her chance to win the redhead over. “I’ll fuck you into the ground if I have to in order to prove to you she belongs with me…”

		

		Blake felt almost ravenous with sexual lust as she pulled into her driveway. The meet with Megan had clarified nothing; but with the brunette's threats, the brunette's words and actions, Blake no longer cared. The events that had transpired at the bar only justified the way Blake had felt since the interview. Megan was a threat, a gorgeous whore that needed to be fucked to tears; and as the brunette's words echoed again in her mind, Blake grew viciously excited. “I hope you fucking show up, bitch...” Blake growled underneath her breath as she unlocked the door. “I don't care what happened in my last dream...my pussy is gonna make yours fucking squeal!”

		

		Steam began to rise around the blonde's body as she turned the shower on hot, removing her clothes and staring into the mirror with lustful pride. Her loss in her dreams had hurt, regardless of whether or not the vision was real; but as she gazed across her incredible form, she felt like a sexual goddess...a woman who could take on any rival and fuck her to tears if such a challenge was uttered. She moaned loudly as she stepped into the shower, the hot water running across her naked skin and soothing away the aches from her desperate dreams. Flashes of she and Amanda making love again filled her mind, of how the redhead made her feel so comfortable and warm, how Amanda made her feel so loved...and as Megan's threats echoed once more through Blake's form she growled angrily beneath her breath. “You'll never fucking touch her, bitch...” the blonde hissed, allowing the brunette's screams in her dream to fill her mind again and again. “I don't care what you say and think about me...but if you threaten Amanda, you'll never be able to break me. I'll never let you take her away from me, bitch...not again...”

		

		Blake spread the soap across her hands, gently cleansing her naked skin of the sweat and cum from her dreams and the incredible sex Amanda had given her. Even as she cleaned her skin however, the blonde knew such an action was almost futile. If the events transpiring around her stayed constant, as soon as she closed her eyes she would be transported into another world, into another desperate fuckwar; but the events at the bar had made her so hot, so fucking horny that she could hardly control her hand as she cleaned her pussy, and she realized she would be disappointed if she wasn't. “You may have won in the chambers, bitch...” the blonde moaned as her fingers cleaned her squealing clit, fighting desperately against the urge to masturbate. “But I'm gonna make you scream my fucking name next time!”

		

		As Blake stepped from the shower she could feel the shame from her loss immediately beginning to disappear, replaced by a burning, lustful rage to destroy the brunette the next time they met...hopefully in just a few minutes when she closed her eyes. Her naked body quivered as she dried herself off, the cloth brushing against her tender sex making her so wild she wanted to drive her fingers deep into her sex; but she knew such orgasmic fury deserved to be directed only towards a vicious, hateful rival.

		

		Blake stepped towards the bedroom, her entire body quivering with lustful excitement as brief, desperate images flashed through her head. They were so incredible, so vicious, that she couldn't control her vivid fantasies; but as her body grew hotter and hornier, she realized she didn't want to. With trembling hands she opened up her lingerie drawer, pulling out an incredible, stark-white bra and matching lace panties. The panties were decorated with a subtle, swirling floral pattern, one of her earliest designs; but perhaps the one that had skyrocketed her into the limelight. As she slipped them on she heard her own screams and Megan's mixing with ravenous desire, the sounds inside her fantasies so incredible that she nearly came then and there; but somehow the blonde was able to hold on. She could feel her tender sex almost trembling as she pulled a pair of thin, pearl stockings across her bare legs, locking the garters in place. Again as the blonde climbed into bed she nearly came from her visions, and she could already feel her pussy growing wet once more. Her body burned with such sexual desire that Blake feared she wouldn't be able to sleep; but as if her raw, unbridled emotions fueled a narrative she wasn't fully aware of Blake fell asleep immediately, her mind transporting her to another world as soon as her head hit the pillow.

		

	
		Chapter 2

		

		Elsie walked confidently down a dark alleyway, her long blonde hair swaying silently along with her hips as she placed one foot firmly in front of the other. The white, silk dress she wore rustled against the ground as she walked, her heels echoing against the walls in time with her step. Beneath her dress she wore a tight corset, pushing her already perfect breasts even further into view. Her body burned with sexual heat, her pussy practically throbbing as the anticipation of what was about to come made her tremble. The image of a gorgeous redhead filled her mind, a woman she adored with every fiber of her heart and soul; but the image was immediately overshadowed by the visage of a snarling brunette, and Elsie was immediately filled with a bitter rage. “Don't worry Annalise...” Elsie whispered, her hands shaking at her sides. “Soon you'll be free from that wretched whore forever...”

		

		A woman draped in a black shroud walked before her, leading the way through the darkened corridor. The guide was completely silent save for her shallow breath; and although Elsie could see no skin besides the other woman's hands, she was almost certain her escort was a woman she'd fought before...they almost always were by now. Ever since Elsie had turned nineteen, the youngest age a woman was allowed into the fights, she had been addicted to the sport.

		

		Any woman at least nineteen years old could fight, could challenge another she knew to be involved in the organization. Most were aristocratic, those with money and possession worth fighting over. A few were peasants and servants hoping to gamble on themselves with what little they had in the hopes of fighting another for the better life that both of them claimed; but only the sexiest commoners were even allowed the knowledge of the city's underbelly, let alone allowed to compete. Occasionally the fights between peasant woman were the most incredible however; after all, they have nothing left to lose and almost everything to gain.

		

		The fights weren't exactly legal; but seeing as the aristocratic families had erected the underground organization to begin with, there was hardly any danger if law enforcement ever uncovered the secret. Just to be sure however, every fight was held in secret, away from the public's eye...but those with proper connections could always find the information they needed.

		

		As the unknown woman led Elsie on, she began to hear the sounds of vicious combat, the choked screams and moans of two ravenous women echoing down the corridor. Just the sound alone made her body tingle; she could tell by their bitter cries that both were mere peasants...fighting like whores for everything they owned. Her own body tingled with sexual excitement once more as the image of a gorgeous brunette slut entered her mind; soon she would be no more refined than a servant whore herself, fighting and fucking another sexual being with everything she had.

		

		The sounds of frantic screams grew louder and louder as Elsie and the unknown woman travelled further, until a broad archway opened on their right. The blonde glanced through the entranceway, her heartbeat immediately beginning to race as the forms of two beautiful, naked redheads entered her vision. Their long tresses were violently disheveled, their cheeks nearly blushing as red as their hair as the two ravenous warriors delivered hard, painful slaps across each other's face again and again, neither woman even trying to defend herself from the other's attacks. Every time their palms snapped against each other's tender cheeks caused both women to cry out in pain, but neither woman was willing to quit. The fingers of their other hands were clasped around each other's throat; and Elsie knew the frantic sensations only added to the wild pleasure of their desperate fray. Even as they slapped and choked each other the two gorgeous redheads were locked sex to sex, slamming their naked cunts against each other with reckless abandon as they fucked each other like desperate whores. Tears streamed down their faces as their naked pussies clashed, one woman bearing down brutally on her hated rival while the other woman fucked upwards just as violently. For a moment a victor seemed clear as the woman on bottom quivered with ravenous exhaustion; but just seconds later the woman on top was forced to such a quivering orgasm that her sweating, naked body was forced to the bottom.

		

		Even as she came the woman now on bottom refused to surrender, slapping her bitter rival as hard as she could. As her palm connected sharply across her enemy's cheek the redhead on top sobbed in desperate hatred. Her face was driven sharply to the side, her long crimson tresses whipping around her snarling face, and as the bright red flash revealed her face Elsie nearly gasped. For a second she thought the other woman was Annalise, that perhaps the woman of her affection had been allowed a chance to fight for her own freedom; but as Elsie studied the other woman's features, she realized it wasn't. The woman on top returned the slap with just as much fury, forcing the other woman's face to the side just as viciously; and Elsie could tell the other woman wasn't the object of her affection either. The two redheads were strangers, woman she'd never met before; but as she watched the ferocity of their desperate war, she wondered if Annalise would be just as ravenous if she was given the chance. Elsie never wanted to see Annalise hurt in any way; but the question made the blonde quiver all the same.

		

		Elsie watched the two redhead whores fight and fuck for several moments more. As she expected they were peasants; the plain clothes of servants lay shredded on opposite sides of the arena, and neither their naked bodies nor their surroundings showed the usual jewelry or extra fabric that accompanied most aristocratic woman. Around the struggling redheads stood a plethora of onlookers, calling and cheering as the two servant sluts forced each other to another orgasm with choked sobs. Sexwars between servants were usually crowded with onlookers and gamblers, the desperate sight open to anyone willing to pay the coin. The victor would walk away with small portions of the fees and gambling winnings, along with anything else the two sexual warriors themselves agreed to put on the line. Sexual wars between the women of higher class were often more private, the secondary winnings almost always trivial compared to what they or their families were wagering on the fight. Usually only a small audience would be allowed, if any at all; unless of course the main goal of the two refined rivals was to humiliate each other in front of as many people as possible.

		

		The positions of the ravishing redheads reversed again as another violent climax exploded from their forms, each woman sobbing her hate for the other to the heavens as even through their desperate war they continued to fuck. Their cheeks were stained with tears and their bodies glistened with sweat; they had been locked like this for a long time, and it didn't seem like either woman was willing to quit. Elsie's pussy throbbed, but the blonde forced herself to turn away. She would have loved to watch their desperate fuckwar to its conclusion...but the release of an even more gorgeous redhead was all she could focus on right now.

		

		Further along the corridor Elsie and the other woman went, until they reached what appeared to be a dead end. The mysterious woman knocked three times in sequence, and as the stone wall swung open to reveal a dimly lit hallway, the mysterious guide turned to face Elsie, her visage still hidden by her hood. “You'll need to wear this, Elsie.” the other woman spoke, pulling a blindfold from her robes. These were the first words she had spoken since they had begun; and Elsie was almost certain she'd heard that voice before, although filled with so much more lustful rage. “Even though your mother has walked this corridor before, your arena's true location must remain a secret.”

		

		Elsie felt a shiver run down her spine, but it had nothing to do with the open air around her. She knew that once she accepted the blindfold, there was no turning back. She was both anxious and excited, thrilled and afraid. She had done this before, so many times...but there was so much more at stake here than there had ever been before. Her mother and the mother of the woman she was headed to meet had been desperate rivals for years, as least as long as Elsie had been old enough to join the fights. It was some kind of desperate sexual feud, possibly extending generations before...but Elsie was only certain of the rivalry between their mothers. On Elsie's nineteenth birthday her mother had been nowhere to be found; although as Elsie had gotten older, she had grown accustomed to her mother's absence. For three days and nights Elsie's mother had remained gone; and when she had finally returned, her mother's disheveled look had been a sight that even now still burned in the blonde's mind.

		

		Her mother's clothes had been shredded to pieces, the fabric barely able to cover her most sensitive areas. Her cheeks had been driven red from furious, repeated blows, and her voice was incredibly hoarse from screaming. Her body had smelled desperately of sweat and sex, and her powerful legs shook weakly beneath her as she half stumbled through the doorway. Elsie had rushed to her mother's side immediately, concerned she'd been attacked; but as she helped her mother to the couch, she learned her mother's hellish look was mirrored by another's.

		

		It was then where Elsie had learned about the frantic underground struggles that took place in secret, where she learned the things her mother truly did during her absences. This was how her mother had kept the two of them stable, how she had grown their wealth after her husband abandoned them. Elsie now understood why her mother had always arrived home in the dark of early morning, the scents of another woman upon her skin. Elsie asked what had happened during the three days she had been gone, why this had taken so much longer than the rest. She could tell her mother was hesitant to explain; but as her mother talked, Elsie had felt her body growing desperately hot.

		

		Elsie's mother and another woman had been warring for years, their bitter rivalry beginning ever since they themselves were both nineteen. Their first fight in the underground had been against each other; and as they had stripped one another's body naked, as their sore, tender pussies clashed again and again, they knew they'd be rivals forever. They'd fought each other many times, their wealth growing and depleting as one woman and then the other would come out on top...but this time was different. The woman her mother fought against had a daughter the exact same age as Elsie, born on the same day; and both mothers were so enraptured by their mutual jealousy that on the night Elsie and the other girl had turned nineteen, they had wanted their daughters to continue the bitter rivalry between their families. The two of them had met and fought on the birthday of their daughters, over whose daughter was sexier, was more beautiful, was more powerful and ravenous. The longer they had fought, the deeper their rage had become, each woman so desperate to win that losing would seem like admitting her daughter was weaker. For three days and nights the two mothers had fought, breaking only when their naked, sweating forms passed out together. Eventually their bitter war had been declared a draw...but not before either woman swore her daughter would finish what they started. Without hesitation Elsie had agreed, voicing her desire to fight even before her mother had asked...the daughter of her mother's rival had to pay.

		

		Without even waiting for the next morning Elsie and her mother stormed down to the same room the two mothers had fought; and Elsie's body burned with a violent desire. Apparently the other daughter wanted the exact same war just as desperately; the rival of her mother and a beautiful, dark-haired bitch stood in the doorway. As soon as Elsie and the other girl locked eyes, they became immediately ravenous; each woman wanted this bitter war of attrition just as much as the other.

		

		“My gorgeous Lydia is gonna kick your little whore's ass, bitch!” Elsie had heard the other woman growl, her appearance just as filthy and disheveled as her mother's. “My darling Elsie is gonna make your little slut fucking scream, cunt!” the blonde's mother hissed in retaliation; and she could feel the rage and hatred their mothers held for each other in every single syllable of the threats they spoke. Without any hesitation Elsie and the brunette had stepped towards each other challengingly, their eyes never leaving the bitter glares they held even as their perfect, tender breasts crushed painfully against each other.

		

		Immediately the two nineteen-year-old whores had driven their breasts against each other furiously, grunting as their tits bulged against each other while still remaining taut and strong. They immediately got in each other's face with growls of desperate rage, their sexual forms already growing hot just from pressing against each other with the bitter passion of their mothers' hatred. Their hot breaths clashed between their gorgeous, snarling faces as they strained against each other, calling each other bitches and sluts and whores while their mothers watched; each girl knew the other was just as horny as she was.

		

		Without any introduction Elsie and Lydia set into each other immediately, their screams and cries swirling violently around them as they fought. The sounds of ripping fabric were the only introduction either woman needed to hear in order to know they wanted to tear each other apart; but as tears welled in their eyes from their mutual clawing and hair pulling, the brunette and the blonde knew physical pain alone would never satisfy them.

		

		When the two daughters had stripped each other's body bare they drove their tongues deep into each other's mouth, forcing their fingers between each other's powerful thighs. The brunette and the blonde had been so horny, so ravenous, that even as desperate rivals they forced each other to climax in less than a minute. They had howled their ecstasy into each other's mouth, neither woman able to believe how wet the other truly was. Despite never having fought another woman like this before, Elsie and Lydia made each other come again and again like sexual masters...almost as if they had done this countless times in lives past.

		

		“Elsie?” the mysterious woman spoke, her voice bringing the blonde's mind back to the events at hand. “Do you accept the blindfold?”

		

		Elsie drew a deep breath, trying to still her rapidly beating heart. Wordlessly she nodded, afraid her voice would crack if she tried to speak. She was so unsure why tonight made her feel so nervous; after all, she had been waiting for this moment for years. As she allowed the other woman's fingers to tie the blindfold, Elsie's vision was cast into complete darkness; and as soon as her eyesight was obstructed the blonde's mind was immediately engulfed in violent, sexual flashes. In an instant her mind was transported to an unknown chamber, the walls lined with tapestries and blazing torches that illuminated the dark stone room. Elsie heard her own cries exploding in sexual surrender, could see the snarling face of a woman who looked exactly like Lydia glaring at her through blistering tears. She could feel the other woman's pussy bearing down painfully upon her own, and immediately felt like nothing more than a dirty, filthy whore as she gave in; but just as soon as the frantic images had begun, they disappeared.

		

		Elsie nearly choked as she gasped for breath, the phantom pain of her visions still tingling upon her sex. They had felt so real, had felt like violent memories of a hellish loss; but she knew that wasn't possible. She and Lydia had only fought that violently once before, on the first night they met while their mothers watched them tear each other apart. Their sexwar that night had ended in a bitter stalemate, neither woman admitting the other was better but both lacking the strength to continue. Since then they had trained their bodies both physically and sexually in the underground, biding their time until their hated rivalry could take no more; and tonight was when the two desperate enemies would settle their differences once and for all. The image of Annalise filled her mind once more; and in an instant her anxiety was transformed into a blazing fire of confident rage. “Just one more night, Annalise...” Elsie muttered, reaching out towards the mysterious woman so she could lead her deeper. “Just one more night, and then I'll set you free...”

		

		Elsie could feel her pussy tingling as she was led blindfolded down the corridor, desperately horny with the thought of being crushed against Lydia's. Already the blonde could feel her tender sex beginning to grow wet just from the anticipation of what was to come. A series of twists and turns altered her sense of direction, and after the first several detours Elsie was no longer able to remember the directions she had gone. Several minutes passes as she and the other woman traversed the deep alleys that led to the most private arenas, and for a second she wondered if she was being led in circles; but just as she was about to open her mouth to speak, she and the other woman stopped abruptly. Another series of knocks and Elsie heard another door open, this one much older and larger. As she was led into the room beyond, she heard almost nothing but silence and the breathing of several other women besides herself. Immediately Elsie recognized the scent of Annalise, the blonde's heart racing as she realized the redhead would be here during her desperate war; but her lover's scents were overshadowed by an even stronger aroma of sexual lust...and Elsie felt her pussy tremble with rampant delight as she recognized Lydia's scent just a few feet away from her own sexual form.

		

		Elsie felt a pair of soft, slender hands beginning to undress her body; but instead of embarrassment the blonde felt a thrill of sexual pride. She stuck her chest out proudly as her dress was pulled away, loving the way the open air ran across her naked tits as the corset was removed. She felt so sexually free as she stood naked in the room that would be the arena for her desperate fuckwar with Lydia; and as she stepped out of her heels she heard the clothes of her brunette rival fall to the floor as well.

		

		Elsie trembled as she felt a thick cord of rope looping around her slim waist, tightening around her skin so that she couldn't pull away. She felt a desperate tug as the other end of the rope was being tied, and her gasp mixed desperately with the breath of another woman as she felt bare skin press tightly against her own. “Tighter!” she heard the other woman command; and she shivered as Lydia's demanding voice met her ears. “I want to make sure this little whore can't fucking run away this time!”

		

		“You're the one who escaped, bitch!” Elsie growled back, groaning as the pressure between their bodies immediately skyrocketed. As if by some unspoken agreement Elsie and the other woman grated their bodies against each other until they stood tit to tit, the sensations of their hard, strong nipples bending against each other causing both women to tremble. “We woke up at the same time slut, you're the one that decided to leave before we were finished!”

		

		Elsie could feel a precious stone brushing against her skin as she and Lydia grinded against each other, driving her lustful hatred for the other woman even further. She didn’t even need to see it to know what is was…perfectly etched sapphire into a pendant surrounded by thin gold. She’s seen the same pendant the first time she and Lydia fought…and the sight had filled her with a powerful, unyielding jealousy. Elsie wasn’t sure why…but even around the other woman’s neck the blonde believed that pendant belonged only to her. She could feel the stone growing hot between their bodies, its aura almost uncomfortable as their naked forms pressed even harder against each other around it. It was as if even the sapphire was excited to see the two desperate rivals clash…and Elsie swore when she was finished, she’d tear the sapphire from the brunette’s filthy, sexual body as a trophy of her victory.

		

		“Neither of us are fucking leaving this time until we've settled this, slut!” the other woman growled, their hot breaths clashing between their plush lips as they felt the hatred and lust between them blazing. “I'm the only one whose gonna be leaving through that fucking door when I'm done with you!”

		

		“I'm gonna make you come so fucking much that you won't be able to move!” Elsie threatened, pressing her tits against the other woman's even harder; but the pressure equalized immediately as her rival pressed in tighter as well. “I'm gonna fuck you to tears, bitch! And then I'm gonna take what's mine and leave you begging for my body forever!”

		

		“You’re the bitch whose gonna be left sobbing on the floor!” the other woman hissed. “I'm gonna take everything you fucking own! I'm gonna fuck Annalise in front of you, right before I sell her to the highest fucking bidder!”

		

		“Ladies, you may remove your blindfolds...” a woman's voice echoed; and as Elsie removed the blindfold from her eyes, as her glistening orbs locked immediately with Lydia's, as their panting breaths of excitement caused their naked breasts to rise and fall in unison, it took every ounce of control she had not to tear into her rival then and there. She could see the same violent hatred burning in the brunette's eyes, could feel the same sexual rage emanating from the brunette's naked body; and Elsie knew Lydia was just as ravenous for them to begin tearing each other apart. The room they were in was almost completely bare, save for a small bed in the back corner. The bed had just barely enough room for two women to lay crushed together without falling off; but Elsie and Lydia both knew that if they collapsed on top of it, remaining locked nice and tight would be exactly what they wanted.

		

		“Everything has been arranged...” the woman that had led Elsie into the arena stated, pulling away her hood to reveal her face for the first time that night. Elsie realized she had been correct about the woman's identity as her flowing golden hair fell about her shoulders; but the brunette woman that pressed against her tit to tit was all she could focus on. “The winner will receive the loser's assets...reducing her to nothing more than a common peasant. Only one of you may leave this room the way we came. You two are here to fight, to fuck, bound by the waist until only one of you can continue. There can be no draws, no admittance of equality. If you both pass out together, you must remain here until you both wake up...and then you must resume your bitter fight until one of you admits the other is better. This desperate fuck can only be conducted in secret; the only allowed witness is Lydia's servant whore Annalise...who is also part of the assets on the line. This is the last chance for either of you to back out...or else here you must remain, until one of you has defeated the other in every single way...”

		

		“I'm never giving in to you, Lydia...” Elsie hissed, her naked body trembling desperately with sexual lust. “Let me take Annalise with me now, and I'll leave your pathetic fucking body intact!”

		

		“If you want her, you'll have to fucking take her!” the brunette exclaimed, her body burning desperately with her desires for sexual war. “I wanted her to watch this bitter fuck between us, so she can scream and cry as I fuck you into the ground! And when I've shown my servant what a pathetic fuck you are, I'm going to sell her far away, where you'll never be able to find her ever again!”

		

		“You'll never take her away from me!” Elsie cried, her entire form burning with so much violent hatred that she could hardly contain her desperate rage. “I don't care if we fuck each other dry, slut! I'll keep fucking you raw and sore until you beg me for mercy!”

		

		“Leave us, wench!” Lydia spat at the woman in robes. “Let me and this pathetic whore fight and fuck until only one of us can continue! If you want me to fuck you dry Elsie, then so be it! I'll drain your sex juices from your body again and again, until the only thing you feel when you come is pain!”

		

		Elsie could see Annalise's form out of the corner of her eye. She knelt almost completely naked against the wall, her neck surrounded by a collar and leash like she was nothing more than a common animal. The sight fueled her with desperate rage, made her want nothing more than to tear Lydia apart until she begged for mercy. The blonde and Annalise had made love to each other in secret many times since Elsie had joined the fights. Relationships between aristocrats and servants were forbidden, but that hadn't stopped the two of them for falling in love. Elsie knew if she made enough money in these fights that she could give Annalise the life she deserved. She'd always hated Lydia; but when the brunette had followed Annalise to their secret hideout, had torn the place apart and punished the redhead for her secret rendezvous in front of Elsie, the blonde had sworn revenge. When Elsie learned the brunette owned the redhead, was going to sell Annalise to the highest bidder, she knew she had to act; and she had challenged her desperate, eternal rival for everything the two of them had in the hopes of being able to win Annalise from the clutches of Lydia's greedy hands.

		

		The door leading to the outside world clicked shut, and before Elsie could react Lydia's palm snapped violently against her cheeks. The blonde cried out in pain as her face was driven to the side, the painful slap forcing her mind back to the present. Her golden hair whipped around her face from the blow; but as Elsie felt her tender cheek growing scarlet, she knew it was only the first of many. Tears welled in her eyes as she turned to face her desperate rival, her body shaking in violent rage as she glared hatefully into the face of the brunette that stood against her. She hated Lydia's naked body, hated the filthy smirk that stretched across the other woman's face; and with her own bitter cry Elsie slapped the other woman's face with every ounce of strength she could muster, loving how the brunette's haughty smile immediately transformed into a look of desperate rage.

		

		Lydia's cry of pain erupted around the room just as Elsie's had, her own raven tresses whipping about her visage as her face was driven to the side. Elsie loved the other woman's hated cry, loved how even now she could see her rival's cheek growing red just as she felt her own becoming. She watched the tears well in Lydia's eyes as she turned to face the blonde, each woman's glistening orbs locking with her eternal enemy's in a bitter, sinful glare of rage and lust. They hated each other so violently, wanted nothing more than to tear each other apart; but despite their violent rage, neither woman could keep the sinful lust from boiling inside of her. They wanted this bitter fight to be filled with both pain and pleasure, ecstasy and agony. They could feel the heat emanating from one another's naked body as they panted, could feel their forms seeking each other out, begging to fight; and with ravenous screams the two rivals could take the tension no more, driving their plush lips against each other with such reckless abandon that the two rivals nearly came then and there.

		

		Muffled shrieks mixed between their mouths as Elsie and Lydia drove their tongues between each other's lips, their violent kiss holding nothing more than hatred and lust as the two rivals nearly choked. Their eyes flashed with a violent, desperate light as their spits began to mix, each woman hating how much she loved the other's taste. They practically squealed into each other's mouth as their tongues began to twist and corkscrew against each other viciously, each woman struggling to steal the other's spit. Their kiss was wild and violent, their bodies trembling with a mixture of lust and hatred as their plush lips crushed and grinded against each other even while open. Their naked forms stumbled wildly about the room as they tonguefucked each other with reckless abandon, their tongues twisting so passionately between their mouths that spit began to glisten upon their lips; but neither woman cared. They knew this war would be dirty, filthy, would make them cover each other's body with sweat and cum and spit. This was a battle of attrition; and each woman was willing to endure anything they had to in order to win.

		

		Their screams grew even louder as Elsie and Lydia buried their slender fingers deep into each other's tresses, tears welling even hotter in their eyes as they pulled each other's hair hatefully. Their bitter holds only drove their lips against each other harder, drove their tongues deeper inside each other's mouth. Their naked tits crushed and grinded against each other in bitter challenge, each woman's tender nipples twisting against the other's as their tongues fucked desperately, their titfight adding even more pleasurable pain to their bitter catfight. Their eyes flashed with a desperate sexual light as they felt their milk-holes grating against each other, the sensations making the two rivals more ravenous than ever to make each other wither. With violent screams they pulled their breasts back before crushing them forward as hard as they could, the impact causing the two rivals to scream into each other's mouth. The rope held tight as their naked bodies bounced away from each other briefly from the impact; but even if the two rivals could break away from each other, neither woman wanted to. They allowed the hot tears to stream down their cheeks as they crushed their naked tits against each other again and again, neither woman willing to give the other a chance to recover.

		

		Every single impact caused their naked bodies to tremble, quaking from the strain as their breasts bulged against each other again and again. Every time their naked bodies clashed, Elsie and Lydia moaned into each other's mouth; but somehow through their violent titfight neither woman's tongue left the other's ravenous lips. They continued to tear at each other's hair, continued to struggle tongue to tongue with reckless abandon even as they fought each other tit to tit; and as tears streamed down their precious cheeks, the brunette and the blonde stumbled wildly about the room in frantic, sexual fury. Back and forth they fought, first one woman then the other managing to push her gorgeous sexual rival closer to the wall; but as Blake listened to Annalise panting in the background, knew the redhead was counting on her to free her from the prison Lydia had forced her into, the blonde felt a surge of sexual strength blazing inside of her.

		

		Again and again the blonde crushed her naked tits against Lydia's, the pain and pleasure scorching through her naked body growing hotter and hotter with every impact. Even as tears streamed down their faces in rivers, neither woman was willing to quit. Harder and faster the two rivals slammed their breasts against each other, their tongues twisting even more wildly against each other as if they were trying to use their bitter kiss to hide the pain. Their hard, erect nipples drove into each other again and again as every single impact drove them closer and closer to the edge. Elsie and Lydia were so evenly matched, were so equally ravenous, that the blonde thought the two of them would be fighting blow for blow in the center of the room forever; but as what felt like the hundredth impact quaked through their bodies she felt the brunette stumble backwards. Elsie watched Lydia's eyes growing wide with panic as the brunette was thrown temporarily off balance; and before her desperate rival could recover Elsie slammed her tender breasts against Lydia's with even more feverish rage, loving the way the brunette cried as her naked body was slowly forced backwards.

		

		Over and over the two desperate rivals crushed tit to tit, tears streaming down their faces as even through the pain neither woman was willing to stop. Elsie's progress towards the wall was slow, almost nonexistent as it seemed like every single step took full minutes to achieve. Despite her hatred, despite how much she truly despised the brunette, she couldn't help but admire how ferocious Lydia was even in the midst of Elsie's advantage. Every single impact was met with vicious resistance, every single second of pressure was returned with so much force that it felt like they would be fighting this way forever. Their tongues continued to twist and corkscrew against each other, their fingers fought for even more painful holds on one another's disheveled tresses. They began sending their nipples against each other head on with every impact, aiming their powerful rods against each other in desperate clashes, as if each woman was hoping to pierce through the other's tender nipples with her own. Even through the pain of their bitter titfight the two rivals began moaning in each other's mouth in pleasure, the sensation of nipple against nipple sending shocks of ecstasy coursing through their bodies along with the pain. The way they tore at each other's hair made the two women desperately hot despite their bitter rage, and their furious kiss was making the two rivals so wet that it was hard to concentrate.

		

		They screamed into each other's mouth as they forced their naked tits against each other as hard as they could, both Lydia and Elsie pushing against each other with every bit of strength they could. They sobbed in unison as their naked bodies quivered in a desperate stalemate, their hard nipples driving against each other tip to tip with every bit of strength the two rivals could muster. The brunette and the blonde were so evenly matched that it seemed almost as if they were statues, Elsie fighting violently to force Lydia's back against the wall while the brunette struggled just as desperately to push herself away. They remained in this bitter stalemate for what felt like hours, until their muscles ached and their bodies began to bead with sweat from the strain. Their strengths were so equal that it seemed like they would remain like this forever; but as Elsie gave a frantic scream she forced her right leg between Lydia's powerful thighs. The blonde sobbed as she felt the other woman do the same, their hot thighs clenching against each other with such strain that their bodies felt like they were burning; but the brunette's reciprocation was exactly what the blonde was looking for. She twisted her body frantically before Lydia could defend herself, forcing the brunette's knees to bend; and the two rivals gave a violent scream of panicked rage as the brunette lost her balance, her naked back hitting the wall as she and Elsie stumbled together.

		

		Lydia and Elsie screamed as they collapsed against the stone wall, the impact so violent that it nearly forced the breath from their lungs. Tears streamed down their gorgeous, snarling faces as Elsie tore her tongue from her enemy's mouth, spit coating both women's lips as they panted into each other's face like ravenous whores. Pain and pleasure scorched through their naked breasts as their hard nipples drove against each other tip to tip violently, trembling against each other desperately as even through the bitter pressure neither woman's rods were willing to submit. The blonde drove her body against the brunette's with every ounce of strength she could muster, loving how Lydia cried from the violent pleasure trembling through their forms.

		

		“That's it bitch, fucking scream!” Elsie hissed, spitting into her brunette rival's face with manic hate. “Fucking tell me how much your tits fucking hurt! Tell me how much stronger my tits are compared to yours!” The blonde crushed and grinded her tender breasts against her desperate rival's, fighting through the pleasurable pain burning through her own form in order to make her enemy squeal. “Feel my fucking nipples bearing into yours, cunt! Feel my nipples fucking crushing through yours!”

		

		“Fuck you bitch, my nipples are the ones crushing through yours!” Lydia sobbed; but the sensations of her gorgeous, hated rival driving so violently against her made her voice tremble. She pulled even harder on the blonde's disheveled tresses, fighting desperately to force Elsie away, but it was no use. Hot tears streamed down her precious cheeks in rivers as her antics only seemed to drive the blonde to crush against her even harder. She struggled to force her body back from the wall, struggled to overcome the blonde's incredible strength, but it was no use; Elsie had her pinned, and as the blonde glared into her eyes with manic hatred, it seemed like there was nothing the brunette could do.

		

		Harder and harder Elsie crushed her breasts against the other woman's equally tender tits, loving the way the brunette sobbed as she milked Lydia with such desperate fury that it felt like she was trying to force her rival through the stone. Tears streamed down her own precious cheeks as she and Lydia fought each other tit to tit, the blonde hating how even at a violent disadvantage the brunette refused to relent. She twisted her naked body against the brunette's, driving her tender rods against Lydia's with reckless abandon, trembling every single time their naked rods bent and sliced against each other in equal measure. She could feel their milk-holes grating against each other in unison, catching and biting at each other every time their nipples crushed past each other. She hated the brunette so much, knew she had to destroy Lydia's naked body until the brunette would never challenge her again; but even as their glistening eyes burned into each other with glares of manic hatred, she knew Lydia was nowhere near ready to surrender.

		

		“I hate you, filthy fucking slut!” Lydia sobbed, her body quivering with pain and ecstasy as the blonde drove against her naked body so desperately it felt like their breasts were beginning to melt together. “I fucking hate you!” Pain scorched through her perfect breasts as Elsie's equally incredible tits grinded against them, pleasure searing through her body as their nipples twisted and bent against each other with desperate precision. Even through her hatred, even through the pain their desperate titfight was causing her, Lydia could feel her naked pussy trembling. Her breasts had always been so tender, her nipples so sensitive, that even grinding against another woman's in hate was sending violent pleasure scorching through her form. Even as Elsie drove her naked body against her, milking her tit to tit like a filthy fucking whore, Lydia could feel her pussy growing dangerously wet. Their nipples were fighting ravenously now in between their dense titflesh, almost never without each other's touch as the brunette and the blonde fought to drive each other to a quick, devastating surrender. Every time their milk-holes grated against each other sent such wild pleasure scorching through Lydia that it felt like she could come; but as Elsie's moans soon mixed with her own between their gorgeous, snarling faces, she knew the blonde felt the same hateful pleasure scorching through her own tender breasts.

		

		“I know you like it cunt, I know you fucking like it!” Elsie screamed, hating how much her tender tits loved crushing against Lydia's. She felt a violent thrill as she took advantage of the brunette's momentary helplessness; but that thrill was overshadowed by a desperate, sexual pleasure as she bent her nipples against Lydia's harder and faster with every second. She could feel the brunette fighting back, could feel her hated rival twisting and writhing against her with equal ferocity, both women crushing and grinding their breasts against each other in opposite directions. They sobbed and moaned into each other's face as they fought, each woman reckless in her pursuit to drive the other over the edge. She could hear it in Lydia's bitter screams that the brunette loved her cruel violations, could tell that having her tender breasts milked like a whore was driving her closer and closer to the edge; but as Lydia's nipples fought back just as violently, as despite her advantage she couldn't feel the brunette's nipples giving any more than her own, she knew Lydia could tell her body burned with the same sexual ecstasy.

		

		Lydia sobbed with every single second the blonde's tits crushed against her own, tears streaming down her cheeks as Elsie milked her for everything she was worth. She glared hatefully into her eternal rival's glistening orbs, watching Elsie cry just as much even as the blonde's tits violated her own with reckless abandon. Her naked pussy throbbed as even through the pain Lydia felt she could explode in ecstasy. Nipples fought against nipples in such a desperate battle of attrition that even through the agony, their bitter titwar was sending indescribable pleasure coursing through her veins. She heard the same pleading moans emanating from Elsie's ravenous mouth, knew that the blonde was fighting against the same pleasurable desperation; but as Lydia's soaking cunt throbbed, she knew she had to act fast or she'd quickly be driven over the edge.

		

		The brunette could feel the blonde's pussy trembling against her naked thigh, the destructive sex that stood in the way of everything she wanted. As she felt Elsie's soaking pussy spreading arousal across her skin, Lydia was filled with a violent sexual rage. With a bitter cry the brunette shoved her leg upwards, kneeing her gorgeous rival's hated twat roughly, struggling to break the blonde of her concentration. She loved the cry of pain that echoed from Elsie's lips, felt the blonde's punishment slow in surprise; and before her enemy could recover Lydia crushed against Elsie with all her might, forcing her naked back away from the wall. Her heart raced furiously as their naked, horny forms slowly stumbled towards the opposite wall; but every second felt like an hour as the blonde whore crushed back with every ounce of strength she could.

		

		“You bitch!” Elsie howled, her naked pussy stinging from Lydia's cheap attack. “You filthy, cheating, fucking whore!” The blonde jabbed her knee against Lydia's sex just as the brunette had done to her; but even as her dark-haired rival cried out in pain, their movement towards the opposite wall never ceased.

		

		“This dirty little slutfight has no fucking rules, bitch!” Lydia snarled, tears streaming down her cheeks as she fought the blonde's naked breasts with her own. She spat into her rival's snarling face, loving the rage searing through the other woman's vision. “Either take it like a fucking whore, or give up and never fucking challenge me again!”

		

		“You take it like a fucking whore, Lydia!” Elsie growled back, spitting into the brunette's face just as venomously as the other woman had done to her. Tears and saliva mixed upon their gorgeous, snarling faces as Lydia and Elsie panted with violent lust. They hated each other so violently, but treating each other like filthy sluts was turning them on so much they could hardly stand it. Even as their perfect breasts waged violent war between them the brunette and the blonde sliced their tongues against each other's cheek with reckless abandon, panting and moaning as each woman licked her own saliva from the other's glistening cheeks. Their hot breaths mixed between their faces as they violated each other like bitter sluts, hating how much they loved each other's desperate, sexual antics. They could hear the lust in one another's voice, could hear each other practically pleading to be treated like a slut; and with muffled shrieks Lydia and Elsie spat into each other's face once more before driving their tongues deep into each other's mouth, tears and spit mixing upon their cheeks as their faces crushed against each other through their bitter, desperate kiss.

		

		Tit to tit the two desperate rivals continued to struggle, moaning into each other's ravenous mouth with a mixture of pleasure and pain. Their perfect breasts were bulging desperately against each other, quivering violently as each woman fought to drive the other to tears. They hated how equal their tender breasts seemed to be, how even crushed against each other with such painful precision, neither woman could feel the other's dense breastmeat giving in to her own. They despised each other's hard, strong nipples, despised how perfectly they bent and twisted against each other as the two gorgeous women fought to drive each other over the edge. Every time their perfect nipples sliced against each other sent such violent pulses of pleasure through the forms of the two desperate rivals that every pass made them feel like they would come. Their pussies were so violently wet, so desperately tender, that even as Elsie and Lydia fought each other like whores, they could feel one another's sex practically biting at her powerful, shaven thigh.

		

		Elsie and Lydia glared hatefully into each other's glistening eyes, each woman conveying every ounce of rage they held for each other even through their blistering tears. They moaned ravenously into each other's mouth as their tongues twisted and corkscrewed wildly, neither woman able to hide the violent, desperate lust blazing inside them despite their hate. They struggled to pretend they despised each other's taste, struggled to pretend they despised each other's tongue and spit. Each woman fought desperately to force her own saliva deep into the other's mouth, fought desperately to keep the other woman's saliva from being forced into her own. Their tongues practically ached as they fought wildly, neither woman able to prove her tongue was more powerful. Their naked, horny bodies were so evenly matched, so equally powered, that even as Lydia forced Elsie slowly towards the wall, the progress was agonizing. For what felt like full minutes their naked forms would quiver against each other in desperate stalemates, their nude forms trembling back and forth. There were even times Elsie was able to force herself forward a step, to force tiny bits of Lydia's agonizing progress to disappear; but as whore struggled against whore with reckless abandon, Elsie could feel the wall behind her growing closer and closer.

		

		Elsie sobbed into Lydia's mouth as her naked body was slowly forced backwards, hating her gorgeous brunette rival more than she'd ever hated another woman. She fought against the other woman's form with every ounce of strength she could, struggling to pretend the brunette's advancement wasn't worrying her; but deep down she was filled with a wild, frantic panic. She’d known before they even started that this sexwar wouldn't be easy; but when she'd forced the other woman against the wall, she thought she'd be able to milk her rival whore until she screamed in surrender. She listened to her bitter enemy moan and scream just as violently, knew that even with the brunette’s advantage this desperate war was wearing Lydia down as well. Even as tears streamed down her cheeks Elsie forced herself to keep fighting, refused to allow herself any thought of defeat. She willed the image of Annalise to fill her mind, to give her strength, and as her horny, sexual form became filled with determination, she thought she'd be able to force Lydia back once more; but as the brunette growled with violent ferocity, pulling her naked body back before slamming it against the blonde's as hard as she could, Elsie lost her balance immediately.

		

		The blonde heard Annalise's screams mixing with her own as Elsie tripped over the redhead's body, her naked back slamming heavily against the stone wall behind her. The frantic tumble was so sudden that it forced the lips of the two struggling rivals to part, their tongues pulling away from each other so frantically that their mixing saliva dripped from their lips and onto their tender breasts below. Lydia's naked form crushed against her own so violently that the breath was nearly driven from her lungs; but even as her body screamed for air, Elsie knew she couldn't give in. Her gorgeous lover was knelt between their struggling, naked forms, watching with desperate hope as she and Lydia fought against each other with every ounce of strength they could. Even as Lydia's naked form crushed against her own violently, even as the brunette made her scream and cry in pleasure and pain, Elsie knew she could never surrender. Even as her hated rival milked her frantically, crushing and grinding against her tender breasts with everything she had, Elsie knew she could never give in to the bitter, brunette whore. No matter how much Lydia made her sob and moan, she knew she couldn't quit; Annalise was depending on her.

		

		“You like it bitch!?” Lydia growled, grinding her perfect breasts against Elsie's with reckless abandon. “You fucking like it, you filthy fucking whore!?” She listened to the blonde scream and cry, listened to the other woman practically beg for it even through the desperate pain she knew their bitter titwar was causing. She could feel the same pain, feel the same pleasure, the same vengeful rage and hateful lust searing through her own gorgeous form. Every time their incredible nipples bent and twisted against each other caused both of them to squeal into each other's mouth, their hot breaths mixing between their gaping mouths as they panted in strained lust. “Tell me you fucking like it bitch, I know you fucking do!” She spat into Elsie's face, wanted desperately to make the blonde look like a weak, filthy whore in front of Annalise. She watched the tears streaming down the blonde's precious cheeks, glistening in her eyes, adding a sexual sheen to the hatred burning in her glare. “Tell me you fucking like it bitch, so the little redheaded whore between our legs can hear what a pathetic little slut you are!”

		

		Elsie sobbed in reply as she and Lydia crushed their naked breasts against each other with every ounce of hate they contained. Everything the brunette did to her, every second Lydia continued forcing her against the wall, everything she felt, sent such violent sensations scorching through her body that hardly anything made any sense anymore. Even as the brunette's hateful words rang in her ears, she couldn't help but love the agonizing pleasure scorching through her form. Elsie couldn't help the pleading cries from escaping her lips as Lydia milked her like a whore, as the brunette's tits violated her own with such powerful precision that the blonde didn't know how long she would last until her body pleaded for release. She could hear Annalise's sobs around Lydia's hateful screams, knew this was exactly why the brunette had insisted on the redhead being present for their desperate fuckwar. The brunette wanted the redhead to see Elsie surrender, wanted Elsie to feel like an even filthier whore for enjoying Lydia's violations in front of her love; but Elsie was just as determined for her lover to see the woman that stood between them fall, to let Annalise see the brunette that held her captive scream and cry and come as Elsie fucked her to tears.

		

		“You tell me you like it, slut!” Elsie hissed, fighting to keep the lustful quivering from her voice. “You fucking tell me you like it! I can hear you moaning you filthy little slut! I can feel your fucking pussy against my thigh, quivering as your tits and mine fuck each other like whores! You're so fucking wet you filthy slut, GOD you're so fucking wet!” Elsie spat into the brunette's face, loving the hate shadowing the other woman's face at her defiance. “You're such a horny little bitch! Just the feeling of my tits against yours, and you want to fucking come like a common slut!”

		

		“You want to come even more than I do, you pathetic, filthy whore!” Lydia sobbed back, her blood practically boiling at Elsie's hateful defiance. “I can feel your filthy fucking pussy against my leg too! I can feel your pussy practically begging for release, pleading to be set free! You fucking love the way my tits are milking yours, slut! You love the way I'm treating you like a fucking whore!” She lashed her tongue against Elsie's gorgeous, snarling face, spreading her saliva across the other woman's cheeks once more; but she felt a bitter, lustful rage as Elsie's tongue returned the favor, each woman panting her furious lust as they fought like filthy, servant sluts.

		

		Lydia's entire being was filled with a bitter, hateful rage...even more than when she learned her redheaded servant was sneaking out to meet Elsie in the darkest hours of the night. Even as the blonde sobbed, helpless against the wall, her perfect tits being milked by an equally incredible pair of breasts, the blonde refused to give in. Even as spit and tears coated Elsie’s pretty face, her hateful blonde enemy was still unwilling to admit she was the better whore. It filled the brunette with so much anger, so much filthy rage, that she wanted nothing more than to see the beautiful blonde bitch scream her name in ecstasy. Annalise had held the same bitter defiance, the same unwillingness to submit like a slut; but Lydia knew how to quell that defiance with lustful precision. She glared into the blonde's glistening eyes, each woman bearing so much hate into the other's spirit through their glares that their mutual jealously felt like an aura. Lydia hated Elsie's bitter defiance...and that defiance had to be snuffed out before it blazed out of control.

		

		Elsie quivered with frantic lust, hating how right Lydia truly was. Even through the hatred, even through the pain and desperation of the frantic war she was locked into, the blonde was so violently horny. Even as Lydia's tits fucked her own with violent hate, even as the brunette crushed her against the wall like a whore, her body begged furiously for release. She couldn't help the pleasure filling her lustful cries, couldn't keep her naked twat from trembling. She hated Lydia so violently that she wanted to fuck the brunette out of existence; but even through her violent jealousy she wanted Lydia to make her come again and again. She wanted the brunette to fuck her just as violently as she wanted to fuck Lydia, wanted the two of them to drive each other to countless orgasms before they were finished. Even with what was at stake Elsie wanted this hatefuck to send her to endless lust; and she knew Lydia wanted the same violent detonations again and again.

		

		Even as she milked the blonde whore against the wall, Lydia knew Elsie's lustful words rang true. Even through the hatred and the pain of their bitter titfight, the brunette was more turned on than she ever remembered being. She wished she could say it was the sensations of dominating the blonde that were making her wet, that it was the cries of her gorgeous rival being milked that were making her ravenous; but she had felt just as horny when Elsie's body was dominating her own. She hated Elsie so violently that she wanted to destroy her, to fuck her pussy so violently that the beautiful blonde bitch would never have another orgasm without thinking of her...but Lydia wanted this violent, desperate hatefuck just as much as she looked forward to its end. She wanted Elsie to drive her to ecstasy again and again, to give her the most incredible sex she'd ever known in her entire life. She wanted Elsie to show her what sexual passion should truly feel like, wanted the blonde to show her exactly why the two of them were such desperate rivals. She could feel the pendant around her neck growing hot as she and the blonde drove their naked bodies against each other as hard as they could, their gorgeous, sexual forms trembling from the pleasure, pain, and strain of their bitter war; it seemed just as excited as she did.

		

		Elsie and Lydia struggled and writhed against each other, each woman fighting desperately for any advantage they could find. Tears spilled from their glistening eyes as every movement, every breath, was met by desperate, furious resistance. Their perfect breasts, their tender nipples, their panting breaths, everything about their desperate war seemed so ravenously equal. They could feel their naked pussies trembling, could feel each other's sex throbbing with anticipation. They could hear each other's passionate moans, their mixing, pleading cries, each woman so desperately horny that if the other challenged her to fuck right then and there, she'd have accepted immediately; but even though both of them knew violent sex was exactly where this bitter struggle was headed, neither woman was willing to be the first to admit how ravenously horny she truly was. Both women could feel the heat of Annalise's body between their struggling forms, knew the redhead had remained in place to watch their violent war more closely; and as each woman glared deep into the other's desperate, sexual aura, their manic glares flashed with violent sexual light.

		

		“Finger us, you filthy redheaded slut!” Lydia commanded, her voice filled with the lust and hatred she and Elsie held for each other. “Finger us both Annalise! Shove the fingers of one hand into my pussy while shoving the fingers of your other hand into hers! Drive your fingers deep into us bitch, again and again until one or both of us explode in ecstasy!” She continued to drive her naked tits against Elsie's with wild intensity, kept the fingers of both hands buried deep in the other woman's golden tresses. “Let's see how tough you fucking talk when my servant fingers us while I milk you!”

		

		Elsie's heart raced in her chest as she heard the brunette's words. She continued to pull violently on Lydia's raven tresses, continued to crush her naked breasts against Lydia's with all her strength. She could hardly believe her rival's desperate words, but loved every single syllable. She wanted so desperately to break down and fuck her dark-haired rival, knew that Lydia wanted just as ravenously to match against her in sexual warfare; but their hate for each other was so great, so fantastic, that neither wanted to be the first to break down. Having Annalise finger them both, having the redhead servant they struggled so desperately over driving her fingers inside of them, would force them so close to the edge that afterwards they would have no choice but to fuck each other like ravenous whores. She knew having the redhead be the one to drive one or both of them to the first orgasm would destroy the floodgates, would immediately dissolve the boundaries the two of them had; and as she felt the fingers of her redhead love push between her tender pussy lips, shove themselves deep inside her vagina, her mouth opened in such a ravenous moan that she knew there was no hiding the lust practically spilling from her form.

		

		Lydia and Elsie nearly screamed in violent ecstasy as the redhead drove her fingers deep into their tender pussies. Immediately the blonde and the brunette could feel their pussy lips practically sucking on Annalise's fingers, as if begging the redhead to drive inside of them even further. They were both so horny, so wild and frantic that the two bitter enemies nearly came then and there; but somehow they remained in control. Tears streamed down their cheeks in rivers as they panted into each other's mouth, as their open lips brushed against each other challengingly, as their tongues snaked out and sliced against each other again and again. They called each other bitches and sluts and whores in between their desperate moans, each woman showing the other their hate would never dwindle; but as the redhead's fingers drove inside of them again and again, neither woman knew how much longer she would be able to contain the orgasm already threatening to explode from their naked forms.

		

		“Harder, bitch!” Lydia screamed, her naked form trembling, begging the redhead to drive her to climax. “Finger us harder you servant whore!” Her voice cracked as the agonizing pleasure shocked through her form again and again, but she continued to beg for it. “Finger both of us harder, or I'll fucking punish you when I'm done with Elsie!”

		

		Elsie squealed as Annalise drove her fingers into her tender pussy again and again, the way her love fingered her nearly making her come right then and there; but even as she felt the redhead thrusting inside her twat, she could feel Annalise holding back. The redhead was thrusting inside Lydia as hard and as fast as she could, desperate to get the brunette off; but her thrusts inside Elsie were much more reserved, as if afraid of making Elsie come. Annalise knew this bitter war between the brunette and the blonde would end in exhaustion, would end when only one of them could still fight, and she wanted Elsie to maintain her energy for as long as she could. Elsie felt an immediate appreciation for the redhead, was desperately thankful her love was willing to incur the wrath of Lydia in order to try and give Elsie an advantage...but the blonde knew she could not allow herself to have it easy.

		

		“It's okay baby!” Elsie squealed, knowing that as soon as she spoke her assurance, the pleasure she felt from Annalise's fingers would increase tenfold. “Finger me just as frantically as you're fingering this brunette bitch in front of me! Just do it baby, it's okay! I can fucking take anything she can!” Tears streamed down her face as she felt the redhead pull her fingers from her pussy, running the palm of her hand against her shaven sex tenderly. The touch was gentle, loving, a final caress of affection before the redhead's movements became filled with sexual destruction. “Do it baby...” Elsie quivered as she felt the redhead's fingers push between her tender sex lips once more. “Make me fucking scream just as much as you're making her! I can take it baby! And I can show this filthy whore before me that I'm the better slut once and for all!”

		

		The brunette and the blonde screamed in violent pleasure as the redhead shoved her fingers as deep into their soaking pussies as she could, her vicious penetration driving all the way to the knuckles. Tears streamed down their cheeks as Elsie and Lydia continued to fight, continued to pull each other's hair and drive their perfect breasts against each other with violent intensity. Their mouths were open in ravenous, panting gasps, their naked forms trembling and thrashing against each other wildly with every thrust of Annalise's powerful fingers. They were so desperately horny, so ravenous, that the frantic fingering of the redhead was driving them quickly over the edge. They could hear it in one another's screams, could hear it in one another's destructive cries...they were both so close to the sexual detonations that would destroy the floodgates of their sexual madness. They knew that once Annalise's fingers forced them to climax, once the redhead sent both of them spiraling out of control, that there would be no stopping them. They would be so ravenous for more, so hungry for countless waves of pleasure, that there would be nothing holding the two desperate rivals back. A single orgasm was all they needed to shatter each other's inhibitions...and then the air would be filled with their mixing orgasmic screams until one or both of them completely collapsed.

		

		Elsie's naked form was filled with such frantic rage hearing the brunette's cries of passion, hating Lydia so violently for feeling such pleasure from Annalise's incredible fingers. Even knowing that every orgasm would drive them closer and closer to sexual destruction, Elsie hated Lydia receiving any sexual pleasure from Annalise. The redhead was her love, her adoration; and Elsie knew forcing the redhead to finger them both was simply another way for Lydia to hurt her. Even as the two rivals panted into each other's mouth, moaning and sobbing from the pleasure given by the redhead's fingers, the blonde could see a malicious glint in the brunette's glistening eyes. She knew the brunette loved the rage boiling inside Elsie, knew Lydia absolutely adored the hatred and fury searing inside of her; and Elsie swore with the intensity of her vicious gaze that she would make Lydia pay, orgasm for orgasm, until her surrender fully repaid the sexual debt.

		

		“Oh my god Elsie, Annalise's fingers feel so fucking good inside of me!” Lydia howled, loving the violent tears welling in the blonde's glistening eyes. “Oh she feels so fucking good inside of me! Her fingers are so deep in me bitch, thrusting inside of me again and again! I want you to feel her fingers inside of you too bitch, and realize you'll never fucking have that again once I'm fucking finished with you!” Louder and shriller the brunette's sexual screams became as she was driven closer and closer to ecstasy. “Fuck! I'm gonna have so much fun with this whore in front of you after I've fucked your little cunt off!”

		

		“You'll never fucking touch her again when I'm through with you, slut!” Elsie sobbed back, fighting against her vicious desire to come. “I hope this fucking teaches you how incredible she can be, how you could've had her if you'd only treated her with respect! I'm gonna fuck you into the ground you filthy little slut! And I hope you dream of Annalise's body night after night, knowing that she'll never be yours!” She'd felt the redhead's fingers inside her pussy many times, had always loved the redhead sending her to heaven and back again and again; but tonight she had to fight desperately against the orgasm Annalise's fingers struggled to send her to. She knew no matter how vicious the pleasure searing through her form was, she had to hold her detonations in for as long as she could. Tears streamed down her cheeks in rivers as she and Lydia struggled to outlast each other, glaring into each other's eyes with manic hate as Annalise fingered them both with reckless abandon. Annalise was her love, and she hated the pleasure Lydia was receiving from her...but Elsie knew she could make Lydia regret this sexual advancement again and again.

		

		The manic, sexual screams of Lydia and Elsie swirled around Annalise so frantically that even through the intensity of the fight above, the redhead was spellbound. She knelt eye-level with the pussies of the two struggling, naked whores, watching the brunette and the blonde growing wetter with every single thrust. She hated the brunette violently, loved the blonde with the same intensity, the woman she wanted to emerge victorious desperately clear; but even through her desire to watch Elsie crush Lydia into the ground, the sound of their mixing cries as she fingered both of them was the most incredible, sexual cadence she'd ever heard in her entire life. The sounds of their mixing screams were so incredible, so ravenous and pleading, that the redhead knew the sounds would echo in her fantasies long after the desperate sexwar between Lydia and Elsie had ended.

		

		Their naked pussies looked absolutely perfect to Annalise, her fingers driving both of them so equally wet that it was impossible to determine who loved her vicious penetration more. The redhead struggled desperately to convince herself that Elsie's sex looked more beautiful, looked more perfect and powerful than Lydia's; but as her eyes darted back and forth from the blonde's shaven pussy to the brunette and back, she couldn't find any imperfections or visual advantages between either woman's cunt. Even their scents seemed almost equally incredible, Elsie's aromas vastly different from Lydia's but both equally intoxication. Annalise couldn't keep a ravenous moan from escaping her lips as the scents of her lover and her hated captor mixed and swirled around her, and she was about to push her tongue between their sexes and pleasure them even further; but before the redhead could force her tongue against their naked skin, Lydia and Elsie threw their faces to the ceiling, both girls screaming Annalise's name to the heavens as the fingers of the redhead drove the two hated rivals to climax at exactly the same time.

		

		“You bitch!” Lydia screamed, tears streaming down her cheeks as her pussy pulsed violently from the redhead’s slender fingers. “Annalise you filthy fucking whore!” She could hardly believe how quickly her servant had driven her to climax, how expert the redhead’s violent penetration had been. “No wonder this filthy blonde slut wants you so badly! Fuck!” Lydia could hear Elsie’s screams mixing with her own as their naked bodies thrashed against each other wildly from the pleasure. As Lydia came like a whore she felt her ravenous lust for sexual pleasure skyrocket, immediately destroying any will to hide her rampant lust. She wanted violent climaxes again and again, no longer caring who they came from; and she could tell by her rival’s desperate squeals that Elsie too was finished allowing their mutual hatred to stifle her ravenous lust.

		

		“Oh my God Annalise, you’re so fucking good!” Elsie howled, hating the way Lydia’s pleading cries mixed with her own as they came. “Oh thank you baby, fuck you’re so fucking good!” She sobbed the redhead’s name just as passionately as Lydia was, her naked body thrashing wildly against the brunette’s again and again as wave after wave of violent pleasure seared through both of their forms. “I fucking love you baby! Fuck! You’re so fucking incredible!” Elsie began slamming her hips against Lydia’s uncontrollably, her naked form now so ravenous for orgasmic pleasure that she no longer cared if it was Lydia’s hateful form that send her there. She could feel Lydia reciprocating the desperate thrusts immediately, knowing the brunette’s inhibitions had been shattered just as violently from the mutual orgasm Annalise had driven them to; and as she and the brunette fought against the grips on their hair, each woman forcing her eyes to once again lock with the other’s through their tears of lustful hatred, she knew nothing was going to stop them from forcing each other to climax until heaven dissolved into hell.

		

		As if Annalise knew the two desperate rivals needed no more incentive to fuck each other to madness she pulled her slender fingers from their naked cunts, trembling as their pussy lips bit at her retreat. Elsie and Lydia were so ravenous, so insatiable, that their naked twats practically begged her fingers to maintain the frantic penetration; but as the blonde and the brunette screamed and cried above her, their hips colliding again and again as they came, she knew the rest of this desperate war had to be between them and them alone. By fingering them to climax she had destroyed the boundaries the two rivals had put in place; and as Lydia and Elsie crushed and grinded their hips against each other, each woman humping the other’s naked body through their destructive climaxes, she knew nothing would stand between them anymore.

		

		For a second Annalise glanced across the cum coating the fingers of both hands, struggling to determine which woman was truly wetter; and without a conclusion the redhead licked their orgasms from her fingers. Annalise moaned quietly as the tastes of both women mixed inside her mouth, struggling to determine whose was sweeter. Her adoration led the redhead to silently moan Elsie’s name; but she knew if their positions in her life had been reversed, it very well could have been the brunette’s cum she found more delicious.

		

		Elsie and Lydia sobbed in manic lust as they fucked each other’s thigh with reckless abandon. They hated each other so violently, wanted nothing more than to sexually destroy each other for good; but as the heat and sexual desires emanating from their naked bodies clashed, each woman wanted to fuck the other until neither could count the orgasms that had detonated from their forms. With muffled shrieks Elsie and Lydia crushed their lips against each other, stifling one another’s cries of ecstasy with their ravenous tongues; but neither woman could hide the unbridled lust that begged each other to force them to climax.

		

		Tongues twisting, breasts mashing, fingers pulling hard on disheveled tresses the two gorgeous whores fought, grinding each other out through their passionate, destructive orgasms. They sobbed and moaned into each other’s mouth as they spread their cum across one another’s thighs, each woman’s wetness driving the other desperately wild. They hated how much they loved the bitter sensations between them, hated how much they loved the passionate rage scorching through their naked forms; but Lydia and Elsie could no longer contain the rage-filled lust boiling inside of them. Desire seared through their naked pussies as they fucked each other’s thigh, so much pleasure that every second they grinded their sexes against one another’s skin sent them closer to the edge, but neither woman was willing to quit. Tears streamed down their precious cheeks, each woman lifting her leg harder against the other’s ravenous cunt, their warm sex juices streaking across their skin; and even before their first orgasms had finished the two rival whores came against each other once more, screaming into their desperately locked mouths as new waves of arousal squirted from their cunts.

		

		The instant Elsie and Lydia drove each other to orgasm, their knees buckled violently beneath them. Their panicked screams echoed inside their mouths as the blonde and the brunette collapsed to the ground. Their naked forms landed heavily on top of Annalise’s, the redhead’s cry of surprise mixing with their own as for a moment, three sexual bodies became entwined; but Lydia and Elsie were so filled with lustful hate that even the body of the gorgeous redhead couldn’t distract them. In a wild tangling of limbs Elsie and Lydia latched onto each other even tighter than the ropes that bound their sexual forms together. The fingers of one hand remained furiously entangled in each other’s hair while the claws of their other sank painfully into the flesh of each other’s tight, succulent ass. Fresh tears welled in their eyes from the pain, their muffled screams growing even louder; but their agonizing grips only drove the two rivals to fight each other harder.

		

		They continued to kiss each other like desperate whores, continued to crush and grind tits to tits and pussy to thigh, neither woman willing to slow her desperate assault. Their holds on each other’s ass only forced the two women to fuck each other’s thigh even harder; and as a third climax detonated from their naked forms Lydia and Elsie forced each other away from Annalise, their trembling bodies rolling across each other over and over until their desperate catfight quivered furiously in the center of the room.

		

		The blonde and the brunette traded positions again and again, their disheveled hair whipping around furiously as they took turns forcing each other below. Their tongues continued to twist and corkscrew around each other recklessly, each woman moaning into the other’s mouth as they forced their spit down one another’s throats. Elsie and Lydia made out like filthy whores, but there wasn’t an ounce of love between them; the only thing they wanted was to make each other come until it hurt…and then make each other come even harder.

		

		Nipples sliced against nipples between their tender tits, bending and twisting against each other with such ravenous passion that neither woman could tell whose rods were giving more; but the pleasure they received from their desperate grinding was so incredible that they hardly even cared. Louder and louder the brunette and the blonde screamed into each other's mouth as their swollen, tender nipples sent shocks of ravenous pleasure through their naked breasts; and as a fourth orgasm exploded from their cunts Elsie and Lydia released each other's succulent ass with ravenous screams, forcing their fingers between their sexual forms and shoving each other away.

		

		Lydia and Elsie cried out in pain as the rope binding them at the waist pulled tight, each woman landing on her ass across from her gorgeous, naked rival. Spit sparkled upon their lips and dripped down their chins, each woman panting like a whore as she glared at the other's snarling face through glistening eyes. Their pussies were throbbing violently, coming desperately even as the blonde and the brunette fought to control their pleading cries. Their locked glares blazed with sexual desire as Lydia and Elsie scrambled to their feet, their legs shaking weakly as they struggled to stand. Their fingers were still laced tightly through each other's disheveled tresses, both women crying out in pain as they pulled each other's hair hatefully; but the tension and hatred couldn't hide the violent, frantic lust searing through their struggling, naked bodies. They could feel their arousal practically dripping down their inner thighs, the lust in their eyes nearly begging for more; and as wild screams echoed around their ravenous forms the two gorgeous whores forced their free hand between each other's shaven thighs, sobbing in manic pleasure as each woman found the other's clit immediately.

		

		Tears streamed down their cheeks as Elsie and Lydia began rubbing each other's desperate center with wild obsession, each woman screaming the other's name in hate as more pleasure than either woman had ever known seared through their sexual forms. Elsie and Lydia could hear Annalise moaning almost as desperately as they were, knew she was masturbating frantically to the sight; and with bitter pride the blonde and the brunette grit their teeth against the pleasure, each woman determined to make the other scream in front of the gorgeous redhead watching them.

		

		Annalise’s eyes sparkled with tears as she dug her fingers frantically inside her pussy, practically squealing as she watched Elsie and the brunette whore she fought against attacking each other's clit like vicious sluts. She was so fucking horny watching the two rivals fight, listening to them moan and scream as they fought to get each other off. She could see the glistening of cum upon the inner thighs of the two furious rivals, both women so wet from each other's antics; and neither girl showed any signs of stopping. She could hear it in their cries that despite how much they hated each other, they wanted it so badly; and even though she desperately wanted Elsie to fuck Lydia senseless, the sight of both women making each other squeal was driving her to madness.

		

		Elsie and Lydia clenched each other's hair as tightly as they could, each woman sobbing as the other's grip pulled tight, both women forcing each other's face against her own once more. Forehead to forehead the two women glared into each other's eyes, fighting to show the other there would be no mercy no matter how much pleasure and pain seared through their gorgeous, naked forms. Their hot breaths clashed between their beautiful, snarling faces as they panted and moaned in lust and hate, neither woman willing to quit even as they drove each other closer and closer to the edge once more. Their frantic, mutual attacks on their clits were sending such rampant pleasure through their gorgeous forms that even through their rage the blonde and the brunette never wanted the sensations to stop. They could feel each other's arousal beginning to coat their fingers as Elsie and Lydia fought to force each other over the edge...there was no hiding their violent, hateful desires any longer.

		

		“Oh my god bitch, you're so fucking wet!” Lydia growled through clenched teeth, struggling to hold on to her own orgasm as she fought to drive the blonde under. “Hurry up and come bitch, you're so fucking wet! I know you fucking want to!” The brunette forced her middle finger between the blonde's soaking pussy lips, nearly coming herself as she listened to Elsie scream like a servant. “Show that little whore of yours how much of a pathetic slut you really are!”

		

		“You're fucking wet too, filthy whore!” Elsie snarled, struggling to drive her own lust under control. “God you fucking bitch, you're fucking wet! Your cum is so warm slut, coating my hand! You're practically begging for my touch, slut!” Tears streamed down her cheeks as she felt the brunette's finger thrusting inside of her, expertly violating her tender sex; but she knew she had to fight back with everything she had. Even as she trembled with lust Elsie drove her middle finger just as violently into Lydia's naked sex, loving the way the brunette's furious, pleasured squeals mirrored her own; and as if by some violent cue Elsie and Lydia spat into each other's face once more, hatred and lust swirling around their struggling, naked forms as they crushed their tongues against each other's skin. Like desperate whores the brunette and the blonde licked the spit from each other's cheeks, loving the way their tears mixed in with the saliva; and as they moaned and screamed against each other's skin, Lydia and Elsie loved every bitter sensation scorching through their sexual forms.

		

		Their screams echoed even louder as the blonde and the brunette drove a second finger inside each other's pussy, tears streaming even hotter down their precious cheeks as they struggled to control their raging desires. Each woman could feel the other's sex biting and sucking on her fingers as she thrust inside her rival again and again, every second coating her fingers more and more with the other's sex juices. They sobbed into each other's face, each woman continuing to lick the other desperately as they fought. They both felt like whores, felt so much like dirty, filthy sluts; and as Elsie and Lydia forced a third finger into each other's sex, their entire bodies quaking as they forced each other to the brink of orgasm, they absolutely loved it.

		

		With violent cries Elsie and Lydia began slamming their tender breasts against each other once more, howling as their hard, erect rods drove deep into each other's dense titflesh again and again. Every single impact sent sexual pain coursing through their bodies, helping the two rivals focus, letting them hold on to the desperate climaxes struggling to detonate from their naked forms for just a little longer. The blonde and the brunette began stumbling wildly around the room once more, every impact causing their trembling bodies to rock back and forth, their grunts of desperate strain echoing around them as they forced each other closer and closer to the bed. They could hear Annalise's cries growing louder and louder along with their own, knew the redhead was just as close to orgasm as they were. Harder and faster Elsie and Lydia fingered each other's naked sex, thrusting inside each other deeper and harder, fighting to drive each other to orgasm first. They were so wet, so tender, so desperately horny, that the two rivals knew they had only seconds before they screamed in agonizing pleasure. They drove their tongues deep into each other's mouth once more, fighting to stifle their violent cries. As their delicious spit mixed desperately between their plush lips Elsie and Lydia felt their naked thighs colliding with the mattress; and as they sent their breasts against each other once more, the violent impact forcing the two rivals off balance, they tore their tongues from each other's mouth almost as soon as they had driven them in, screaming each other's name as they came like violent lovers.

		

		Lustful shrieks echoed wildly around them as Elsie and Lydia toppled onto the bed, screaming and crying as their naked pussies squirted across each other's hand. They tore their fingers from each other's naked sex, slapping each other across the face in passionate hate, streaking each other's cum across their tender cheeks from the blows. As arousal and tears streaked across the faces of the two rival whores Lydia and Elsie crushed their tongues against each other's skin once more, licking the remnants of their violent slaps from each other's cheeks. They struggled to keep the ravenous howls from their voice, struggled to hide how much they loved each other's taste; but neither woman was able to hide the violent glints shining in their hate-filled glares; had they been true lovers, they'd spend hours between each other's thighs.

		

		Elsie and Lydia could hear Annalise howling her violent lust to the ceiling almost as much as they were, knew that the gorgeous redhead had driven herself to climax at exactly the same time the two rivals had forced each other to orgasm. They knew the sight of the servant masturbating frantically would be an incredible sight; but as the heat from their gorgeous, naked forms collided between them, Elsie and Lydia had eyes only for each other. They were still coming violently even as they raised themselves to their knees, tearing their fingers from one another's tresses and throwing their arms around each other's naked body in hate. Their incredible juices were dripping down their thighs, staining the silken sheets they struggled on; but they knew the fabric would be practically soaking by the time they were done.

		

		Their naked bodies rocked against each other violently as they crushed tit to tit, their perfect breasts bulging violently between them as the brunette and the blonde fought to drive each other to tears. They could feel each other's hard, tender nipples stabbing into their dense titflesh like knives, pleasure and pain searing through their bodies as they began grinding their tits against each other with reckless abandon. Their nipples twisted and bent against each other with both agony and ecstasy, the desperate sensations helping the two rivals stay focused; and as Lydia and Elsie felt the final seconds of their violent climaxes beginning to fade they reached upwards towards each other's disheveled tresses once more, neither woman releasing the pressure of her crushing embrace as they grabbed each other's hair with both hands.

		

		Lydia and Elsie cried out as they forced each other's face to the ceiling, panting and moaning as they forced their hips against each other. They loved each other's moans, loved the sound of each other's vicious, panting cries as they forced the fronts of their naked pussies against each other. They could feel their sex juices mixing upon their legs as their naked bodies rocked, as each woman felt the other's violent will to continue fighting growing even hotter as they listened to Annalise pant. They could feel their naked pussies practically seeking each other out, almost begging to be let loose and fight. Each woman felt her naked sex throbbing from their rampant desire, from the desperate orgasms that had just detonated from their cunts; and as each woman could hear the pleading cries in the other's panting moans, each woman knew exactly what the other wanted.

		

		Elsie and Lydia fought against each other's grip on their hair, their plush lips trembling from the pain as each woman forced her face forward. Their glistening eyes locked in passionate hate, their hot, sexual breaths practically pleading with each other to begin the violent sexwar they both so desperately desired. Neither woman even needed to ask if the other wanted this bitter fuckfight; the ravenous glints shining in their violently locked glares told the two rivals everything they needed to know. Without any hesitation the brunette and the blonde lowered themselves onto their asses, practically squealing as each woman laced her left leg over the other's right. They were so desperately horny that the two women nearly came even before their naked pussies met, trembling so desperately as they inched their naked sexes closer and closer. They could feel each other's ravenous aura, knew that when naked sex fully met naked sex there would be no turning back; but as they adjusted their bodies they felt the rope pull tight...there had been no chance of backing down ever since this bitter fight began.

		

		Elsie and Lydia could feel each other trembling, could tell they were both excited and nervous. The only time they had matched sex to sex in this lifetime was the night their mothers watched, the first night they had been introduced to this desperate sexfighting scene in the underground. That night had been the most incredible, the most frantic sexual experience either woman had ever had, even after all the sexfights they'd had with other women afterwards. There was just something about the way their bodies locked together, the sensations of each other's skin and the sound of each other's ravenous cries, that made fighting each other so much more intense than any other sexual struggle the two women had ever found themselves in.

		

		When the two of them had agreed to meet here once more, fighting for nearly everything they had, both women had been worried they had built up the intensity of their first war in their minds, that the sexual sensations hadn't truly been as strong as their frantic memories had told them...but in meeting here like this, even without matching naked sex to naked sex, the vicious nature of the two rivals was even more incredible than they remembered their first night being. The hate and disgust they held for each other was so intense that they wanted nothing more than to fuck each other out of existence...but even their rage couldn't keep the two whores from wanting each other's touch again and again.

		

		They continued to hold tight to each other's hair, continued to glare deeply into each other's eyes as they pressed in forehead to forehead once more. They stared into each other's spirit, practically daring each other to back down but knowing they never would. Their bodies burned with sexual fire, their sexual scents swirling around them so viciously that it made them moan. Sweat was beaded upon their gorgeous, naked bodies; but Lydia and Elsie knew there was so much more to come. Each woman could feel the aura of the other's naked sex clashing against her own; just inching closer to each other was making their naked pussies begin to drip with arousal. They could feel their swollen clits practically trembling, each woman already moaning as she felt her naked thighs rubbing against her rival's while their cunts continued to grow closer. With trembling breaths the two rivals stopped less than an inch away from each other's sex, so close that just the way their bodies moved from their panting breaths nearly forced their pussies into contact. Their lips opened wide against each other, their tongues snaking from their mouths, meeting each other tip to tip between them.

		

		Slowly Elsie and Lydia moved their tongues against each other, left and right, up and down, the initial touches so tender that they could hardly feel them; but as the seconds of silence between them grew, so did the pressure between their delicious tongues. As they moved their lips closer and closer the two rivals matched more and more of their tongues, until nearly the full length of each woman's tongue was quivering desperately against the full length of the other's. They loved each other's taste, but these bitter caresses held nothing more than challenge between them. They were daring each other to back away while practically begging each other to fight. They struggled to entice each other to be the first to break down and begin this bitter fuck, fought to make the other surrender first to her violent, desperate desires. As harder and faster the two rivals moved their tongues against each other, Elsie and Lydia began to moan.

		

		They hated how much they loved their desperate kiss, hated how horny just glaring into each other's eyes was making them. They wanted so violently to fuck, so violently to lock naked sex to naked sex until one or both of them collapsed. They felt the sheets beneath them growing wet as their naked pussies glistened with lust, knew that this bed, barely big enough for both of them to fuck on, would be the eternal arena for their desperate fuck until only one of them could continue. They felt their nipples slice across each other once more, their milk holes nearly catching on each other as their rods grated tip to tip, sending such violent pleasure through their bodies that the two rivals nearly came right then and there. The sapphire pendant around Lydia's neck was caught perfectly between their mating cleavages, the stone becoming so hot against their skin that it seemed even the gem was excited for the two gorgeous rivals to finally fuck; and as if feeling the sapphire against their skin was too much for either woman to bear the blonde and the brunette sealed their tongues between two pairs of desperately locked lips, screaming into each other's mouth as they forced their naked pussies forward.

		

		As the lips of their pussies locked even more desperately than the lips of their mouths Elsie and Lydia screamed violently, coming so frantically that it took every ounce of control the two rivals had not to pull away from each other immediately. Wave after wave of hot cum pulsed from their cunts, flowing inside them as first one woman, then the other was able to overcome the power of her rival's incredible explosions. Tears streamed down their cheeks as they forced their cum inside each other's sex, as they felt the other's cum pulsing inside her own, mixing upon their faces as even through the violent pleasure neither woman allowed herself to pull away. The immediate contact between their naked pussies had caused the most incredible orgasms either woman had ever felt detonating from their naked forms; but as Elsie and Lydia crushed against each other even harder, they knew there was so much more to come.

		

		Clit sliced against clit with ravenous passion as Lydia and Elsie settled into a fierce, wet grind, the violent contact between their incredible centers of pleasure forcing another vicious climax exploding from their naked, sexual forms. The two rivals could hardly see each other through their passionate tears, could hardly feel anything besides the agonizing lust pulsing furiously from their incredible forms. For a moment everything around the two gorgeous rivals seemed to disappear, dissolving around them as they forced their sexhorns against each other once more. For a second nothing else seemed to exist; the bed they fucked on, the walls that surrounded them, even the moans of the ravishing redhead that watched them seemed to dissolve. For an instant the only thing that seemed to exist for either woman was the ravenous whore she fought against. They felt their pussy lips sealing desperately, biting and sucking on each other as Elsie and Lydia fought to drive each other to another violent climax. They could feel their cum mixing inside their desperately locked cunts, flowing back and forth between them as wave after wave of frantic pleasure seared through their forms; and as another violent pulse scorched through their naked forms the world around them came flooding back, tears streaming down their precious cheeks as Elsie and Lydia pulled their hips back from the pleasure.

		

		They sobbed into each other's mouth as Lydia and Elsie felt each other's naked sex spraying hot cum across her own, as she felt the other woman squirting across her naked thighs. The pleasure assaulting their ravenous forms was more incredible than either woman had ever known, shadowed by the desperate agony of their ravenous hatred so furiously that it felt like heaven and hell had melted into a single domain. Their bodies trembled from the crippling orgasms detonating through their forms, practically begging to be released almost as violently as they had pleaded to begin; but the prides swelling inside the two rival whores was so great that neither woman was willing to stop.

		

		Moans of ravenous desire vibrated through their forms as Elsie and Lydia released each other's tresses with her right hand, sinking their nails into one another's succulent ass once more. Another violent orgasm exploded from their forms as the brunette and the blonde used their holds to crush the each other's naked sex against her own; and as their pussy lips spread wide against each other once more they felt their explosions pulsing inside each other furiously, each woman practically screaming as she fought to drive the power of her own orgasms even higher. They were ravenous now, insatiable as they forced their pussies to remain in violent contact; and for the first moment that night the two rivals closed their eyes against each other's assault, each woman focusing all her energy on pulsing her cum deeper into her enemy's sex than her rival's arousal could be pulsed into her.

		

		Elsie and Lydia came against each other again and again, tears streaming down their cheeks as their naked pussies crushed and grinded against each other with reckless abandon. They were so fucking wet right now, their cum sparkling upon their thighs, acting as desperate lubricant between their ravenous, insatiable pussies. They howled into each other's mouth, their tongues fighting against each other nearly as wildly as their soaking twats. With one hand still forcing their naked breasts against each other the two rivals lined their nipples up tip to tip, screaming as each woman fought to pierce through the other's nipples with her own. They fought and fucked like filthy whores, neither woman caring anymore how much cum and sweat her body would be coated with. The only thing that mattered to either woman was the hated rival she fought against, the only thing they cared about was struggling until one of them finally proved herself to be the stronger, sexier whore; and as they opened their eyes once more, their hateful gazes locking with such bitter passion that heated determination seared through them, Elsie and Lydia were filled with a sexual energy they had never known before.

		

		Every inch of Elsie's body quivered against every inch of Lydia's, every single movement met with such vicious resistance that it seemed their bodies were locked in a violent stalemate. They continued to pulse hot cum deep inside each other, so much arousal mixing between their naked twats and filling their vaginas that it felt like a river was flowing inside of them, practically fucking the two gorgeous whores from the inside. Every single climax was more powerful, more pleasurable than the last, the two rivals sharing and trading orgasms as if they were fuel. They continued to sob in manic hate, continued to cry out as wave after wave of ecstasy washed over them; but they could feel their energies transferring between them, flowing almost as desperately as the cum they continued to pulse between them. Every single orgasm seemed to drain them to exhaustion, every single climax from their rival seemed to fill them with limitless energy. It seemed as if the two rivals would be able to fight each other like this forever; but even as their energies flowed back and forth between them, Elsie and Lydia could feel their mating cunts growing agonizingly tender.

		

		Again and again they forced each other to climax, until every single second was filled with the violent pulses of sexual rage. Their pussies were so viciously tender, so ravenously sensitive, that every single climax seemed to blaze across their cunts like sexual fire. Longer and longer their frantic explosions lasted, until their naked twats became so oversexed that it felt like Elsie and Lydia wouldn't be able to take it anymore. Tears streamed down their precious cheeks in rivers as the brunette and the blonde tore their tongues from each other's mouth, howling each other's name to the ceiling as the grips they still held on each other's disheveled tresses forced their eyes to the ceiling once more. The most incredible climax either woman had ever known shook them to the core, so violent that it caused their visions to blur behind violent lights. They sobbed as their bodies nearly fell to exhaustion, each woman struggling to pull away from the other so she could rest, so she could recover at the edge of the bed until her naked form could regain control; but just as Elsie and Lydia tried to pull away from each other, the pendant between them burned with such a violent heat between them that the two rivals screamed.

		

		The very instant the stone between them flared, their pussy lips suctioned together so violently that even as the two rivals pulled against the ends of the rope, their ravenous pussies refused to release each other. Clit was crushed against clit so desperately that it felt like their ravenous sexhorns were melting together, and even as the brunette and the blonde twisted and writhed against each other, panicked rage filling them as they struggled to part their naked bodies, their movements only caused their clits to grind against each other with such violent fury that it sent them to another orgasm even more frantic than the last. It was as if their pussies refused to allow each other a reprieve, as if now that they had met, they could never part until one of them had fucked the other into a bitter, squealing submission. Try as they might, neither woman was able to part her cunt from the other's naked, dripping sex; and with manic howls of distress Elsie and Lydia accepted their sexual fates, crushing and grinding against each other in a violent effort to tear each other apart. Tears streamed down their faces as they fucked and fought like whores, but the agonizing pleasure only urged them to fight each other harder; the only way either of them could be free was for them to fuck and fight until one of them completely collapsed into sexual defeat.

		

		“Fuck you, you filthy fucking slut!” Elsie screamed, her voice cracking under the weight of their violent, sexual war. “If your filthy fucking pussy won't let mine go, then I'll fuck you senseless until you fucking beg me to release you!”

		

		“If your pussy won't surrender to mine, then I'll fucking destroy it!” Lydia snarled back, her voice shrill and trembling as another violent orgasm pulsed through her gorgeous, naked body. “My pussy will make yours come again and again until it's fucking dry! And then I'll fuck you raw and sore until your pathetic fucking cunt doesn't have the strength to hold on!”

		

		Another violent orgasm exploded from their naked forms, and then another, every single climax driving the two rivals over the edge of sexual madness and beyond. They crushed and grinded against each other as frantically as they could, neither woman even trying to hold in the vicious climaxes detonating from her body anymore. This was a violent battle of attrition, a filthy act of lustful war. This was no longer a battle to see who could make the other come; this was a filthy deadlock to prove who could outlast the other, who could come more times and still find the strength to fuck. They could feel their nipples sealing together just as their pussies had done, could feel their milk holes biting and sucking on each other until each woman felt like the other's nipples were inside her own; and as another explosion of agonizing ecstasy seared through their forms in unison Elsie and Lydia drove their tongues into each other's delicious mouth once more. Elsie and Lydia waited for the same violent, sexual magic that had sealed their pussies and breasts to seal their mouths as well; but as violent orgasms again met in the center of their cunts, the pendant remained cool. They glared into each other's eyes with manic hate, riding each other out through what felt like the hundredth orgasm that exploded from their forms; and each woman agreed in their violent glares that just like their cunts, the only time one woman's tongue would leave the other's mouth would be to scream her violent, sexual surrender.

		

		Lydia crushed her naked body hatefully against Elsie's with every ounce of strength she could muster, each woman howling into the other's mouth as their naked bodies toppled over. Elsie squealed as her back hit the mattress, moaning as the brunette's naked form landed heavily on top of her own. The pressure between their nude forms was so great that their perfect breasts bulged painfully against each other, both women wincing from the strain, but neither woman was willing to quit. Elsie sobbed as Lydia slammed her naked sex down against her own again and again, fucking her from her hateful, desperate advantage. Elsie struggled against the brunette's thrusts as hard as she could, fucking upwards against her enemy's downward pulses; but even as both women screamed into each other's mouths in hate Elsie felt her naked sex explode into ecstasy before Lydia's. Tears streamed down her face as she felt the brunette's desperate advantage, as she felt her twat filling Lydia's vagina with her cream, bitter hatred boiling inside of her as she struggled not to lose control; but just second after her violent climax she felt Lydia's body jerk just as violently, returning the desperate pulse of cum. The blonde fought against the pleasure, fought against the pain of her violent climax to force Lydia's naked form beneath her own, loving the way her brunette rival screamed as their positions were reversed; but as the brunette's pussy pulsed hot cum deep inside her, the soaking intrusion practically fucking her from the inside, she knew she wouldn't be able to hold on to this desperate advantage for long.

		

		Tears streamed down Annalise's cheeks as she fingered herself desperately to the sight of Elsie and Lydia, hardly able to believe how wild and frantic the two aristocratic whores truly were. With three fingers driving wildly inside of her the redhead grinded her palm against her swollen clit, howling as another climax wrecked through her gorgeous, naked form. She squeezed and caressed her tender breasts with her other hand, driving her masturbatory pleasure even higher as she watched the blonde and the brunette thrashing against each other on the bed. She could hear their wild screams growing louder and shriller, knew the two ravenous sluts were forcing each other to even more agonizing explosions with every single second.

		

		Annalise knew the climaxes of her lover and the brunette were becoming tinged with pain, could tell by their muffled howls that they were slowly becoming exhausted; but no matter how much they trembled, Lydia and Elsie seemed unwilling to relent. She watched their tears streaming down their cheeks, listened to them howl into each other's mouth in almost constant cadence; but never once did Lydia and Elsie allow their sweating, oversexed bodies to part. For a moment she thought she had seen them try to pull away from each other a few moments ago; but their bitter, violent challenges before they had driven their tongues in deep made her believe she'd only imagined it. She loved Elsie, wanted nothing more than see her lover fuck the brunette slut to exhaustion; but the music of the blonde's muffled, orgasmic screams mixing with Lydia's was a sound she knew would be a part of her most desperate fantasies for years to come.

		

		Lydia and Elsie began scratching and clawing at each other's naked body with desperate screams, but even the pain from their nails couldn't keep the agonizing orgasms from exploding from their forms. Again and again they traded positions, rolling across each other over and over as they fought for any advantage they could find. Violent downward thrusts would clash desperately against furious upward pulses every time one woman forced her way to the top, neither woman giving the other even a second of rest. Their naked pussies never parted as Elsie and Lydia crushed and grinded against each other like frantic sluts; even if they had been able to, neither woman would have allowed it. Their spit mixed furiously inside their frantically locked mouths, each woman fighting to drive her delicious saliva down the other's throat. Their cum mixed inside their mating cunts as each woman fought to drive her own pulses to even more powerful climaxes. Tears streamed down their cheeks as Lydia and Elsie felt the agonizing pleasure of their desperate orgasms driving higher than they had ever known; but with every wave of cum each woman was able to force into the other's tender sex, the sexual detonations of her rival would grow more violent as well.

		

		Back and forth the pool of cum inside them flowed, practically fucking the two ravenous whores form the inside. In the background they could hear Annalise screaming from her own masturbatory climaxes; but right now the only thing either woman cared about was destroying the gorgeous, sexual slut she was latched onto. Tears and sweat mixed nearly as desperately as their spit and cum as Lydia and Elsie thrashed against each other with reckless abandon. Pleasure was quickly dissolving into pain, but neither woman was willing to stop; their violent rivalry had come too far to turn back now.

		

		Elsie and Lydia began to sob from the pain of their violent orgasms, but even through the agony neither woman was willing to stop. They could see the passionate glistening in each other's eyes, each woman knowing the other would never rest, would never quit, until her desperate rival collapsed. They were fighting not only over Annalise, not only for their earthly possessions; they were fighting to keep their very prides alive. This desperate war meant everything to them, meant almost as much as the air they breathed, the ground beneath their feet. The winner would immediately soar to riches greater than her wildest dreams, taking over nearly everything her gorgeous rival owned...and the loser would be sentenced to obscurity, damned to never be remembered in this life. Every climax was becoming filled with pain; but as they glared at each other through their glistening tears, each woman had known it would come to this. They had known before they began that all climactic pleasure would disappear long before they were finished, replaced only with adrenaline and pain; and as another agonizing orgasm exploded from their forms the two gorgeous girls kept fucking, determined to endure anything they had to in order to drive each other to the same violent pain.

		

		Hours drove by like days, but still the two gorgeous rivals refused to surrender. The pendant had burned between them as they fucked, as if the sapphire was filling them with the energy and the strength to continue on. Most women would have fully collapsed by now, completely driven under by the agonizing climaxes detonating from their forms; but Elsie and Lydia continued on just as viciously as they had the first minute of their struggle. Even with the supernatural powers that kept their sexwar alive, their bodies were nearly completely drained, their glistening eyes flashing with frantic lights, but still the brunette and the blonde struggled. They had been settled on their sides for the past hour, fucking like whores on equal ground, fighting through the multiple orgasms exploding from their bodies again and again. The energy they held seemed to transfer between them with every climax, with every orgasm they forced from each other's naked forms. Their bodies lay almost completely still against each other save for the furious grinding of their hips, each woman needing all the energy she could muster to drive her hated rival to climax again and again; but even as they struggled, they could feel their sexual strengths beginning to wane.

		

		Despite the hours of desperate struggle, the inhuman energy the two of them had possessed throughout this entire desperate fuck, Elsie and Lydia could feel each other's hateful thrusts beginning to slow. The pendant between them was still warm, but its heat was quickly dimming as if even the sapphire was beginning to lose its energy. As the stone continued to cool Elsie and Lydia could feel their strengths quickly dissipating, could feel the violent aches and pains of their passionate fuckwar beginning to implode on them almost immediately. Their eyes flashed with a violent, sexual light, filled with panic as almost immediately they could feel their naked forms collapsing. They had to act fast, had to destroy each other's will before the sudden exhaustion drove them under. Elsie's fingers took hold on Lydia's disheveled tresses with a manic scream, loving the way Lydia howled in violent pain; but before she could force the brunette's naked form beneath her the most agonizing orgasm she had ever felt exploded across her form, nearly driving her body to unconsciousness. She trembled as again her naked pussy surrendered it’s cum, and as her mouth opened against Lydia's in a silent cry of agony the brunette buried her fingers in her messy, golden hair once more, pulling so violently that Elsie was driven beneath the brunette's body.

		

		“That's it slut, fucking come! Scream my filthy fucking name you whore!” Lydia snarled, her tongue never leaving Elsie's mouth as she spoke. Her words could barely be understood as she and Elsie continued to twist their tongues against each other ravenously; but the violent detonations exploding from the blonde's form gave Elsie everything she needed to know about Lydia's desperate hate. “Fucking beg me to let you go whore! Tell me what a pathetic little slut you truly are!”

		

		“I'll...never...give in...to you...” Elsie moaned, fighting with every bit of strength she could find in order to not collapse. She could feel the brunette's crippling detonations scorching through her body just as wildly as her own violent climaxes, hoping desperately that if she survived just a little bit longer, she'd be able to have her way with the gorgeous, hateful slut she fought against. Her vision flashed with such violent colors that she could hardly see, but she continued to glare into the eyes of the brunette with blazing hatred, tears streaming down her cheeks as Lydia's determination flared just as much. “You're the one...who's gonna be...begging me to...let you go!”

		

		Despite her words, Elsie could quickly feel herself losing control. She continued to thrust upwards against the brunette's downward pulses, continued to tongue Lydia's delicious mouth while her rival tongued her back; but as wave after wave of orgasmic agony exploded from her body, the echoes of her rival's screams seemed to be growing distant. Even the cries of Annalise seemed to be growing faint, her heart racing with panic as she fought Lydia with every ounce of strength she could muster. “Don't fucking give in to her, Elsie!” she heard Annalise practically sobbing. “Keep fighting baby, you can do it! Just a little bit longer!” Elsie struggled to remain focused as multiple orgasms rocked her form once more, continuing to fuck upwards even as her vision grew dark. “I'm sorry Annalise...” Elsie moaned silently as she felt her naked body growing numb from the pain. “I—”

		

		Elsie's thoughts of surrender were immediately shattered as she felt Lydia's delicious tongue part from her own, the gorgeous brunette screaming in panicked agony to the ceiling as the most violent orgasm she'd ever known exploded through her form like a sexual bomb. Immediately the brunette's advantage faltered, immediately the raven-haired whore's naked body collapsed upon Elsie's weakly. Just moments before Elsie's body could crumble the blonde felt an overwhelming surge of energy, felt the heat from the pendant swell so hot that it nearly burned her skin; but the pain from the stone gave Elsie the violent sensation of being wickedly alive. She could still feel Lydia's naked pussy pulsing against her own, knew that if she didn't act fast Lydia would come back stronger than ever; and with a violent shriek of passionate rage Elsie pulled on the other woman's dark tresses with violent hatred, forcing the brunette's body beneath her own with a frantic shriek.

		

		Tears streamed down their cheeks as Lydia and Elsie continued to fuck, continued to slam their sore, naked pussies against each other with reckless abandon. Elsie was hit with another violent wave of ecstasy, and as she screamed her lust she felt the brunette pulling hatefully on her hair, struggling to reverse their positions once more; but Elsie grit her teeth against the pain and forced her naked body to remain on top. The blonde sliced her clit against the brunette's again and again, enduring every single wave of agonizing pleasure that scorched through her form; she knew Lydia was coming just as violently as she was. As another violent climax detonated from their naked bodies Elsie felt her nipples and Lydia's release each other with a loud, wet pop, clear liquid sparkling upon the tips of their nipples as if even their tender rods had come. She couldn't help but admire Lydia's determination, Lydia's desperate sexual fire as the brunette released her golden tresses and sent her palm against Elsie's cheeks again and again; but as every single slap grew weaker than the last, she knew Lydia was quickly falling under.

		

		“Fuck you Elsie, fuck you!” Lydia sobbed, slapping the blonde whore that crushed down upon her again and again. “I hate you, filthy fucking slut! I fucking hate you!” Tears streamed down her cheeks in rivers now, hot tears of bitter defeat. “Fuck you bitch! Fuck you! Fuck you! FUCK YOU!”

		

		“Fucking tell me I'm the better whore, Lydia!” Elsie screamed, spitting onto Lydia's naked breasts, spitting onto the other woman's face, tears welling in her own eyes as Lydia's palm snapped against her cheek again and again. “Fucking tell me who the better slut is, cunt! Fucking scream my name, tell me you give up! Beg me to make you my whore, and I might let you fucking go!”

		

		“Fuck...you...slut!” Lydia moaned, sobbing as Elsie's cunt slammed against her own again and again. She could feel her body growing weaker and weaker, could feel her naked cunt surrendering desperately to Elsie's as the two rivals continued to fuck. Lydia glared across Elsie's glistening, naked breasts through her tears, a wild scream echoing from her plush lips as she sank the nails of both hands into Elsie's tender, naked breastmeat. She listened to the golden-haired slut howl in agony, and for a moment the brunette felt like she had broken through the blonde's will; but as Elsie's palm struck against her cheek so hard that her face slammed into the mattress, Lydia's holds on Elsie's tits immediately fell away in weakness.

		

		“Let go of me slut, fuck you!” Lydia sobbed, struggling to fight back even as her vision began to darken. “Get the fuck off of me you filthy, fucking blonde slut! I fucking hate you, filthy, fucking whore!” Another violent orgasm exploded from her form, causing the brunette to scream Elsie's name in agonizing ecstasy. “Fuck, my pussy hurts Elsie! My pussy fucking hurts! Get the fuck off of me slut, my pussy fucking hurts!”

		

		“My pussy fucking hurts too, you filthy fucking cunt!” Elsie howled, fighting against the pain to continue driving Lydia to climax again and again. “My pussy fucking hurts too you filthy brunette slut! But I can take anything you can! I can take so much more than you!” The blonde's hand snapped against Lydia's cheek again, loving the way the brunette's skin was growing scarlet from the blows. “Tell me I'm fucking better cunt! Scream how much better I am than you, so that the whole fucking underground knows how much of a whore you truly are!”

		

		“Go to fucking hell Elsie!” Lydia screamed; but as another violent climax exploded from her form, she knew there was nothing she could do. She glared into the blonde's glistening eyes even as orgasm after violent orgasm detonated from her form, struggling to crush her naked sex upwards against the blonde's; but Lydia could feel herself growing weaker and weaker with every second. “I'll never...fucking...say you're the better...slut...” Lydia panted; but as tears streamed down her cheeks, she knew her defiance meant nothing.

		

		“Then I'll make you fucking tell me in your dreams, whore!” Elsie howled back, crushing her naked sex down onto Lydia's with every ounce of strength she could. Clit clashed against clit head to head, sending Elsie to such a fantastic orgasm that she nearly felt her body collapsing under its weight; but as Lydia's bitter cries echoed even louder than her own, Elsie forced herself to continue. Again and again she drove her clit against Lydia's, squealing as the brunette did the same, tears streaming down both women's cheeks as for a moment it seemed like the two rivals would be locked in another bitter stalemate; but just as soon as the violent orgasm had exploded from their forms Elsie felt Lydia's hateful resistance immediately disappear. Bitter tears of passionate victory streaked down Elsie's cheeks as she felt the brunette's naked form grow still against her own. As soon as Lydia's form was forced into slumber Elsie felt her pussy and Lydia's release their desperate seal, their hot sex juices dripping from their cunts, now finally released from the violent suction.

		

		Elsie glared down upon her gorgeous, hated rival, the brunette's face almost angelic now in forced sleep. The blonde glanced across the sapphire pendant wrapped around the brunette's neck, the sapphire's glow now dimmed as if even the stone needed rest; and Elsie felt a haughty smile spreading across her lips. She wrapped her slender fingers around the cord, pulling until the string snapped; and immediately afterwards Elsie heard the frantic echo of footsteps sprinting towards her.

		

		“Oh my god Elsie, you did it!” Annalise sobbed, throwing her arms around Elsie's naked shoulders and embracing her tightly. “Oh my god gorgeous, I knew you could do it!”

		

		Elsie turned her face towards the beautiful redhead, her breast immediately swelling with loving warmth as she gazed into Annalise's glistening eyes. She pushed her lips against the redhead's, kissing her tenderly, the sensation both new and exhilarating after being used to the violent tonguefucking she'd engaged in for hours; and after what felt like a full minute had elapsed Elsie pulled back, loving the tender warmth shining in the redhead's eyes.

		

		“You're free now, baby...” Elsie panted, feeling her naked body growing immediately exhausted as the adrenaline from her violent fuckwar finally began to wane. “You can do whatever you want, go wherever you please, be with whoever you choose to...”

		

		“I've already chosen to be with you, Elsie!” Annalise exclaimed; and the redhead's words filled Elsie with such warmth that she felt like she could fly. “You're my hero baby...you saved me...”

		

		“I think you saved me too, gorgeous...” Elsie moaned back. She was still locked sex to sex with the brunette, the wet, sticky sensations now filling her with disdain. Now free from the supernatural powers that had kept their pussies sealed, Elsie moved away from the brunette with a moan of relief. Feeling the air across her oversexed, sore cunt felt so good, so soothing, that Elsie nearly wanted to hold onto this relief forever. She moved to part fully from the brunette whore she had fought against forever; but the rope holding the two of them by the waist pulled so tightly that once again Elsie was forced against Lydia sex to sex. Clit sliced against clit from the way their bodies were still bound, the contact sending Elsie to orgasm immediately; and as violent ecstasy shocked through her form, Elsie's vision was immediately driven into darkness.
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