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Chapter 1

Lightning exploded across the sky, followed immediately by a deafening crack of thunder so loud that it shook Blake’s house. The blonde sat bolt upright in bed, the violent sounds coinciding perfectly with the destructive climax of her desperate fight in the arena. Her heart raced frantically in her chest as the images of her nighttime fantasies scorched across her mind, as even now when the real world was coming into view, Blake couldn’t tell whether she had truly won or lost. Her entire body ached, her panties and pussy soaked and sore from the desperate fucking in her furious dreams. Thunder crashed again through the sky, accenting the sound of violent rain pummeling across her rooftop. She was so wet, so horny, the passionate sexual struggle of her dreams only making her want a desperate fuckwar against Megan more and more. Her entire body trembled from the weight of her furious desires. She felt so close, so violently close to the charity she so desperately needed; and through the rain and the wind she heard a voice outside whose sound alone nearly drove her to ecstasy. 

“Enough with these pathetic games, Blake!” a woman’s voice echoed outside above the thunder; and the blonde nearly moaned as she recognized Megan’s voice. “Enough with these filthy memories! Let’s do this for real, you filthy blonde slut!” Blake nearly came just from the sound of the violent challenge, her entire body burning with frantic desire. Her heart raced as the echo of fists upon her door sounded through the hallway, accenting the desperate thunder exploding from the sky. “I know you’re in there you filthy little whore! Come on out and let’s see how good you really fucking are!” Blake rushed wildly to the door, the trembling of her pussy against the soaking lace of her panties nearly driving her to madness. She knew Megan wanted nothing more than to tear her apart; and as her tender sex practically throbbed with desire, Blake realized she wanted to fuck Megan to tears just as violently. 

Blake nearly tore the door from its hinges in her wild ferocity as she opened it, 

her body desperately ready for the violent fuck she knew was coming. In an instant the blonde’s glistening eyes locked with the brunette’s through the open doorway, each woman’s orbs mirroring the other’s desperate, lustful hatred. The torrent of rain, the violent storm outside, seemed the perfect backdrop for the passionate fuckwar the brunette and the blonde both desperately wanted. A single second felt like an hour as the two rivals felt their desperate auras mixing, begging to be let loose in a torrent of mutual, sexual violence. The golden flash of lightning illuminating the world felt like a passionate representation of Blake’s perfect blonde hair, followed immediately by the darkness of the clouds as if to symbolize Megan’s midnight curls. Back and forth the lightning and the blackness of night seemed to struggle as Blake and Megan glared into each other’s eyes, as if in essence of the frantic war that would be waged between the gorgeous women below. 

Just like Blake, Megan’s body was clad only in her lace lingerie, its design similar to Blake’s with utmost precision; but just like the lightning and darkness clashing above them, the opposition of their colors seemed just as perfect as their hair. Megan’s black bra and panties seemed to challenge Blake’s white lace in almost perfect mockery, the contrast of colors making it seem like even their lingerie were destined to be violent rivals. Blake’s pearl stockings and garters were offset perfectly by the deep red velvet colors that curved around Megan’s powerful legs, and with trembling breaths the two vicious rivals knew their colors would look violently gorgeous when their legs entwined. Lightning flashed across the sky, its electric fire glinting so passionately in the eyes of the two gorgeous enemies that it felt like destiny for Megan and Blake to meet this way. The sound of thunder detonated across the darkened sky, drowning out anything except the sound of their racing hearts; and before Blake could react, Megan’s slender fingers drove deep into her golden tresses, their screams mixing together violently as the brunette pulled Blake cruelly outside. 

Tears welled in Blake’s eyes as Megan’s fingers pulled hard; but the pain gave her such a shock of adrenaline that she felt like she could fight the brunette forever. Her hands shot towards Megan’s hair in retaliation, loving how the brunette’s screams began to mix with her own as her fingers tangled deep. She loved the tears streaming down Megan’s cheeks as she pulled on her raven

tresses, the other woman’s dark hair soaking from the rain. The wetness allowed her fingers to grasp Megan’s curls even harder, knew it made the pain her enemy was feeling even stronger. Even under the concealment of the porch’s overhang however, the wind caused the mighty torrent of rain to spray beneath and drench their bodies; soon, Blake’s hair would be just as soaked as Megan’s. 

Rage-filled screams echoed over the sound of violent thunder as the brunette and the blonde tore at each other’s hair with reckless abandon, their gorgeous bodies twirling around each other almost in a violent dance as they forced each other’s face left and right. Their eyes remained locked even as they struggled to tear each other’s hair out by the roots, each woman filled with so much hateful lust that even now Blake and Megan could feel their bodies practically begging to fuck. The rain pelted cold against their skin, tiny pinpricks that only seemed to drive the desperation of the moment higher. They could smell each other’s scents as the fought, could practically smell how horny they both were for this desperate war. They hated how much they loved each other’s aromas, hated how even in their heightened fury their eyes shone with frantic desire. Bitter screams erupted from the lips of the two horny sluts as each woman tore her right hand from the other’s disheveled tresses, the two rivals slapping each other across the face with such desperate anger that their faces were driven wildly to the side. 

Each woman cried out in pain as her enemy’s palm snapped against her wet skin, the remnants of the rain driving the pain of their mutual attacks higher. Tears began to stream down their cheeks from the bitter impact, mixing with the water upon their skin. Even through the chilling torrent Megan and Blake could feel their cheeks growing hot from their bitter slaps; but the pain only caused adrenaline to flow through their veins. The mutual slap was exhilarating, the sound of their mixing screams driving both women wild. Even through the pain neither woman had released the other’s hair with her other hand; and as Megan and Blake turned to face each other with fire in their eyes, their desperate glares practically begged each other to continue. 

Again and again Blake and Megan slapped each other like violent whores, their

cries mixing around them with every single impact. They watched the tears beginning to stream down each other’s cheeks from their desperate blows, but even as they felt their cheeks growing red neither woman was willing to stop. 

They loved hearing each other cry out in pain, each woman practically trembling as she heard the cries of her enemy echoing into the night. Lightning flashed upon the frantic scene again and again, accenting the furious lust in the eyes of the two gorgeous warriors with the fury of the storm, and the roaring thunder that followed accented the vicious nature of their hellacious catfight. Already the two women were panting, their cheeks growing visibly red from their violent, traded blows; but even as they sobbed in hate, neither woman even tried to defend herself from the other’s strikes. 

“Fucking…bitch!” Blake cried, her words breaking with every slap. “Fucking…

challenge me…in my own home! I’m gonna…fucking make…you scream…

filthy cunt!” 

“Shut your…fucking mouth…whore!” Megan sobbed back, her voice filled with anger and pain that drove even deeper than the violent slaps of her hateful blonde counterpart. “Fucking…remember me…now…whore!? I’ll make you…

fucking remember…you pathetic little slut!” 

Cold rain pelted against the skin of the two sexual warriors as they fought in the storm, droplets soaking into their lace as harder and harder Megan and Blake slapped each other like violent sluts. They trembled as they fought, but their quivering had nothing to do with the chilling storm; finally fighting like this, with no more barriers distracting them, was driving the two enemies so excited they could hardly contain it. Even as they felt their cheeks growing scarlet from the blows, even as their cries grew louder from the pain, Megan and Blake could sense each other’s excitement. 

Blake could feel her hair becoming soaked from the rain, felt her panties and bra beginning to grow as damp as Megan’s; but as the brunette treated her like a

filthy whore, while she treated Megan like just as much of a slut, she could feel another wetness continuing to soak into her lace; she loved the violent sensations scorching through her body. These vicious dreams had awoken something inside of her that she hadn’t even known she possessed, had stirred a desire for frantic sexual war; and even as her rival’s stinging slaps hurt, she could feel her pussy practically begging for sexual release. She could see it in Megan’s glistening eyes, could see the brunette’s lustful excitement reflected in her gorgeous orbs with every flash of lightning; Megan wanted this just as much as she did. Every slap seemed to drive Blake closer to the clarity she sought, seemed to drive shattered pieces of visions and memories to the surface. She knew now that they were destined to fight like this, were destined to tear each other apart right here and now. Even through the bitter slaps, even through the way Megan and Blake tore at each other’s hair, each woman could hear the other’s moans beginning to infect their pained cries; they loved being treated like filthy sluts. 

Even as they slapped each other over and over, even as their fingers pulled harder and harder on each other’s hair, Megan and Blake forced each other’s lingerie-clad bodies closer and closer. They sobbed in pain, moaned in pleasure as still the two rivals forced each other around the porch, barely able to keep their footing as they struggled in rage. Even through the pelting rain they could feel the heat of their bodies clashing, could feel each other’s horny aura fighting against her own even as they struggled to hide their bitter lust. They forced their bodies forward again and again, crushing their breasts against each other over and over in the midst of their catfight, hating how equal their tender tits seemed. 

The contacts were brief but violent as every slap, every pull of each other’s hair sent their bodies in different directions; but the more their tits began to fight between their bodies, the more they focused on the bitter sensations. 

Their hot breaths began to mix between their gorgeous, snarling faces as again and again they fought each other’s tender breasts with their own. They could feel their nipples growing hard and strong beneath the lace of their bras, could feel their sensitive breasts bulging violently against each other. Pleasure began to overtake pain as even through the violence of their titfight Megan and Blake could feel each other growing hotter and hornier, as the brunette and the blonde sensed each other’s burning lust. They began to hold their breasts against each

other longer, began to force their tits to struggle in violent stalemates for greater periods of time before crushing their palms against each other’s cheek to drive each other away. 

Their cheeks stung from their repeated blows, but the strength in each other’s slaps were beginning to wane as the excitement of their warring breasts began to take over. In moments the slaps were only to show each other that even through their mutual attraction, neither woman would accept the other as an equal, each woman only bringing her hand a few inches from the other’s gorgeous face before administering the next hateful slap. Their attacks would sting, but without the full power of their blows Blake and Megan were able to crush their tits against each other harder and harder; and when their slaps no longer forced their bodies away from each other Megan and Blake moaned like frantic whores, crushing their tender nipples side by side through the lace of their bras. 

Blake and Megan pushed forehead to forehead as they felt their nipples quivering against each other side by side, each woman glaring into the other’s glistening orbs as they struggled to overcome the power of each other’s rods. 

Megan’s hand snapped against Blake’s cheek sharply as they glared into each other’s eyes, and when Blake returned the favor violent thunder echoed around them once more. They loved the pain in each other’s eyes, loved the violent tension that swirled around them so frantically that neither woman felt she would ever truly be satisfied. Their hot breaths clashed between their plush lips as they panted in unison, as their breasts quivered between them, as every aspect of their bodies seemed to match in almost every respect. They were so hot, so violently horny even through the hate they held for each other. They could feel their pussies practically throbbing in lust, could feel each other silently begging for it. 

Plush lips pressed violently against plush lips as they moaned into each other’s mouth, each woman daring the other to begin the desperate, horny kiss that would send them spiraling out of control; and as their fingers tangled even deeper into one another’s soaking tresses the brunette and the blonde forced each other’s mouth against their own, squealing in lust as they drove their tongues in deep. 

Immediately as Blake’s tongue connected with Megan’s, the blonde’s entire body nearly sank to her knees. She sobbed and screamed, moaned and cried as the most agonizing pain, the most incredible pleasure, scorched through her gorgeous form. In an instant she could feel nothing, and at the same time could feel everything. She could feel the pain of a thousand claws, could feel the pleasure of a thousand orgasms, scorching through her. Her mind was filled with violent images, with memories of countless lifetimes, of countless sexfights against Megan in nearly every scenario imaginable. In an instant Blake remembered everything, remembered every single war she and the brunette had locked themselves into during the course of history, how ever since they first fought over the pendant as Ayla and Tala, the two of them followed each other through the course of time, always as bitter enemies, always as violent, sexual whores that wanted nothing more than to fuck each other senseless. 

The pendant was magical, held almost limitless power even as millennia passed with its existence. Whoever held possession of the pendant was given almost certain fame and fortune, was given nearly everything she could ever desire…

but the powers of the pendant could only be possessed by one of them, could never be shared between them even if they had wanted to. By just existing the sapphire drove Blake and Megan violently horny, desperately ravenous for vicious sex against each other once both of them turned nineteen. No matter where they were, no matter what life either woman was born into, as soon as they turned of age their bodies would begin to seek each other out. Sometimes it took years for them to meet, but even if they had been born on opposite sides of the earth, the pendant’s magic would force their lives to intersect; and when their paths crossed, their jealous sexual rivalry would flare too brightly for either to ignore. It was as if the pendant wanted them to fight, wanted them to war over its magic; and vicious sexual conquest was the only way the sapphire would accept a new owner. 

Another wave of uncontrollable, agonizing pain, of ravenous, desperate pleasure, exploded through Blake’s incredible form as visions of a beautiful redhead filled her mind. She could feel her pussy throbbing, could feel her sex squirting ravenously as just the waves of images forced her to orgasm; but Amanda’s form was all Blake seemed able to focus on. Just like the pendant, Amanda followed

them through the pages of history, giving she and Megan another reason to fight and fuck like violent whores. The blonde remembered every time she’d had Amanda in her infinite forms, had taken her, had been her lover, her pleasure, her master and her whore…and she remembered every time Megan had taken the redhead as well. Her existence alone made Blake and Megan bitter, eternal enemies, the pleasure Amanda was able to give rivaled only by the amount of pleasure they were able to give each other in their violent, sexual conflicts. Just like the pendant, Amanda could only belong to one of them…and just like the pendant, Megan and Blake were so desperate to keep her that they were willing to fight for hours, even days, in order to have her. 

Blake felt her knees nearly buckling beneath her as she was shocked back to the present, excruciating pleasure pulsing violently from her gorgeous form. Just the images alone had sent her to orgasm, had forced her body spiraling out of control. Tears streamed down her cheeks as she screamed in climactic pleasure, filling her lace panties with her cream. She could do nothing but hold her tongue against Megan’s as the most furious climax she had ever felt in this life exploded from her pussy, and she trembled as she expected the brunette to take advantage of her violent climax; but over the sound of her pounding heartbeat she heard Megan sobbing in orgasmic pleasure as well. 

The pendant around Blake’s neck glowed so brightly that its essence nearly rivaled the power of the lightning above. It was as if the sapphire, the mystical stone that forced Megan and Blake to war against each other again and again, was excited its owner finally remembered the violent, lustful past that surrounded her incredible, gorgeous form. For a moment all Megan and Blake could do was scream into each other’s mouth, was force their tongues still and tighten their holds on each other’s wet hair so as not to collapse right then and there. Their breasts bulged violently against each other as the brunette and the blonde used each other for support, their hot breaths mixing between their plush lips as they cried in ecstasy. The waves of violent images, of passionate sexual struggles, had assaulted them both; and as each woman continued to come like a whore, she knew it was only the first of many. 

Megan sobbed in pleasurable agony as wave after wave of ecstasy scorched across her gorgeous form. The explosions of Blake’s memories had assaulted her own mind as well, had forced her to the same frantic climaxes. Countless victories, countless defeats, countless desperate wars had surrounded she and the blonde in nearly every single period of history, and with every clash of sexual passion the two of them despised each other deeper and deeper. It was their curse, their blessing, to meet each other on the field of sexual battle again and again. There was no denying their basic, primal instincts, no denying the hatred and lust they had for each other. They were destined to fight, as noblewomen or peasants, as queens or whores, their forms forced into violent competitions no matter what walks of life they travelled. Blonde and brunette, sexual enemies forever…and as tears streamed down the cheeks of the two gorgeous sluts, neither wanted their bitter relationship any other way. 

Megan struggled to fight through the pleasure, to move her tongue against Blake’s and take advantage of the blonde’s stupor; but the pleasure that scorched through both of them seemed to have immobilized the brunette as well. It was all she could do to sob into Blake’s mouth, to feel the blonde crying just as desperately, their hot breaths clashing between their open lips as they struggled not to collapse right then and there. Images of a gorgeous redhead filled Megan’s vision, causing hot tears of passionate rage to spill from her eyes even more desperately…despite her bravado in this life, she loved Amanda too. 

Amanda was the other half of their sexual puzzle, the final piece that always drove she and Blake to fight each other like filthy whores. If it was only the sapphire that followed them through time, Megan felt she could fight off the supernatural urges to fuck Blake to tears. The violent, uncontrollable urges to challenge the blonde for the pendant when they had lived under the rule of the War Queen had been powerful…but after their first frantic war Megan had been able to control herself. The urges to fight and fuck had always been there, but only weakly, and had it only been the pendant that hanged in the balance, she would have been able to accept her defeat…but the redhead’s form was a prize she couldn’t surrender without a fight. 

In the times of her desperate, primal instincts, Megan had been shy. For almost a year before the pendant she had felt a tender fondness towards Lye, and seeing her so close to the blonde made her angry and bitter…but her timidity held her back from acting. When Ayla had received the pendant, when its sexual magic had taken over her emotions, had forced her to challenge her best friend to vicious sexual warfare, it had been the first act of jealous bravery she’d ever been able to follow through. She fought the blonde with every ounce of filthy strength she’d been able to muster; and although Ayla had come out on top, her ravenous sexual urges had lit a fire inside of her that could never be quenched. 

When the redhead had turned nineteen, when she saw Ayla stealing Lye into the night, the brunette had felt a primal, lustful rage scorch so violently inside of her that it burned even stronger than when she had first set eyes on the pendant. 

Seeing Lye and Ayla making love so passionately had driven the brunette completely insane. She wanted so desperately to confess her feelings to Lye right then and there in the middle of her sex with the blonde; but with tears in her eyes she felt like it was too late. She knew Ayla would never accept such intrusion, knew that a violent sexual clash between them to prove who truly deserved the redhead was inevitable; and in her wild ferocity she had decided to be the one to instigate the fight, hoping that revealing her newfound dominant nature would drive Lye’s lustful desire for her higher than it was for Ayla. Again the brunette fell to the might of the blonde, but the two of them nearly collapsed together. In her final moments of consciousness before she passed out, the brunette had sworn this was not the end…and Ayla had practically begged for a rematch in her quivering, panting breath. 

Their sexual war by the waterfall was the most frantic, most climactic struggle either of them had ever engaged in, even stronger than the fight over the pendant and their struggle over Lye. They were so sexually adept, so incredibly powerful, that they had forced each other’s vision to darkness at exactly the same time. In the final moments of her sight, when she had seen Lye’s gorgeous form sprinting through the trees towards them, when she had seen the redhead pause in front of her form in a moment of desperation, she thought she had won Lye’s affection; but her violent rage only grew as the redhead left her form to kneel beside Ayla. 

She and Ayla awoke at the exact same moment by the edge of the waters, multiple times in the following hours and days. Each time their eyes would lock, would be unwilling to yield, would be unwilling to admit the other was the better whore. They would meet again and again in front of Lye, would fight and fuck while the redhead cheered and egged them on, each woman fighting wildly to make the other collapse like a filthy slut in front of the woman they both wanted so desperately for herself. Their bitter climaxes would explode from their forms again and again as they fucked in the meadow, their pussies sore and horny but unwilling to surrender. As sweat and cum would begin to coat their naked bodies they would lead each other to the center of the lake, washing each other’s filth from their naked bodies as they finished their bitter hatefuck in the waters. Just like their mothers before them she and Ayla fought and fucked for three days and nights in front of Lye, passing out and reawakening at exactly the same moment ever time. Their violent stalemate only ended when neither she nor the blonde had the strength to fuck for more than seconds at a time before collapsing…but it proved both to the blonde and to herself that she would never again allow shyness and fear to dictate her life. 

For over a millennia the redhead’s affection followed the pendant; as either she or the blonde fucked each other unconscious, gaining possession of the pendant, her next life would be filled with the romantic and sexual adoration of the redhead. Amanda, in any form she took, would be the most incredible fuck either woman could ever have…besides perhaps the violent sexual clashes they would lock themselves into life after life. The pendant would give the victor riches and power, the redhead securing happiness and pleasure. The promise of a perfect life was too much for either woman to surrender, was too great for either woman to accept losing it to the other; and so life after life they would fight, struggling like filthy whores for hours and days until one of them proved herself the victor. 

For over a thousand years it had been this way, she and the blonde trading possession of the pendant and the redhead nearly life after life as one, then the other would find herself victorious…but in recent centuries the redhead’s affections began to change. She began to choose the blonde no matter who

owned the pendant, no matter who was victorious in their desperate, ravenous wars. With every life Megan fought harder, struggled to be who the redhead wanted; but no matter what she did, the redhead’s affection began to gravitate further and further away, causing Megan’s spirit to darken more and more. 

Memories of the fantastic times she and the redhead had life after life continued to haunt her, and she desperately begged the unknown spirits surrounding the pendant to allow the redhead to see her in passionate light once more; but the gods were silent. Fortune and power without love and affection were almost meaningless; and although she found surrogates throughout the last centuries of history, the redhead’s form haunted her almost night after night. 

Life after life Megan’s anger and rage grew hotter, her desires for Amanda’s gorgeous body never fading even as the redhead drew continually distant. In bitter rage she began doing everything she could to steal the redhead away from Blake, began to use Amanda’s absence to hurt the blonde further and further. She knew the magic of the pendant was no longer allowing the redhead to love her in order to drive her rage and will to fight higher and higher, but her hatred at seeing the blonde and the redhead falling in love over and over made her blame Blake for everything that went wrong in every life she lived. She never begged the redhead to love her, never fully admitted her feelings to Amanda’s essence, as if not being the redhead’s immediate choice showed a weakness inside herself she had to prove she didn’t possess. Harder and harder she would fight against the blonde, forcefully stealing Amanda away at every chance she could even when the redhead didn’t want her. Her loneliness made her cold and cruel…but if the spirits would only allow her a chance, she believed she could show Amanda more love and affection than the blonde ever could. One look in the blonde’s eyes fight after fight proved her enemy thought the exact same thing however; and if they ever had to fight each other fully over the possession of the redhead’s affection, she knew it would be the longest, most desperate war either one of them ever engaged in. Weeks of constant fighting could pass before their horny, sexually devastating forms reached a conclusion…and even then neither would willfully admit the other was superior. 

Lightning illuminated the hellish scene of Megan and Blake crushed against each other like whores, tears streaming down their cheeks as they forced

themselves to endure the violent images and memories assaulting them even more desperately than the rain. Immediately afterwards the loudest crack of thunder either woman had ever heard detonated through the sky, its sound so powerful that it seemed to shake the world around them. In an instant the two gorgeous whores were forced back to the present, the visions disappearing so quickly that in seconds the only thing they saw was the violent glare in one another’s eyes. Megan’s heart raced in her chest as the violent, hateful look she had always known in her bitter enemy shone like a fire in Blake’s eyes…the blonde remembered everything now, just as she did. They felt their tongues quivering against each other inside their mouths, their delicious droplets of spit mixing in the midst of their stalemate; and as wild, muffled screams clashed between their lips the brunette and the blonde crushed their tongues around each other like whores, each woman knowing there was nothing standing between them and the hellish, sexual war they were destined to have. 

Violent screams escaped the lips of Megan and Blake as they crushed their palms against each other’s cheeks once more, tears streaming from their eyes as they slapped each other as hard as they could. They sobbed into each other’s mouth from the pain, but even through the violence of their mutual attacks their tongues never left each other’s mouth. They could feel their cheeks growing hot from the blows, each woman glaring into the glistening eyes of her gorgeous rival as they allowed the pain to drive their ravenous hatred for each other so deep that it would never go away. 

Their glistening orbs remained locked in violent hate, two horny, rival sluts who remembered everything from their past. The countless ways they made each other scream, the countless lives they fought against each other in, nothing remained shrouded in mystery anymore. The heat rising in their cheeks, the way their panting breaths clashed between their open lips, the sensation of their powerful, delicious tongues struggling against each other, every emotion they felt was driving them to insanity. Even through their hatred they wanted to come, were so violently, desperately horny; and the hands they had used to slap each other like whores forced themselves between one another’s thighs, each woman loving the other’s wetness through her lace as she began frantically rubbing her enemy’s pussy with reckless abandon. 

“There you go you filthy bitch, there you fucking go!” Megan moaned, her words desperately muffled by their struggling tongues as she and Blake mixed and traded their spit like vicious rivals. “I knew you’d fucking remember you filthy little slut, I knew you’d fucking remember!” She grinded her hand against the other woman’s trembling cunt, her fingers spreading Blake’s pussy lips wide even through the lace of her panties. “Show me what you’ve got, bitch! I’m gonna make you scream so fucking much, you’ll be fucking begging me to let you go! Amanda and that fucking pendant belong to me, whore! You couldn’t possibly enjoy either of them as much as I can! I can make that gorgeous redhead happier than you ever could!” 

“I’m gonna make you fucking scream, you little whore!” Blake sobbed, her pussy throbbing violently as she felt Megan’s fingers expertly violating her tender cunt. She fought to do the same to her bitter brunette rival, struggling to break her down as she crushed her middle finger against her enemy’s clit. 

Blake’s entire body trembled as she listened to the brunette scream in pleasure, but as the other woman’s finger grinded against her clit just as viciously the blonde’s cries mixed with the brunette’s, shattering the air around them even louder than the violent thunder. “The redhead, the pendant, they’re both mine slut! Just accept that Amanda will never fucking love you again, and accept your fucking defeat like a good little whore!” 

Hot tears of bitter rage streamed down Megan’s face as she and Blake grinded against each other’s tender clit, the blonde’s hateful words stinging deeper than any of her enemy’s bitter, hateful slaps. She knew during the lifetimes she and the redhead were lovers, she had done everything she could to ensure Amanda’s incarnations had the life she deserved, knew she could make the redhead even happier than the blonde could; but she knew Blake believed Amanda was always happier with the blonde. Neither woman would ever admit the other could be right, would never admit her desperate rival could make the redhead just as happy as she could; but the following centuries made Megan doubt her own abilities. She was so filled with violent hate, so filled with crippling confusion as to why the redhead had begun to choose Blake’s essence no matter who the

pendant belonged to. Even in this life it seemed too late, the redhead’s loyalty to Blake seemed chosen even before the blonde had regained her memories…but she knew she had to try. With silent cries Megan swore that once she forced Blake to a shuttering, climactic surrender she would stand in front of Amanda without barriers, and do everything she could to prove to the redhead why they belonged together. 

Fueled with violent hatred Megan pulled her middle finger away from Blake’s tender clit, driving three fingers deep inside the blonde’s soaking pussy through the lace of her soaking panties. Her heart raced violently in her chest as she listened to the blonde sob in fierce pleasure, practically praying for her furious intrusion to force her enemy to an early, crippling climax; but even as she felt the other woman’s pussy lips biting desperately at her slender fingers through the fabric, she knew it wouldn’t be that easy. She watched Blake’s glistening eyes flare with the violent light of ravenous desire, and as she felt the blonde force three fingers inside her soaking twat as well through her panties, she knew she would have to fight for every advantage she had. The vicious penetration was so expert, so incredible, that Megan wanted to come violently right then and there; but just as Blake had done, the brunette forced her lust under control. 

Blake drove her tongue even deeper into the brunette’s ravenous mouth, choked, horny sobs echoing around them as Megan’s tongue immediately followed suit. 

She could hardly believe Megan’s delusional words, could hardly believe that after everything the brunette had done in their most recent lives, Megan still thought she was the best thing for Amanda. After all the punishment for following her heart, for loving Blake despite who owned the sapphire pendant, Megan still believed she was good enough to love the redhead in the way she deserved. She had no idea why the pendant’s magic no longer seemed to force the redhead’s affection; but since Amanda’s essence always seemed to follow her, always seemed to be drawn to blonde over brunette, Blake didn’t care. She knew if their positions were reversed, she would be overcome by the same violent jealousy that Megan was, but she tried to shake the abhorrible thoughts from her mind. The violent sensations scorching through her body forced her mind back to the present; and as she glared into Megan’s glistening eyes, she knew she had to overcome the brunette no matter how long they had to fight. 

Megan’s entire body quaked violently as Blake’s slender, expert fingers drove deep inside of her again and again. Even as their tongues struggled desperately between their gaping mouths, even as their mixing spit began to sparkle upon their lips and drip down their chins, she knew she couldn’t allow herself to be consumed by the frantic, horny lust swirling around her ravenous form. With panting sobs she pumped her fingers inside of Blake’s pussy just as wildly as the blonde’s fingers were penetrating her own, each woman’s violent cries tinged with the lust of sexual war. Every fiber of Megan’s body screamed for release, every pump of Blake’s fingers threatened to drive the brunette to powerful ecstasy; but as she felt Blake’s form quaking just as violently, as she listened to the blonde’s pleading cries dripping with just as much desire as her own, she knew the blonde was fighting the exact same losing battle not to come. 

Even as Megan swore she would prove to the redhead she was better than Blake, even as she despised the blonde with every ounce of her spirit, she loved the way her enemy’s fingers penetrated her ravenous pussy. Even through her furious hatred she could feel herself squirting, could feel her sex so close to the edge of violent climax that every single moment they fought was a moment Megan feared she would collapse in ecstasy. She could feel her enemy’s panties growing even wetter, could feel Blake’s pussy practically pulsing arousal across her fingers through the lace; and as she and the blonde opened their mouths even wider in cries of passion, she knew the blonde was squirting just as desperately, knew her rival was just as close to coming as she was. They drove their tongues into each other’s mouths as deep as they could, each woman nearly gagging as the other struggled to break her concentration from the bitter intrusion; but somehow she and Blake held their control. 

Their frantic tongues twisted and corkscrewed desperately inside their mouths, fighting violently for possession of their mixing spit. Tears streamed down their faces, mixing upon their cheeks as their faces twisted against each other furiously from their bitter kiss. Their sexual, lingerie-clad forms stumbled back and forth across the porch as they fought to overcome each other’s strength, as they struggled desperately to drive each other over the edge. Each woman hated

how much she loved the taste of her hated rival’s spit, hated how much she loved the power in the other’s incredible tongue. Each woman felt so dirty, felt so filthy for loving the other’s furious antics despite the violent hatred they held for each other…but as each woman listened to the other’s moans, containing the exact same bitter lust, she knew her furious rival was practically pleading with her to drive her over the edge. 

They could feel their slender fingers growing wetter and wetter inside each other’s trembling pussy as they drove inside each other again and again, neither woman able to keep herself from squirting. Each woman’s sex-lips were practically biting at the other’s fingers, forcing each other’s penetration deeper and deeper, betraying the frantic hatred they held for each other. They sobbed into each other’s mouth as they fought, as their gorgeous, sexual forms stumbled wildly across the porch. They were so violently horny, so filled with hated lust for each other as even with what prizes lay at stake, each woman wanted so violently to be driven over the edge. They loved each other’s bitter cries, loved each other’s frantic penetration, neither woman willing to surrender even as she felt a powerful orgasm driving dangerously close. They began twisting their fingers inside each other with every pump, the sides of their fingers grinding against the inner walls of each other’s tender sex. They curved their fingers slightly, adding even more girth to their attack as they fingered each other with reckless abandon. They could hardly see each other through the tears of pleasure, but they kept their glistening eyes locked; and as another violent explosion of thunder detonated through the night, vibrating through their trembling forms, Megan and Blake screamed each other’s name in muffled hate, coming so violently that their visions were driven almost immediately to darkness. 

Tears streamed down their precious cheeks as the blonde and the brunette pulsed hot cum across one another’s slender fingers through their lace panties, coating each other’s hand with arousal. In an instant the two vicious whores were forced to their knees from the pleasure, their legs buckling violently beneath them. 

Even as Megan and Blake sank to the ground, neither woman released the other’s incredible, sexual form, the fingers of one hand still buried deep in each other’s soaking tresses while the fingers of the other continued to pump inside each other’s soaking pussy with reckless abandon. Screams of violent desire

erupted from their mouths, but even as they howled in mutual ecstasy neither woman pulled her tongue from the other’s mouth. If anything the violent climaxes scorching through their forms made Blake and Megan kiss even more furiously, pull each other’s hair even harder, finger each other with even more reckless passion. They were ravenous now, completely insatiable, as if the climaxes shared between them had broken any barriers the two women may have had. 

Slut fought desperately against slut, each woman struggling through the agonizing pleasure scorching through her body to fight her hated rival even harder. Images of a gorgeous redhead flashed between them, each woman filled with hate as Amanda chose her rival in her nightmares. The pendant practically glowed between them as another hellish orgasm exploded from their forms, driving Blake and Megan even deeper into their wild, swirling lust. They could feel their heavy breasts compressing against each other painfully as they held each other close, bulging violently while still remaining taut and strong. With rage-filled sobs the brunette and the blonde pulled their breasts away from each other slightly before crushing them forward as hard as they could. The impact filled their muffled screams with even more lust and hatred as they felt their tender nipples clash head to head, each woman’s rods fighting to crush through the other’s and bury themselves deep in the other’s dense, sensitive titflesh. 

Without mercy Megan and Blake crushed their sexual forms against each other as hard as they could, their breasts so perfectly equal that even as the pain of their struggling tits drove them to tears, neither woman could feel the other’s breasts giving any more than her own. They could feel each other’s hard, erect nipples even through the lace of their bras, stronger and more powerful than either woman ever remembered them being. As their tender rods grated past each other side by side, stabbing into one another’s breastmeat like needles, Megan and Blake howled into each other’s mouth, squirting even more arousal across each other’s hand. Even as their visions flashed with frantic colors from their orgasmic explosions, neither woman was willing to quit. Their gorgeous bodies rocked back and forth with wild intensity, each woman struggling desperately to force her rival onto her back. The vicious pleasure, the lustful hate, everything about what they were doing to each other nearly sent the two

rivals spiraling over the edge; and as they felt another climax threatening to detonate from their bodies even before their current climaxes had ended, the rocking of their gorgeous forms grew even more ravenous. 

Blake and Megan continued to finger each other like desperate sluts, continued to twist and corkscrew their delicious tongues against each other inside their ravenous mouths, neither woman willing to quit even as their bodies begged for release. They loved the taste of each other’s spit, loved the taste of each other’s tongue, wanted almost nothing more than to devour each other’s saliva even as violent hatred scorched through their struggling forms…but they knew such taste was only driving them quickly towards the edge. With tears streaming down their cheeks the brunette and the blonde changed tactics, gathering their mixing, delicious spit in her mouth, fighting with desperate screams to shove their saliva deep into each other’s mouth. They practically forced each other to devour their mixing spit, driving their tongues so deliberately into each other’s mouth again and again that the two rivals nearly gagged. They hated each other so desperately, but they both loved being treated like filthy whores; and the sensations of each woman fighting to take control drove both enemies sexually wild. 

The agonizing pleasure, the lustful pain, everything they were doing to each other was driving Blake and Megan crazy. They buried their fingers even deeper into each other’s soaking, disheveled tresses, fighting to hold on as their bodies threatened to detonate into another uncontrollable wave of pleasure. Their pained cries echoed between them as their tightened grips caused their hair to pull; and as violent lightning flashed in their eyes Megan and Blake began to tear at each other’s tresses in rhythm with the desperate rocking of their sexual forms. Both women loved having their hair pulled during sex, even in the midst of a hellacious fuckwar…it made them feel so dirty and filthy that they practically begged for it. 

Even as Blake and Megan forced each other back and forth, struggling desperately to use their violent pulls on each other’s hair to force each other

over, neither woman’s tongue left the other’s ravenous mouth. Every time the bitter tugging on their tresses forced one woman’s mouth backwards, the other’s plush lips gave chase, their tongues never ceasing their desperate corkscrew. If anything, it made the frantic lust they felt from their bitter tonguefight even more incredible, each woman’s tongue slicing against the other’s so furiously that spit began to sparkle upon their lips, dripping down their chins as their gorgeous bodies rocked. They felt like whores for loving each other’s taste in the middle of their desperate sexwar; but each woman knew the other loved her own spit just as much. 

The pelting of the rain against their skin was cold, but its chill could do nothing to lessen the burning heat transferring between their gorgeous bodies as they fought. Their figures burned with furious lust, the desperate struggle the two rival whores were locked into already driving their sexual forms sore. Sweat began to bead upon their skin as their strengths remained violently equal, neither woman able to topple her desperate rival even as they crushed their bodies together with all their might. Flesh crushed and grinded against flesh as their breasts bulged painfully, as their forms frantically rocked, as they tongued and fingered each other like filthy whores. Their sexual, horny scents swirled around them desperately as they fought, their mixing aromas driving both women violently wild. Even throughout every lifetime the two women fought, neither could remember loving the other’s scents as much as she did now. They were ravenous for violent sex, so desperately horny that they wanted to remain locked like this forever. Their sexes bit and sucked at one another’s fingers through the lace as they drove inside each other again and again. Megan and Blake were already so violently tender…and they were just barely getting started. 

Tongues twisting, breasts mashing, fingers tearing desperately at one another’s hair the two rival whores fought, tears streaming down their precious cheeks as they screamed their lust into one another’s mouth. Their slender fingers pumped and twisted deep inside each other’s trembling sex, neither woman willing to submit even as they felt their pussy lips biting and sucking at one another’s fingers. Even as they glared into each other’s glistening eyes Megan and Blake could sense the essence of Amanda swirling around them, as if even though she wasn’t here physically, the redhead was watching them fight each other like

whores. In an instant they wondered if Amanda was dreaming of the desperate fuckwar they were locked into on the porch, if the redhead’s sleeping fantasies were giving her visions of what Blake and Megan had locked each other into. 

Each woman wanted desperately to show Amanda the other didn’t deserve her, wanted to make the redhead scream and come from her visions; and then another wave of pleasure forced the two rival whores back to the present, each woman using every ounce of control she had not to come. 

Blake sobbed into her enemy’s mouth like a slut as the brunette penetrated her again and again. She struggled as hard as she could to fight back, to match the other woman’s powerful thrusts with her own. Even as she fought Megan with every ounce of strength she had, as she crushed her gorgeous, sexual form against the other woman’s as hard as she could, she couldn’t force Megan’s body fully to the ground. Her entire form thrashed wildly as she felt Megan’s fingers driving inside her all the way to the knuckles, and even though she penetrated the brunette’s pussy just as deeply, she knew she wouldn’t be able to hold on much longer. With every ounce of strength she could muster Blake crushed her palm against Megan’s squealing clit, grinding against the brunette’s desperate center of pleasure as hard as she could. The blonde listened to her hated rival sobbing in panicked ecstasy as even through the grinding the rhythm of Blake’s fingers never ceased; and the blonde nearly screamed in passionate victory as her advancement drove Megan to orgasm, the violent pleasure shattering the brunette’s concentration as she pulsed another wave of cum across Blake’s expert fingers. 

Megan and Blake screamed into each other’s mouth as their gorgeous forms toppled over violently, the blonde landing so aggressively on top of the brunette that the breath was nearly driven from their lungs. Furious colors flashed across Megan’s vision as she came, desperately struggling to maintain composure as Blake’s incredible body drove hatefully against her own. They continued tearing at each other’s hair, continued to twist their tongues against each other like violent lovers; but as wave after wave of searing pleasure scorched through the brunette’s body, she could feel herself losing. She sobbed Amanda’s name as the blonde whore she fought against glared down at her, knew that if she remained under the blonde’s control Blake would drive her to climax again and again

before she could recover. The redhead’s image filled Megan’s mind, practically begging her not to surrender; and the brunette knew she had to act fast or she could lose Amanda forever. 

Tears streamed down the cheeks of the gorgeous brunette as she fought through the pleasure to regain control. She sobbed as the ecstasy of her climax detonated even higher in rhythm with Blake’s expert fingers, and as the sensations continued to grow Megan almost wanted to surrender to the blonde’s incredible violations; but she forced herself to fight back. With trembling sobs Megan crushed her own palm against Blake’s clit, grinding so furiously against the blonde’s center of pleasure that she could feel every aspect of her enemy’s sex through the lace. In a violent calm Blake’s body immediately quivered into stillness, her furious cries of victory driving into silence; and in the next second the blonde threw her head back in violent ecstasy, screaming her enemy’s name in climactic pleasure. 

Spit dripped across their lips and chins as Blake’s frantic orgasm forced their tongues from each other’s mouth for the first time since they began, the sensations making the two rivals feel so dirty and filthy that they absolutely loved it. The blonde sobbed in furious pleasure as her entire body thrashed uncontrollably from her climaxes, slapping her hips against Megan’s again and again even as the brunette continued to finger her like a desperate whore. She continued to pull on her enemy’s raven tresses, continued to drive her fingers inside her enemy’s pussy, struggling ravenously to remain in control; but her pleasurable sobs were overcome with panic as she felt Megan’s body struggling violently against her own. She fought to remain on top, struggled against the power of the brunette’s ravenous form, but it was no use; and her heart raced frantically in her chest as their struggling forms rotated on the soaking wood of the porch. 

Tears streamed down Megan’s cheeks as she forced her body on top of Blake’s, bearing down upon her gorgeous rival just as the blonde had done to her just moments before. Even now Megan was still coming, the blonde’s fingers driving

inside of her so expertly that every second threatened to send her over the edge even before her climaxes had subsided. Megan’s entire body trembled from the pleasure, but her manic screams were tinged with victorious cackles as she glared down into the face of her bitter, hateful rival. She spat in Blake’s face with a sneer, loving the way her saliva mixed with the tears and rain upon her desperate enemy’s cheeks. She loved the way Blake sobbed, loved the lust and fear and hate glistening in the other woman’s eyes; but she knew the same violent emotions shone in her own glistening orbs as well. 

“That’s it you fucking whore, scream my name!” Megan snarled, driving her fingers into Blake’s tender pussy with reckless abandon again and again. Even as she fingered Blake furiously, even as she continued to pull on her enemy’s soaking, golden tresses, she could feel her own sex practically pleading for another climax. Megan’s ravenous pussy was still coating Blake’s fingers with cum even as she bore her breasts down upon the blonde’s once more, even as she and her desperate enemy lashed their tongues against each other’s cheeks again and again. They licked the tears from each other’s face, licked the rain and sweat from each other’s skin, coating one another’s visage with even more saliva as they treated each other like filthy sluts. “Tell me how much you fucking like it, bitch! Let me know what a weak little slut you really are!” 

Blake sobbed like a whore, her pleading cries betraying the violent lust she felt even as she and Megan licked each other’s face like desperate lovers. She despised the brunette with every fiber of her being, wanted nothing more than to make Megan scream in surrender again and again; but she couldn’t fight the fact that she loved everything her rival was doing to her. Every slice of her tongue, every tug on her hair, every thrust of her fingers, sent Blake deeper and deeper into sexual madness. Her gorgeous form continued to thrash wildly against the brunette’s no matter how hard she tried to control her ecstasy. Blake hated how even through her desperate rage her body grinded against Megan’s hand, practically begging the brunette to force her over the edge again and again. She could feel the other woman’s pussy still squirting across her hand, still coating her slender fingers with her juices; and despite Megan’s advantage, she could feel the brunette’s hips grinding against her own hand as well. 

Again and again Megan’s tongue clashed against Blake’s as they licked each other’s face like horny sluts, slicing across each other with frantic obsession between their ravenous mouths. She could feel another climax threatening to burst from her sexual form even before her previous orgasm had ended, could feel her pussy practically humping the blonde’s fingers even as she fought to drive her desires under control. She sobbed as her cunt bit and sucked at Blake’s fingers in ecstasy, forcing her rival to finger her deeper, the blonde’s thrusts growing more and more powerful as her hips moved in time with Blake’s desperate sexual defiance. Tears streamed down her cheeks as she felt Blake’s pussy reciprocating the desire, sucking and pulsing around her fingers as if pleading for even stronger penetration. She and Blake glared into each other’s glistening eyes as their cries clashed between them, as their hot breaths mixed between their lips as they centered on each other’s tongue once more. They struggled to hold on, each woman fighting desperately to contain her detonations until her bitter enemy had fallen; and then Megan’s body quaked so violently that their gorgeous forms would have been forced away from each other had it not been for the violent holds on each other’s soaking tresses. The brunette screamed the blonde’s name to the heavens, throwing her face to the ceiling as Blake’s clench on her hair forced her neck to arch; and with mixed, pleading sobs Blake and Megan exchanged the top position once more, the blonde cackling in victory as she forced Megan’s burning, sexual form beneath her own. 

“You tell me how much you fucking like it, whore!” Blake screamed, spitting into the brunette’s sobbing face just as her rival had done just moments before. 

Megan’s lips remained open in violent, climactic sobs as ecstasy scorched through her form; and as Blake’s spit passed between her lips and deep inside her mouth she almost choked from the sweetness. “I know you fucking love it you little slut! I know you fucking love it!” She crushed her hips against Megan’s even as they continued to finger each other like sluts, loving the way her rival’s cries grew even hornier from the impacts. “I’m gonna make you fucking scream how much better I am then you! I’m gonna make you fucking admit to Amanda you’re nothing more than a filthy whore! And then I’m gonna fuck her in front of you so passionately that no matter how many more lives we fight through, she’ll never fucking want to look at you again!” 

Through glistening eyes Megan glared up at her gorgeous blonde enemy, hating how beautiful the other woman looked even in the midst of their violent sexfight. 

Even with everything the blonde threatened, even through Blake’s hateful, damaging words, Megan wanted this bitter fuckfight to last forever. The passionate hatred, the lustful violence, every single lifetime made the brunette love the bitter wars against Blake more and more. She knew Blake wanted desperately to hear Megan give in, knew the blonde’s threats were a demand for her surrender; but as the redhead’s image flashed in her mind once more, she knew she couldn’t surrender. Her mouth remained open in pleading moans, but her bitter cries were filled with defiance and challenge. She loved the hate searing in Blake’s glistening eyes, loved the blonde’s violent control as Blake drove her tongue between her open lips in retaliation for her silence. Even as Megan nearly gagged from its sweetness, she fought the desperate urge to mirror her enemy’s intrusion and fight for her spit. Instead the brunette pursed her lips tightly around Blake’s delicious tongue, sucking on it so hard that it felt like she was devouring candy; and from the desperate, unexpected advancement Blake exploded in another violent climax, the sudden detonation allowing Megan to force her gorgeous form to the top of their quivering, sexual mass once more. 

“You’re the one who’s gonna be begging me to stop, cunt!” Megan sobbed back, her body still quivering in orgasmic pleasure even as she crushed her breasts down on top of her enemy’s with vicious rage. She grinded her perfect breasts left and right against Blake’s, fighting desperately to punish the blonde for standing in her way. Tears streamed down her precious cheeks as she felt Blake return the favor even as she came like a whore, grinding the opposite direction, forcing their tender, erect rods to bend against each other again and again through their bras. “I’m gonna fuck you until you fucking tell Amanda you never want to fucking see her again! I’m gonna make everything right with her! And when she’s mine I’m gonna fuck her while you fucking watch, sobbing as you realize you’ll never fucking have her back!” She drove her tongue deep between Blake’s plush lips, vicious lust overcoming her sexual control as just thinking of having Amanda again drove her wild; but before she could realize her mistake Blake sucked hard on her tongue like candy, the sensations of the blonde’s retaliation too much for her to bear. Violent orgasms detonated through her gorgeous form, tears streaming down her cheeks as she screamed in muffled

hatred. In seconds Megan found herself beneath the gorgeous rival whore she fought against, howling as her pussy exploded with another wave of cum. She felt Blake’s tongue force deep inside her mouth in a bitter display of dominance, the blonde’s lips never releasing the brunette’s delicious tongue…but before Blake could pull away Megan pursed her lips around her enemy’s tongue just as tightly, sucking until the blonde was forced to the same shuddering climax. 

Again and again Megan and Blake traded the top position of their quivering, sexual mass, tears streaming down their cheeks as they fought like violent whores. They shared and traded orgasms in almost constant cadence, neither woman allowing the other’s climaxes to finish before forcing her to even more frantic waves of ecstasy. For over an hour the two whores fought each other this way, neither woman willing to surrender even as their muscles ached from the frantic strain. They continued to tear at one another’s soaking tresses wildly, continued to finger each other’s sex with unadulterated ferocity, forcing each other to more orgasms than either could count. With every climax they grew more ravenous, neither woman able to hide her violent lust as even when their orgasms became tinged with pain, their panicked sobs practically pleaded for more. They kissed and licked each other like furious whores even as they fought, their lips only parting when one or both of them screamed each other’s or Amanda’s name in violent ecstasy. Many times over it felt like their lust would overtake their hatred, like their frantic desires would override the reasons they were destined to fight; but just before the two rivals would lose themselves they would open their mouths wide, would lock their jaws and bite down painfully, each woman screaming against the other’s skin as even then their tongues would continue to slice across one another’s skin. The bites were never enough to break the skin, but they would hurt; and when the pain allowed the two rivals to once more hold onto their hatred Megan and Blake would release each other’s mouth, spitting in each other’s face in rage before resuming their furious, horny antics, kissing and licking each other like whores. 

No matter how hard they tried, no matter how many times they forced each other to orgasm, neither woman was willing to quit. Even as sweat beaded upon their skin, even as their muscles began to ache from the strain, the ferocity of their desperate fighting never let up. The pendant glowed dimly between them as their

bodies rotated over and over, flaring briefly with every climax. Most normal women would have collapsed by now with such frantic struggle, but even through the pain and sexual detonations Megan and Blake fought just as frantically as when they had just begun. They were so ravenous to make each other scream, so horny that they wanted to be driven to climax again and again. 

Their bodies burned with rampant desire, the heat from their gorgeous, oversexed bodies driving the lust searing between them even hotter…even now after countless climaxes Blake and Megan still wanted more. Another furious thrust sent the two gorgeous whores to another mutual climax; and as blonde and brunette settled on their sides, screaming in orgasmic pleasure, the two bitter rivals knew their fingers would no longer be able to satisfy them. 

“Is this really…how you want…to fucking…settle this!?” Blake whimpered, fighting to make her words understood through the frantic pleasure scorching through her form. Between her strained words the blonde continued to lick the brunette whore she struggled against, continued to pull her hair like a disobedient slut. “You really want…to fucking…settle this…fingering each other like filthy virgins…too scared to match cunt to cunt like real women!?” 

“I’ll fucking fight you…any way…you fucking want!” Megan panted back, tears still streaming down her cheeks as pleasure scorched through her body. Rain continued to pelt against them as they struggled, lightning glinting off the sweat and water on their skin as they treated each other like filthy whores. “If you want…to match you filthy cunt…against mine…then let’s fuck for real! Let’s see…whose pussy…truly deserves Amanda’s!” 

“Then let’s fucking…take this inside…you filthy whore!” Blake demanded, hardly able to believe she was inviting her desperate, hated rival into her own home…but Megan had to be taught a lesson she would never forget. Amanda was hers, the pendant was hers, everything she had worked so hard to achieve was hers…and she wasn’t about to let a filthy brunette whore take it all away just because she couldn’t accept that magic wasn’t fair. 

Megan was filled with manic rage as she and Blake glared into each other’s glistening eyes, each woman struggling to maintain control as their orgasms surged through their tender, oversexed forms. The brunette continued to twist her fingers inside the blonde’s sex, wincing as Blake did the same, both women driving the pleasure of the last moments of each other’s desperate climax to excruciating heights. Megan knew the blonde would feel more comfortable fucking in her own home, crushing cunt to cunt in her own bed; but losing in her own domain would be devastating. If she were to fuck Blake into submission here, if she were to be able to make the blonde scream her surrender in the place she felt like a queen, maybe Amanda would finally see her for the powerful warrior she really was. 

Megan and Blake glared into each other’s glistening eyes, loving the furious hatred burning behind their dazzling orbs. Even as the final seconds of their bitter climaxes elapsed the two rivals continued twisting their fingers inside each other, driving each other wetter and wetter, making each other moan like whores as every second the two women felt like they were on the verge of climax. They pressed forehead to forehead roughly, panting into each other’s mouth as their lips opened wide against each other. The two rivals practically dared each other to continue their dirty war on the porch, dared each other to avoid the filthy fucking and admit she was afraid. Their tongues held tip to tip, each woman daring the other to surrender to her lust, to be the first to resume their bitter kiss and admit she didn’t believe her pussy was strong enough to fuck the other’s sex. 

For nearly a full minute Blake and Megan lay against each other in silent challenge, their panting moans echoing even louder than the rain and the wind. 

They allowed the storm’s shower to clean the sweat and spit from their bodies, to purify their skin and wash them anew. They could still smell each other’s sexual pheromones, could still smell how their bodies begged for sex despite their hatred. Their mixing aromas drove the two rivals crazy as they glared into each other’s spirit, the thought of finally crushing full sex against full sex nearly driving the two rivals to climax right then and there. With bitter screams Megan and Blake spat into each other’s face like whores, each woman showing the

other that no matter how filthy this desperate fuckwar became, there would be no mercy. Spit glistened upon their cheeks as the brunette and the blonde slowly rose to their feet, each woman hating the other’s defiance as they leaned against each other for support. Their legs trembled weakly beneath them as they felt the warmth of each other’s bodies, as they clutched each other close to steady themselves; and as they felt the strength returning to their forms, they nearly moaned in anticipation for what was to come. 

Lightning blazed and thunder crashed throughout the night as Megan and Blake shoved each other away, pulling their fingers from each other’s pussy and releasing each other’s dripping tresses with mixing, furious growls. Their hair was soaking and disheveled, somehow adding even more to the frantic, hellish beauty that surrounded them. Their heavy, perfect breasts rose and fell in unison as they panted, struggling to catch their breath. Somehow, miraculously, even through a full hour of desperate fingering, neither woman’s panties had torn. 

Even through their frantic, desperate rolling, their lingerie remained intact. With quivering moans the two rival sluts realized this had to be due to the magic of the pendant, both women trembling as Amanda’s image shocked through their visions once more. 

Blake and Megan nearly came as they remembered one of their struggles in front of the redhead, how in a past life the woman they fought over desperately begged to watch them fuck in their lingerie until they were struggling in the tattered remains. Lustful flashes glistened in the eyes of the furious rivals, each woman painfully aware that the other had seen the redhead’s image just as clearly as she did; and as rage exploded through the two gorgeous whores Megan and Blake slapped each other as hard as they could, streaking one another’s cum across their gorgeous, snarling faces. They cried out in pain as their faces were driven to the side, and in their visions they heard Amanda’s orgasmic screams echoing in their minds. In another life the redhead desperately loved watching them slap each other, loved the bitter, mutual combat of it as they drove each other’s cheeks as red as her hair. Blake and Megan turned to face each other through their blistering tears as they felt their skin growing hot from the blows; and with snarling growls the two rivals followed each other inside, out of the furious storm and into the dry warmth of Blake’s abode. 

The door slammed violently behind them as Megan and Blake turned to face each other once more. They glared into each other’s glistening eyes, each woman hating how beautiful the other looked even through the hatred they held for each other. They didn’t even bother locking the door behind them; as their eyes locked, they knew neither of them were willing to run. Their eyes traced the incredible curves of one another’s body, drifting across the garters stretched along their powerful thighs; and immediately their orbs flashed with wicked lust. 

The blonde and the brunette stepped towards each other with menacing snarls, their gorgeous bodies just inches from touching. They glared into each other’s eyes challengingly, daring each other to back down…but both women felt so ravenously filthy that each woman knew the other would accept any advancements she made. The two rivals nearly moaned as they bent down low, hissing wordless obscenities as they reached towards each other’s garters with trembling hands. They could smell each other’s sexual aromas, could smell each other’s incredible pheromones as their bodies twisted around each other, each woman locking her garters to the other’s stockings; each woman’s aura drove the other absolutely wild. Megan and Blake trembled with furious lust as their work was done, their bodies quivering with excitement as they stood. The brunette and the blonde pulled back slightly, ensuring their garters held tight; and as each woman felt the stretch of the other’s garters, forcing them to remain close, the two rivals couldn’t keep their horny moans from escaping their lips. 

“Nowhere left to run now, pathetic little whore…” Blake hissed, her body trembling as she and Megan pressed in tit to tit once more. She could feel her nipples brushing against Megan’s through the fabric of their bras, could hear the brunette’s moans of lust mixing with her own from the tender caresses. She forced her rods against Megan’s more deliberately, trembling as her enemy returned the favor, both women panting between them as they felt their nipples beginning to bend from the pressure. “I’m gonna fuck you for hours, even days if I have to you brunette bitch! And when I have you sobbing my name I’m gonna call Amanda over to watch while I fucking punish you for standing in my

way!” 

“I’m gonna have you scream my fucking name, pitiful blonde whore!” Megan snarled back, glaring so deep into Blake’s eyes that she could almost see her own reflection in the blonde’s orbs. “But I’m gonna have Amanda moaning my name even louder when I’m finished with you!” Megan trembled with a desperate mixture of hatred and excitement as she pressed against the blonde even harder, moaning as Blake increased the pressure just as desperately, each woman almost able to feel the other’s racing heart as they begged each other to begin. “You could even call her over right now, so she can see us fight and fuck like filthy little whores! I’m gonna fuck you until you can’t even move! And while you’re fucking helpless I’m gonna let Amanda see why I’m the stronger sexual warrior! 

Why she belongs to me and not you!” 

The redhead’s image exploded across the visions of the two gorgeous whores once more, and they heard Amanda’s orgasmic screams echoing around them almost as if she was there beside them; and as Megan and Blake pressed forehead to forehead roughly, holding onto the sound as it disappeared as quickly as it had come, the brunette and the blonde knew Amanda’s slumber was already forcing her to watch. They knew when a winner between them was declared, there would be no denying who the stronger whore truly was; and as throaty, quivering moans clashed between their lips, Blake and Megan could hardly contain the frantic, lustful emotions threatening to wash over them. 

Each woman still had her own cum streaked across her cheek from their mutual, furious slaps, their scents wafting around each other and driving the two rival whores wild. They hated how much they loved each other’s aromas, despised how even with what was at stake, each woman was driven ravenous by the other’s scents. Muffled screams erupted around them as Megan and Blake crushed their tongues against each other’s skin, licking the cum from one another’s face like frantic whores. Each woman’s cream tasted like liquid candy inside the other’s mouth, and even as their faces twisted and writhed against each other, it was difficult not to completely surrender to their frantic desires. 

They struggled to pretend they hated each other’s taste, struggled to pretend they didn’t enjoy the way they were treating each other like whores; but the brunette and the blonde knew if they weren’t such desperate enemies, they would spend hours in bed licking each other to orgasm again and again. 

Amanda’s climactic screams echoed in their minds as Megan and Blake cleansed each other’s face of their arousal, each woman practically crying in lust as their tongues began to center on each other. Blake and Megan sliced their tongues against each other furiously between their gaping mouths, fighting for control as they imagined Amanda’s tongue beside theirs, ready to accept the winner. Their bodies continued to drip from the storm they had struggled in, two rival whores making out in the puddle at their feet, but as their tongues fought desperately for control, the sapphire between them began to glow brightly once more. 

Their locked eyes grew wide in surprise as the warmth from their bodies increased, as they felt the water upon their figures beginning to evaporate. In seconds their skin was almost completely dry, save for a faint wetness upon their pussies; and as even their tresses seemed to return to the perfect, pristine state they had been before their desperate fighting had begun, Megan and Blake felt their sexual strength surging back through their tender, horny forms. They hated each other’s immediate perfection, despised how everything they had just done to each other had been for nothing; and as rage exploded through the two gorgeous whores Megan and Blake buried the fingers of their right hands deep into each other’s now perfect tresses, howling in pain as they fought to destroy one another’s beauty. 

Each woman’s other hand shot towards her enemy’s breasts, pleasurable moans and pained cries mixing around them from their advancements. Megan and Blake clawed and caressed each other’s dense tits through the fabric of their bras, pinching and twisting one another’s nipples, causing both pleasure and pain to one another’s breasts as their antics drove each other wild. Their breasts were so tender, so sensitive during sex, that just the sensation of one another’s fingers dancing roughly upon her tits nearly drove the two women to come. The

pleasure of their squeezing and caressing caused the two busty rivals to nearly scream in pleasure, while the pinching and scratching helped keep them in check. They hated each other desperately, wanted nothing more than to destroy each other as they felt each other’s nipples growing harder and stronger through the lace. They loved the tears in each other’s eyes, loved their mixing, panting breaths as still their tongues struggled against each other. The brunette and the blonde stumbled around the den as they pulled each other’s hair once more, each woman fighting desperately to force the other under her control; but as their pussies practically throbbed from the ferocity of their struggle, the two women knew what their bodies so desperately desired. 

“You’re stalling, bitch!” Blake snarled, her words barely understandable as she and Megan continued to trade spit like lovers. She winced as the brunette’s fingers pleasured and punished her sensitive breasts; but Megan’s lustful pain mirrored her own as they glared into each other’s eyes. “What’s the matter, whore!? Afraid my pussy’s gonna fucking drain yours for good!?” 

“You’re the one who’s stalling, slut!” Megan growled back, pulling violently on her enemy’s golden tresses. She whimpered as Blake followed suit, but even as the two whores forced each other’s face left and right, their ravenous tongues never parted. “You know I’m gonna fuck you senseless in your own bed! And then I’ll force you to watch while Amanda and I make love in the wetness of your filthy orgasms!” 

“Shut your fucking mouth!” Blake moaned, driving her tongue even deeper into Megan’s mouth, but the blonde nearly choked as her enemy mirrored her vicious intrusion. “Amanda will never fucking love you again, so you shut your fucking mouth you pathetic brunette whore!” 

“Why don’t you fucking shut it for me, pitiful blonde slut!?” Megan cried back; and immediately after she felt Blake’s delicious tongue drive so deeply into her ravenous mouth that she almost gagged. Tears welled in her eyes from the

violent intrusion, but the brunette shoved her tongue just as deep into her enemy’s mouth as she could in retaliation, her lips and Blake’s sealing like frantic whores as they stifled each other’s lustful, desperate cries. 

In an instant their bodies began to stumble wildly around the room, fighting desperately to gain control. They were so hot, so horny, so ravenous, that even through their hatred the two desperate rivals felt like they could come. Their strengths were so equal, so evenly matched, that neither woman’s antics were without the vicious resistance of her desperate rival. Their glistening eyes remained locked in violent hate, each woman loving the tears sparkling in the other’s gorgeous orbs, but their mirrored looks of lustful defiance drove both of them wild. Blake’s eyes darted towards the bedroom door, her spirit filled with violent challenge; and as Megan’s aura filled with the same desperate lust, practically begging to begin their ravenous fuck, the brunette and the blonde began stumbling towards the bedroom, their bodies still driving against each other violently as they fought the furious urges to come. 

Megan and Blake slammed into the closed bedroom door, nearly splintering the wood as their sexual forms forced it open. They sobbed in frantic pleasure as they collapsed onto the bed, the sensation of falling together on the mattress still wet from the blonde’s dreams immediately sending them spiraling over the edge. 

Megan and Blake screamed each other’s name in violent ecstasy as they came, tearing their tongues from each other’s mouth as their faces arched towards the heavens. Their mixed spit dripped down their chins and onto their perfect breasts as their frantic climaxes caused their visions to flash with blinding colors. 

Pleasure scorched through their incredible forms, so fantastic that neither woman wanted it to stop, but Blake and Megan knew they had to fight through the agonizing pleasure no matter how much they loved it. 

Trembling sobs echoed around the two desperate whores as they fought through the pleasure, their bodies writhing against each other as for a moment their gorgeous forms rolled across each other on the mattress. They pulled each other’s hair and squeezed each other’s tits furiously as they fought for control, 

both loving and hating one another’s vicious antics. They panted into each other’s face as they glared into one another’s eyes, struggling to remain strong as the pleasure of their mutual orgasms exploded from their gorgeous forms. The power of their frantic climaxes soaked into their lace even more desperately than before, adding to the frantic undertone of their sexual pleasure. They moaned as they felt their wetness soaking through the fabric, dripping down their skin and mixing upon their thighs as Megan and Blake interlocked their legs, squeezing as hard as they could. Furious lust surrounded them as Megan and Blake soaked the blonde’s sheets with their mutual orgasms, but the two sluts desperately wanted more. 

Still crying in orgasmic lust, still tearing at each other’s hair and punishing each other’s tender breasts, Blake and Megan struggled through the pleasure and pain to adjust their bodies. Their pussies practically begged for violent sex, pleading to be forced to orgasm while administering the same sexual punishment to her hated rival. Blake and Megan moaned like sluts as their garters pulled tight, barely giving the two rivals enough room to force themselves onto their asses. 

They glared into each other’s eyes as they pulled each other’s hair in hate, forcing each other face to face as they positioned their bodies across from each other on the bed that would become their battleground. Each woman laced her right leg over her rival’s left without any hesitation, practically coming right then and there as her pussy sensed the presence of its hated rival. Their panting breaths were the only challenge either woman needed as they aimed their clothed, tender sexes at each other in lustful rage; and as their plush lips opened wide against each other Blake and Megan crushed forward with all their might, howling as cunt clashed against cunt with orgasmic power. 

As soon as their tender sexes collided Blake and Megan came, the two rival whores screaming in violent ecstasy even before their previous climaxes had ended. Even through their panties the two gorgeous girls could feel each other’s cum pulsing into her pussy, could feel her own juices pulsing into her enemy’s, their creams mixing through their lingerie so desperately that it almost felt like their panties were nonexistent. They could feel every inch of one another’s perfect twat, could feel each other’s sex lips biting and trembling against her own through their lingerie. They settled their clothed sexes into a fierce, wet

grind as they came, desperate to drive the pleasure of one another’s climaxes higher and higher. They felt their squealing clits slice across each other through their panties, the sensations so incredible that the violent shock forced them to pull away. Tears streamed down their cheeks as they sobbed, each woman’s bitter cries challenging each other to back down…but each woman knew the other never would. They hated each other, were desperate to destroy each other once and for all, were willing to endure anything they had to in order to force each other out of Amanda’s life; and with quivering screams Megan and Blake fucked each other with all their might, crushing their sexes against each other again and again with violent, merciless thrusts. 

Chapter 2

Amanda tossed and turned in her sleep, moaning as she watched Megan and Blake fucking in her dreams. The fingers of one hand were buried deep in each other’s tresses while each woman’s other hand pleasured and punished her rival’s tits. Their desperate groping was slowly stretching the fabric of their bras, their nails deliberately tearing holes in the lace; and as time drove on the two ravenous whores tore away each other’s bra altogether, their sexual moans growing louder and hornier as they could finally scratch, squeeze, and pinch at one another’s bare skin. In a frantic test of wills the two ravenous sluts wrapped their thumb and forefinger around each other’s right nipple, panting and sobbing as they pinched one another’s rod as hard as they could. Part of Amanda hated the tears streaming down their cheeks, hated how they made each other cry…but the sight made her so violently horny that even in her dreams she came, her cream soaking through her panties and onto the silken sheets she slept on. 

Blake and Megan fucked like whores in her nighttime visions, slamming sex to sex repeatedly with reckless abandon. She could tell by the way the air was filled with the sounds of their passionate ecstasy, could tell by the way their pleading moans could be heard even when their lips locked in long, deep, furious kissing that each woman was willing to endure anything as long as her rival endured the same. With every few desperate climaxes the blonde and the brunette would settle their clothed pussies into fierce, wet grinds, each woman crushing her cunt hatefully against the other’s. Amanda listened to the two rivals sobbing each other’s name in lustful hate as they grinded their wetness into each other’s lace, into each other’s ravenous pussy; and then the redhead’s heart would race as orgasmic ecstasy would cause them to scream her name to the heavens. Hearing them scream her name as they came made Amanda absolutely ravenous even through her dreams, her incredible body thrashing wildly in her own bed as their howls sent her to even more frantic orgasms. It was so furious, so frantic, so sexually incredible that she never wanted it to end; and even as she listened to them calling each other bitches and sluts and whores, arguing violently over

which one of them would be fucking her in front of the other, Amanda knew they wanted this desperate war as much as she wanted to witness it. 

The pendant had been the catalyst that sparked the desperate rivalry between Blake and Megan; but Amanda knew she was the fuel that kept their violent hatred alight. Through the ages she followed them, remembering every single life as if it were yesterday. She remembered how tenderly each woman treated her, remembered how fiercely Blake and Megan fought each other over her in every single existence. She knew the pendant was a great prize…but she knew it was her body that the brunette and the blonde truly fought over. It was exhilarating being wanted so furiously, exciting being desired so passionately that Megan and Blake were willing to fight each other to exhaustion over and over in order to have her. Even now the desire the blonde and the brunette had for her drove Amanda to climax as she watched them fuck on Blake’s bed in her dreams; but over the centuries their desperate wars had taken a toll on her. 

Throughout her lives she had found a passionate love for both Megan and Blake, found incredible tenderness for both women again and again. Even with the beauty, the eroticism, the sexual ferocity of their wars over her, Amanda became conflicted. She loved watching them fight, felt so horny with every single clash between Megan and Blake in all their iterations. In the throes of violent passion between her two lovers Amanda always became enraptured, masturbating and coming again and again to the sights and sounds of their bitter, desperate wars…

but she hated seeing either of them hurt. She knew the hatred and possessive natures they had could never be quelled, that the pain and tears were unavoidable with what was at stake. She even knew that at times Blake and Megan loved the pain, loved the scratching the slapping, the hairpulling and biting…but seeing tears that were not born out of furious climaxes made her feel like a guilty whore. 

In the beginning Amanda followed the mistress of the pendant, rewarding the desperate victor with her presence and tenderness. At first it felt the only right thing, that the stronger woman should be praised and prided over the other; but

as almost life after life the two women traded victories, the redhead began to love both of them, regardless of the victor. Amanda could tell their violent lust for the pendant was waning, could tell that she herself was the true prize of their violent sexfights; and as she began to hate the way they hurt each other even as she loved the way they fought, she knew she had to find a way to stop it. 

At first she had tried pleading with them not to fight, to either share her or find some other way to determine a victor…but Blake and Megan, in every single time period, were such ravenous whores that even during the one time they tried a secondary challenge, their furious hatred and horny desires eventually devolved their competitions into violent, unadulterated sexual warfare. She had prayed to the gods above to stop them, to somehow let all three of them rest in the next life, but the spirits seemed deaf to her cries. Even through her begging with the deities she always lived again, always became the object of affection for both Blake and Megan, always became the thing that broke them and forced them into violent, hateful sex. It seemed no matter what, Megan and Blake would never find peace, would always fight over her…unless Amanda never allowed victory to matter in which one of them she chose. 

Amanda’s heart had shattered when she realized the only possible way to keep them from fighting over her was to choose only one of them, in every single life; maybe when her affection would no longer be a factor, their furious sexual wars would cease. Perhaps if the pendant was the only thing that hung in the balance, they would grow tired of sexual warfare and cease fighting altogether. For weeks she had laid awake at night, unable to sleep, her mind racing desperately as she struggled in vain to decide which woman she wanted to remain with forever. She had recalled every single life, every single moment she had with both of them, trying furiously to determine which one of them she truly enjoyed more; but every single life seemed equally beautiful in its own way. With tears streaming down her cheeks she had recalled the sex, struggling vainly to determine who gave her the most pleasure since the happiness they gave her was equal…but even in that respect the blonde and the brunette seemed equally adept, able to make her scream and moan and beg for more with incredible ease. She had felt hopelessly lost, willing to do nearly anything in order to be able to make up her mind; but try as she might, Amanda’s spirit found no clarity. 

In a fit of helpless rage Amanda had prayed to the gods of the underworld, so desperate for help that she was willing to risk herself to the oldest gods of darkness in return for answers. Violent images had detonated through her form, the location to an abandoned temple etched clearly in her mind. Her entire body had grown cold as she recognized the forbidden Temple of Eden, a massive tower she’d only heard about in fantasy and fairytales. Supposedly the tower held everything, even the forbidden secrets of creation. Legend has it that in the temple’s deepest chambers were where Eve and Lilith fought over Adam, warring desperately over who truly deserved to be the mother of birth. Countless days of relentless struggle ensured, eventually leading to Eve’s victory…but the bitter war was said to be where desperate lust between women was truly created. 

For centuries its location had been lost, the tales believed to be nothing more than fable, but as the exact location of the temple remained branded into her mind she knew the tales must be true. 

For months the redhead had disappeared without a trace, taking the long journey to the temple deep in the Hollow Forest. As if led by deities of the underworlds themselves she had found no shortage of food and drinkable water, and beasts of danger gave her a wide berth…as if the spirits themselves wanted her to find the temple unharmed. She had felt her body trembling as she neared the temple’s location, could feel her own desperate lust for sexual battle kindling. In fact, the final few days of her journey the redhead had felt constantly aroused, always on the verge of orgasm…but something told Amanda’s spirit to stay her hand. She had sensed that once she arrived at the temple, she would need all of her strength in order to find the clarity she desperately sought. During the nights she heard phantom sexual moans, muffled screams of hateful lust…it seemed even the spirits were restless with furious rage. 

After what felt like years the redhead had reached a vast, green clearing, surrounded by such dense forestry that she could hardly see anything past the barrier. To the east was a clear lake, its waters calm nearest her, but the opposite edge was turbulent from a massive waterfall splashing down into the reservoir. 

Amanda’s audible gasp had echoed around her as she recognized the lake, 

recognized this as the exact clearing Ayla and Tala had met. Instantly she remembered how she had watched from the forest’s edge during their initial struggle, how they had forced each other unconscious before she had ran out to meet them; and her pussy had trembled violently as she remembered the countless times they clashed afterwards in front of her, vying so desperately for control that just watching them had driven her to climax again and again. She had masturbated recklessly to their bitter, violent sexfights, had sat in nearly the same place for hours with her fingers driving inside her cunt while the brunette and the blonde fought. 

With her heart racing, the redhead glanced across the meadow, searching desperately for any signs of the temple; but no matter where she looked, she had seen no entrance, had seen no hidden stones or doorways. Hot tears had streamed down her cheeks in despair, her hands shaking violently at her sides as even after this journey, she found no answers to what she sought. She had screamed to the heavens, screamed to the forest around her, howling her violent hatred as she believed the gods had abandoned her. Her entire body had trembled as she collapsed weakly to her knees; it seemed the journey had all been for naught. 

Her shoulders shook from the weight of defeat as she had crawled to the edge of the lake, removing her clothes at the shoreline. She had cried as she allowed her body to sink into the shallow waters; even if the spirits had lied to her, she wasn’t about the leave the fateful clearing uncleaned. She had dried her eyes even as her body shook with rage; she would show the spirits that even through their sadistic lies, she could hold her head up high. She had used the water’s essence to clean the sweat from her body, realizing with a start that even after these months of travels, her gorgeous form was still perfectly shaven; as if even through the sprits’ cruelty they wanted her figure to remain divine. She ran her fingers across the smooth skin of her thighs, had nearly trembled as her hand neared her pussy; and as her fingertips brushed lightly against her sex Amanda threw her head back in a furious moan of sexual, lustful rage. Being here in the spot where she had witnessed the brunette and the blonde at the height of their power, at the full peak of their lustful rage, had turned the days of horny desire into uncontrollable fury; and as everything else seemed to crumble around her, 

the redhead knew she could control herself no longer. 

Ravenous screams had echoed around the redhead as she drove her fingers desperately into her perfect sex, howling as her mind immediately raced with frantic memories of the brunette and the blonde struggling against each other with furious ecstasy. She had screamed the names of both women in every life she knew them, tears streaming down her cheeks in climactic wrath. Her pussy had throbbed furiously as she came, squirting her girl-cum desperately into the waters. Her nipples had immediately become erect with lust, and the fingers of her other hand pinched and twisted her perfect rods as she screamed her lust to the ceiling. She remembered every furious orgasm the two women had forced from each other’s body throughout their lives, remembered every time either woman sent her to heaven and back. Multiple climaxes immediately exploded from her incredible form as the memories washed over her in a cascade of passion; and as she sprayed her juices into the lake, its waters had begun to glow. 

The thunderous collapse of rocks had echoed around her over the sound of her climactic screams; and as she glanced towards the waterfall through her blistering tears, she saw the walls behind its torrent beginning to fall away. Her vision had become awash with violent colors as she fought to remain conscious through her powerful, masturbatory orgasms. She remembered how the lake had glowed during the desperate fuckwar between Ayla and Tala, how there seemed to be some mystical powers hidden within, but no matter how many times the brunette and the blonde had forced each other to come, the water’s secrets remained a mystery. She had realized with a start that no matter how many times she had climaxed during the days-long fuckwar between Ayla and Tala that her orgasms never touched the waters of the lake, wondered if she had somehow been the final piece to the puzzle that was needed to enter the temple. As the redhead’s climaxes finally slowed, as she had torn her fingers from her naked sex to avoid the risk of further orgasms, the earth’s rumbling finally stopped; and as Amanda stood in the waters she saw a vast cavern beneath the furious waters of the fall. Her heart had raced as she stepped towards it, not even bothering to collect her clothes as she moved through the lake…perhaps the gods had not lied to her after all. 

Through the corridors Amanda had travelled, the vast hallways and twisting passages furiously dark, at times devoid of any light at all; but the redhead travelled with one foot in front of the other, following her instincts. Just like her trek through the forests she had known almost exactly where to go, as if the spirits were guiding her on. After what had felt like full hours of nothing but darkness Amanda’s incredible, naked form seemed to reach a dead end; but as the redhead’s fingertips traced the stone wall in front of her, she could feel the outline of a woman’s face etched deep into the stone. She had felt the outlines of an open mouth, the etchings of a tongue hanging out as if begging for some sexual offering; and as Amanda’s fingertips forced themselves between her powerful thighs, collecting droplets of cum that hadn’t been washed away from the lake, she heard a sexual moan echo around her ravenously. Amanda had pushed her wet fingertips against the stone, coating the carving’s tongue with her orgasmic juices; and immediately afterwards the stone barricade shook violently out of the way, the room beyond so alight with burning torches that for a second Amanda was almost blind. 

As the vision had slowly returned to her eyes, adjusting to the sudden brightness of the blazing torches, the redhead stepped inside. Her eyes darted around the secret room, her body tensing for attack; but as nothing but the shadows greeted her, she realized no one had been in this chamber for millennia. Against the far wall stood a large, full-body mirror, the glass completely void of dust or cobwebs despite the obvious time that had passed since anyone had entered this room. In fact, everything seemed perfectly clean, untouched even by dust…as if the spirits themselves had decided the chambers should remain spotless. 

As she stood in front of it her own naked reflection had stared back, but even as Amanda had glared into her own eyes, the woman on the other side seemed almost foreign. In front of the mirror lay a small basin, the same carving as the wall etched into the bottom. She had used every last drop of arousal she had on her skin to open the door, but knew she needed more in order to fuel the mirror’s magic; and she had spread her legs over the basin, driving her slender fingers into her tender pussy once more. 

Amanda stood face to face with her image as she masturbated in front of the mirror, struggling desperately to recall the furious sex of her two lovers in order to aid her; but in this instance she could recall nothing. She remembered their images perfectly, had forgotten nothing of why she was here; but try as she might, the redhead had been unable to draw any of her orgasmic memories to the surface. She closed her eyes as she drove her fingers in deep, struggling desperately to rekindle new fantasies, but nothing would come. She was so horny, so close to orgasmic surrender, but needed something in order to aid her; and with a furious growl Amanda had opened her eyes, pushing her forehead against the mirror so she could glare ravenously into her own glistening orbs. 

Desperate moans had echoed around her as immediately Amanda could feel the violent, orgasmic pleasures begging to detonate from her form. She had immediately been filled with the desire for violent sex, desperate for the sensations of the furious sexual warfare she had witnessed between the blonde and the brunette many times over. She had imagined her fingers were driving into the tender sex of the woman in the mirror, had imagined it was her reflection’s fingers that penetrated her own pussy. She had lashed her tongue furiously against the glass, so desperately enraptured by her own thoughts that it truly felt like she was lashing it against another tongue. Her free hand had reached towards her own disheveled hair, causing her to moan in pain as she pulled hard on her own tresses. As tears welled in her eyes Amanda had imagined it was her copy’s fingers tearing at her hair, imagined it was the tresses of her filthy clone she pulled on so hard; and as Amanda slammed her breasts against the tits in the mirror she and her reflection came as one, howling as their powerful orgasms squirted into the bottom of the basin. Amanda and her reflection stumbled backwards, pulling their hands away from their pussies and hair; and immediately afterwards the torches along the walls had flared even brighter, forcing even the darkest shadows to disperse in a powerful, crimson glow. 

“Mmmmm….I love the way you moan…” a woman’s voice had echoed throughout the chamber, sourceless and sexual, emanating both from everywhere

and nowhere at all. “You’re such a dirty, filthy whore…aren’t you? I can smell the scents of countless sexual nights, spanning millennia…I know why you’ve come here. There are forces at work here far beyond your control. I cannot offer you and those eternal sluts rest in the next life…but perhaps there’s something else you wish to ask me?” 

Amanda had felt a rage fill her chest at the way the spirit’s words mocked her, but she knew it would be worth swallowing her pride if she could obtain the answers she sought. “If I were to choose only one of them, if I no longer allowed the outcome of their sexual wars to determine who I stayed with, would that end their fighting? If I no longer allowed my affection to hang in the balance of their ravenous struggles, would they finally find peace?” 

Several moments of silence had followed the redhead’s question, and although she could see no representation of the spirit, she could sense a wry, haughty smile spreading across the woman’s face. “I guess there’s only one way to find out, isn’t there? Those two have been fighting each other even before you first knew them, even before they can truly remember. Sexual mystery surrounds them passionately, even before the construction of time, even at the dawn of this temple’s existence. You can try and see if remaining loyal to one will eventually quell their hateful desires to fuck each other to tears…but I cannot promise it will work.” 

“But who do I choose?” the redhead had begged, practically pleading for the spirit to make her choice. “They both make me equally happy, both make me equally wet and horny, can send me to climax without even trying!” She sobbed in despair, her body trembling as once more she realized she could very well lose one of them forever. “Which one will give this hellish infinity the highest chance of coming to an end? Who will my existence benefit the most?” 

In the silence that followed, Amanda could feel the spirit’s invisible smile growing wider. “This sexual loop may never find its end…” the phantom’s voice

echoed. “However…I can tell you that in centuries’ time one of them will forget her past, will forget the sexual whore she truly is. She will not have lost her will to fight, but her memories will become locked away behind the veils of time. 

The other may try to take advantage of this loss of memory, could very well use the other woman’s unawareness to destroy her before she fully becomes aware of her own sexual powers once more…” 

“Tell me!” Amanda pleaded, her visions already awash with furious images of each woman ambushing the other, fucking her helpless while her rival was unable to fight to her full potential. Each woman was incredibly powerful, but their rage-filled memories were what truly drove them on. The reasons for their desperate wars, the memories of their past lives and sexual wars, was what truly drove the brunette and the blonde to fuck beyond their limits; and if only one was able to remember, even the incredible confidence and strength she possessed would not be enough for her to last even half of her rival’s power. She sobbed as the furious images of each woman coming helplessly, unable to fully defend herself from the other’s sexual challenges, detonated through her mind…she could not allow such one-sided domination to pass. “Who will lose herself in a future life? Please spirit, you have to tell me!” 

The formless voice moaned, slow and sexual, as if she was rubbing her finger gently between her pussy lips. “I can’t simply give you the information you seek, little whore…that’s not how this works…” Amanda had been able to hear the horny desires in the invisible woman’s voice so clearly that even through the spirit’s insults, the redhead was violently ravenous. “Normally I would simply take something from you…however, you and the two whores that fight over you are so special, I’m going to give you a chance to escape with everything you seek. You see…this place is my home, my palace and my prison. During the time of its creation, I was promised freedom and happiness, arousal and pleasure. I was granted eternal life, and when Eve and Lilith turned nineteen it was my idea they settle their dispute with sexual warfare. I was granted the fantastic sight of watching them do battle…but in the end I became a prisoner of my own sexual desires.” 

Amanda had quivered as she listened to the voice moan, both she and the spirit furiously aroused by the events of the past. “Upon the completion of the sexual struggle between Lilith and Eve I was sealed away in the temple I had worked so passionately to build, destined to remain here until I could earn my freedom in the same way Lilith and Eve determined who deserved the privilege of being written in the annals of history. I’m always so horny, so furiously aroused, but the curse placed upon me by those wretched goddesses dictated that I could never bring myself to orgasmic pleasure, could never bring release to my own sexual form. In granting me eternal pleasure they forced me to feel always on the verge of climax…but could never give myself release. My vicious desires for sexual competitions became the seal upon this temple. It was created solely for ravenous sexual warfare…and only by that same exact warfare could I potentially be released.” 

The spirit’s moans had grown louder, turning the redhead on so violently that she couldn’t help but reach her fingers between her thighs, slowly teasing between her pussy lips as she listened to the other woman’s tale. “When Ayla and Tale struggled in these waters, I thought I would finally get my chance to finally find sexual release. It takes the cream of three to unlock the entrance to my temple; two from locking in sexual warfare, and the cum of the third, who is the woman they fight over. It’s such an obscure rule, but when I heard them screaming at each other about you I thought I could finally get my chance. You came so much while watching them fight…but not a single drop made it into my waters. For millennia I thought I would never get another chance; and then I heard your pleading cries begging for help. You of all people, the final piece to my puzzle…

and when you came in my waters I knew I might finally get my chance for release.” 

The torches around Amanda had flared brightly in an instant, as if even the light was desperately excited by the spirit’s next words. “If you truly want to know which of your whores will lose her memories, then fight me woman to woman! 

I’m so horny you redheaded slut, so desperately, violently horny! Fuck me furiously while I fuck you back, until only one of us can continue! If you can outfuck me, make me beg for you to let me go, then I’ll tell you who will lose her memory and let you go without any repercussions! However, if I am the one

who makes you scream for me to stop, then you will take my place…and I am finally free to roam the earth once more!” 

Amanda had known she should have walked away, but the furious events surrounding her and her two lovers had made her so desperate for a solution that she didn’t even bother thinking. “Bring it on, you filthy bitch!” the redhead had screamed, the stories of the spirit making her so horny that desire was clear in her voice. “Show yourself spirit, and let’s fight like whores until only one of us can continue!” 

“Oh, but you’ve already glared into my eyes, you sexy little slut!” The spirit exclaimed, her voice practically dripping with ravenous lust. In an instant the entrance to the room sealed shut, locking Amanda in with the furious spirit she was destined to fuck. “Step back to the mirror little whore, and let’s cover each other’s bodies with our filthy cum!” 

Amanda had stumbled back to the mirror with almost desperate passion, fire practically blazing in her eyes as the torches around her flared with passion. In an instant her own form filled the mirror once more, and as she glared into the eyes of her own reflection she saw her desperate clone twitch. The redhead nearly moaned as the glass shimmered; and the very next second her own form stepped from the mirror, a being of flesh and sexual desire. Amanda could smell her own scents emanating from her mirror image; and as she glared into the eyes of her clone the spirit’s words echoed from the double that now stood in front of her. “What are you waiting for, little slut!?” her clone had whispered, the sound alone nearly making Amanda squirt. “Only one of us is leaving this room!” 

Amanda and her double immediately clashed in the center of the chamber, their hot, naked bodies colliding so passionately that the two women gasped into each other’s face. In an instant their fingers were buried in each other’s hair, their naked bodies crushing and grinding against each other as they felt each other out. Everything about them seemed exactly the same; their strengths, the way

they moaned, the heat and desperate desire swirling around them seemed exactly the same. Amanda nearly came immediately as her naked nipples and the rods of her clone grinded against each other tip to tip; but as her clone trembled with the same frantic pleasure, Amanda knew their bodies truly were exactly the same. 

The spirit had taken her exact form, her exact nature, pleasures and weaknesses. 

Amanda knew that everything she loved the spirit that had taken over her form would too; and as she spat into her double’s face she heard the redheaded clone moan like a whore. 

In seconds Amanda’s double followed suit, as and saliva slapped wetly across her face Amanda nearly came right then and there…but as flashes of the brunette and the blonde filled her mind, she somehow managed to hold on. She glared into her own eyes as she and her double practically begged each other to continue, both of them so horny for ravenous, violent sex that they could hardly contain themselves. Amanda knew that everything about them would be equal, that the two of them would share orgasms almost to the second until only one of them remained…the only thing that would be different between them would be their desperate wills for victory. The sensation of naked skin against naked skin had driven Amanda desperately horny, had driven the spirit just as ravenous; and as Amanda drove her tongue deep into the mouth of the woman who threatened to steal her identity, the other redhead immediately followed suit. The two Amandas moaned in desperate lust as their spits began to mix, each woman immediately reaching her right hand to the other’s throat; and as Amanda and her clone choked each other like whores they immediately came, squirting their incredible girl-cum in mutual ecstasy across their shaven, sexual thighs. 

Thunder exploded so violently through the night that it shook Amanda’s entire house, shocking the redhead awake with panting screams. She sat bolt upright in bed, her hand clutching her throat, coughing as if she had been struggling for breath. Her panties were soaked with arousal from her frantic dreams, from her visions of Megan and Blake fucking each other like whores. She was so horny, so aroused from her desperate visions; but as she moved, the redhead’s entire body screamed in pain. It felt like she herself had been locked tight in furious sexual struggles, flashes of her memories at the temple shocking almost

agonizingly through her mind. She struggled to remember the conclusion, struggled to remember how she and the spirit had settled their furious sexual war…but as she and the spirit had come against each other over and over in her mind, her memories blacked out before the end. Amanda had found the knowledge she’d sought, knew for centuries the blonde would be the one to lose her memories, so she knew she had emerged victorious…but still…

Even awake Amanda could see flashes of Megan and Blake fucking each other like whores, could hear their muffled, climactic screams as they sent each other to orgasm again and again without mercy. She felt a pang of guilt as she remembered Megan’s words, of the brunette’s admittance of affection even after all of these centuries. The redhead knew she had acted in the way she thought was best, that choosing the blonde and pretending to hate Megan’s form in their past lives had nothing to do with the brunette herself. She had known it would be Blake that would lose her memories, knew the blonde would eventually become the most vulnerable…and she wished she could tell Megan that her decisions had nothing to do with the brunette’s actions at all. She had loved her time with the dark-haired beauty as much as she had enjoyed her lives with the golden-haired goddess; she would choose both of them if she could. She had only chosen Blake in the hopes that eventually their bitter wars over her would stop…

but that seemed to do nothing more than make Megan’s form even more ravenous in the lives that followed. 

Amanda had known her choice would hurt Megan, would shatter her spirit…but she had hoped her choice would eventually stop the fights between the brunette and the blonde. She never wanted to hurt the brunette, had never wanted to make her think she was inadequate. In the lives after, Megan’s spirit had been cruel and vindictive…but given the circumstances, Amanda didn’t blame the brunette for her actions. Amanda wanted desperately to go to them, to confess the reason she chose one of them, to try and prove her actions were only in the hopes of stopping them from fighting. She wondered if now, after all this time, perhaps both women would listen to reason…but interrupting them in the midst of their hellish sexual war was destined to fail. She began to wonder if she should stay away until they were finished, only appear once she sensed they had settled their conflicts in this life…but before she could lay back down to sleep her entire

body detonated in panic. Her form grew immediately cold, violent colors filling her mind as she immediately grew dizzy; and then she screamed in horrified agony as her vision dissolved into darkness. 

The redhead threw her arms around herself, sobbing in panic as the most horrific scenes she had ever witnessed uncontrollably filled her mind. Immediately the world around her was submerged in chaos; death and destruction engulfed her vision no matter where she turned. It was as if the entire earth was burning, was filled with violent horror. She could hear screams off in the distance, could hear the violent sounds of gunfire and explosions; and then immediately she was transported to the rooftops of a dilapidated skyscraper in the distance, her eyes growing wide as she saw the entwined forms of Blake and Megan fucking each other harder than she had ever seen them before. 

Her desperate lovers seemed almost numb to the apocalyptic scene around them, as if the bitter fight against each other was all either woman cared about now. 

Their fingers were wrapped tightly around each other’s throats as sex to sex the two rivals clashed. There was no passion in their eyes, no more desire or emotion; just desperate insanity as they fought each other to the very last of their breaths. Amanda had seen the two of them after days of fighting, but nothing she had ever witnessed before could compare to the hellish state of the two rivals now. Blake and Megan choked for air, but neither woman was willing to let the other go. With tears streaming down her cheeks Amanda realized somehow her lovers were the cause of this nightmarish apocalypse…this was never where she had wanted their violent rivalry to go. 

Lightning blazed across the entirety of Amanda’s bedroom, followed by thunder so loud that it shattered her hellish visions and forced her back to the present. 

Her heart raced in her chest, her body so desperately cold as she panted with violent panic. She could hardly breathe as the horrific images threatened to overtake her once more, but she forced the visions away with frantic sobs. The world she had seen was not the world she remembered, and she begged to the gods that it wasn’t this life she had witnessed…but she could tell this night was

the catalyst that would set everything in motion. Without even bothering to put on any clothes Amanda rushed into the torrent wearing nothing but her lingerie, stumbling into the car and driving swiftly towards Blake’s house. “There’s still time…” Amanda sobbed, barely able to see anything through the violent torrent of rain…but she kept driving. “I know there’s still time to stop this…” 

Chapter 3

Blake and Megan sobbed as they slammed sex to sex again and again, orgasms exploding from their forms with nearly every clash of their powerful pussies. 

Tears streamed down their cheeks as one hand remained buried in each other’s disheveled tresses, pulling furiously as they fucked. Each woman drove the palm of her other hand against her rival’s cheek again and again, delivering violent, hateful slaps in the midst of their desperate fuckwar. Their cheeks were flushed as red as Amanda’s hair from their bitter, mutual attacks, but even as the heat rose in their faces neither woman was willing to stop. Their fucking was so desperate, so relentless, that just the friction between their insatiable pussies had torn through their panties, allowing their ravenous cunts to fight just as naked as their perfect breasts. They fought and fucked in the tattered remains of their lace, the fury of their war even tearing through their garters and stockings; but the lustful fury burning violently inside of them proved neither woman would run even if she could. 

With violent, muffled screams the brunette and the blonde pulled so hatefully on each other’s messy hair that their heavy breasts clashed painfully between them. 

As each woman felt the stab of the other’s hard, erect rods they came again, soaking their juices even more furiously into the mattress they fucked on. They loved each other’s orgasmic screams, loved listening to each other admit how much of a filthy whore she truly was…but hearing each other come only made the two desperate rivals horny for her own frantic explosions. They howled in muffled lust and disgust as each woman drove her tongue deep into the other’s open mouth, moaning as their delicious spits mixed. The hand they slapped each other with immediately wrapped around one another’s naked form, their fingers reaching up to tangle into each other’s hair just like their other hands. As their grips constricted tightly each woman’s perfect breasts bulged violently against the other’s between their gorgeous bodies, each woman sobbing into her enemy’s mouth as the other woman’s nipples stabbed into her dense breastmeat like needles. Their naked bodies burned with sexual desire as Blake and Megan

rocked back and forth frantically, vying for control; and as their soaking pussies settled into a fierce, wet grind the two rival sluts came again, their orgasmic screams vibrating through their bodies as their tongues struggled hatefully for control. 

Harder and faster their naked bodies rocked, tears streaming down their cheeks as pain seared across their naked breasts. Their powerful nipples stabbed even deeper into each other’s titflesh as they thrust their chests against each other. The sensations of their perfect rods fighting to pierce through each other’s breasts drove the two rivals absolutely insane with lust, and their muffled screams grew even louder as they grinded their tender breasts in opposite directions, each woman sobbing as she struggled to slice the other’s nipples off with her own. 

They screamed into each other’s mouth as they felt their pussy lips spreading wide against each other, practically sealing as each woman forced her cum deep into the other’s tender pussy. Their violent pulses practically fucked the two rivals from the inside, each woman’s cum driving so furiously inside her enemy that the penetration felt even more incredible than their fingers. As the grind between their soaking cunts grew more and mor desperate the brunette and the blonde began clenching their sexes against each other, howling as each woman’s pussy lips struggled to make her rival’s fold inside. Their pooling orgasms flowed back and forth desperately as they fought, each woman screaming into the other’s mouth as they fought to devour each other like whores; and as the desperate flow of cum forced the two rivals to another frantic orgasm they only clenched their cunts against each other harder. 

Through blistering tears Blake and Megan glared into each other’s eyes, conveying every hateful word they could ever say through their furiously locked eyes. They burned with violent lust, desperately loved the furious sexual warfare between them even after countless millennia…but there was no affection between the brunette and the blonde. Their bodies exploded in climactic ecstasy again and again, but there wasn’t a single being either woman despised as much as the furious whore she fought against. Tears streamed down their faces as they fucked each other like filthy sluts, orgasmic pleasure exploding from their sexual forms again and again so violently that it threatened to drive them under. With tongues twisting, breasts mashing, pussy grinding against pussy while fingers

pulled hatefully on disheveled hair the two ravenous women fought. Their visions began to flash with violent colors as Megan and Blake struggled against each other for breath, but even as sweat beaded upon their skin, the power of their desperate fighting only seemed to grow stronger. 

Back and forth their orgasms flowed, filling one woman’s pussy, then the other’s as the two eternal rivals fought for control. Every time one woman’s tender sex lips would fold inside her rival’s she would come like a whore, screaming her enemy’s name into their locked mouths as wave after wave of cum filled her enemy’s sex…but the violent sensations of sweet girl-cum squirting deep into her cunt would send the victor to climax almost immediately afterwards. She would howl her rival’s name in muffled passion, would desperately weaken as pleasurable agony scorched through her body. She would sob in defeat as she felt her own sex folding into her enemy’s, as she felt her cunt being devoured…but just like before the other woman would be sent spiraling out of control, would detonate in climactic ecstasy, and the cycle would reverse once more. 

Blake’s bedroom was never without the orgasmic screams of the two rival whores as every climax came before the previous explosions had ended. Megan and Blake sobbed in violent pleasure as every wave of ecstasy made their ravenous cunts even more tender, forcing every climactic explosion even quicker than the last. The pendant burned between them as the brunette and the blonde fought, but the two ravenous women were so intent on destroying each other’s naked form that they barely even noticed. They could feel their sexes sealing tighter and tighter, their hearts racing as the suction made it seem like their pussy lips were becoming one. At times the two rivals fought to pull away from each other, fought to give herself space to recover…but as they felt their pussy lips stretching against each other, refusing to release each other even as they both detonated in ecstasy, the two women were overcome by a bitter, desperate rage. 

“If you don’t want to fucking let my pussy breathe, then I won’t let yours rest either!” The two women moaned in muffled ecstasy, their tongues continuing to fight as they made out like frantic whores. Another violent climax detonated through their naked forms, each woman’s cream driving deep into the other’s ravenous sex; and with blistering tears Megan and Blake clenched their sexes against each other as hard as they could, ready to devour each other until only

one of them could still fuck. 

Violently the bed rocked as harder and harder Megan and Blake thrashed against each other, their tongues and pussies never parting as the two ravenous whores crushed their breasts against each other again and again. The pain of their furious titfight helped curb the pleasure they felt by their desperate fucking, but even their furious clashes could only help the two rivals hold on for a few seconds longer before exploding into more climactic detonations. The rocking of the bedframe caused it to collide with the wall behind it again and again as Blake and Megan fucked, the legs practically coming off the floor as harder and harder the two rivals made each other come. Their orgasms were becoming painful, furious pleasure tinged with agony. Neither woman had any idea how long they’d been fighting, how long their pussies had clashed like whores upon Blake’s silken sheets; but they no longer cared about time. The only thing that mattered to either woman now was making her enemy come like a slut, was making her explode again and again until her naked form collapsed. 

Sweat beaded upon their skin as their ravenous tonguefight caused spit to drip down their chins and onto their warring breasts beneath, immediately smearing and mixing upon their perfect, tender tits as they crushed and grinded against each other again and again. Blake and Megan felt so dirty, felt so desperately filthy as they fucked and fought like whores, pain and pleasure mixing in a whirlwind around them, and they absolutely loved it. Despite their hatred, despite the anger in their desperate fucking, the orgasms they forced from each other’s body were some of the most powerful climaxes they had ever had, even in their past destructive lives; and the spit, the sweat, the sexual scents and intoxicating pheromones only made the two rival whores want to fuck like this for days. 

Nipple sliced against nipple with more ferocity than either woman had crossed them before, their incredible rods holding tip to tip violently as their milk-holes locked. In the instant their nipples sprang past each other Megan and Blake came more furiously than they ever had, their bodies bucking and grinding against

each other so violently as they rode each other through her orgasm that the leg of the bedframe snapped in two. Muffled screams erupted from the gorgeous, sexual whores as they toppled to the floor, their naked sexes holding their suction tight even as their horny forms landed on top of each other in a quivering mass. In a frantic twisting of limbs the blonde and the brunette fought for the top position, rolling across each other in the rubble of the bedframe, writhing against each other for control as they fought through the pleasure of their violent climaxes. They could feel the pendant between them burning against their skin, causing nearly as much pain as their frantic titfight; and as they scrambled to their feet, each woman’s fingers still laced through the other’s disheveled tresses, the pulled their tongues from each other’s mouth in panicked screams. 

Blake and Megan cried out in pain as they struggled to pull away from each other, tears streaming down their cheeks as their fused pussy lips held tight. In a single instant the two whores felt trapped, the powerful clench of their soaking twats seemed so much stronger than physical or sexual strength. The heat burning between their ravenous cunts was the same as the pendant that flared between them, and immediately the hatred in their eyes was shadowed by confusion and fear. Megan and Blake immediately remembered every time they had locked their pussies like this, full lips suctioning against full lips as they fought to devour each other’s sex with their own. They remembered how in every single consecutive life the suction had seemed stronger, how in recent lives it seemed their pussies were unwilling to part even when one of them had fully collapsed. The sapphire glowed brightly between them, and with panting gasps they realized the pendant’s magic was at work. They sobbed as they felt like their pussies were becoming one, as if the sexual fury, their mixing cum, and the pendant was threatening to fuse them together. For a bitter second the two rivals felt the panicked urge to cooperate, to find a way to release their ravenous pussies; but before either woman could open her mouth to speak their bodies quaked from the desperate sensations, forcing the two rivals clit to clit in a spray of primal fury. In an instant Megan and Blake detonated with pleasure, filling their fused pussies with even more of their sweet, girl-cum; and their confusion and fear was immediately replaced with a seething rage. Each woman thought the other had been the one to instigate the desperate contact, that the vicious connection had been a challenge to fuck until only one of them remained. Each woman believed the other still wanted to fight no matter what the danger or cost; and neither woman was willing to show weakness if the other challenged her for

her very existence. 

“If you want to fucking stay like this until one of us is fucking consumed, then fine by me!” Blake sobbed, tears streaming down her precious cheeks as she clenched her pussy against Megan’s as hard as she could. She could see the same tears streaming down the brunette’s cheeks, could hear the same panicked fear in her rival’s panting breath…but if Megan was unwilling to cooperate so their naked forms could part, then she would make the brunette suffer with every ounce of strength she had. “My pussy’s gonna fucking eat yours alive!” 

“If you won’t let my pussy go, then I’ll have to fucking make you beg for mercy!” Megan screamed back, her panting breath mixing with Blake’s as she and the blonde whore fought with every ounce of strength they had. She felt the blonde’s pussy clench against her own even harder, moaning like a slut as she followed suit. She could feel the pulsing of their pussies as it became harder and harder to tell where one woman’s sex ended and the other’s began. The suction forced their squealing clits head to head recklessly, neither woman able to move her center of pleasure from its desperate conflict with the other’s…but neither woman would have retreated even if she had been able to. Each woman’s sexhorn was the only part of her furious cunt that seemed to hold its form, but as pleasure scorched through their forms again and again, neither woman knew how much longer her clit would hold true. “My pussy will fucking devour yours until there’s nothing left!” Her legs and Blake’s entwined desperately as they fought each other for better leverage, as they struggled to overpower one another’s incredible body; and as they felt their legs beginning to melt into each other, their bitter rage and frantic ecstasy was shadowed in desperate fear. For the first moment since they’d fought millennia ago, she was scared, and she could tell Blake was scared too; but as climax after violent climax scorched through their forms, the two rival whores continued to fight. 

With every explosion of lightning Amanda’s vision flashed with desperate images of Blake and Megan, their naked bodies struggling against each other

like ravenous whores. She saw the bed beneath them break, saw the two of them scramble to their feet, sobbing as their pussies seemed fused into one. She practically begged for them to stop, pleading with the spirits for them to halt before it was too late…but as she watched their lips open in more orgasmic screams, watched as the hatred and rage blazed in their eyes, she knew they would never give each other room to rest. She could hear their mixing moans echoing in her mind, and as she imagined their climactic screams, tears streamed down Amanda’s cheeks. She moaned their names loudly as she sighted Blake’s house in the distance…she prayed she would arrive in time. 

Amanda screamed as more images detonated across her vision, of Blake and Megan practically melting together, their legs disappearing into each other as they fought, but their desperate fusion only made Megan and Blake fight each other harder. She knew orgasm after violent orgasm was detonating through their forms, was giving the two rival such excruciating pleasure that nothing would make them quit. She practically screamed for them to rest, howling in panicked rage as she screeched into the driveway, but the violent sounds of the storm drowned out her bitter cries. Even over the rage of the thunder Amanda could hear the mixing cries of her two lovers shattering into the night, pleasure and pain combining with panic as she listened to them come. She knew she would never be able to stop their violent fucking…but she had to try. 

Blake and Megan sobbed as their bodies melted into each other further and further. They were practically fused at the waist now, their legs and sexes almost completely combined into one. Tears streamed down their precious cheeks as still the two rivals fought, their orgasms seemingly separate for now…but as each woman cried in climactic pleasure, they could feel their detonations coursing through both of them more and more frantically. Their mouths opened in screams of pleasure as still the two rivals fought, neither willing to surrender even as the pendant threatened to force them into the same being. Amanda’s image flashed desperately through their minds, her gorgeous visage driving the two rivals even more ravenous to see each other disappear; if only one of them existed, she would no longer have to fight the other for the redhead’s affection ever again. 

The fingers of one hand remained buried in each other’s disheveled tresses, each woman fighting to break the other’s concentration, struggling to remain in control as the pendant between them grew hotter and hotter. Each woman reached towards her rival’s gorgeous, tender breasts with her other hand, pinching and twisting her enemy’s nipples, squeezing and clawing her gorgeous rival’s dense titflesh, both women sobbing as they caused pain and pleasure to sear across one another’s perfect breasts. They glared into each other’s eyes with manic hate, committing the tears she saw streaked down the other’s cheeks to memory, each woman determined this frantic meeting would be their last. They spat in each other’s face again and again like filthy whores, each woman showing the other that even when their entire bodies were fused together there would be no mercy until only one of them remained in control. They sobbed as they felt their stomachs grinding into each other, fusing together as well; and as the pinching and twisting of one another’s tender rods sent both the brunette and the blonde to orgasm once more they heard the door nearly tear from its hinges, their hearts racing as frantic footsteps sprinted towards their desperate war in the bedroom. 

“Don’t stop us Amanda!” Megan and Blake screamed in unison, their bitter cries mixing around them as the redhead dashed into their vision. They hated seeing the tears welling in the redhead’s eyes, hated the sounds of her panicked, sobs; but as they felt the magic of the pendant forcing them into each other even more furiously, they knew nothing could stop them now. 

“Just let us fight this out baby!” Blake sobbed, howling in orgasmic pleasure as agonizing desire burned like fire upon her skin. “It’s my body against hers, until only one of us can still exist! You’re mine you gorgeous redhead, and I’ll never let this filthy fucking brunette whore take you away from me!” 

“No gorgeous, I’m the one whose gonna win this!” Megan moaned back, tears streaming down her cheeks. She felt power surge through the blonde’s sprit at

the redhead’s arrival, but she could feel the same furious strength coursing through her form as well. “I want another chance baby, that’s all I ask! I’ve loved you for millennia Amanda…and I know you’ve loved me too!” 

“Don’t listen to her honey, I’m the one who’s loved you more!” Blake cried, the same furious tears streaming down her cheeks. For a moment she and Megan broke their violent glares to glance fully across Amanda’s incredible form. The redhead’s body was coated with the storm’s fury, her hair and skin soaked. She looked so wild, so frantically beautiful with her tears mixing with the rain. Her perfect body was clad only in lingerie, and the sight alone made Megan and Blake moan as another climax scorched through them. “Tell her, Amanda! Tell this bitter little cunt you love me more!” 

“No Amanda, say I’m the one you love!” Megan begged. She and Blake listened for her answer, watched her plush lips trembling from the weight of what she saw…but no answer came. In a violent moment of desperation the two rival whores knew she couldn’t make her mind up on her own; and with violent screams the two hateful sluts turned to face each other once more, tears streaming down their precious cheeks as their hands left each other’s breasts in order to slap each other across the cheek as hard as they could. 

In the violent sting of pain the fear and panic Megan and Blake felt immediately dissolved into rampant hate, into a violent determination to destroy each other no matter what the cost. As the stinging pain from their slaps drove their desperate emotions home the brunette and the blonde buried the fingers of their other hand deep into each other’s tresses once more, their panting screams driving both women so ravenous that even as their bodies melted into each other, they never wanted this to end. 

Each woman could sense the desperate challenge hidden in the other’s eyes, the thrashing of their bodies pushing the pendant perfectly between Blake’s incredible tits. They sobbed in manic rage as Megan and Blake lined their

nipples up tip to tip between them, crushing forward with all their might and trapping the pendant between their perfect cleavages; and as each woman felt the other’s milk-holes spreading wide against her own the two gorgeous whores threw their faces back in violent ecstasy, the orgasms exploding through their bodies immediately becoming one. They pulled their breasts back, pained, reckless grins spreading across their faces as they felt their nipples stretching with agonizing pleasure; there was no turning back now. They crushed tit to tit as hard as they could, driving all of their strength into their powerful, tender rods. 

Another frantic climax exploded through them as each woman felt her nipples driving inside her enemy’s, as she felt her gorgeous rival’s nipples driving inside of her own. They panted and screamed into each other’s mouth as the sensations of being inside each other drove them over the edge again and again; and as they felt a passionate warmth spreading across their breasts, they knew they truly were melting inside each other. 

Amanda sobbed as she stood in front of the brunette and the blonde, her entire body trembling as she watched her two lovers becoming one. She wanted to move, was desperate to find some way to stop the process, but she felt almost paralyzed by fear and panic. Even like this both women were desperately beautiful, and the pheromones wafting out to her drove her horny despite the harrowing scene displayed out before her. She hated how they had begged her not to stop them, how they had practically pleaded with her to let this desperate fusion continue to its end. She knew they wanted this endless loop to stop as well, each woman hoping that if the other disappeared inside of her that this fuck would be the last; but her violent, desperate visions had shown her a reality in which the destructive sexual bitterness not only drove them insane, but spiraled the entire world into madness. She watched them melting further and further into each other, opening her mouth many times to speak…but as wave after wave of harrowing visions filled her mind, the redhead sank helplessly to her knees. 

Deeper and deeper the two rivals melted into each other, each woman screaming the other’s name in pleasure as orgasms detonated through their combined forms again and again. Even through the desperation, even though each woman’s entire

existence seemed at stake, they absolutely loved the violent sensations coursing through them. As their nipples fused tighter and tighter the sensations of being inside each other grew more and more powerful. With passionate moans Blake and Megan released the holds on each other’s tresses, each woman completely wrapping her arms around the other’s upper body and squeezing as hard as she could. The pressure between their powerful, fusing breasts drove the process even more swiftly, forced their bodies to melt into each other even more quickly. 

The two rivals struggled against each other’s grip, twisting and writhing from the pleasurable pain; and in their most desperate moments, each woman allowed herself to truly enjoy the climaxes detonating through them. 

The brunette and the blonde pressed in forehead to forehead, each woman glaring into the other’s glistening eyes. In a wave of passion Blake and Megan opened their mouths wide against each other, their hot, sweet breaths clashing between them as they panted and screamed their pleasurable lust. Their tongues sliced against each other again and again, the tips of their tongues catching on each other over and over as the pendant’s desperate sexual magic struggled to fuse them as well. When one woman could no longer tell where her tits ended and the other’s began the two rivals finally gave in to the pendant’s furious desires, thrusting their tongues deep into each other’s ravenous mouth and sealing their lips tightly. Furiously their tongues twisted and corkscrewed around each other, each woman fighting to devour every last drop of the other’s delicious spit, moaning into one another’s mouth as they allowed themselves to fully admit how much she loved the other’s taste. They could feel the spit coating their tongues, each woman literally melting into the other’s mouth; and as they felt their plush lips beginning to seal, they knew only the spirits could determine the outcome now. 

Blake and Megan glared deeply into each other’s eyes as every inch of their combining forms trembled in ravenous lust. Pleasurable ecstasy was constant now as every second was filled with orgasmic detonations. The brunette and the blonde screamed into each other’s mouth as climax after climax wracked the form that was quickly belonging to both of them. Their bitter glares still held vicious rage, still held passionate lust and hatred…but in the final moments the two rivals were separated there was something else hidden behind their

glistening eyes. Each woman felt warmth spreading through the naked form that claimed them both as each woman noted the admiration in the other’s eyes. They had fought as equals nearly every single time, had always struggled to the very last of their strengths so bitterly that even in victory the winner had never had more than an ounce of strength left. Through their lives, through the eons, neither woman could have ever found a better, sexual rival. As further and further they melted into one Blake and Megan allowed their admiration of each other’s strengths and determinations to show…and as they felt their consciences melting into one, the brunette and the blonde realized they had both wanted this. 

In the final moments the brunette and the blonde realized their clits were the only things that held strong, that their incredible centers of pleasure were the only parts of them that seemed to keep them separated; and as lustful screams clashed inside their mouths Blake and Megan crushed their clits against each other as hard as they could, tears streaming down their cheeks as they felt their sexhorns beginning to melt from the strain. They loved the pleasure, loved the desperate sensations scorching through them, the orgasmic desire more incredible than either woman could ever remember; and for what felt like the first time throughout this desperate night, Blake and Megan closed their eyes, fully allowing themselves to melt into the bitter, desperate explosions that could seal their fates forever. 

Amanda trembled as she watched the transformation nearing completion, as she watched the gorgeous, sexual forms of Blake and Megan disappearing into each other. She listened to their muffled, orgasmic screams swirling desperately around them, saw the cum dripping from the pussy they both seemed to own. 

She heard their pleasured cries, observed them close their eyes as they kissed, and for a moment the redhead found solace in the way they seemed to enjoy this desperate fusion; but in the moment she watched her lovers nearly completely engulfing each other the redhead’s vision was immediately blurred with violent colors. She heard demonic cackling echoing through her mind, immediately recognizing the voice of the spirit in the Temple of Eden. This desperate moment was exactly what the spirit wanted, was exactly what the bitch in the chamber had been after all this time. In an instant Amanda’s tears of grief immediately

turned into blurred, desperate rage; and with a violent scream Amanda rose to her feet, stumbling weakly towards the combined forms of Blake and Megan with arms outstretched. 

Through her vision blurred by tears Amanda could see the transformation was almost complete. Only one woman stood where her two lovers had fought, her naked form perfect and gorgeous in every single way the brunette and the blonde had been…but she knew seconds of time still remained. The woman before her still held features of both Blake and Megan, the hair mixed with black and gold, the eyes two separate hues. Even the face seemed to hold the features of both women, as if she was looking across both of them while seeing neither one of them at all. The pendant glowed brightly, perfectly situated in the cleavage of the fused images of her gorgeous lovers; and with a cry of desperate fury, Amanda lunged. Her fingers grasped the cord that held the evil pendant, the stone that had set this violent loop in motion; and as if the act had drained all of her strength Amanda collapsed to the ground. The cord in her grasp held tight for just a split second before snapping, the pendant tearing from the neck of the woman that held the spirits of both her lovers. Thunder exploded around them as Amanda and the other woman slumped to the ground…and the very next instant held nothing but silence. 
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