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​Foreword
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In the fifteenth century only two Amazon tribes were left north of the Black Sea. Before the war, four tribes had lived in relative peace with each other. But now, the Hora and Lis tribes no longer existed. Most of their soldiers had died during the war. The survivors and the old women and girls had joined the two remaining tribes after their queens had been killed. 

Lessja, the Queen of the More tribe, had adopted Martina, the daughter of the Hora queen, whom Lessja had killed during a sword fight. She had taken the young woman under her wing and had taken her to all important meetings, except the monthly meeting with Olenia, the queen of the Richka tribe.

The More tribe was slowly recovering from the war, but their army was still weak. Most of their citizens were old women and young girls. The Richka tribe was much stronger, as they arrived at the battleground after the More tribe had defeated the armies of the Hora and Lis tribes, and therefore had lost no soldiers during the war. 

The Amazon territory bordered the Black Sea to the south, the Dragon Mountains to the west and the Haunted Forest to the north and east. The More tribe's village was on the northern coastline of the Black Sea, which made them the most southern tribe. The Hora tribe's abandoned village was situated north-west of the More tribe's village, close to the Dragon Mountains. The Richka tribe's village was north of the More tribe's village and was situated almost in the centre of the Amazon territory. The Lis tribe's abandoned village was situated North-east of the More tribe's village on the edge of the Haunted Forest.
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​Chapter 1 – Coming of Age
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Lessja looked out over the More village as the sun slowly peaked over the horizon. At the age of twenty-two, she had been queen of the tribe for the past two years. These had been two tough years for her and her tribe. The war had left them with mostly old women and young girls. Tanya, the commander of the tribe’s small military, had done her best to keep the soldiers trained and motivated. But they just did not have enough soldiers to stop men from the neighbouring territories from raiding their land, killing hunters and fisherwomen. But the Amazons were proud and tough. These setbacks were merely a bump in the road. Like their queen, the women of the tribe all worked hard to build the tribe back to the military force it once had been.

Today was a special day for Lessja. Martina turned eighteen. The brunette queen had tried to be a mother figure for the Hora tribe princess since the day she had killed her mother, although she was just four years older than her. Their relationship had been rocky at best, but Lessja remained optimistic. All she could do was to teach the young blonde woman how a queen should treat her subjects. She hoped Martina would one day be the queen of the Hora tribe and that their tribes would exist together as allies rather than rivals. But there was much to do before they would be able to re-establish the tribe almost completely wiped out during the war.

As the tribe did not have many resources, the brunette did not plan a big festival for the princess’ birthday. But she arranged a small fighting tournament. As was the tradition, all Amazons had their first real fight on their eighteenth birthday. Unlike her own eighteenth birthday, where her opponent knew she had to lose, Lessja picked a tough opponent for Martina. She had given the blonde the best training she could during the last two years, and today was her opportunity to show how much she had learned. The other two fights in the tournament were scheduled between young women busy with their military training. Lessja considered facing Martina in her first real fistfight, but she did not want to make their already difficult relationship even worse. But she knew the time would come for them to settle their differences in a fighting pit. 

At breakfast, Lessja gave the birthday girl a necklace she had made from the rarest seashells she had collected over the years.

‘I made this for you as a token of my admiration of the woman you have become.’

‘Thank you.’

Although the younger woman gave her a smile, the queen could still see the conflict in her eyes. The princess was grateful for the manner in which Lessja had treated her since the day she killed her mother. But deep down, Martina knew it was her duty to revenge her mother’s death.

‘It is tradition for women of our tribe to fight on their eighteenth birthday. My mother was an awful queen. She always made sure my sisters and I won our fights by pitting us against weak opponents, or by making sure our opponents understood the consequences of beating us. She killed my best friend for dunking my head in the sea, while we were horsing around after sparring with each other. The opponent I picked for you is an excellent fighter. I think the two of you are on the same level and would be a good match for each other. She would do her best to beat you. That is the way of the Amazon. We fight with honour. We beat our opponents with honour. And if an opponent beats us, we lose with honour. It is your choice whether you want to fight today. I have not yet announced your fight. Your opponent knows she will fight today. She does not know who her opponent will be.’

‘I want to fight. Thank you for giving me a worthy opponent to test myself against in my first real fight.’

‘Have a proper breakfast. Your fight will be at midday.’ Lessja’s heart swelled with pride. This young woman was no longer the spoiled sixteen-year-old princess she took into her home two years ago. She was now a true Amazon, living her life with honour.

Martina was excited. She had watched many fights in her mother’s fighting pit. She had also seen many fights during her two-year stay with Lessja. While her mother often made her subjects fight to the death, the queen of the More tribe never organised any death matches. Her women fought brutal fights against each other. But all combatants treated their opponents with respect. Women even hugged each other after fights to settle disputes. The More tribe was a sisterhood, where all women had equal rights. Under her mother’s rule, there was a clear class system. The lower class had no rights, and their lives had little value. But although Martina  understood her mother was wrong for forcing women to fight to the death, she could not help but to fantasise about death matches. Nothing was as exciting for her as two women pitting their skills against each other, knowing the loser would pay with her life. Even as a sixteen-year-old, she had dreamed of facing other women in the death pits.

The roars of the crowd excited Martina while warming up for her fight. She had watched the first fight between two young soldiers. The women did not hold back and both were bloodied and exhausted when Tanya, who was acting as referee, eventually stopped the fight and declared it a draw. This disappointed Martina slightly. She wanted the fight to continue until one woman had beaten the other. The young blonde still did not know who her opponent would be. But she intended to beat her up badly. Her first real fight had to be memorable, a story her grandchildren would ask her to tell over and over again. A loud cheer from the crowd focussed her attention on her present time again. The second fight was over. One of the young soldiers had knocked her opponent out with a vicious knee to the temple. Martina’s heart raced while pumping adrenalin through her veins. She was about to pit her will and skills against another woman, who probably wanted to win the fight as much as she did. 

The blonde took off her tunic before entering the arena. Her young body was firm and well-toned. Her nipples were standing proudly on her C-cup breasts. Most of the spectators looked longingly at her 36, 28, 36 inch body and her tight bum and athletic legs, fantasizing about a sexual encounter with this blue-eyed beauty. 

Martina’s heart raced even faster when her naked opponent entered the arena. It was her sparring partner and best friend, Renette. She had short, dark hair, brown eyes and a muscular body. Her B-cup breasts were jiggling as she walked to the centre of the arena to face off with the princess. Both women gave each other a nervous smile. They had faced each other many times, but never in a real fight. Both often wondered whether she would best her friend in a fight to a finish. Today they would answer this question. They were a great match for each other. Both weighed just under one-hundred-and-twenty pounds. Renette was slightly taller at five-foot-six-inches. But her body was slightly slenderer than her friend’s. The crowd also appreciated her 34, 27, 34 inch curves and her tight bum. Her legs were well toned, but slightly thinner than her opponent’s. 

Martina looked deep into her friend’s intelligent brown eyes, wondering whether they would still be friends after the fight. The thin layer of sweat from warming up made their beautiful bodies glisten in the midday sun. Although the crowd had already watched two fights between very attractive naked women, the pair who were about to fight just stirred their sexual desires slightly more than the previous pairs. The fact that one fighter was a princess, who would one day probably be queen of her own tribe, further contributed to the excitement.

Tanya placed her hands on the shoulders of the two fighters. 

‘There are no rules. Fight until one of you cannot continue, or until I stop the fight. Are you ready to fight?’

Both fighters nodded their heads.  

‘Fight!’ The soldier moved away from the fighters to give them space to brawl.

The young women were both patient. They circled each other slowly, jabbing to find their range. Martina knew Renette was stronger than her and would dominate if the fight should go to the ground. She therefore hoped to keep the fight at range and to use her superior striking to win it. 

The crowd cheered expectantly when the blonde princess landed a nice left-right combination. These carried little power, but it gave her confidence in her range and timing. But she got little time to enjoy this success. Renette did not like getting punched in the face. Her friend was faster and more accurate than her, but she usually dominated when the fight turned into a brawl. This was exactly what the brunette planned. She moved forward, swinging with all she had. But the princess moved her upper body, while retreating, evading all the punches. But this did not faze the brunette. She had her opponent on the back foot and in a defensive frame of mind. 

The brunette kept the pressure on her friend, walking her down, while throwing punches. She was ready to pounce on any mistake made by the blonde. But Martina had danced this dance many times with her friend. She moved lightly on her feet and only planted them to throw a few stiff jabs. She knew her friend would leave her an opening soon enough. The blonde feinted a stumble, and when Renette rushed in, she planted her feet and threw a hard left-right combination. Both punches smacked into her opponent’s face, stopping her in her tracks. But the brunette was a tough woman and recovered fast. Her thunderous uppercut caught the blonde on the chin, before the princess danced out of reach. Both women felt the power of the other. Both were determined to hurt her friend more than she was getting hurt. 

The punches to her face woke the beast deep inside of Renette. She was desperate to land more hard punches on her friend, and lost patience. Her wild punches were missing their target and she got carved up in the process. Martina landed more often now. Although most of her punches were jabs, she also landed some powerful punches. Blood was soon dripping from the brunette’s nose and bottom lip. This gave the blonde lots of confidence.

The crowd of lusty Amazons were shouting at both women, encouraging them to tear each other apart. The scorching sun and the effort they were putting in, caused the combatants’ bodies to be covered in a layer of sweat. This accentuated their toned muscles and beautiful curves, arousing the spectators even further. 

Her successes gave Martina confidence, too much confidence. She wanted to press her advantage and became loose and impatient. After landing another well-placed left-right combination, she failed to dance out of range. Instead, she stayed in the pocket to land a few more punches. Renette recognised the opportunity and planted her feet. A vicious right found the blonde’s chin and dropped her on her bum. Instinct took over. The young princess tried to get back to her feet, but her body was unable to move as fast as her brain wanted it to. She became aware of two things, her rival rushing in, and the hot sand burning her bum. Martina cursed herself for focussing on her derriere. She brought her arms up to protect her against the impact of her friend’s flying body. But her efforts were in vain. Renette’s right shoulder caught her against her temple, knocking her out cold. Her body slammed into the hot sand, with the brunette’s momentum taking her a few feet past the blonde. 

Tanya was about to call the fight. But the separation allowed her to give the princess a few more seconds to recover. Martina regained consciousness just when her friend got back to her feet. She used all the strength she had left to force her body to sit up. But Renette did not give her an opportunity to get further than that. This time the impact was more controlled, and the brunette managed to stay on top of her opponent. She rained down a barrage of punches, cutting the princess’ right cheek and her bottom lip, while busting her nose. 

Tanya had seen enough. She rushed in to stop the fight. But she was too slow to stop a sickening head butt to Martina’s left eye. It swelled shut immediately. The princess had lost her will to fight. She covered her face with her hands, while Tanya pulled her friend off of her. But Tanya did not allow the blonde to pity herself. She pulled her to her feet before she told the young combatants to hug each other. 

‘Are you okay?’ whispered Renette into her friend’s ear.

But Martina could not answer. She was fighting the tears, caused by pain and embarrassment, back. The young princess managed to keep her eyes dry until she was out of sight of the crowd. Renette followed her friend for a while, but realised the princess wanted to be alone. Deciding to give the blonde time to compose herself, she turned back to fetch their clothes. While dressing, a few of her friends convinced her to go have a drink with them to celebrate her victory. As Martina clearly did not want her company, it did not take much convincing for her to join them.

Lessja was disappointed. She wanted the young princess to be victorious. It was her birthday and a win would have been nice to kick off the celebrations. After having a brief discussion with Tanya, she headed back to the palace. 

Martina turned her head away when the queen entered her room. She did not want the woman who killed her mother, see her cry. 

‘Let me see the damage.’

Martina wiped the tears from her eyes before she turned her face towards the older woman.

‘I will get a medicine woman to tend to your cuts. But now, the two of us have another appointment.’

Martina was not in the mood to socialise with anybody. But she did not want to disrespect the queen’s wishes. She got up from her bed to find a dress.

‘You do not need any clothes.’ While saying this, Lessja removed her own dress. She took the young princess’ hand and led her outside.

The two thong-clad women made their way to the Black Sea. Hand-in-hand, they entered the chilly water. When a big wave approached, Lessja grabbed the blonde around the neck and forced them both down, allowing the cold water to crash on top of them. They rolled a few feet with the breaking wave, before the brunette helped the younger woman back up to her feet. 

‘Don’t you feel better. These waves can heal even the most tortured spirit.’

Although Martina tried to hide it, a smile appeared on her face. Lessja smiled back before she tried to wrestle the younger woman down again. But this time the blonde wrestled back. She ended up on top of the queen before another wave rolled them towards the shore again. For a moment, Lessja thought back to that fateful day when Anna had wrestled back. That friendly tussle had cost her best friend her life, just because she had gotten the upper hand for a few moments. The brunette forced these thoughts back to the deep vault in her brain where she kept them safe from others. She gave the blonde a friendly smile and a playful punch to shoulder.

‘Come, the tribe wants to celebrate your birthday.’ For a moment, the tension between the two women was forgotten. Martina hugged the queen and held her for a while. But then she pushed her away, while holding on to her arms.

‘Will you punish Renette for beating me?’

‘Do you want me to punish her?’

‘No.’

‘The two of you had a tough, spirited fight. This time, she got the better of you. Losing a fight does not make you a lesser leader. Both of you fought with courage. Women will follow any leader who will lead them with courage. My mother killed my friend for getting the better of me during a friendly wrestling match. Your mother killed many women for her own entertainment. As queen of the More tribe, I treasure life, and will never kill a woman for trivial reasons. I hope you will also treasure life when you rule the Hora tribe one day.’
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