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  Week One: Hunting Orientation




  Her curves drew him to her. The curves which swayed erotically as she walked, excelling his thoughts to mere sensual desires.




  “Fight the craving… fight the urge,” he thought, feeling the fever rising, a lust-filled heat washing across his body. “Damn it… fight the instinct,” he hissed, gazing at her from across the poolside as she remained totally innocent, totally clueless to the ideas of sinister lust that ran rampant through his mind like a blazing fire.




  What was it that drew him to her, what was it that called to him from the dark recesses of his mind still remained unclear, for he could feel himself already hypnotized by the erotic sway, the slight thrusting and twisting of her hips as she rolled towards him like some sort of demonic goddess.




  “Mmm… what a stunning night, not a cloud in the sky, it’s a perfect time to take a dip. “ Maru whispered in an almost airless grunt as she came up on him, her piercing grey eyes gazing heavily into his as she draped the slightly wet towel over her shoulders, allowing the strands of her brownish-blond hair to fall seductively across her breasts, the spicy, fruity glazed scent of her body passing across his nose, tantalizing his senses. It was odd for him to notice her scent in such a way, odd for him to seek the comfort in such a beast as her.




  “Yes… yes it is,” he gasped, gazing down at her long, tanned-colored thighs as she rubbed them against each other, noticing the slight yet spectacular gap between them as he took in the tight image of her bikini bottoms, before slowly gliding further up her body, burning every mark, every supple, tight, succulent inch of her in his mind. “Yes,” he gasped once more, rolling his eyes over the full blossoming rounds of her breasts, noticing the slight curves of her nipples pressing out from its cloth captors as the warmth, the enraged lust continued to burn inside him.




  “Yes it is,” he paused for a moment, inhaling deeply as he again took in her spicy scent, this time sensing an added aroma, an almost savory tang that riled his senses. “It can’t be,” he thought as he continued to gaze deeply into her eyes, his tongue striking from his mouth like a serpents, as he slowly rolled them over his lush full lips before breathing in another full breath of her growing spicy tang.




  “A perfect night to hunt,” he hissed as his eyes suddenly grew with a faint yellowish tint, “Perfect for taking the things we need… the things we desire, the things we need to feed.” He hissed as she pressed the tips of his fingers gently over the bottom of her chin.




  “I…,” Maru growled, feeling the sexual tension growing between the both of them, “I don’t think you could handle me,” she groaned deeply narrowing her eyes as they grew a dark crimson shade.




  “Maybe,” he grunted, “but maybe you can’t handle me,” he added.




  “Is that a challenge?” she asked.




  “It could be,” he hissed, “But right now, either way I can’t stop the bloodlust, the instinct inside me to take you right now.” He growled deeply, as he quickly slammed his hand into her bikini bottoms, forcing the tips of each finger deeply into her drenching wet opening while simultaneously sliding his other hand over her chest, tearing her bikini top away from her, allowing her breasts to feel his bare touch while slamming her body against the back door of the entryway.
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