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The contest had not been held in many years; there had been no need for it. Queen Oriana had long ruled unchallenged – longer than anyone before her – and she had ruled well. Courageous in battle and wise in council, she had always had her people’s best interest at heart and as a result the Naemerians had flourished. The Amazon-like, multi-racial tribal nation had existed for ages, but it was during Oriana’s reign that they had truly come into their own. Skilled hunters and mighty warriors, these fiercely independent jungle women bowed down to no one, save for their deities – many of whom were believed to take the shape of animals – and their queen. In an out-of-the-way place where technology was nonexistent and the blade and the bow and arrow reigned supreme, the Naemerians were greatly respected and even feared by all their neighbors. 

Although they were generally a cohesive society with the queen unanimously recognized as sovereign, a clan-based substructure with a strict hierarchy was also in place. Of an unambiguously matriarchal culture, they viewed men as inferior and mothers would usually swiftly dispose of their male offspring at birth, with only a small number being reared up and kept for breathing purposes. Those, alongside selected prisoners of war, were the very few men that ever got to touch the Naemerian women, whose beauty had become a thing of legend throughout the land. The men could hardly be called lucky ones, though, as the price they had to pay for that fleeting pleasure was a steep one. Most of them would be killed as soon as they had served their purpose and those who were allowed to live did so as nothing more than common slaves. 

Oriana had led those formidable she-warriors for almost eighteen years. She had claimed the throne in her twenty-fifth summer, after the then reigning queen had been killed in a war. The only way one could become a Naemerian queen was to prove oneself worthier than any potential rivals in battle and Oriana had done just that by defeating the only other pretender to the crown in hand-to-hand combat. Once on the throne, she had stayed there without equal. No one had even thought of challenging her rule. Physical prowess was among the most important things to the Naemerians and Oriana was acknowledged by all as the greatest warrior among them, which alone would have been enough to keep her in power. But, in addition to having unrivaled fighting skills, Oriana had also always been a benign and just leader. Not even once had she been known to try and abuse her power. She had always cared for her people and this had made her deeply respected and admired by nearly all of the Naemerians. She had never let them down and their thrust in her had been implicit, as had been their loyalty. They had wanted her to lead them and led them she had – right until the day she had been suddenly taken ill. What no human enemy could ever do had proven possible for the mysterious ailment. Oriana had fought bravely as she did all her battles, but in the end she had succumbed, despite the efforts of all the tribe’s healers. 

Oriana’s had been a burial like no one had ever seen and the Naemerians had mourned the loss of their beloved queen deeply, but even as they grieved, they knew that life must go on. The tribe needed to move ahead and continue to thrive, which meant that a new queen had to be chosen to lead the way.  

Two women wanted the crown more than anyone and were considered the most worthy by the others. Each of the two saw herself as being fit to rule – more so than anybody else and neither one was willing to back down. That being the case, everyone knew that there was only one way the matter could be resolved: The two pretenders to the throne had to face one another in a hand-to-hand battle to the finish. The winner would be pronounced queen. The loser – if she survived – would have to obey, along with everybody else. That was the way it had always been. That was the way it would always be. 

One of the women aspiring to be queen was named Nia. Despite being only twenty-three summers old, she was already a clan leader and was regarded as one of the best hunters and warriors in Naemeria. Astute, brave, powerful, and equally skilled with all weapons and in unarmed combat, she was as savvy at the council table as she was deadly to enemies and prey. 

The other claimant was Nia’s lifelong rival, Zarah. Found as a baby in the jungle, she had been adopted by a Naemerian woman and, in time, had grown to be truly exceptional, earning a place among the nation’s greatest. She had eventually become a clan leader herself and had been accepted to the council – an achievement previously believed impossible for one who was born an outsider. She was the same age as Nia and just as bright and as gifted as the latter in every aspect. In fact, the two had always been in something of a competition on all levels ever since they had been little girls and now each of them viewed this fight as a double opportunity. Not only would the winner be crowned queen, but she would also finally prove her superiority over her archrival.  

The contest was held on the third day after Oriana’s burial, just after sundown. Having spent the day preparing for combat, Nia and Zarah arrived for their meeting with destiny, each accompanied by members of her clan. 

The arena in which the battle for the throne always took place was the large ritual hall in the royal palace. It the center of it, there was a wide circular pit, about waist-deep and tiled with white slabs of marble. That was now lit by numerous torches that were set in the floor around it. Outside the circle, the hall’s multitiered floor was densely lined with the Naemerian elite. Tribal elders, council members, distinguished warriors and various selected clan representatives stood in tense anticipation, eager to witness the fight and hail their new queen. 

Climbing down into the pit from opposite sides, the two rivals strode confidently towards each other and faced off, ready to begin. They were both completely naked, each wearing only narrow bands of animal hide around her arms, just above the elbows. The bands were no more than two fingers wide and had the role of insignia; they were an indication of the clan each woman belonged to and her status. The fact that Nia and Zarah were clan leaders was signified by each of them wearing her clan’s insignia on both arms – all other clan members were only allowed to wear a single armband. Nia’s bands were made from the pelt of a black panther and Zarah’s – from that of a tiger.

As the two naked warrioresses stood face-to-face, the contrast between them was almost startling in its obviousness. 

Even though Nia was a fifth generation Naemerian, her appearance made it quite easy to trace her roots to the distant land of Africa. She stood at 9 taks (five foot ten inches, or one hundred and seventy-eight centimeters in some other parts of the world) and her body, covered by flawless, very dark brown skin, was lush and curvaceous, but it also looked sturdy and strong. And not only did it look that way; Nia had proven on more than one occasion that there was plenty of power beneath her curves. She had an extremely attractive face, with large black eyes and full, sumptuous lips. Her jet-black hair was pulled back and gathered in a long, thick braid, starting at the back of her head and reaching down to her narrow waist. Her shoulders were wide, her belly was flat and her hips flared generously above solid, shapely thighs and calves which tapered into slender ankles. Her backside was round and firm; it stuck out provocatively behind her, moving around in a slow, enticing roll when she walked. Her hairless mons Veneris (Naemerians traditionally removed all their body hair) was prominent and she displayed it with pride. Below it, the labia were thick and even darker than the rest of her skin. In fact, they were practically black – as were her wide areolae and rock-hard nipples. Her breasts themselves were spectacular. Large and firm, the two globes of supple flesh stood high on her chest, defying gravity and rounding off the overall impression of female sexuality and potency that Nia projected.  

Zarah was of the exact same height as her rival and looked just as beautiful and imposing. Her toned body was that of a trained athlete, with square shoulders and long, sculpted limbs, and she carried herself with effortless grace, all her
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