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“I want him.”
Adaire glared at the woman before him, his lips curling into an angry frown when she stared back at him, her liquid brown eyes, cool and assessing.   She was a bitch—a haughty, arrogant bitch, but apparently his body didn’t care. His cock stirred when he caught a glimpse of the dark areolas of her full breasts that teased him from behind her sheer garment.  His breathing grew ragged, almost painful when she crossed her legs, and her robe parted, revealing one long, shapely leg, her rich copper skin smooth and supple.  He ached to run his callused hand along that expanse of bare flesh, imagining it would be as soft as the finest silk. He bit back a needy groan and made a fist, fighting the urge to cross the distance that separated them and find out just how soft her skin was for himself.

The woman before him knew she was painfully, achingly beautiful, that every man in her kingdom, and many beyond, desired her, would kill for the pleasure of warming her bed, the honor of thrusting between her thighs.  Her conceit knew no bounds, so he imagined it was impossible for her to concede defeat, for her to admit there was one man in all of Amazonia who could resist her advances.

“Your highness—must we do this every time I come here.  I am not for sale.”

He gestured toward the half naked man that stood before the queen, the chiseled definition of his muscles, rippling beneath his bronze skin.

“However, I have brought the young soldier you expressed an interest in.”

Queen Sumatra’s lipped thinned into a tight line.  She didn’t want that soldier who was barely out of boyhood, and he knew that.  She glared at Adaire.  He was arrogant, insufferable, full of insolence.  He was also the best acquirer in all of Amazonia.  He brought only the finest breeders, the most handsome concubines, the strongest servants.  Every woman in Amazonia clamored for Adaire’s services.  She on the other hand, required other services from him, but he was being stubborn, completely unreasonable.

She waved her hand.  “Leave us,” she barked out to her servants.  “Not you Adaire,” she said when he turned toward the door.

He faced her, his hazel-green eyes burning a hole straight through her, but he remained rooted to his spot at the foot of her throne, completely still.

She stepped down and moved toward him, and she noticed his eyes followed her every movement, the subtle sway of her rounded hips, the gentle bobbing of her breasts.  The bulge in his breeches grew bigger, a telling sign that he wasn’t as immune as he pretended to be.  But then she already knew that.

“Why do you persist in denying me?” she asked when she stood before him.

He arched one brow, the gesture one of blatant arrogance.

“Why do you persist in pursuing me, a man who has once rejected you?” he retorted in response.

She drew back in surprise, fighting the urge to wince.  She knew his words were not meant to be cruel, but simply a statement of fact.  Yet no other man would have dared speak to their queen that way, but Adaire was different.  That’s what drew her to him, what made her want him.  He was impossible to manipulate, to bend to her will.  He was his own man, and he knew it.

Her harem was full, overflowing with men eager to please her, and yet she was bored, restless.  She stared up at the handsome trader, her gaze traveling the length of his chiseled frame.  His tunic hung open, revealing the hard muscled planes of his bronze torso, and her heart skipped a beat when he shifted, the corded muscles of his lithe body bunching and flexing before her eyes.  She swallowed when his eyes met hers.  She was so tired of men who did her bidding, men who were quick to jump when she commanded.  She wanted something different.  She wanted Adaire.

“I could ruin you.” She spoke softly. “With a simple edict I could ban you from Amazonia.”

He shrugged, as if he didn’t give a care that she could bankrupt him, destroy his entire livelihood.    “And what would the noblewomen of Amazonia say when they had no more men to tend to their homes—to tend to them?  What do you think would happen when they discovered you were the reason why they no longer had men to serve them?”

Anger surged through her at his blatant disregard and veiled threat.  She didn’t bother to examine the fact that she’d threatened him as well.  “You are an arrogant swine, completely lacking in respect.”

She spun around and marched toward her throne.

“And you are spoiled and self-centered, and completely without scruples if you think you can blackmail me into your bed.”

The deep timbre of his voice sounded so close and she spun around, a gasp tearing past her lips when the tips of her breasts grazed his torso.  She shivered as lust pulsed through her, her body growing hotter when desire darkened Adaire’s gaze.

“You continue to deny me, but you’re not unaffected by me Adaire.”

“I never said I was,” he whispered, so close that the warmth of his breath caressed her face.  “But I refuse to surrender to you, Sumatra. If you want me in your bed, then you know what you must do.”

Fury roared through her veins and she practically shook with it.  She didn’t know if she was angrier that he didn’t use her royal title or at the vivid image he conjured with his words.  Her cheeks heated at the vision that flashed before her eyes.  It was demeaning, degrading, completely beneath her.

“How dare you?” She spat and her anger mounted when he furled his lips into a cocky grin.

“I assure you it wouldn’t be unpleasant, your highness.  You wouldn’t even be down there long.”

For a moment she couldn’t breathe. She saw herself before him, on her knees, her lips closed around the length of his cock, his face twisted in pleasurable agony as she sucked him, tasted him, gave him infinite ecstasy with her mouth.

“The thought of sucking my cock arouses you doesn’t it?”

It did, but she wouldn’t—couldn’t admit it.  She was a queen, a member of Amazonia’s nobility.  Not even the most common woman pleasured a man with her mouth.  Men existed for a woman’s pleasure; the needs of men were inconsequential.

“You’re dismissed,” she managed to get out finally, remembering who she was.  Not even her desire for Adaire could make her do something so degrading, so humiliating.  But she certainly wondered what it would be like, what it would feel like—for both of them.  Ever since he’d issued his ultimatum that was all she seemed to think about.

“One day your highness, I will force you to your knees, force your surrender and you will welcome it.”

He was gone then, his proud, arrogant gate taking him out of the throne room on five easy strides.  Rumor had it that Adaire was of royal blood, descended from a noble family on a planet far from Amazonia that had been destroyed centuries ago.

She had no trouble believing that rumor, she thought wryly.  Men like Adaire—with that kind of arrogance, that unwavering confidence—were not made, they were simply born that way.
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