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Lamia wiped at the sweat trickling down her brow as the blistering sun beat down on them.  They would travel south toward Sparta, the journey taking at least half a fortnight, if they were lucky. 

Already her muscles ached and she released a soft groan as she shifted in the leather saddle, tensing when her buttocks brushed against Thanos. 

“Relax,” he murmured close to her ear, the deep timbre of his voice washed over her like a gentle breeze.  She shivered as his warm breath feathered across the sensitive skin along the side of her neck, coaxing tiny goose bumps from her heated flesh. 

“I’m fine,” she gritted out, but she was far from it. Her butt was sore, her back hurt, and her muscles throbbed with pain from holding herself so rigid. 

He chuckled, the husky rumble resonating through her body as it seemingly crossed the narrow space between them to enfold her in its intimate warmth. 

“I do not bite,” he said with laughter in his voice. 

Lamia whipped her head around to glare at him. “I said I was fine.” 

By the gods, he was handsome when he smiled. The harsh planes of his face softened and his piercing blue eyes danced with merriment as he stared down at her. Afraid that her eyes would reveal the direction of her thoughts, she quickly twisted her head back around. 

He tightened his hold on his reins, enclosing her in his embrace. He leaned forward and his chest brushed against her back. 

Her eyelids drifted shut when she felt her body hum to life, her nipples almost painful as they tightened to stiff peaks. Thanos was just so blatantly masculine that it was hard not to be affected by him. 

“Move back and relax against me,” he said firmly. 

She shook her head. The last thing she wanted was to have his strong arms wrap any tighter around her, so that with each step of his horse, his solid chest would rub against her back and the insistent press of his cock would nudge against the swells of her ass. 

“Do it, Lamia.” 

“No.” 

He dropped the reins, and she gasped when his hand snaked out to splay across her stomach, gently but firmly scooting her back, so that she rested against the hard wall of his body. 

“Stop that, Spartan.” she hissed, struggling to lean forward, but it was useless. He had trapped her with his large frame. 

“You are the most stubborn woman I know,” he shot back, his voice strained with  exasperation, which she knew was because of her. “Your back will be sore by dusk if you remain so rigid. Relax against me. We have a long journey ahead and you will ache all over before it is done. It is foolish to start off in pain,” he said pointedly. 

She silently fumed but said nothing. She hated that he was right. But more than that she hated how the folds of her sex were now warm and swollen, the sticky juices of her arousal now pooling between her thighs. She let out a ragged breath, trying to fight back a moan while her gaze desperately roamed over the expanse of land that lay ahead of them. There was no way she would survive a fortnight with her body pressed against Thanos’ the entire time. She needed to concentrate on plans to escape—and the sooner the better, because her body was liable to go up in flames at any moment. 
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