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      Egypt, 3200 BC

      He was called Scorpion, not for the black carapaced creature he had tattooed on his left pectoral, but because it was rumoured he was immune to the sting. He was under the protection of the Goddess Serqet, and her creatures would not harm him. He was tall and broad across the shoulders, well muscled and bronze skinned. But it wasn’t his sheer size that commanded attention, it was the immanence of heka that poured off him, as if a God had taken up residence in his body and its power shone through his skin several finger widths wider than his frame.

      I had agreed to make a peace with him for my peoples sake, for he had taken the land all around us and he controlled the whole of the Nile as far south as the First Cataract and as far North as the Great Green Sea, courtesy of his mother Queen Neith. She was another warrior Queen and we had eyed each other with respect when we met.

      In my palace chamber, my maids dressed me in sheer white linen, fine pleated and soft on my oiled and perfumed skin. I had put off my crown now that the ceremony was over and put aside my bow and arrows, the symbols of my Goddess Neith, in whose name I ruled my people and kept them safe. We had stood defiant to the last as our neighbours went down. But when old Hedwer of Tura sued for peace, I knew we could hold out no longer. For it would serve no one to let him burn us in our beds or starve us out. So I turned to the other power my great Lady had bestowed upon me and made a bargain that only a warrior Queen can. My body and my allegiance for the safety and care of my people.

      The chief of my maids undid the fine braids of my fiery hair, a legacy of my Techenu mother, and brushed it smooth about my shoulders, while another retouched the malachite on my lids and the kohl about my eyes. A third stood waiting with the silver moon disc of my name-sake Goddess, Hathor, to set about my throat. It would be the only adornment I would wear to my marriage bed, my other jewels and regalia having been removed, following the ceremony that bound me body and Ka to the Scorpion King. Hathor’s symbol showed my transformation from Warrior Queen to consort. I would be the mother of the next Hor. The next Falcon King. For The Scorpion must have an heir to inherit the vast wealth and power he had accumulated, and that was the one thing I could give him that he could not do himself.

      I rose and allowed the moon disc to be set about my neck. The cool metal sat heavy on my breast, a reassurance of the power the Goddess would bestow upon me.

      My maids bowed their heads and hid their smiles. They would go and gossip and giggle as girls were won’t to do when a marriage was about to be consummated. But I could neither smile nor giggle. With the mantle of a ruler that I had donned so young, I had been robbed of the simple pleasures of girlhood. I was too serious and lonely. I knew it, but I could not break out of that trap, to venture out of it would be to lose everything I had spent my life building; authority, respect and the love of my people. This was the moment towards which my life had been building, although I hadn’t know it until I came face to face with him.

      Was I nervous? No I was terrified, deep down inside I was screaming with terror. Not of the act itself. But with the notion that I was about to irrevocably lose control of my body and my destiny. I was about to surrender, and I didn’t like it.

      The girls filed out of my chamber, the curtain over the door flapping closed, leaving me alone. I paced the tiled floor of my brightly decorated chamber, glancing at the bed, which had been made up with fresh sheets and a newly stuffed straw mattress and pillows and a rich red cloth spread over all. It would rustle with our joining. I swallowed, trying to picture it. The images that rose in my heart made me flush and my oiled thighs rubbed together as I turned away from the bed, suddenly flustered with my own readiness.

      I went to the chest where a wine jar rested in its stand and poured myself a goblet of the dark red liquid. I sipped it trying to calm my racing pulse. My Goddess had invaded my body already, making me moist and needy with the mere thought of him possessing me, invading me as he had invaded and taken the whole of the Nile.

      I drank the rest of the goblet’s contents in two swallows. Wine was Hathor’s sacred drink. She was the Lady of drunkenness. If I drank then she could more easily take me over and I could stop fighting with myself. I would surrender to her, not to him.

      

      “May I have one of those?”

      His voice cut across my thoughts and I turned, my heart thumping wildly, my pulses racing.

      He stood just inside the curtain, letting it fall behind him. His head reached above the lintel, he must have stooped to come through the door. He wore a white linen kilt tied at his waist. Like me he had divested himself of his crown and weapons. He was bare foot and bare chested. He came to me as a man only. Not a Horus. Not a King.

      His face was difficult to read, his jaw was square and firm and in repose his expression hard. His nose prominent and his eyes deep hooded beneath winged brows. It was a harsh face, yet women swooned over how handsome he was. It wasn’t his physique or his features that made him irresistible to them. It was his power. And confronted with him again at close quarters, in this position of imminent intimacy, I was conscious of how much of it he possessed. Effortlessly. He didn’t need the regalia of Kingship to tell everyone he ruled. It surrounded him like a cloak. I stiffened my knees. I would not fall at his feet.

      I poured him a goblet of wine and held it out silently.

      He stepped forward and took it from me. Our fingers touched and I trembled with the shock I felt all the way to my core. It was the first time we had touched. It took my breath.
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        * * *

      

      He raised the goblet and watched her over the rim. He had heard tales of her, the fire Queen of Tarkhan. He had discounted the tales of her beauty. People always exaggerate. He had believed the tales of her battle prowess and toughness and expected a woman who looked and behaved more like a man to back them up. He had come expecting her defiance and equally anticipating her eventual surrender. He had been surprised on all fronts. She was beautiful, as luminously beautiful as the moon of her personal Goddess, and as tough and battle hardened as the Great Neith herself. She had lead her warriors onto the field and faced him down with a mace and shield. She was too shrewd to fight him though, she asked parley and took him to a tent on neutral ground to discuss it. Far from the mannish woman, with a big, square body and leathery skin, his imagination had conjured, she was short and curvaceous and young, with a mane of fiery hair and big blue eyes in a sharp boned face. Her colouring was so strikingly different, it alone would have made her remarkable.

      She lifted her own goblet in acknowledgement and he felt the same rush of want he had felt on first seeing her. She had read him easily enough. And bargained like an equal. There was no hint in her demeanour that he held the power seat. She argued for the making of a dynasty. And her arguments made sense. Certainly she had his respect, and his body wanted hers. No question.

      So here they were. A King and a Queen. A man and woman. About to finalise the last part of their contract to rule and create a dynasty to rule after them. He tossed off the wine and set down the goblet beside hers. She stiffened slightly as he moved closer and he noticed the pulse beat in her neck. Her skin was very fine and she smelt of lotus. Her eyes widened slightly and he wondered at the glimpse of alarm in them. Was she afraid of this? Of him?

      He put up a hand to touch her face. His palm was callused and rough, and her skin was as smooth and soft as it looked. He slid his fingers into her hair, behind her neck, his thumb resting under her jaw. Her lips, stained with berry juice to make them redder, fuller, more enticing, parted slightly on a faint hitch of breath and he felt the pulse of her heart beneath his thumb. He lowered his head and touched her mouth with his. She pulled back a fraction and then pressed forward into his kiss. The touch of her mouth was tinglingly pleasurable, arrowing straight to his groin and stiffening him ready for battle. She tasted of the wine, sweet and fruity. He circled her slender waist with his arm and pulled her against him, deepening the kiss.

      It felt good to hold a woman and kiss her. He hadn’t done that in a long time. Not since Ty died…since he lost his heart and his home…he deflected the memory, loss and heart ache had no place here and now. He’d slaked his needs in many women’s bodies since then, but he’d not kissed them. Not held them as if they were precious and breakable. This one…felt different. Was different. He started as he meant to go on. He’d made a bargain with her and he meant to keep it.
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        * * *

      

      His kiss was intoxicating. More powerful than the wine and not what I expected. I had expected brutishness, not tenderness. I had expected him to demand my submission, not my participation. His lips and tongue drew responses from me I had never given to anyone, man or woman. Ruling is a lonely business.

      My arms came up round his neck, one came down on that tattooed scorpion, but I didn’t feel its sting, barely noticed that I was touching it, because his mouth distracted me with pleasurable sensations I had never experienced before. When he pulled me against his body and I could feel the heat and firmness beneath his kilt, my knees buckled and I clung to him. The moisture between my legs bloomed and my flesh twitched and pulsed with a sharp aching need. The Goddess had taken control of me completely. Her appetites possessed me. I panted. I think I moaned out loud.

      He lifted his head a fraction to appraise me, his eyes were liquid mirrors of my own desire. He surprised me yet again, by letting me go and seizing the wine jar to pour us more wine. I reached for the table to prop up my weakened legs and strove to appear less discomposed than I felt.

      “Come sit with me a moment,” he said, motioning me to the bed. I came with my wine goblet clutched like a weapon of defense. I sat gingerly beside him, a space of two palms between us. He leaned back, lounging on one arm and I was forced to slew round to face him. His gaze ran over my body and I felt that the thin fabric of my loose gown hid little. Why had he stopped kissing me? Did I do something wrong? My normal confidence had deserted me in this new game of seduction. I was out of my depth and sure that it showed. What was he thinking?

      “When did you last lie with a man?”

      His question took my breath. “What?” I managed after a moments struggle.

      He frowned at me and the harshness I had noted earlier, came back. “Its a simple question. I should have asked it earlier, but I hadn’t had leisure to think things through.”

      “What things?”

      “I want to be sure any child you bear is mine,” he spoke somewhat sharply, as if I were suddenly dim witted. It was an abrupt change from the consideration he had shown me previously. I was reminded that this man’s rage in battle was legendary. I shivered involuntarily.

      “Well?” he prompted when I didn’t answer.

      I lifted my chin, even as I felt my skin flushing. Would he believe me?

      “I have never lain with a man.” There it was said. A shameful truth.

      He stared at me his expression, blank. I was to learn this meant he was thinking deeply and wished none to know of what. I had surprised him.

      “Why?” he asked finally.

      I looked away, suddenly unable to the bear the pressure of his gaze. I felt less, somehow for my shameful admission. “I was afraid,” I said softly to the goblet clutched in both my hands.

      I felt him sit up and reach for the goblet. He prized it from my fingers and put it aside with his. Then he forced me to look at him. “Of what are you afraid?” he asked calmly.

      There was a stillness to him as he asked this question. I didn’t know it then, but it was the stillness that presaged a storm. It was the stirring of his anger. I had no inkling of that in the moment and even if I had, I’d not have guessed the cause of it.

      “I was afraid that if a man took my body he would also take my power.” Admitting the truth, my fear, was suddenly easy.

      The tension cleared then and he smiled. It melted the harshness from his face and made him look younger and I’ll admit now, heart-breakingly handsome. Then I felt something inside me slip and soften, but I didn’t know it was my heart, for it had never been assaulted before.

      “Very wise of you,” he said and kissed my fingers. It was such a strange gesture I felt my mouth fall open in surprise. He dropped his gaze a moment and then looked at me sideways with that charming smile that melted me still further. “I never thought I would meet a woman like you. We will be a formidable team I think.”

      I nodded, unsure how to respond to this.

      “I will take your body, but not your power, Hathor. The Goddess lives in you, I can feel it. I will honour it. You have my word on that.”

      “Thank you,” I whispered, feeling tears clog my throat. I never wept, not since my mother flew to heaven.

      “I will protect you and the children you bear me with my last breath, you can rely on that.”

      I nodded and slipped to my knees and bowed my head to him. “I will always have your back and serve you,” I said softly. The promise came from nowhere, but I meant it, with every fibre of my being. This man was worthy of my service. I knew it with the instinct that had served me in the short, harsh years of my sole rule of Tarkhan.

      “Thank you,” he responded and drew me up into his arms and down onto the bed, where he kissed me again. A kiss that explored and invited.

      
        
          
            [image: ]
          

        

        * * *

      

      Her confession had shaken him and stirred him to emotions he hadn’t ever felt before. A fierce kind of pride and a recognition that this woman was the one he had waited all his life to meet. A worthy partner and equal.

      He shifted on the bed, the soft mattress rustling beneath them, pressing her hand into the pillow above her head, palm to palm, fingers linked, as he bent to trace kisses down her jaw and nibble on the pulse in her neck. His blood urged him to remove her gown and take her with swift force, but her lack of experience forced him to a slower pace, even as her little panting moans egged him on. Such a contradiction, untouched, yet so wildly responsive.

      He moved a hand up her thigh and pushed up her gown sliding his fingers higher and found her thighs well oiled and higher still plump, wet folds that revealed her state of arousal. He forgot his plan of measured seduction then. He groaned and ground his hard cock into her flank, curling his hips in an involuntary thrust.

      “Hathor…” he panted. He was hot, so hard he ached, his balls tight with need. He reached for her gown and lifted it over her head. She helped him get rid of it, her hands reaching for him, her eyes feverish with the same intensity and need. He pulled the tie of his kilt and discarded it. He leaned over her, his cock a rampant red sword between them. She stared down at it, her legs splayed either side of his.

      She reached up and brought him down on top of her, kissing him and lifting her legs in invitation. He plunged forward stabbing blindly and after a couple of attempts they found the right place and he sank inside with a grunt that became a groan as the full glory engulfed his body. He buried his face in her neck and panted, holding still as his body adjusted to the overload of pleasure.
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        * * *

      

      I held him to me, feeling him shake as his shaft slid into me. It was different from the stone cocks I’d used to bring myself release. For one thing his flesh was hot and for another, despite its hardness, it was more pliable than stone. It was larger too. My flesh gripped his and throbbed with pleasure. The Goddess had seized me indeed, because I was on the edge of release with just one thrust. Normally it would take many plunges of the stone phallus and much stroking of my fingers to bring me release. I clutched at him with my hands, his body felt so good, pressing me into the bed, filling me up. He began to move and my possessed body arced and vibrated with aching need. I was close to breaking open. I panted and moaned and moved with him in a frantic pulsing seeking.

      He thrust, deep hard and fast, his body sheened in sweat, slipping in the perfumed oil of our skin. It was glorious and swift and explosively, exquisitely, intensely pleasurable. I felt it arc through my body and go off like lightening in a thunderstorm, raging through my body and out the crown of my head and the soles of my feet. I panted through it, feeling him shudder and grunt and groan out his own release, a hot series of flooding shots inside me. Goddess!

      He collapsed on me, still trembling and I clung to him, still shocked by the intensity and swiftness of our mutual release.
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        * * *

      

      As the aftershocks ebbed and he got his breath back, a warmth pervaded his body, a peace that loosened his muscles and a sense of contentment enveloped him. He rolled sideways withdrawing from her body and pulling her closer as the knowledge that the act they had just completed was only the first. She moved into his arms naturally, resting her head on his shoulder and she sighed.

      “What is it?” he asked quietly.

      “Nothing. A silly fancy,” she said, tracing her hand over his chest, over the tattoo of a black scorpion.

      He captured that hand and kissed it. “What?” he pressed.

      She bit her lip and looked up at him beneath her lashes. Did she know how provocative that was? Did she know how beautiful she was? His body was sated, yet he wanted her all over again. His hand slid lazily down her side to caress her hip.

      “They say you are immune to the Scorpion’s sting. Is it true?”

      “Yes. I fell into a pit full of scorpions as a boy and got stung. Miraculously I survived. Scorpion stings are painful for me, but they won’t kill me.”

      “You are under the protection of your Goddess then.”

      “It seems so yes. I have built a temple to her at Abdu, the place of my birth. I will take you there.” His thumb traced over her pelvis and she moved her hip, opening herself up to him. He smiled and bent forward to kiss her, his fingers tracing over her mound to find the place of her pleasure.

      In moments she was panting and moaning and he slid down her body, moving his mouth from her breasts to her belly to the moist heaven between her legs. She stared down at him startled.

      “What are you doing?”

      He grinned and set to work to lick her to release. Which took only long enough to get him hard enough to take her body a second time. With long deep thrusts, he held himself over her and watched her face as he brought her to release yet again.

      “Oh Goddess,” she moaned, gasping and laughing. Clenching on him, she brought her legs up and he lowered his weight and kissed her, throughly, deeply. His body could hold back no longer and he began to hammer her into the mattress, hard, fast, panting, rapid pounding. Yes, yes, yes. His body jerked, pleasure exploded and seized his panting breath in a loud groan as he hit the apex of release and lost his seed in pulsing shots deep inside her. He collapsed slowly, feeling as if he had lost his sense of separateness.

      Even in prayer he had not felt this level of connectedness to another being. He lay perfectly still, listening to his own heartbeat and felt himself in her, of her. It was extraordinary and precious. She clung to him and they breathed in unison, pulse beat and breath in sync. Gradually the feeling of absolute oneness subsided, leaving a warm feeling in its wake.

      He moved his head and she looked at him, her expression dazed. He kissed her. A little while later they slowly disengaged and she curled into his arms. He stroked her and held her. He had found his home. It was in her.
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