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Аннотация
Kaeli never knew following the whims of desire could be so fun ... nor so dangerous. And sexy Cajun Navarre Lyssandro is exactly what this girl needs. Too bad he's nuts.... 
Tempting, sassy ... and human, Kaeli Jackson is a woman who can take care of herself, and she arouses feelings in Navarre he cannot ignore, despite his best efforts. But the vamps are stirring after the disappearance of their leader, riled by the Lycan presence. Navarre cannot allow her close, because to touch Kaeli is to mark her for death... 
Rating: Contains graphic, explicit sex and violence, profanity, and harsh language.


CARNAL KNOWLEDGE
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CHAPTER ONE

�Hold it, bitch.�
Kaeli Jackson stopped instantly at the mouth of the dark, narrow alley, a chill creeping up her spine at the mugger�s high, nasal voice. The door to Inferno was only thirty odd feet away, but she�d never make the run in her heels. She hadn�t gotten decked out in a year, and she�d break something if she tried it. The bass from the music pounded outside--there was no chance they�d hear her scream or anything else. She was on her own.
The mugger moved up behind her. �Damn you�re phat, bitch.� �PH� phat he meant by the tone of his voice--he damn well wasn�t commenting on the size of her ass. She didn�t want to tell him phat went out a year ago. He pinched an ass cheek and she gritted her teeth, biding her time, hands clenching.
He snickered and released her. �Gimme your purse.� He wrenched at it on her shoulder and she slipped it off, dropping it on the sidewalk from his grasp.
�Oh, I�m sorry. I didn�t mean to,� she babbled like a helpless female, glancing down and watching him stoop to grab the purse. His hand snaked out, and she lifted her foot to grind her heel into the back of his hand--the meaty part near the thumb. Blood welled instantly. His high pitched scream rattled her eardrums. She twisted, grinding him into the rough pavement, knocking him back on his ass with a shin kick she�d learned in KardioKick.
He sat back, clutching his hand to his chest, crimson rivulets streaming down his arm. Kaeli got her first look at her would-be attacker.
A damn punk ass kid. Why were they always kids? Quick perusal of the pavement confirmed he didn�t even have a weapon--stupid damn kid. Hell, even she packed in these neighborhoods, not that it had done her any good.
�What the hell are you doin� robbin� people when you ain�t even got your pubes yet, brat?�
He glared at her. �For the hell of it, bitch.�
Kaeli crossed her arms over her chest, narrowing her eyes. Should have known it by looking at his gear--baggy britches and tight, long sleeved shirt, a chain on his waist. He had skater extremist written all over him.
Just like a damn extremist--it was getting to where they�d do just about anything for a rush. �Fair enough.�
She bent and snatched his wallet off the chain. He didn�t try to stop her--still nursing his wound. He�d live, that was sure.
�You can�t rob me! That�s not fair,� he said in a whiny voice.
A sure sign of immaturity. �Insurance, brat. Now get out of here.
You�re damn lucky you wasn�t brandishing or I�d sic the cops on your ass right now.�
He continued glaring but scrambled to his feet and backed away until it was safe to run.
As he disappeared around the block, Kaeli sighed, wondering if it had been a wise move. She knew he was priming for prison, but she�d put enough fear in him maybe he wouldn�t do anything else tonight. She�d make a call to the cops once she got inside and turn his wallet in--not that the cops would do anything more than spoil an already marvelous night.
As it was, she wouldn�t be surprised if he was taken in and sued her for hurting him in the mugging--it was the American way, after all.
Kaeli had just turned back toward the club when clapping came from near the dark alley�s entrance. She halted and tensed, expecting renewed attack. Maybe she had gone crazy....
�That was an entertaining show, petite,� a deep, rumbling voice spoke from the shadows. Gooseflesh raced over her skin just listening to it.
�Who the hell are you?� She couldn�t help being defensive. She�d just been attacked, after all. She put the kid�s wallet into her purse, slipping her hand on the butt of her gun.
�You don� need a pea shooter for me.�
She startled inside, tightened her hand on the butt. How the hell did he know that? Lucky guess was all. Had to be.
He chuckled and moved into the light. Kaeli�s breath hitched, and if she hadn�t been frozen in place, she�d surely have melted at the smoky look the stranger passed over her. Thought became chaotic, sluggish as she did a once over and went back for more.
Blond. Golden. Adonis. He looked like some bad ass metal band member--a lead bass guitarist. Long, wavy hair trailed down to his chest, muscles but not breadth hidden beneath a tight black T-shirt that tormented her. He had classical features: squared jaw, dimpled chin, straight nose, and smiling, full lips--but the combination tantalized when Grecian statues left her cold as the marble used to carve them. The man oozed bad boy like people expelled carbon dioxide--and he was definitely just as dangerous in too great a quantity.
Tribal tattoos twirled about his muscled arms, and painted on leather pants completed his ensemble. She tried to look away, but her eyes stayed rooted to his groin. Couldn�t go any farther than that bulge, thumbs ... thumbs hooked in his pockets, framing his groin like a picture. It was one of those subtle moves all guys did but few could pull off because they didn�t have the package. This one definitely had it goin� on.
He sauntered toward her, that cocky stride that couldn�t help but garner any straight woman�s attention. �Navarre Lyssandro.�
Kaeli gaped at him. �Huh?� Once she�d seen him, her mind had blanked beyond the need to procreate--fast. NOW.
Someone that damn sexy was nothing but trouble.
Navarre chuckled, standing just inside her comfort zone, crowding her until she took a step back. He leaned against the lip of the alley, leisurely running his gaze down her body. She shivered, the tips of her breasts tingling with imagined contact.
�You asked who I was, I tell you. Navarre Lyssandro.�
He had an accent. Damn his hide, he had an accent! French and Southern rolled into one tantalizing package that had her near salivating.
She shouldn�t lust after a stranger like this--it was completely foreign to her.
Kaeli glared at him, unwilling to concede defeat to a damn Cajun. �What are you doing here?�
�Meetin� a friend, chere. You goin� tell me your name, pretty lady?�
Never in her life had anyone accused her of being a lady. �Kaeli Jackson.�
�Kaeli,� he said, savoring her name like choice wine. It sounded so much better on those lips.
She swallowed and offered her hand like an automaton. He shook it, his hand warm, callused ... lingering. She withdrew quickly, palm itching to know more of him than that brief contact allowed. She never drank, but tonight she needed something cold and hard to quench her libido.
Anger was good. It kept her head vaguely clear of confusing thoughts when she concentrated on being outraged. �Why the hell didn�t you help me when that kid attacked? Or call someone?�
He cocked one dark, golden brow. �I walked up after you�d already taken him down, petite. After that, I jus� enjoyed the show.�
�Excuses, excuses.� Kaeli grunted. �Wouldn�t want to hurt that purty hide of yours, eh?� And it was a purty one, but not girlish in any way.
She couldn�t stop looking at him. Trouble. Keep telling yourself that. 
Trouble. 
�I couldn�t chance you gettin� hurt if I came up and distracted you.�
�Very heroic of you.� She was being an asshole but couldn�t help herself. Hell, the guy said he hadn�t been there from the start. She was always like this around hunks. No damn wonder she hadn�t been laid in forty forevers. Prickly bitches just didn�t seem to hold much appeal for men for some unfathomable reason. It spoiled her mood just thinking about it.
�Not all women want to be rescued, petite. Besides, I didn� know but what you weren�t some militant feminist. I don� like bein� chewed on,� he paused, grinning, then continued, �not like that....�
She couldn�t help smiling at his innuendo. She definitely had a craving for big meat right now. And she couldn�t blame his reasoning for holding back when he�d come. Where she was from, men had been blasted for one thing or another until they�d lost all shred of their manhood. They�d been bitched at so much you couldn�t even expect to have a guy come up to you anymore and ask for a dance or buy you a drink. It was hell being a woman these days.
�You forgive me, petite? I�ll be your shinin� knight next time you�re attacked.�
�Sure.� She shrugged. She could take care of herself--she was used to it.
As snippety as she�d been, he still offered to see her into the club.
Once they passed through the blackened glass doors at the entrance and the music blasted their eardrums, he left her to go to his friend.
It was a shame really. She�d always liked those charming bad boys.
He was almost enough to make her forget how the night started. After going to the bar and phoning in a tip and leaving the kid�s wallet, she ordered a white russian and set out to find her friends. She spotted them almost immediately, getting off the dance floor.
Shawnda and Mina waved, and she followed them back to their table.
It was a little quieter in the corner away from the dance floor. Only minimal yelling was needed to communicate.
�Girl, what took you so long?� Shawnda asked after hugging Kaeli and sitting down.
�Ya, I�d done give up on you coming. Called the hotel five times and got no answer,� Mina said, settling into her chair.
�Sorry. I got mugged just outside the club.� Kaeli took a sip of her drink and grimaced at the alcohol stealing her breath.
�Omigod!� they screamed in unison and passed hugs all around.
�What happened? Are you okay?�
Kaeli smiled at them. �I�m all right. Just some damn kid looking for kicks. That ain�t the half of it though. Some guy came up right after.�
Mina perked up, instantly recognizing Kaeli�s interest. �Oh?�
�Spill it, Kaeli. Was he hot?�
�Take a look for yourself, Shawnda. He�s right over there.� Kaeli hooked a thumb over her shoulder toward the opposite corner of the bar where she�d seen him sit down.
They both stood and gaped. �Jesus! Kaeli, which one is it? They�re both gorgeous,� Shawnda said.
�The blond one. His name�s Navarre.�
�On a first name basis now?� Mina asked as she sat. �Why didn�t you jump him when you had the chance? We came here tonight for dick, and girl, you need it worst of all.�
Kaeli nodded. They�d all been single so long, she was sure she was growing cobwebs.
�I�d eat him up. You don�t pass up a good thing like that when it comes along.� Shawnda finished off her fuzzy navel and leaned back in her chair, narrowing her dark eyes at Kaeli in mock severity.
Kaeli shrugged. �He�s not my type.� At their guffaws, she grinned.
�All right. Lies, all lies. I want him so bad I can practically taste it.�
Glancing over her shoulder through the smoky interior, she saw him stand up and walk toward the exit.
�Damn. He�s leaving.�
�Well, go after him,� Shawnda prodded.
Torn, Kaeli sat there. She talked big, but when it came down to doing the deed with a virtual stranger--no matter how hot--she was all talk and no action.
Shawnda and Mina both stood and grabbed her arms, hauling her up.
�Get the lead out of your ass and go after him before he gets away,� Mina said.
They were right. You only live once. �Just bitch slap me for the coward I am if I come home early tonight.� She pulled free. �You sure y�all will be all right?�
�Hell, we were having a great time until that guy bit Mina.�
�Huh?� What the hell kind of city was this? Muggings, guys biting girls in clubs--wait, that sounded like home. Mental forehead smack.
�On the dance floor. We were grinding and then he just up and bit me. I smacked him good. You know I don�t allow that without dinner first.� Mina grinned. �Now, quit stalling and go.�
Kaeli nodded and hugged her friends, then headed to the front entrance. She knew he�d come through the alley. There was a good chance he�d leave that way too. Liquid courage surging through her veins and ears ringing, she walked as fast as she dared. It was as she neared the corner of the building that the sounds of a fight finally registered in her brain.
Someone was getting the shit kicked out of them. She rounded the edge and froze, heart suddenly pounding. �Jesus H. Christ!�

CHAPTER TWO

Navarre thought Raoul was a fool for risking his heart and his life for a human mate, be they ever so tempting. A fling perhaps, but he would not chain himself to a woman who could never be his equal. As arrogant as that made him sound, he couldn�t help the thought. They were too fragile. And to risk war for a woman not their kind was suicide ... and worse. Not that the shaky truce between vamps and Lycans held when pressed. Each stayed on their own ground. Crossing over almost always meant a fight once the vamps had risen from their slumber.
He�d risked attack coming here to talk his friend out of this foolishness, but Raoul would not be swayed. He�d chosen the course of his life and Navarre could not stop him.
Of course, he would not have met the brazen Kaeli had he not come....
Navarre put the tempting vixen out of his mind. He could not chance embroiling more humans in their affairs--it always ended in their death.
To think of her caramel skin bleached and lifeless, the sassy glint of her hazel eyes snuffed, fouled his mood.
Navarre took a deep, cleansing breath as he exited the club. His ears rang with residual beat, and he shook his head as though that would clear it.
The stench of sweat, smoke, and liquor clung to his nostrils, near overpowering him but lessening in potency as he walked past the club�s facade. Rounding the block, he strode into the alley, ears perked for danger.
He�d parked his car on the other end of the building as a precaution from thieves and alerting vamps of his presence. Not that it mattered this early.
He slowed his steps as a hush settled. The wind whistling through the confines halted in anticipation, as though sucked into greedy lungs.
He wasn�t alone.
Navarre crouched, muscles tensing, scanning the edges of the roof for attack. The trace scent of blood drifted to him--a scent of vampire--
permeating the air just as the vampires struck.
A dark shape whipped past him, seemingly from nowhere, though he knew it a trick of the mind-- flashing. Navarre extended his claws in an instant, slashing as it rammed his side just as a second slammed into him from behind.
Navarre whirled with the hit, striking flesh, felt the stinging rain of blood shower upon him--his own and that stolen from an innocent victim.
The vamps stopped in the alley, and his gaze shifted back and forth, keeping them in sight, his muscles fluid, ready to attack, yet he waited to see what they would do next. Long had it been since he�d killed a vamp, and he would not do so now if he could help it. If they continued their attack, however....
�It�s hardly fair two of you attackin�, mon ennemi,� he said, leveling his stare on the dark one but continually glancing at the heavy blond.
The dark haired one glared at Navarre, hissing as he clutched his side, stemming the flow of blood. �You don�t belong here,� he spat out. He examined the shredded jacket and slowly closing wound on his side. �I just finished feeding. You�ll pay for the meal you stole.�
Navarre grinned, lengthening his claws to daggers. �Gladly.�
They rushed him as one, right and left. Navarre spun from the slash of their nails and teeth. He couldn�t allow them to bite and inject their venom. Running along the alley, one vamp breathing down his neck, he ran at one of the walls and jumped, hitting high and bounding off it. Chunks of brick shattered under the grip of his hands and the strike of his feet, scattering like pebbles. He slammed into the thick middle of the blond vampire just as he launched at Navarre.
Navarre straightened his arms like swords, tearing into the vamp�s soft belly. Hot blood gushed over his arms, showering the pavement in a widening slick. The blond screamed and hit the pavement with a meaty thud, slipping in his meal as he struggled to hold his belly together.
Navarre shook the tainted blood from his hands, landing on his feet, staggering as his boot heels struck scattered brick, rolling beneath him.
The lead vamp grabbed him from behind as he recovered his balance.
Navarre twisted in the vamp�s grip, baring his neck as he punched his right hand back across his chest, driving into the vamp�s side, reaching for the heart. The grip tightened. He heard the pop of his shoulder as it slipped out of the socket. Navarre continued driving his claws into the dark haired vamp, faster and faster, but his hold didn�t loosen. He growled in wolfen fury, barely noticing the pain as the fangs sank in and savaged his throat and shoulder, shredding his skin.
The vampire�s poison flooded his veins, paralyzing him. His arms dropped as the paralytic drug consumed him. The blood pulled from his body, sucked away like the remains of a thick shake. Sluggishly, his wolfen powers worked to heal him, but he could do nothing so long as the vampire fed off him.
Navarre sank to his knees, barely feeling the pavement dig into his flesh through the thin leather pants.
Heat singed his hair with a whining zip--a bullet buzzed by his head, slamming into the vamp holding him in thrall. He was released abruptly, and then he heard the scream of a woman echoing through the alley.
* * *
Some thing was eating Navarre. Kaeli looked at it in horror, the blood frozen in her veins, her stomach convulsing in an agonizing clench to empty its contents. Even at this distance, she could see wildness in its--the man�s eyes. Thick red coated his blinding white skin, long ivory nails dug into Navarre�s bronze flesh. His mouth latched on to Navarre�s neck, shaking him like a dog with a chunk of meat.
Kaeli choked back the sickness threatening to overwhelm her and pulled her gun out of her purse without conscious volition. She aimed and pulled the trigger, feeling sluggish, as though she moved under water.
The gun popped with a small crack like a roman candle, kicked back, waking her from her stupor. She blinked rapidly at the muzzle flash, watching with morbid fascination as the man thing fell back from Navarre, dazed. A hole blossomed on his cheek like a crimson rose. Navarre dropped to his hands, freed at last, shaking his head in confusion, his blond hair matted with blood.
The world returned to full throttle in an instant.
�Get the fuck away him!� she screamed. The man looked up at her, a killing look wiping the stunned surprise off his face. With amazing speed, he gained his feet and rushed her.
He should be dead. Not running. Not attacking.
Kaeli didn�t hesitate, fired straight into him. The gun popped rapidly, smoke filling the air. He didn�t pause a second, as if the slugs were no more a nuisance than mosquitoes pelting his hide.
He reached her and she fired again, heard the tell-tale click of the empty chamber. How could she have emptied the gun so fast? He snatched her gun from her steely grip with breathtaking speed, slashed at her. She dropped to the ground and his nails glanced through her braids trailing in the air as she ducked. He ran past, and she whirled in her crouch, kicking her leg out, saw he was gone--as though he�d flown away or something.
Kaeli straightened and shuddered, then turned and ran to Navarre as he gained his feet. He moved his arm, and it crunched with a sickening pop.
He gave her a wry smile then slumped against her. �My thanks,� he murmured against her shoulder.
She wrapped her arms around him for support. He was wet, sticky.
His shirt squished as she hugged him.
�Oh, Jesus!� she gasped. His back was soaked through with blood she found as she pulled her hands away, the thick liquid black in the shadows. She swallowed against the nausea, felt around, but she couldn�t find a wound, no bullet hole telling she�d missed his attacker and hit him.
There was only a small tear on his neck. She wiped at the blood with her palm, trying to see the wound, but after a few seconds, even that didn�t seem so bad. But the head area bled the worst. That could account for his drenching, and not all of it could be from him.
He could barely stand though and moved like he was drunk, his limbs too heavy to lift.
�We have to get you to a hospital. I�ll get someone to call inside.�
No one could have heard that commotion over the music pounding inside--
her suspicions confirmed when no one rushed outside to see what had happened. She had to go back and get help. She didn�t even consider calling the cops because, frankly, she despised them. And they�d probably haul her in for having had a gun.
�No,� he said and pushed off her, his strength returning. �No hospital. I�m goin� home.�
�You stupid son of a bitch. You�re hurt. Bad. You�re going if I have to carry you myself.�
He smiled, and some of the color seemed to come back to his face, though it was hard to tell with the shadows. Moonlight and security lights could only reveal so much.
He started walking down the alley.
�You�re gonna fight me, huh?� she asked, jogging up beside him, glancing back to make sure the thug wasn�t sneaking up behind them.
He spared her a backward glance over his shoulder. �But of course, petite. Don� worry, they�re both gone.�
Two? Two had jumped him? She hadn�t even seen the other. It was no damned wonder he was hurt. She didn�t even want to think about how she�d emptied her clip into one of the bastards. She wasn�t ready to question that just yet. Navarre knew something, and as soon as she made sure he was all right, she�d get the truth from him. Besides which, that thing had stolen her gun and she wanted it back.
�You got a car?� she asked, feeling doubtful. She didn�t relish the idea of walking him home, in the dark, without protection. Plus, she was wearing heels and they weren�t conducive to long nature walks.
�Jus� ahead.�
�Good. I�ll take you home since you�re so damn hard headed.�
She ducked under his arm, ignoring the fluttering in her stomach at being pressed against him. He was hurt. You can�t lust after a half dead man. Hell, she was as bad as a damn dog panting after a bitch in heat.
�You know it�s illegal to bring a gun into a bar, chere?� It was more of a riling statement than any question.
�Huh,� she grunted. �Saved your ass, didn�t it?�
�I �spose it did.�
She grinned and they continued on until a sleek silver viper appeared in sight, parked under a flickering light pole. Without a touch of concern, he tiredly fished the keys out of his pocket and handed them to her.
She accepted them and helped him to the passenger side, disengaging the alarm before opening the door. He dropped into the low ride, and she watched in dismay as he bloodied the black leather interior. It was his car, his blood ... maybe--what did she care?
Kaeli sunk into the driver�s seat and adjusted it for her height, giving him a once over before she fixed the mirrors to her line of sight.
Unfortunately, she had no clue how to get to the hospital, or she would have abducted him and gone straight there. Instead, she followed his directions to the old industrial district. The traffic was light and it didn�t take long to reach their destination. She�d worry about getting to the hotel when that time rolled around.
He slept as she drove to his address and pulled along the end of the block. He woke as she slowed the car and directed her to the entrance. A warehouse rigged with motion sensitive cameras attached to a keypad allowed them inside, and she parked the car in the cavernous sub-level. She got out and shut the door, jumping as the slamming thud echoed in the large interior. She was breathing heavily and sweating by the time she walked him to the elevator, knowing she�d never make it up the stairwell with him slumped over her shoulders.
The elevator groaned as it took them up, and she supported him as it made its shaky way to the second floor. She couldn�t help but notice how hot he was, compared to her own body temperature. Could fever be setting in so quickly? They reached the level, and she halted the elevator, freeing herself from him to open the heavy gate.
�Welcome to my humble home,� he said, nudging her inside.
Her eyes widened as she took in his place. �Humble my ass.�
He grinned in response.
It was big enough she could yell and get back an echo. Raw iron beams extended overhead, light flooding down from huge fluorescent fixtures, revealing a sumptuous living space that encompassed the entire second floor. Blackened glass closed in the walls on all sides.
She couldn�t understand why someone would want to live with so much space. It creeped her out having a thirty foot ceiling, and she couldn�t help but keep looking up at the dark space above the lighted beams. It made her feel naked, watched. Anything could be hiding up there. No way could she live here. Not that he was asking.
�All right. Let�s get your pale ass into the bathroom so I can get you cleaned up. I want to make sure this isn�t all your blood.�
�I had no idea you cared.�
Kaeli grunted and followed him to the bathroom. He seemed better now, could walk on his own, but she had a suspicion he was acting more hurt than he was just so she�d stay near. There was some hint in his body language--something she couldn�t quite put her finger on. Or maybe she just had a nasty suspicious mind.
The bathroom stood near one wall, and beyond she could see the edge of a bed. The area had been closed in, almost like a wrought iron arbor hung over the space, keeping the ceiling to a normal low. Inside, the bathroom was as obscenely large as the rest of his place. A whirlpool took up one wall--large enough for a small orgy. A shower stood off center, encased with etched glass doors sparkling clean. Everything gleamed with polish and care. A beveled mirror took up the space above a dual, marble sink, and recessed lighting edged the ceiling with a mellow glow.
Men, they always denied loving the bathroom. She could tell this one spent a lot of time in here primping. He had to with all that gorgeous blond hair.
�Who gets the job of cleaning this place?�
�I do.�
She was impressed and it showed. The man cleaned. Most bachelors lived like they were in frat houses. His mama raised him right. �All righty.
Take off your shirt.�
�So soon? We hardly know each other.�
Ha! As if any straight man wouldn�t jump at the chance. �Boy, there ain�t a shy bone in your body and you know it. You�ve been plastered to me almost the whole way here.�
He dropped down on the lip of the whirlpool, smiling slightly, his feet propped on the marble steps. She narrowed her eyes. �You ain�t acting like you�re much hurt.� That wasn�t entirely true. She could see his mouth tighten as he pulled his shirt off.
His chest and neck were smeared with dried blood, obscuring her appreciation for his beautiful muscles. At least there wasn�t any gushing like a fountain. She wasn�t so sure she could handle that right now.
Kaeli picked up a washcloth from the sink, wet it, and began wiping the grime from his neck and chest. Beyond a red welt, she couldn�t find any sign of a wound. Nothing on his back or chest either. Only old scars. She ran her fingers along his scalp, feeling for lacerations. Nothing.
The hairs rose on the back of her neck. There�d been a tear on the crook of his neck before. She�d seen it with her own eyes. Felt it. She hadn�t imagined what had happened--no one had spiked her drink. She was as lucid now and then as she ever had been in her life.
Kaeli stepped away from him, noticed a slight shiver of his skin. He watched her steadily, his eyes glittered with interest and something more ... something primal.
�What the hell is going on here?� she demanded.
�What do you think is goin� on?�
�Don�t start playin�. I saw what happened. I saved your ass. You owe me an explanation. Who was that guy?�
He sighed and bent, removing his boots and dropping them to the floor. He peeled the black socks off his feet, tossing them at a hamper.
�Vampires,� he said after letting her stew in silence several minutes.
He was joking. Had to be. This whole damn night was one big joke.
Only he wasn�t laughing, and the dead serious expression on his face confirmed he was nuts--or telling the truth. And she was just crazy enough to almost believe him. �You mean like the Goth kind, right?�
He smiled as though humoring her. �I mean the undead, humans-are-
food kind.�
Kaeli leaned against the wall for support. �Why�d they attack you?�
The look he slanted her chilled her bones. She could almost forget he was �injured.�
�I�m a werewolf,� he said with a little growl that danced along her nerves.
Jesus! She had to get out of here. Her feet wouldn�t budge. �That doesn�t explain much.�
�My friend angered the vamps by taking a human mate marked and favored by one of their own. He�s been at it for days. I only went to Inferno to stop him, for all the good it did.�
Mates. It sounded so ... barbaric. �Don�t y�all have your own?
Mates?�
If this was a joke, she didn�t like it. Her humor tended toward the dry and sarcastic. Practical jokes were beyond her.
�Lycan women are rare,� he said, his eyes darkening.
That didn�t make any sense. Who�d have the puppies? She almost laughed, but she didn�t think he�d appreciate it. �Why don�t you make some? In the movies, all it takes is a bite or scratch--�
�No. Human women almost never survive the transformation.�
�Downer. So you take human mates?� she said, not really asking.
The whole idea was preposterous.
�Some of us do ... to ease the loneliness.� His jaw hardened, and his hands clenched into fists.
�I get the feeling you don�t agree. What about me? Would I make a good mate?�
He relaxed fractionally. �Ah, chere, you could tempt a priest to forsake his vows.� His gaze lingered on her breasts and the wide curve of her hips.
Unfamiliar heat crept up her neck. She was suddenly very aware of how close she stood to him, how much bigger he was than her--injured or not. It wasn�t a fear of being hurt that had her awareness jumping, but a fear of having too good a time and getting addicted. It wasn�t like men were beating down her door or anything. She pushed off the wall with her shoulder. �I have to go. You make a good argument, but you�re nuts.�
�No one ever believes until it bites them on the ass.� He stood, matching her stance.
�Are you coming on to me, or are you just teasing?� She narrowed her eyes. Maybe there was some truth here, unless she�d completely mistook what she�d seen. It wouldn�t be the first time some acid head had run through a barrage of .22 slugs.
He grinned as if to say he was, then unbuttoned the fly of his pants.
�Do you like being chewed on, petite?�
Kaeli swallowed, propping a hand on her hip to look relaxed. She glanced down at his relatively clean chest and the sunburst tattoo. Hadn�t she promised herself a good time on this trip? Gorgeous, crazy men deserved nookie too. She watched the black leather fly fold open with eager eyes. �Depends on what you�re chewin� on.�
He slumped against the door, halting the unveiling of his girl toy.
Dammit. �Something the matter?�
He rubbed his eyes tiredly, pushing his long hair out of his face.
�Venom. From the vamp. They release it when feeding or killing. I should be dead now, but it�s hard even for Lycans to come down from an attack. If I get into the shower, I�ll feel better.� He looked at her, an elusive quality in his gaze. �Care to help?�
�Ha ha ha.� Did he have to keep reminding her about that? She�d just started getting into the fantasy ... now he�d spoiled it. Like it or not, he genuinely seemed like something was wrong with him, and she couldn�t very well jump his bones now. She doubted she�d have a very good time if he was too tired to even stand.
�Sure, I�ll help,� she grumbled, slipping her feet out of her shoes and opening the glass door. There was enough room inside she could run the water and not get wet, and still have him behind her without touching.
Steam clouded the glass almost instantly, and she could see the blurred image of him removing his pants. She quickly glanced away as the door opened and he stepped inside, turning her mind to getting the water temperature and jet stream force right so she could leave.
The door clicked shut and a weight fell against her back, pushing her into the hot, streaming water. �Shit!� she yelped, blowing the water out of her eyes and turning as the weight slipped down her back and legs.
Navarre sprawled on the shower floor, arms thrown out carelessly, faint red water swirling around him as it washed the residual blood away.
He was also buck ass naked, and his cock stood nearly straight up, hard as a rock. Kaeli couldn�t decide which emotion reigned: humor, horror, or concern.
She decided irritation was her friend.
She�d already discovered he was quite the story teller ... might he also be an actor? She was tempted to leave him there to drown. �Asshole. You got me wet. Get up. The game�s over.� Kaeli nudged him with her toe. He didn�t budge.
Steam billowed, making the remaining dry patches of her clothes cling to her body. She picked at her shirt uncomfortably, irritated, looking down at him. He was playing a trick, she knew. Everyone always played tricks on her. �Navarre! Get up!�
No response. She nudged him again, but he didn�t even flinch. Panic made her heart race. Maybe he�d overdosed on viagra or something.
�Fuck!� She knew she should�ve taken him to a hospital. Kaeli dropped to the floor, cupping his face, splashing water on him. �Fuck, shit, hell, damn! Don�t be dead. Fuck!�
She gave him a shake, and his eyes opened just as he wrapped his arms around her, hauling her close. Kaeli�s knees slipped out from under her and she fell against his chest with a grunt and enough force to stun her for several long seconds.
His lips curled into a slow smile, and his amber eyes crinkled with amusement.
�You bastard! You damn faker--you tricked me!� She planted her palms against his chest and pushed away, to no avail. His grip tightened, flattening her breasts against him. She could feel every detail of his body through her saturated silk blouse, the hardness of his chest and belly. And she remembered with horror that he was naked--and erect as a damn tower.
She squirmed, felt her skirt ride up her splayed thighs, exposing her to the rough hair of his legs.
�You got a dirty mouth, ma petite,� he murmured, smelling her skin, his lids bedroom heavy with lust.
�You think you got something to clean it out?� Jesus, he hadn�t looked so big when she was standing above him--something about perspective.... His cock seemed to swell against her hip. She felt weak just thinking about him burying it inside her.
�Maybe. What would it take?� he asked. His husky voice stroked her senses, and she had a hard time concentrating just listening to his drawling, mesmerizing accent. The man�s voice was enough to wipe out coherent thought, igniting a proliferation of carnal images.
With an effort, she looked away from his mouth and blinked back visions of him dragging it over her skin. He was close enough his breath tickled her lips, and she could smell the faint scent of scotch on his breath.
�Damn.� She was dying to be kissed. Jesus!
He frowned, arched a brow. �Petite,� he said in a warning voice.
�What you have in mind ain�t gonna clean me out,� she said, frowning back at him. Though she was certain she�d feel like she�d been reamed if he poked it into any of her orifices. Her legs might not close for days.
�I like a challenge. We can always ... try. There�s no harm in that, is there?�
He trailed a hand down her back, massaging the base of her spine, just above her ass. She desperately wished she could ignore how good it felt. �I thought you were hurt.� Hell or high water--nothing short of cutting it off could stop a man from a piece of ass if it was willing.
�I got better.�
�Right. Werewolf.�
�I jus� playin�, petite.�
Playing? About everything, or being hurt? She didn�t want to ask.
�I like how dirty your mouth is.� He slipped a hand around the back of her neck, pulling her down.
Kaeli turned her face at the last moment, not sure why she was suddenly afraid. He released her at her gentle push, and she backed off onto her knees, looking down at him, breathing heavily like she�d run a race.
Something slipped behind his eyes, making them darken. The look he gave her scorched. �You should go. While you still can....�

CHAPTER THREE

Kaeli snatched a shirt that lay carelessly on the floor of his bedroom and slipped off her own soaked blouse before putting his on. She�d return it another time. His scent enveloped her, stifling rational thought, and she could barely punch out the numbers on the phone to the taxi company she found in the phone book.
Navarre didn�t leave the bathroom, for which she was thankful.
There�d been something inherently dangerous in his eyes that had scared her, and in that moment, the facade of the laid back Cajun had stripped away, revealing a wildness that thrilled and terrified her all at once.
She ran out of there as fast as she could, braving the empty street and the whipping wind rather than stay. Goosebumps spread over her chilled, damp skin, and she scarcely noticed when the taxi arrived and took off with her mumbled directions to the hotel. His scent engulfed her, faint as it was, reminding her of how close she�d come to ... to what? To having sex with a stranger? With a lunatic? Whatever else he was, he wasn�t crazy. But he was dangerous. And his looks with that provided a lethal combination for her sense of preservation.
It wasn�t until she was safe in her room that she realized she�d even gone through the motions of getting back. She�d moved like an automaton.
Shock. That was what affected her. It was no damn wonder. She�d gone through two attacks tonight. It was almost like being home.
The suite was empty, proving it wasn�t as late as she thought it was.
Which meant her girlfriends may or may not be coming in tonight. Which meant she had only her chaotic thoughts and the nagging ache between her legs to keep her company.
Fat lot of good it did her to get out.
* * * *
�Navarre turned the hot water off, his skin jumping in shock as the cold water pummeled his hide like hail, barely stemming the flow of blood to his cock.
He could practically taste her fragile scent, a musky mix of arousal and Obsession, and his fingertips throbbed with the sense of her skin and the supple strength of her muscles.
He�d been hard ever since he�d seen her in action at the mugging, and it had only worsened when she�d pressed against him in the alley offering help. He�d not been nearly so injured as he�d led her to believe, and despite his better judgment, he�d allowed her to see him home. Strong women had always been a weakness for him.
He should have known it wouldn�t be enough. It was never enough to only touch--it was pure torture that had him salivating to lick her all over.
He wanted to ram into her, spew his cum across her naked body and mark her with his scent so that no other man would dare touch her. Could she handle being fucked by a Lycan? He�d like to think so, but he couldn�t chance it. His control was too shaky around her, and he could hurt her irreparably if he tried. What a damn fool he was.
His possessiveness toward her, the need to mark, appalled him, but not enough to deny his feelings. It had taken every ounce of his control to release her and allow her to go. He knew she wanted him. That in itself would be his downfall. Never in his life had a human woman blind-sided him this way. He could not even remember a time when his emotions ran to the coolness of a human male, so long ago had it been since he�d turned wolfen.
Promises to stay away from humans seemed like so much ash in his mouth. Despite her hard ass attitude, he sensed her vulnerability and knew he�d frightened her when his wolf flashed in his eyes. He doubted she realized what she�d beheld, for he knew she hadn�t believed him about the vampires.
All the more reason to stay away from her. Humans could not comprehend that their presence on the top of the food chain was precarious at best, held aloft only by their numbers. And that scale could tip at any time.
Eventually the cold water washed away the blood and cooled his head--both of them.
Navarre damned the creature that had made him this monster. For he could never have what he most wanted and never realized could be snatched away ... the chance to love and be loved. There would be no mate for him, human or Lycan.
* * *
Shawnda and Mina didn�t come back that night, but they were considerate enough to call and say they were spending the next few days up at Lake Ponchatrain with some hot guys they barely knew and had plans to behave as immorally as possible. Kaeli didn�t like it, but it wasn�t like she could stop them. They were big girls, and if anything, Shawnda was meaner and tougher than she was.
Kaeli spent the morning lounging in bed, fingering his shirt--which she still wore--and enjoying the smell of him on her skin. It was almost like he�d rubbed on her and left his mark, even though he technically hadn�t loaned her the shirt.
Despite all her inner warnings, she wanted to see him again. She couldn�t let it rest. It was like an itch in the middle of her back that she couldn�t quite reach, and it was driving her crazy not knowing what it�d be like to fuck him.
She could admit it. He�d filled her dreams last night, and she�d woken up wet with arousal. It was a natural, earthy response to a man she was attracted to--no matter how off-balance he was.
Kaeli ordered room service and flipped through the channels on TV, trying to take her mind off him. Finally she flipped to a music channel, but a metal band from the 80s was on, and all those tight leather pants brought her immediately back to Navarre. She turned off the TV, frustrated.
She needed to return his shirt anyway. And while she was there ... she�d just see what would happen. She didn�t think it would take too much effort on her part to drive him over the edge. Afterwards, she could analyze her disgraceful behavior all she wanted--right now, she aimed to have some fun. Hell or high water.
She chuckled and spiffed up, shampooing her black braids and making sure none had raveled loose. She took her time shaving her legs and under her arms, even her bikini area ... not that she should expect anything to happen, but it never hurt to be prepared.
Getting out of the shower, Kaeli dried off and buffed her skin and nails, and smoothed unscented lotion on her skin until it was velvet soft and glowing with health. She left the bathroom and pulled her underthings out of her suitcase, sitting on the bed as she rolled her hose up her legs. She stood and slipped a garter belt on and, with great difficulty, snapped the garters on her thigh high hose. Her legs were short enough the hose rode up nearly to her crotch, but she thought it was still a sexy look.
The bra she fastened pushed her breasts together, creating an illusion of deep cleavage--the small breasted girl�s best friend. Kaeli donned a skin tight, black mini dress that barely covered the lacy edge her hose and the tops of her breasts. She couldn�t take a deep breath, but she was as sexed as she could get.
She picked up his discarded shirt, folding it as she headed out. It was still early enough in the year that the days were short. The sun was fast dwindling as night approached, and she wondered how she could have spent so much time getting prepared, but then, she�d had a lot to do.
The doorman hailed a taxi for her and she directed the driver to Navarre�s. Within half an hour she was there, standing at a blank metal door and an intercom unit. A camera watched with its unblinking, glass eye. She�d left the cab driver a big tip to wait until she was inside.
Kaeli pushed her thumb on the buzzer, then awaited a response.
�Why you back, chere?� his voice came through the speaker, sounding distant and slightly irritated.
�I just came by to drop your shirt off.� She waved it in front of the camera as proof.
�Keep it. Or leave it outside. I don� care.�
It was a button down Dolce and Gabbana stretch silk shirt--easily six large ones. He�d want it back, no matter how much damn money he had, and the thrifty shrew in her couldn�t stand to just leave it on the street for anyone to pick up. �Let me in, Navarre! I�m not leaving until I return this to you.�
There was a long pause, and then the door buzzed. Kaeli turned the handle and pushed the door open, and she waved the taxi on. She could always call another one ... later.
Her confidence started dwindling as she walked through the lower floor to the elevator, listening to the hollow echo of her heels on the concrete. By the time she reached the elevator, she�d determined she�d only return his shirt and go back to the hotel. Maybe if she kept this up, at this rate in a week or two she�d be ready to make the first move. She never had a problem unless she was attracted to a man, and then her tongue got tied and her belly clenched with nervousness.
He was out of her league anyway. She didn�t know why she thought he�d be interested in her. Her ass was too big, and her breasts were too small. And she was a few inches shy of average height--short.
Hell. It was no damned wonder she hadn�t had a man in so long, the way she down-rated herself. Kaeli squared her shoulders on the ride, determined to show him what a good thing he was missing out on.
His apartment came into view, and Navarre faced the elevator as it groaned to a halt. He was half naked, and all thought of confidence and nobility and whatever other crap she�d fed herself incinerated as her libido kicked into overdrive. Her throat went dry looking at the bulge of his muscles, the flex of them as he bent and lifted the gate and stepped inside.
The elevator shifted slightly with his weight, balancing. Any other time she might be unnerved. Now, her mind was blank.
Kaeli dumbly held the shirt out to him, not really aware of what she was doing.
The irritated look he�d assumed vanished as his gaze stroked slowly down her body and back up to her face. All that time she�d spent preparing suddenly seemed worth it. The smoldering eyes that met hers burned away the last of her reservations in a flash of heat.
He was upon her in an instant. His hard male body crushed hers against the elevator wall, his fingers dug into her hair. She moaned at the near bruising pressure, the feel of her body melding to his.
�Damn you,� he mumbled, a harsh breath against her lips. He kissed her, unyielding, forcing her open to his invasion. His tongue thrust inside her mouth, and hot need welled instantly between her legs. She could taste the anger in his kiss, reveled in the rough thorough slide of his tongue as he explored the moist crevice of her mouth. Her scalp burned under the grip that tilted her face up as he kissed her greedily.
She felt wet arousal trickle down her thighs, and then he ground his erection into her apex, sparking a primal reaction deep in her core.
Kaeli dug her nails into his biceps as he thrust against her, her hem riding up her thighs until only a thin scrap of panties and his own jeans kept him from ramming inside her. Her clit felt like it would explode under his pleasurable abrasion. She closed her legs around him convulsively, moaning into his mouth.
With one hand, he peeled back the neckline of her dress, exposing a wanting nipple from the cage of her bra. He broke from her mouth, breathing heavily as he cupped her breast and flicked a thumb across her nipple. It hardened beneath his callused pad, and piercing ecstasy lanced her breast. He made a rough noise of excitement, deep in his chest, scored her throat with his teeth as he bent and took her nipple into his mouth.
He cupped her ass cheeks, kneading them, grinding her into his cock as he tugged her nipple with his lips. A strangled moan tore from her throat.
So long ... it had been so long since any man had wanted to touch her this way. She raked her nails up the taut line of his shoulders, holding him closer. He sucked her flesh until the bud was harder than she ever thought possible, and then dragged the covering fabric away from her other breast with his teeth.
Kaeli lifted her body from the wall with a moan, arching her back as he suckled her breast, tightening the inner cord that pulled at the nerves of her pussy. He shuddered, breaking from her nipple to cover her chest with small, sucking kisses, traveling up her throat. He scored the fine tendon of her shoulder and neck, nipping her earlobe. His teeth were exquisitely sharp, his lips and tongue like brands. Her blood raged, making her dizzy and mindless with need.
�Please,� she begged, unable to stand this torment any more. Her legs felt like they would give out at any moment, and only the press of his body kept her from falling.
He freed one cheek of her ass, pushing back from her enough to free his cock from its confinement.
With one tug, he ripped her panties away, stinging her hips, but she didn�t care. All she cared about was getting him inside her to soothe the savage ache. He grabbed her ass roughly, his fingers digging into her muscles, hauling her legs wide apart as he lifted her against the wall, shoving her towards the corner.
Cool air tickled the thin line of hair on her pussy, brisk on her saturated labia and the tops of her thighs. The musky scent of her arousal drifted to her nostrils, spurring her desire. He buried his face against her neck, breathing deeply. He halted suddenly--his muscles jumped. Kaeli squirmed, wondering at the interruption. Navarre made an anguished sound deep in his throat, muffled against her shoulder, his arms shaking as though he waged war himself.
�What is it? What are you doing?� she breathed hoarsely, tightening her legs around his hips, needing him so badly.
�Making ... a ... mistake.�
He jerked as a shudder ran through him, and his cock pressed against her pussy, so close to where she wanted it. Kaeli wiggled, trying to raise herself so he could impale her, biting her lip with the pain of need.
�Oh god. Oh god ... oh god. Don�t move, petite,� he ground out, shaking hard, panting with the effort. His breath came harsh and fast against her neck, fanning the flames that threatened to burn her alive.
Her pussy throbbed with his teasing nearness. She groaned in frustration, arching against him.
He growled suddenly, sinking his teeth into her neck as he ground against her swollen lips, sliding through her juices past her clit. Pleasure sliced through her, her throat closed on a soft sound of excitement, whimpering as he drove up past that bright center of exquisite torture.
He sucked in a sharp breath, chest heaving, fingers bruising her ass as he pulled back and thrust again. He rocked his hips, stroking the hard underside of his cock against her clit, building her toward release with excruciating slowness.
�I want you inside me,� she gasped, digging her nails into his back, urging him to take her.
He shook his head against her, breathing raggedly, faster and faster.
�No ... god ... no ... oh Jesus....� He kept repeating it again and again, driving against her, harder and harder, moving in a rough frantic motion.
He drew little twitches from her, sliding in her wetness, not giving enough ... too much. Kaeli panted, her heart racing in her chest, climbing to that high that was so addictive, fighting for release. His scent engulfed her, his breath, his sweat dampened hair. Kaeli tightened her thighs around him, rolling her body with his, getting so close. And then the orgasm burst upon her with a shocking suddenness. Ecstasy rolled over her like a tidal wave, obliterating everything but the sweet agony traveling through her limbs.
Kaeli cried out, feeling as though her entire body whirled apart. His breathing came faster, and he convulsed against her like he was dying, jerking his hips in a maddening rhythm that kept the orgasm flooding her.
He made a hoarse, anguished cry as he shuddered, and a burst of hot liquid struck her pelvis as he came.
His chest pressed tight to her breast as he released her ass and her feet dropped to the floor. She could feel the rapid flutter of his heart on her chest, his shaky, hot breath on her neck.
He�d only managed to contain the fire a brief moment. Already she felt like she could go again--her body wasn�t nearly sated enough for him.
She wanted all of him.
Navarre pulled away from her, his hair falling over his face. Kaeli itched to push it back, to run her fingers through it, but she restrained herself, sensing he was torn.
He faced away from her and left the elevator, his hand on the gate.
He did not look at her, as though he was ashamed of losing control, of what they�d done.
�Leave. Leave, ma petite, or you will die.�

CHAPTER FOUR

The hairs stood up on the back of her neck. She ignored the warning.
�This attack of conscience is nice, and correct me if I�m wrong, but you enjoyed that as much as I did.�
He faced her, his features impassive, but his gaze was blistering ... and agonized. �You cannot stay. Now go.� He pulled the heavy gate down, watching her through the metal slats. �I don� want you hurt.�
Hell, what had she expected? He wasn�t as interested as she�d thought, or maybe he just thought her a skank and not worthy of poking his cock into. Most guys would have. She didn�t understand him at all. Why the hell did he think he had to save her? Why was he being so noble?
Kaeli glared at him. �Fine, but the next time you think you�re going to save me, don�t.�
�I�m sorry you don� understand, petite.� He hit the button and the elevator started down. �I�ll call you a cab.�
�Thanks,� she mumbled, and then he disappeared as the elevator lowered beyond the floor level. Kaeli straightened her dress, trying to ignore the sticky residue of their almost fucking between her legs. Of course, she�d never felt so thoroughly fucked in all her life, and it had nothing to do with pleasure and everything to do with betrayal.
It was unreasonable to expect anything from him, after all, she didn�t know him. What was the world coming to when you couldn�t expect a guy to oblige when he so obviously wanted it too? Worst of all, she felt cheap, and she couldn�t quite figure out why. Maybe it had been the begging....
Kaeli cringed, remembering every little detail as she exited through the dim lower level to the outer door. She might as well resign herself to the fact that she couldn�t have what she wanted. The knowledge stung, just as it always did when she reached this conclusion.
There was a taxi waiting for her at the curb, and she startled to see it sitting there, the engine running exhaust out of the tailpipe. She hadn�t expected one to get here so soon, but they may have been in the area when the call was received. There could be no other explanation.
She shivered and hugged herself as she stepped up to the taxi, then opened the door, wanting to get back to the hotel as soon as possible. Light flooded the interior as the door swung open, and she leaned forward to get inside. A blond man grinned from the back seat, and the driver turned to look at her, snatching her arm when she would have pulled away.
It was the man who�d attacked Navarre in the alley. She gasped as he smiled and flashed wickedly long canines at her. Thick red stained the sides of his mouth--blood.
�Fuck!� she screamed and snatched at her arm, pulling back with all her weight. The blond lunged for her, catching her braids in his hands, dragging her into the taxi.
She grasped the edge of the door, trying to get free, screaming as she slashed at the hands holding her, biting at anything that neared her mouth.
The men laughed, their strength unbelievable. She realized they wanted her to struggle and scream--they were enjoying it.
�Navarre!� she screamed, �Get the fuck down here! God dammit!�
Her nails snapped as the blond pulled her fully inside. The driver reached past her flailing limbs to pull the door shut.
The blond pressed her into the seat, his elbow in her throat. She gagged, trying to breathe, clawing at his throat. Her nails punctured and slashed his skin, but he didn�t flinch. Her eyes closed as the air choked from her lungs. He eased the pressure on her throat, giving her a shake, forcing her eyelids to flutter open.
He grinned, flashing his predatory teeth, the wicked ivory nearly glowing in the dark. �I smell his cum on your skin. Did he mark you? I always wanted to know what a human tastes like after a wolf marks her.�
He lowered his face toward her, fangs extended, and Kaeli knew she was a dead woman.
* * *
Her scream pierced his ears like needles, sending pain shooting through his head and heart. Without hesitating, he raced down the stairs, through the empty lower level, cursing himself for his stupidity. He should have known one attack would never satisfy the blood thirsty bastards. He�d tried to keep her away. But he hadn�t tried hard enough.
He heard the torrent of her profanity, the laughter of the vampires who�d attacked. Blood scented the air as he neared. He reached the door, threw it open just as the taxi�s wheels spun, rubber burning in the night as he ran outside.
The driver stuck his arm out the window, giving Navarre the finger like in some bizarre satire of a horror movie. But this was his life--and he was one of the monsters.
He saw red--a haze of blood. He raced back inside to his viper, jumping inside and slamming the key into the ignition. His worst fears had just been realized. The vamps ... they�d taken her ... because of him.
They were dead anyway, but if they hurt her ... he�d torture them for each drop of blood she shed ... for each bruise on her flesh....
The viper barely scraped under the opening garage door, and it shot out into the night like a silver bullet.
The streets were deserted on this end, empty as a ghost town. Within seconds, he caught sight of the red glowing tail lights, disappearing around the corner onto a side street.
They were headed out of town. Navarre increased his speed, pressing the narrow pedal to the floor. The sleek viper easily caught up to the old taxi. He pulled alongside it, glancing in the dark windows, trying to see her.
Streetlight glanced off the glass, revealing nothing inside, but the car shook on the road as if she struggled with her captors. His ears perked to the faint sound of her voice, but he couldn�t make out her words, couldn�t reach with his senses. His inner beast raged, pumping the tempo of his blood to a furious pitch.
His hands tightened on the steering wheel, knuckles gone white as he raced ahead of the taxi, pulling in front of them, forcing them to slow down.
The taxi whipped around him in a sudden, maniacal swerve that caught him by surprise, and he heard the howling, mocking laughter of the driver through the window as he dragged ahead.
Navarre tensed, unwilling to ram them here, with the road narrowing to a single lane. The dwindling street lamps disappeared entirely, going dark as they continued on their suicidal course. Trees rose up from the night like dark sentinels, obliterating the sky, closing around them like the ranks of an ancient army. He could not see the moon, but knew its full shape would soon be rising--and that light would only help him.
The taxi fishtailed in front of him, taunting, forcing him back when he tried to pass. He gritted his teeth, having no choice but to follow, watching as the speedometer climbed past 60, higher, inching past 70. Killing speeds.
Gravel spewed beneath the wheels in front of him, striking the windshield with a barrage, cracking the glass.
The headlights bobbed as the taxi jumped a dip in the road. Navarre followed, saw the deer dart out in front of the cab a split second before them. He slammed on the brakes, watching in horror as they struck the startled doe.
Blood flashed in the headlights, spilling over the car like rain, throwing the animal away into the dark. The cab whirled on the gravel, flying at the shallow ditch. Mud sloshed as the wheels slammed through the soggy earth. The car flipped as the ground gave beneath it, rolling with a shatter of screaming metal and glass.
The hood peeled back, crushed into the ground as it continued to roll and crash into an ancient oak before stopping, up-ended on the ground like an overturned beetle.
Navarre hydroplaned, his brakes locking as the car spun in a wide circle as though the road were saturated with water. He gritted his teeth, compensating for the spin. The viper skidded to a halt, the high beams flooding the crash site. Navarre leapt from the car just as the dark haired driver emerged from the broken car--unhurt.
Navarre stopped in the middle of the road, his chest heaving as he stared the vamp down. Movement caught his eye as the blond crawled through the windshield and stood beside his partner, facing him. He licked something off his fingers as he smiled. �Delicious,� he said loud enough his voice carried over the distance.
The headlights lit the night with broken light. He could not see her stir in the car, smelled her blood in the air, and knew the vamp tasted her blood. Something broke inside him.
�Tonight, you die,� Navarre growled, extending his claws as he lunged with death in his eyes.
* * *
�It was the hoarse cry that woke Kaeli from her stupor. She opened her eyes and groaned in pain at even so little movement. Kaeli moved her hands, felt the smooth lining of the car�s roof.
Her ears rang as she sat up, nausea washing over her until she dropped back down. Her ribs hurt, she could barely breathe, could hardly move, and couldn�t see anything.
Outside, the sounds of a fight finally registered in her tired brain. She could hear his voice, knew Navarre had somehow come for her.
But he was in trouble. They were going to kill him. He couldn�t fight two vampires--for she now knew that�s exactly what they were, that he�d been telling her the truth all along.
She had to help him ... somehow.
The car door was stuck, and trying to open it left her panting for air.
The windshield was gone though, and the only escape route she could see.
Breathing through her teeth, Kaeli dragged herself along the car roof, grimacing as the car shuddered from her movement, afraid at any moment it would just collapse on top of her.
It didn�t, and she managed to pull herself out onto the wet, muddy grass.
Heavy boots stomped in front of her, and Kaeli tried to roll away, but she wasn�t fast enough. The man grabbed her hair, nearly snatching it out of her head as he pulled her to her feet.
He jerked her hair, wrenching her head back. With her last strength, she kicked him, gasping at the movement. He laughed and squeezed an arm around her middle until she screamed and black light danced before her eyes.
Kaeli knew in that moment, she was going to be the death of Navarre.
And there was nothing she could do about it.
* * *
The dark haired vamp vanished from his view as he reached the blond-- flashing ... mind tricks. Navarre kept his eyes on the second, weaker vamp, kicked off the ground, lunging at the blond before he could react.
He hit him square in the chest, knocking him to the ground. The vamp hissed, kicking, shredding Navarre�s arms as his extended claws struck the vamp�s belly, digging in.
There were only a few ways to kill a vampire--and Navarre knew the most proficient. The vamp screamed in agony as Navarre�s hand reached like a scalpel through his body, bucked, trying to free himself. Blood flooded the air, pooling around Navarre�s arm.
The muscle pumped against his fingertips as he reached the heart, wrapping his clawed hand around it. Biting back his disgust, he crushed it, and the vampire went still, his screams suddenly silenced. His body crumbled instantly around Navarre�s arm ... crumbling to dust that mingled with the mud.
It was kill or be killed. He should not have been disturbed--but he had been. It had taken mere seconds to kill the vampire. Seconds more to stand and face his remaining foe.
He wondered that the dark haired vamp hadn�t attacked him from behind, but saw he had better quarry.
He held Kaeli.
Navarre hardly recognized her. Her face was a mask of blood. It matted her hair, and the headlights made her eyes shine with wild pain.
Navarre tensed, dropping his arms for a killing stance. He moved forward, halting only when the vamp twisted her head back, threatening to snap her neck. She grimaced, digging her nails into her captor�s arm around her chest--to no avail.
�Don�t come any closer,� he said, smiling with a confidence that boiled Navarre�s blood.
Navarre�s fingers curled with the urge to take his heart.
He licked the blood from her neck with one long swipe, drawing a strangled gasp from her throat. �Mmmm. She tastes almost as sweet as Lycans. Maybe it�s because she fucked one.�
�Why are you ... doing this?� she gasped out, her hands falling limp to her sides.
He gave Navarre a look. �Why not?�
�Did Danior send you?� Navarre said between his clenched teeth.
Was this some twisted method of revenge on the Lycans? He would kill Danior if it were true. If he lived through this night.
He laughed, a mocking, snickering sound that grated Navarre�s strained nerves. �Danior has gone. Disappeared. He told us not to touch the Lycans, but he is nowhere to be found, so we do not obey his commands. Perhaps I will be the new master.�
�Perhaps not, mon ennemi. Perhaps we all die this night.� Navarre tensed imperceptibly, waiting for the moment of inattention that would be her salvation.
�I think you are right. Let�s start with this bitch.� He slammed her head to the side and sank his teeth into her neck, shredding her throat.
Kaeli�s scream cut off almost before it began, her body going limp as the poison paralyzed her body. Blood bubbled from her lips.
It was his only chance. Navarre jumped, shifting in an instant, ignoring the pain of transformation. His pants fell away as his body melded from man to wolf, sailing through the air, propelled by inhuman strength.
He hit them both with his heavy forepaws, knocking her to the side, out of the vamp�s grip.
A fountain of red liquid streamed from her neck as the suction of his mouth broke away. The vamp�s eyes had gone red with his glut, her precious blood flowing down his chin.
Navarre landed on the ground, his veins singing with his beast. He twisted, tearing at the vamp�s belly, forcing him back. The vampire slid on blood slickened grass, his feet flying beneath him as Navarre pressed forward, going down.
Navarre was on him before he could flash and use his own mind against him. He landed on the vamp�s chest, teeth sinking into his throat.
He shook him like a rag doll, the taste of blood fueling his rage, taking over his human half, drowning out his reason.
There was nothing but the taste of the kill, the flutter of his heartbeat, hands ripping at him, feet flailing ... and then nothing. The head rolled away. He�d severed it without realizing it, so fogged with bloodlust had he become.
Seconds only had passed, an eternity for the last moments of life.
Navarre released the vampire, padding to Kaeli as the vamp crumbled to dust.
She lay in a crumpled heap, her eyes closed with the pain. Blood and saliva frothed her lips, thick red pumping from her jugular.
In a moment more she would be dead. He had but one choice to save her. If it failed, she would suffer a more horrible death than he could imagine.

CHAPTER FIVE

Kaeli was mercifully unconscious as he knelt over her and pressed his snout against the wound on her neck. One bite, one scratch in this form was all it took to infect her. The full moon had risen above them, dappled light shining down through the edges of the trees. The change would be almost instantaneous ... if she survived.
May god have mercy on his soul.
Navarre sank his wolf�s teeth into her neck. She moaned softly, whimpering as he released her. He shuddered, shaking off his shift as he changed into his human form. He crouched next to her, naked, touching her body as the first spasm wracked through her.
Her eyes flew open, looking up at him but not seeing, filled with pain.
She screamed, grasping his wrist with a strength that would break a mortal man. A ripple flowed over her skin like water. The blood from her wounds ceased its flow abruptly. Fire flashed beneath his palm, her skin going feverish hot, and he felt the movement of bone, heard the sharp crack as it shifted, collapsing upon itself.
She screamed again and again, arching her back, releasing him as her body seized. Bile rose in his throat, and he choked it back, his gut clenching with her pain. He wanted to halt her torment, but he was as powerless to kill her as he was to let her die. She rolled onto her side, convulsing, curling into a ball. Her limbs drew up, shortening with agonizing slowness as she became wolf.
Fragile hope spread through him as he watched, unable to look away.
She was going to make it. Never had he met a human woman who�d survived so much.
She gasped, hassling as fur sprang from her skin, growing like some bizarre plant in time release video.
He blinked, unable to believe his eyes. The wolf lay on the ground, panting, then slowly stood and shook its fur as if wet, throwing off the remnants of her gown. Glowing, golden eyes met his as the wolf regarded him. He reached for her, slowly, and ran his fingers through her silky hair.
She tilted her head, watching him as he petted her, marveling that the change had completed. He smiled wryly, allowing his racing heart to slow to normal. He should have known better than to misjudge her strength and tenacity to survive. No woman had ever fought so hard. No woman had ever captured him so completely.
�Are you ready to change back?� he asked softly, rubbing her fur in soothing circles.
He sensed her acceptance, her eagerness to return to human form with the slight tensing of her body. �All you have to do is wish it. The first change always comes with the moon. Once you survive it, you can change back and forth at will. It gets easier with time.� Until then, each shift would be painful, but never like the first time. The body acclimated with the cellular change, able to heal and recover faster as it took hold, until shifting could come as easily as a thought.
And with experience, the rising full moon would not shift her immediately to wolf, though it was hard for even an old hand as himself to resist the seductive lunar call.
�Concentrate,� he whispered. �See your human self and it will come.�
Long moments passed and nothing happened. She whined, and he knew what was wrong. The moon was as yet too strong, still in the sky.
Once it set, she could shift back. He�d forgotten something so elementary.
�Soon,� he promised. He scooped up his jeans and led her to his car for a night that promised to be long.
She hopped into the passenger side and curled in the seat, watching him as he settled inside and cranked the car, heading back to his apartment.
One step more and she would be his ... if she didn�t kill him first.
And he rather hoped she wouldn�t since she hadn�t yet ripped his throat out.
* * *
Kaeli awoke with a startled gasp, clutching her neck. She�d dreamt of being savaged, having her blood drained, her body crushed. Had it been real? Or was it just a nightmare? Her questing fingers brushed down her throat, felt tender ridges that had not been there before.
Slowly, she opened her eyes and discovered she was in his apartment, in his bed. Silk sheets clung to her naked curves, rasping across her skin as she sat up and clutched the top edge to her breasts. Her skin tingled, responding to the caress of silk.
She shivered, looking around the dark room. The door was closed, only the barest sliver of light escaping beneath its lowest edge. And yet every shape in the room appeared clearly to her. She could see her hand touching the bed, the edges of a night stand at one side. Further, her gown lay crumpled on the floor, and she could see the tears in it, smell the blood that stained it.
Her heart quickened with fear ... and excitement. She swung her legs out from the bed, wrapping the sheet around her. No weakness assailed her as she walked lithely to the door. She breathed deeply, smelled the aroma of brewed coffee, the cooking fat of bacon.
It was real. Somehow, she�d become more than human. And she was suddenly ravenous for the man responsible.
Kaeli opened the door and padded lightly through the apartment to the kitchen area. He stood with his back to her, turning the bacon. She tiptoed closer, grinning inside.
�If you mean to frighten me, it won� work, petite,� he said with a teasing note to his voice.
Kaeli nearly jumped out of her skin. Her heart flopped in her chest.
He took the pan off the burner and turned the stovetop off. He faced her with a smile, heat gleaming in his eyes as his gaze roamed down her body.
Kaeli�s flesh warmed at his look, at the scent of him and her own arousal. Already she was wet and wanting. He�d put her off before. She wouldn�t allow it now. Not with everything that had happened. But first she had to know if her suspicions were true.
�What did you do to me?� she asked quietly, stopping mere feet away from him.
His eyes darkened, pain flashing across his sultry features. �You were going to die. I made you Lycan to save you.�
�Why?�
He took a step closer, then another, stopping only when their bodies nearly touched, when all it would take was a deep breath to feel him brush against her nipples.
�I did it because I couldn� stand the thought of you not being in this world. Perhaps we suffer from misguided honor and old superstition. It is not every woman who is willing to sacrifice so much ... nor any Lycan who would risk losing his love.�
Kaeli felt breathless, dizzy. �How can this happen so quickly?�
�Love cannot be measured in time, ma chere. It consumes in an instant. I�ve known you mere days, and yet it seems a lifetime I have longed to be with you and make you my mate. I love you, petite, and now I am going to make you mine.�
His sulky mouth curved in a smile full of wicked promise as he wrapped his arms around her. She�d heard once that extreme circumstances forged unbreakable emotional bonds like those between comrades at war.
Whatever the reason, her heart swelled with indefinable emotion, a joy to hear his words, feel his touch.
The silk sheet dropped to the floor as he scooped her into his arms.
Kaeli let out a small gasp of surprise. �Put me down! You�ll hurt yourself!�
She was no lightweight, and she didn�t want him to get a hernia. She probably weighed more than he did, knowing her luck.
His smile widened. �Afraid I�ll drop you?�
It was silly. He was a werewolf. They could do anything. �No.�
�I sense you doubt me.� It became a test of manhood after that.
She laughed as he strode into the bedroom, demonstrating his strength as he carried her with one arm. Kaeli shrieked and giggled, terrified he�d drop her, but knowing he�d never dare.
Light spilled across the bed from the open doorway, and he deposited her on her feet before it. All mirth disappeared from his eyes as she slid down his naked chest, her nipples rasping against his smooth muscles.
Each touch felt electrified, powerful, sizzling over her skin.
For what seemed an eternity she had dreamed of his kiss, of feeling him inside her. Everything vanished except the need to be as one with him.
She closed her palms around his back as his arms came around her, feeling the heat of his skin, the corded strength of his back. It excited her immeasurably, his hard dangerousness. She was now a part of his world, a part of him.
With a soft growl, Navarre lowered his head. Kaeli whimpered as his lips closed over hers, only the strength of his arms keeping her from falling.
His tongue plunged into her mouth, slightly rough, overwhelming her senses with the spicy taste of him. He groaned and moved against her as she responded, his thick erection rubbing between her thighs and her bare clit with debilitating roughness.
Wet heat surged through her body, pooling between her legs. His tongue stroked hers, savoring and voracious all at once, as though he couldn�t taste her enough.
Kaeli needed more. She couldn�t take his slow pace or she would go mad. Frantic, she tugged at the waist band of his jeans, forcing her hands between them to his fly. He tore away from her mouth, his callused hands pushed hers away, opening the fly, pushing them down his hips.
Small, frustrated moans escaped her throat as she helped him, unaware of herself. His cock sprang from its prison, and Navarre groaned as she wrapped her hand around his thick length.
He shook his head, pushing her back on the bed, pulling off his jeans completely before dropping down to the floor. Kaeli scooted to the edge, trying to reach him, but he held her still with two palms planted on her thighs. Her body screamed for him, frustrated, her nipples engorged and sensitized, her clit throbbing for his touch.
She groaned and fell back as his rough hands slid up her thighs, his grip tightening, forcing her legs wide apart.
Her body burned for him, weeping creamy juices in anticipation. She couldn�t move, couldn�t breathe. Could only wait, gasping for his caress.
The first touch of his tongue on her swollen folds had her jerking her hips up from the bed. He growled in warning, holding her down, fingers parting her folds as he burrowed into her. His hard tongue thrust into her core and she screamed, clutching the sheet, ripping it from the bed, trying to find some hand hold that would keep her from flying apart.
Her pussy contracted hard, grasping his tongue as he pushed into her spasming, clenching muscles. He made a rough noise of excitement, his chest rumbling as she shuddered with pleasure.
His nose rubbed against her aching clit as he licked her pussy, tongue fucking her, harder and harder. Her hips jerked against him, and a moan strangled from her throat.
She tossed her head, arching, needing more, feeling the edges of climax coming. He pulled back as if sensing her nearness, and she would have screamed if she�d been able. She gasped with near pain at the loss of his mouth on her.
He slid up her body, crushing her into the mattress, his body unyielding. He rubbed his thigh against her pussy, teasing her. She nearly cried at the torture. He nuzzled her breasts, his breath hot against her chest, teeth grazing over one nipple.
Kaeli arched as he took it into his mouth, sucking hard, pulling at her distended flesh until she thought she would cum just from the feel of him suckling her nipple. He moved to her other breast, repeating his action, closing his callused palm over one breast to knead her flesh and tug at her wet nipple with his fingers.
�You�re killing me, Navarre,� she breathed, raking her nails against his back.
He broke away from her breast, looking up at her from below, his mouth curved in a wicked smile. �Truly, chere?� he asked, a rough hue to his voice, husky with need.
Kaeli growled and pulled his shoulders. He moved up her body with one long, rough slide, heightening the pleasure of her skin. Goosebumps rippled over her flesh, making her hair stand on end. The strength left her muscles as he settled between her thighs. The flared head of his cock parted her folds, nudging at the entrance of her pussy.
Her muscles clenched with surprise at his girth, her thick juice barely easing his way. She gasped in pleasurable shock as he plunged into her, her flesh stretching to near pain around him.
She burned with the feel of him stroking deep inside her, growing wetter, more excited.
�Kaeli,� he ground out against her neck, his lips pulling at her skin.
He sucked behind her ear, hard, leaving his mark. She arched her neck, wrapping her legs around his hips as he drove into her. She clenched with each rough withdrawal, each ramming invasion. Her hips lifted from the bed.
She panted for breath, her blood sizzling like lava, her heart pounding in her chest. He crushed her, groaned hoarsely against her neck, moving faster and faster in a hard driving motion until she thought she would die.
His pubic bone ground against her engorged clit with each thrust, throbbing like an extra heart beat. Pleasure shot through her body with breathtaking suddenness. She screamed as it enveloped her, engulfing her senses with a riot of bliss. Gasping and arching, she dug her nails into his shoulders. Her pussy clutched at his cock driving into her, forcing the orgasm higher.
He groaned, his shoulders flexing, his breath ragged and hot by her ear. His pace quickened, hips jerking against hers, his cock head moving deep into her core with blinding force.
He threw his head back, breaking her holding on his shoulders, crying out hoarsely as his body convulsed with his orgasm. A jet of liquid heat shot from his pulsing shaft, and her body milked him, sucking greedily at his member.
He collapsed on top of her, panting, their breaths mingling, hearts beating in time to one another.
Navarre lifted up after several long moments, looking in her eyes, his own gleaming.
Kaeli fought to catch her breath, the climax still trembling through her. She ran her fingers through his hair, looking up at him. �Will it always be like this?� she asked, panting with exhaustion, feeling as though she would melt into the bed.
�It gets better, ma petite. I�ve barely scratched the surface.�
Already he hardened inside her. Kaeli groaned. �I ... can�t ... take any more....�
His eyes darkened with mirth, and he moved his hips, causing her to squirm with pleasure. Kaeli gasped softly in surprise. Already she responded to him, her body hassling for more despite twinges of orgasm still twitching through her body.
�Petite, you have no idea how much lovin� a wolf can give you.
Didn� I tell you I love a challenge?�
Her mouth fell open as he thrust his hips against hers with sensual promise. Kaeli arched, looking at him with heavy lids. She wouldn�t allow him to wear her out so quickly. How arrogant he was--and hers in every delicious way. She�d show him how much loving a woman could give him.
�I think I have an inkling,� she said with a smile, pulling him down for a kiss.
THE END
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