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 Chapter 1











“Come on, you’re going to be
late.”

Adriana grimaced as she tied the red mask over her eyes.
“Patience, woman,” she growled at her best friend , but there was
no malice in her voice. Veroni’s laughing face told her she knew
better than to believe the threat. A last look in the mirror, a
shake of the red braid snaking down her back, and she was
ready.

“Where are my keys?”

Veroni shook her head and held them up in front of her face.
“Here. Go get him!”

Another grimace, quickly replaced by a confident smile,
Adriana took the keys, winked at her friend and started down the
tunnel towards the arena.

She could feel the excitement in the air. The arena was packed
tonight. But then, it always was. The hunting sport, still
reasonably young (it had only been running for four years), was
exceptionally popular, even more so it seemed, than the usual games
of football or handball, at least on the last workday of the moon.
She felt the surge of adrenalin as she ran out into the arena, and
a loud cheer greeted her.

Smiling and waving, she made her way to her quad baja. A small
four-wheeler with a lot of power and reasonably easy handling. Its
only drawback was that it was an open vehicle and she was
completely exposed, which would mean disaster in the case of an
accident. She had been in one or two, but had fortunately not been
seriously injured. Bruises and dents to her ego didn’t count in her
book as injuries. Pulling the helmet over her head, she winked at
the assistants in the arena as the overhead announcer called out
the game. Then, she just grinned as she got onto the brightly
painted red baja and started the engine, its roar and vibration
momentarily drowning out his voice.

“... will be the highlight of your
year,” he droned dramatically. “Will it be the Vampire or the
Wolf?”

Adriana frowned. Wolf? She had never heard of him. As far as
she knew, her opponent was the Raven, a guy she had beaten before,
but he was still outstanding and made for an excellent game. She
listened as the announcer relayed the guy’s record.

“Unfortunately, the Raven had been
taken ill, but the Wolf should prove a worthy opponent.” He paused
for dramatic effect, and Adriana held her breath in anticipation.
“He has just won the nationals on Wea One and was happy to oblige
us with an appearance tonight.”

The crowd cheered, obviously pleased with the
matchup.

Adriana inhaled sharply. On Wea One, the sport was taken much
more seriously than here on New Earth, where it was mostly a game
to raise income for a few struggling charities for abandoned and
abused children. But, like her opponents and competitors, she took
part just for fun. Glancing around, she noticed the large truck
approaching from her left.

Once he was close, a tall man, she had to assume he was male
because of his size, got out and walked towards her.

A shiver ran up her spine when she looked up into a pair of
striking green eyes. Like her, he wore a mask, it was just for
publicity and entertainment anyway, but it covered most of his face
except for his eyes.

He held out his hand. “Wolf,” he introduced himself in a deep
voice, sending more shivers up her spine.

Slowly she removed her hand from the steering wheel and put
her gloved hand in his. “Vampire,” she replied, her voice muffled
by the helmet.

She sensed more than saw his smile behind the mask.

“It would be my pleasure to kiss the
Vampire later,” he teased.

Even though her face was covered by the red helmet, Adriana
turned red. Because it was for charity, the winner received no
prize. But as the prey in the game, she gave a “prize” of a kiss if
she was caught. She had never been caught. She had a perfect track
record, and that was no brag. In the four years the game had been
running, no one had ever been able to catch her in the hour-long
game. A wicked light flashed into the dark brown eyes as she raised
her chin.

“Naturally,” she quipped.

Wolf threw back his head and howled, grinning widely as she
revved the engine of her baja and took off in a cloud of dust. The
gauntlet had been thrown down, and he would not refuse the
dare.

Quickly making his way to the truck, he jumped in and started
the engine. This was going to be the best prize ever. Oh sure, he
had won a huge cup and money on Wea One, but this prey had a
reputation, and he loved a challenge.

He set off, waiting until she had made her round around the
arena to look at the hiding places and traps designed for tonight’s
game.

Adriana bit her lip as she heard him starting off. The course
was no more difficult than usual, but the judges had changed it
quite a bit, and she would need every bit of skill to evade
capture. She made a sharp turn and ducked into one of the hiding
places as he came too close.

Glancing up momentarily, she could see the spectators
screaming with delight but rapidly returning her mind to the game.
The hiding places were too small for the hunters, but she could not
stay in there too long either. The chase did not only involve
vehicles but took place on foot as well. Being a real vampire, she
was faster than a human male, but she couldn’t take the chance that
Wolf was not just a stage name. Unable to scent him since she
refused to remove her helmet during their brief meeting, he too
could be non-human and supernaturally fast.

She could not outrun him if he was a werewolf, but if he too
was a vampire, he had a definite advantage of being able to smell
her once she was on foot. Vampire males from the Hunter clans had
exceptional senses, including smell. She couldn’t afford to take
the chance and had to be extra alert tonight. At least he couldn’t
use magic. It was a contest of wits and speed, and magicians were
only allowed to participate if they didn’t use their powers.
Vampire magic was limited to touch, so that rule didn't
apply.

Leaving the arena before the time was up meant
disqualification and losing the game. Losing was never part of the
agenda. So she just had to outrun him on four wheels for as long as
she could and then take her chances on foot at the end to escape
into the winner’s cage, marked by the red flag. She had briefly
seen it earlier, and was slowly working her way towards that end of
the arena.

Taking another turn inside the tunnel in which she was hiding,
she suddenly saw the arena again and gunned the accelerator of the
red baja to jump over the hunter’s truck.

She swore aloud as she landed on two wheels and had to shift
her weight to prevent the baja from flipping over onto its
side.

The crowd cheered as the hunter had to waste valuable time to
move out of the tight corner he had driven into, giving their
favourite prey a chance to escape. The excited voice of the
announcer was barely heard over the cheering of the
crowd.

The Wolf grimaced at her manoeuvre, but he was patient and
made the turn without wasting any effort. “Smart,” he muttered
under his breath before smiling. She was good, but then he liked
stalking intelligent prey, waiting for the right time to pounce.
But, grudgingly, he had to admit that the things he had heard the
arena boys say beforehand were definitely not an exaggeration of
her skills.

Hearing him on her tail again, Adriana turned into a side
tunnel. The tunnel was big enough for the truck, but he couldn’t
overtake her because it was too narrow. The trucks were more
powerful and faster, and more than one prey had gotten injured when
they got hit if the hunter misjudged the power or speed of his
truck. She glanced over her shoulder. This guy was good, she
realised. He had kept his distance just far enough so she couldn’t
ditch the baja and escape on foot without his notice, but not too
close to hit her if she turned suddenly.

Turn. It was a hard left, and Adriana grimaced at the pain in
her shoulder. Despite the baja’s power steering, she had to push
really hard to turn over the rough terrain inside the tunnel while
keeping up her speed. Lights and shadows sped past her on the wall,
and she knew he too had made the turn successfully.
Damn.

Another sharp turn, this time through a mudslide, and both
vehicles burst out into the arena again.

High up in the stands, several video screens relayed the
images from the chase, captured by cameras inside the
tunnels.

Making a quick one-eighty, Adriana looked around to see if she
could spot the red flag. Her target. If she could get to it before
the hunter caught her, she would win. Easy. Oh, right. Another look
over her shoulder told her the flag was behind the truck. And he
was facing her. Again she got the impression that he was smiling,
knowing that he had purposely chased her farther away from the
flag.

Holding the brake with her hand, she quickly spun the baja
around to face her hunter. And her target.

It was mounted on top of one of the walls surrounding the
arena, which meant she had to run for it eventually. Unfortunately,
no ramp on that side allowed her to drive to the flag.
Damn.

Turning her attention back to the hunter, they heard the
announcer’s voice.

“Will the Vampire get the flag
tonight? Has she finally met her match? There are only fifteen
minutes left, and we have a stand-off.”

Gritting her teeth, she wondered where the time had gone. A
draw was not an option. Winning was all that counted. Their
audience demanded it. The more the crowds were entertained, the
more money will go to the children.

Releasing the brake, she tried to slip around the hunter, but
he had chosen his position well. Remembering her earlier scan of
the course, she knew the hiding place to his right was a dead-end,
from which she couldn’t even escape on foot. To his left was
another tunnel, as the colour-coded walls told her; it was a
difficult one with many traps but also many hiding places. She
crawled to her right a few paces, but he was too fast and blocked
her there too. Now what?

Frowning, she backed off and steered the baja in a slow
circle, considering her options, aware that he was watching and not
moving. Another turn, and then she smiled, grateful for the helmet
hiding her face. Oh, yes. Quickly driving away, she heard him
follow more slowly, obviously realising that she had seen some way
of getting around him.

Around him was not what she had in mind. In fact, she grinned
as she gunned the baja once again.

“Shit,” he muttered, knowing
immediately what she had in mind when he saw the ramp. But, knowing
full well there was no way - he couldn’t give chase since the truck
was simply too big for that short ramp - he stopped. But then, he
didn’t need to chase as he watched her ascend the ramp at a
dizzying speed. Well, he thought as he switched off the truck and
jumped out. The crowd’s roar momentarily startled him. He had
forgetten they were still in the arena.

“Beautiful,” he grinned as he
watched her sail over his head. He winced as she landed hard on the
roof of the tunnels between him and the red flag. Then, quickly
shoving the truck’s keys into his pocket, he started
running.

She was right, she thoughts as she spotted the movement on the
ground as she got off the baja. He was not human. Not bothering to
remove the helmet, it would just waste time, she started running on
top of the tunnels she had landed on. Her back and shoulders hurt
from the hard landing, but she did not give in to the pain. Not
now. Time enough later to lick her wounds. Jumping across a gap in
the roof she was running on, she heard him ascend a flight of
stairs.

Damn, he was gaining on her. Putting more effort into her
legs, she crossed the exit mere seconds before he emerged from the
tunnels. Just a few more seconds, and then she would have
it.

Close. He was so close he could hear her thoughts. Stretching
his legs, he reached out.

“Got you,” he whispered a heartbeat
before she closed her hand around the flag stick.











Adriana watched her fingers reach toward the flag stick and
miss. Missed it by mere centimetres. The arm about her waist
tightened slightly. Struggling was futile anyway; she had lost.
Feeling stupid still standing with her arm outstretched, she slowly
dropped it to her side. Her chin dropped to her chest.

A rough voice whispered in her ear. “Chin up, Vampire. Of all
the prey I caught, you definitely took the longest.”

Despite the cheers and whistles of the crowds, the air around
her felt silent. Poised. Expectant. Then the bell rang. Moments.
She had missed it by moments. Sighing in resignation, she nodded
and relaxed against his hold. Carefully removing the helmet to not
dislodge the leather mask over her eyes, she shook her long hair
and turned around.

Green eyes locked with brown. Then, dropping his arm away, he
smiled gently. “I believe the prize tonight is you.”

Adriana felt too tired to take exception to that statement.
She should have, and under other circumstances, she was sure she
would have, but after fifty games – four years and two moons, she
no longer felt the need to fight. It was as if her spirit had given
up. The fight, the challenge overcome. What was the
point?

She shrugged. “It’s just a kiss. Remove your mask and take
it.”

Wolf frowned. This he hadn’t expected at all. It was true. Of
all the games he had participated in, catching the prey seldom took
more than twenty minutes. He lifted the mask away from his face and
searched her eyes. The resignation he saw was almost painful to
behold. Was this all she had? Now that it had been taken away, did
he take away her pride too? The thought did not sit well with
him.

He glanced up as the chanting of the people
intruded.

“Kiss. Kiss. Kiss.”

He frowned as he looked down at the slender woman before him.
She still avoided his gaze, waiting for him to claim his prize. He
could scarcely believe that someone so small, so fragile looking,
had been so hard to catch. He gently lifted her chin in his hand
and waited for her to look at him.

Adriana swallowed at the shame. If only she had tried a little
harder. Ran faster. The pain in her body reminded her that she had
probably given too much, but stubbornly she refused to accept that.
Another sigh escaped her lips as she lifted her eyes to his
again.

“Congratulations,” she whispered,
lifting her head a little higher in anticipation for the promised
kiss.

Wolf watched her eyes widen, but he couldn’t wait for the
reason to become clear. Those luscious lips beckoned his attention.
Amidst more cheering and whistling, he laid claim to that mouth.
Only, it claimed him.

For a moment, he was stunned as the electric shock bounced
between them. Shock showed on her face as much as he knew it was on
his. Suddenly needing, craving her, he wrapped one hand behind her
neck, lifting her jaw with his thumb and pressed harder against
that soft mouth.

Adriana gasped and felt the moist invasion of his tongue
between her lips and her teeth. A tongue duel accompanied the
electric pulses coming from him. Her eyes flew to his, but she
didn’t step away. She couldn’t. It was impossible for her body to
move, except to drop the helmet, raise her hands and cling to
him.

The shocks turned deeper, pressing into her chest, making her
wet between her thighs and seeking closer contact.

Wolf felt her become sweeter on the tongue. His erection
strained hard – when did that thing wake up? - and wanting more.
The stunned look in her eyes matched his own, and he deepened the
kiss. The roar in his veins drowned out the noise from the arena.
He couldn’t stop kissing her. He needed that soft, wet sweetness to
live, to breathe.

Gazes locked. Mouths fused
together. Mine, he thought.


Always have been, she thought back.

Immediately the contact broke, and he stepped back. Confusion
reigned supreme. How the hell had he heard her say that?

Adriana bit her lip. How could she have been so
stupid?

Warily they eyed each other, as the organisers and sponsors
came closer to congratulate Wolf on his victory. Smiling for their
images to be taken, Adriana realised that she was exhausted as the
tension drained away. Taking his offered hand, two leather gloves
providing some lessening of the effects of the shocks between them,
they climbed down to their vehicles. They waited for the arena boys
to help load them.

Nodding belatedly, smiling was too much effort; Adriana
watched him hand his keys to another man, probably to remove the
truck to the garage to be serviced and readied for the next game.
He made his way to a black sports car. Finally, she climbed into
her own vehicle, the baja now safely stowed onto its trailer and
slowly left the arena.



 Chapter 2


Home. Driving around to the back, she got out, unhooked the
baja trailer, locked the car and went inside.

She had really hoped to retire with her record intact, but it
was obviously not meant to be. Glancing at her timepiece before
looking around the empty room. Shrugging, she decided to skip
dinner, she was not in the mood for food anyway and went to take a
shower.

The game was not her life, she knew, but it added some
excitement to the dullness of everyday life. Deciding that enough
was enough, no more self-pity, she rinsed her red hair before
getting out of the shower. Wrapping the fluffy towel around her
damp body, she frowned when she heard the doorbell.

“This time of night,” she muttered
before making her way to the front door. She reached for the door
handle and stopped, her hand frozen mid-air. Once the connection
had formed, it could never be erased. His psychic energy blasted
her through the door. He knew she was on the other side, so there
was no reason to try and make it as if she wasn’t home. He knew she
was. Shaking her head at the irony of once again standing hand in
the air like an idiot with him being the cause, she quickly dropped
it.

Clutching the towel between her breasts, she opened the
door.

Recognition flashed yet again. Her mind knew he was not just
Wolf, the game hunter; he was Jarod le Croix, chief bodyguard and
close personal friend of His Highness Prince Wolfgang Hauer, ruler
of the vampires. So naturally, her soul rejoiced since it
recognised him as her soul-mate. But, the recognition of her heart
brought the most excruciating pain: he was a promised man. Promised
to a friend of hers, not a close friend, but still a friend.
Although she had not met him until tonight, Clarisse had very
happily informed her not so long ago that she had given her promise
to this man.

The wariness she felt was reflected in his eyes as she stepped
back to let him inside. Good manners were a terrible thing, she
thought. But having an argument of any kind was not something one
advertised to the neighbours, no matter how far away they were.
Besides, this guy owned the property she lived in. Until the end of
the week, that was.

“Why did you come here?” she asked
quietly as she closed the door.

“You know who I am?” he asked in
return.

She nodded.

He sighed and ran his fingers through his own damp hair. The
black curls fell endearingly back onto his forehead. Her eyes
followed his hand for a moment but soon returned to his eyes. His
dark green eyes. Then she saw the pain in their depths; he couldn’t
hide it from her. He knew.

She sat down and waved him to a chair. “I am Adriana D'Amour,”
she offered. It was only good manners to inform him who his
soul-mate was. “You should not have come.”

He smiled slightly. “How could I not?”

She held up her free hand. “Please don’t. Clarisse is a
friend. You are promised. And that is that.”

His eyes travelled over her bare shoulders. The towel hid her
body from him, with only her knees and calves showing. It didn’t
matter. It was too late to go back. He ran his fingers through the
dark hair again. “How can you say that?”

Adriana felt her heart beat painfully in her chest. Avoiding
his eyes, she stared at the wooden floor of her living room. Her
temporary living room now. “How can I say that?” she mimicked.
“Jarod,” she began, formalities no longer seemed appropriate
anyway, but he rose and knelt on the floor before her, giving her
no chance to finish.

Reaching out he cupped her cheek, his eyes soft and tender on
her face. The electric tingling no less powerful than earlier. He
watched her pulse going faster, synchronising with his own. How
could she not recognise it? His eyes travelled back up her throat
to hers. The confusion he saw told him she did know; there was no
doubt in her mind either. Mates. They were the soul-mates of
legends. Stories told by their elders to the children. Fantasies to
all. Dreams of boys and girls alike. Until they grow up to the
harsh realities of life and then no longer believed in the legends.
But he believed again. And so did she.

“We can’t,” she managed a
whisper.

He gave a small smile, caressing her skin with his thumb. It
was silky smooth and smelled of roses. “We are already
connected.”

Adriana felt her eyes widen in shock. He felt it too. Damn.
She had hoped the mating connection took time, at least longer than
the few moments they had spent together.

Pulling her head away, his hand was too distracting; she got
to her feet, rubbing her forehead. Was she frowning?

“It doesn’t have to go any further.
We are not bonded. You are promised and will soon be joined by
another woman. Married,” she corrected herself. On New Earth, it
was called marriage.

Jarod got to his feet and went to her. Putting a gentle hand
on her bare shoulder, he turned her around to look at him. “We are
not joined yet. A promise is not the end of it. I can
...”

“No!” she cried. “Please,” she said
in a quieter voice, “we don’t know each other. You have given a
promise because you wanted to. To a woman you want to be with. For
life. This,” she shrugged helplessly, “this whatever it is between
us, is just temporary insanity. Hormones. A rush after you managed
to catch the most elusive prey in the game. Nothing
more.”

She knew it was futile to try and use logic to reason away the
attraction they had. Oh, it was more than that. It was a need. A
craving. A compulsion. Instincts were so strong in vampires, male
and female, so she shouldn’t blame him; she felt it too. Every
single tingle when he touched her, every moment his soul reached
out, hers demanded the same. Connection. Completion.

He heard the desperate plea in her voice, but the
soul-wrenching pain he felt when contemplating his life without her
could not be denied. He pulled her closer, forcing her body right
up to his own. “If it is nothing more, give me this night. Show me,
us, there is nothing else but hormones,” he growled before claiming
her lips.

She felt her soul glow at his touch. Her heart sang, and her
blood positively rejoiced at the feel of him. How could it not?
Hormones it was not. Letting go of her grip on the towel, she
pressed closer and wrapped both arms around his neck, wanting a
closer touch.

He growled again, holding her tighter. Pulling her into the
very thing that needed her – his soul. His body jumped to life as
he deepened the kiss and sank deeper into her sweet offering,
taking more. Drinking deeply of this life-giving sustenance, he
craved so much.


Give us this night, please.

She knew it was not right; he was promised. Only one night.
What harm could that do? She was disgusted with herself as she even
contemplated such a thing. She and Clarisse were not that close.
Liar. Liar. It made no difference if the woman was a stranger; she
knew he was promised to another woman. She would be the one to
suffer the consequences and damn herself for this affair. It wasn’t
even going to be that.

She pulled away and made the mistake of looking at him. Really
looking and then seeing the desperation and pain reflected on his
face. How could she deny him or herself? He would do his duty and
honour his word, but he would pay the price too. Perhaps even more
than she would.

A single tear ran over her cheek. It could never be enough,
but it would have to be. The pain of separation would need the
memories to allow her to survive. She hoped. Yes, she consented
before her heart and soul gave in to the demand of her conscience
and then damned her to a life of knowing that she had made the
wrong choice. There would be time enough for regrets
later.

The dam of restrained needs burst wide open. He ripped the
towel away and lifted her into his arms, sealing his mouth to hers.
He couldn’t break contact. Lifting his eyes for a second, he saw
the bedroom beyond her shoulder and made for it with
purpose.



The need for dominance in an alpha male would not be denied.
The fire burning in him demanded his reward, his mate. Not noticing
the room, empty except for the bed and side table, he laid her down
with the utmost care. Once she accepted the inevitability of his
claim, his concern for her smaller frame tempered the urgency of
his need. He would take her to mate, but he could keep his driving
need under control for her sake. At least until she was ready, he
rectified himself.

Watching her with burning eyes, he speedily removed his
clothes.

Adriana felt the urgency of his need pulsing through her own
body. The true mating was calling, and the lure was impossible to
resist. She watched his nostrils flare with the scent of her
arousal, his pupils dilated with pleasure at her reaction. Dropping
her gaze to his body, she felt the blood in her veins rushing in
anticipation. He was ripped in hard muscle, defining planes and
shadows playing over his chest and abdomen as he approached the bed
again. Sitting beside her, he suddenly seemed more in control of
the overpowering need. His body was hard, the erection straining
against his thigh as he waited for her. Approval?

She made a small sound. Not sure if it was in fear or
excitement, she felt her fangs elongate. The tips nudged her lower
lip, and another helpless little sound escaped her throat at the
pleased reaction on his face.

Leaning closer, he ran his hand over her face, touching the
sharp fangs. She hissed as she felt the touch race down her body.
Then, sliding his arm around her shoulders, he lifted her to sit
next to him. “You are so beautiful,” he growled softly, tracing his
fingertips over her lower lip. “Your body pleases
me.” Your heart and soul sing to
me.

The unspoken words made their way into her mind. A shiver ran
down her spine as he lifted her hands to his shoulders, gently
retracing his way up her arms, her shoulders, then slowly down to
her breastbone. Sliding closer, she purred softly in the back of
her throat as she felt his hands cup her eager breasts. Rubbing his
palms across two hard nipples, becoming harder at the friction of
his skin on hers. She was not without her own will, hardly. It was
the mating call that demanded her compliance. Once vampires reached
their maturity, they learned to live with a deep sense of
aloneness. Not loneliness, but a feeling that one was not yet a
complete person until mated to the one your soul recognised as its
mate.

“You will please me.”

It was purely a statement of fact, and again, she couldn’t
help but shiver. He was an alpha male; she wanted to please him.
Wanted so dearly to offer him what she saw he needed; she craved to
have. It was a powerful realisation that this tall, powerfully
built alpha male could crave her so much.

Her caressing touch over his shoulders made him growl in
pleasure. She was inexperienced, but the need to touch, kiss, and
learn everything about the hard body before her made her forget
what she didn’t know. Instinct guided her hands over his chest,
rubbing palms over male nipples and watching in fascination as they
too puckered tightly.

Pushing her red hair over her shoulder, he leaned closer and
put his mouth to her neck. Kissing, licking, gently scraping his
teeth against the warm skin beckoning his mark. Impulses were hard
to control, instincts impossible. Satisfaction burned his chest as
he sank his fangs into her shoulder against her neck, pushing her
hard into a climax. Shudders ran down her body, and he held her
tighter to prevent unnecessary damage as he drank. Sipped, actually
prolonging her climax. The need to mark her remained when he lifted
his mouth. He did not lick the wounds to close them. They would
have to heal by themselves, leaving the scars as evidence that she
belonged to him. She could take another lover, but she would never
be anyone else’s, not like this. His for the duration of her long
life.

But his body was not thinking about the future or even
tomorrow. It was only focused on tonight. Tonight, he demanded
submission. Acknowledgement that even though their paths
intercepted for only this small period in time, both would have the
experience and memories of the completion all vampires
desired.

Tonight she would satisfy his needs. Tonight she accepted her
own.

Gently he pushed her down and rolled her onto her stomach.
Although breathing hard after the climax, Adriana still felt
incomplete. Completion was attained with sex, but it was so much
more than the ecstasy of an orgasm. It connected two people,
vampires, together for all time. Her body knew the mating was yet
to come. She felt a slight wave of panic hit her when Jarod rolled
on top of her and pushed one hand beneath her stomach to rest on a
thin ridge between her hipbones a little below her
navel.

Jarod felt her tension by gently rubbing the ridge where the
three tendons met. It was a normal reaction of the female when she
was to be taken as a mate. For mate her, he had to. It was a
compulsion he could not control. Sex would not be enough, not with
this woman.

“Shh,” he crooned softly in her ear.
“You know what will happen.” He had to press her down to keep her
still. It was going to hurt, and he didn’t want to hurt her more
than was absolutely necessary.

Adriana nodded, unable to stop him. If he chose to, the male
could impregnate his mate without her consent; it was the way to
ensure the race’s survival. She wasn’t fertile, but that made no
difference since his seed could stay inside her for the three days
it would take to become fertile if he so chose. “Are you going to
force a child on me?” she panted.

A heavy silence fell despite their heavy breaths into the
night.

Jarod winced at her question. He wanted
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