




“Lora Leigh delivers on all counts.”

—Romance Reviews Today

Praise for Lora Leigh’s Novels of the Breeds

Mercury’s War

“Erotic and suspenseful…Readers will laugh, readers will blush, and readers will cry.”

—Romance Junkies

“With two great twists, fans of the Breeds saga will relish [Mercury’s War]. ”

—Midwest Book Review

“Intriguingly powerful with plenty of action to keep the pages turning. I am completely addicted! A great read!”

—Fresh Fiction

Dawn’s Awakening

“Leigh consistently does an excellent job building characters and weaving intricate plot threads through her stories. Her latest offering in the Breeds series is no exception.”

—Romantic Times (4½ stars; top pick)

“Held me captivated.”

—Romance Junkies

“Heart-wrenching.”

—Fallen Angel Reviews

“Erotic, fast-paced, funny and hard-hitting, this series delivers maximum entertainment to the reader.”

—Fresh Fiction

Tanner’s Scheme

“The incredible Leigh pushes the traditional envelope with her scorching sex scenes by including voyeurism. Intrigue and passion ignite!…Scorcher!”

—Romantic Times (4 ½ stars)

“Sinfully sensual…[This series] is well worth checking out.”

—Fresh Fiction


Harmony’s Way

“Leigh’s engrossing alternate reality combines spicy sensuality, romantic passion and deadly danger. Hot stuff indeed.”

—Romantic Times

“I stand in awe of Ms. Leigh’s ability to bring to life these wonderful characters as they slowly weave their way into my mind and heart. When it comes to this genre, Lora Leigh is the queen.”

—Romance Junkies

Megan’s Mark

“A riveting tale full of love, intrigue and every woman’s fantasy, Megan’s Mark is a wonderful contribution to Lora Leigh’s Breeds series…As always, Lora Leigh delivers on all counts; Megan’s Mark will certainly not disappoint her many fans! ”

—Romance Reviews Today

“Hot, hot, hot—the sex and the setting…You can practically see the steam rising off the pages.

—Fresh Fiction

“This entertaining romantic science fiction suspense will remind the audience of Kitty and the Midnight Hour by Carrie Vaughn and MaryJanice Davidson’s Derik’s Bane as this futuristic world filled with ‘Breeds’ seems ‘normal’…[A] delightful thriller.”

—The Best Reviews

“The dialogue is quick, the action is fast, and the sex is oh so hot…Don’t miss out on this one.”

—A Romance Review

“Leigh’s action-packed Breeds series makes a refreshing change…Rapid-fire plot development and sex steamy enough to peel wallpaper.”

—Monsters and Critics

“An exceedingly sexy and sizzling new series to enjoy. Hot sex, snappy dialogue and kick-butt action add up to outstanding entertainment.”

—Romantic Times
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Prologue



“You were created. Created to give your lives to the Genetics Council at any time deemed appropriate. You are animals. Nothing more. You have no sire. You have no bitch mother. You have only us. And we will decide if you are strong enough to live or die.”

The dream was merciless, stark in the memory of who and what he was as he watched the scientist point out the procedure that had created him.

The genetic enhancement of an unknown sperm and ova. The fertilization, the development before it was ever placed within a human womb. And finally, the death of the vessels that had carried each Feline Breed babe to term.

Nothing was hidden from the immature creatures. They sat on the floor of their cells and watched the graphic video daily. They saw it nightly in their dreams.

“You are not human. No matter your appearance. You are an animal. A creation. A tool. A tool for our use. Never imagine you will ever be anything different…”

Tarek tossed within the nightmare, years of blood and death passing by him. The lashes of the whip biting into his back, his chest. Hours of torture because he had not killed savagely enough or because he had shown mercy. The pain of knowing that the dream of freedom might be no more than a fantasy, quickly lost to death.

He came awake in a rush, the blood pounding through his veins, sweat dampening his flesh as the horrors he had fought so long to distance himself from returned.

Breathing roughly, he rose from the bed, pulling on a pair of boxer briefs before leaving the bedroom.

He inhaled deeply as he left the room, his brain automatically processing the scents of the house, sifting through them, searching for anomalies. There were none. His territory was uncorrupted, as secure now as it had been when he settled into his bed.

He rubbed his hand over the ache in his chest, the almost ever-present remembrance of that last beating, and the whip running with a current of electricity that sent agony resonating through his body.

He was created, not born.

Those words echoed through his mind as he opened the back door and stepped onto the porch. Created to kill. Not human…

He stared into the bleak emptiness of the late-fall Arkansas night as he let the memories wash over him. Fighting them only made it worse, only made the nightmares worse.

You will never know love. Animals do not love, so before you ever imagine this is a benefit due you, forget it!

The trainers had been quick to destroy any flicker of hope before it drew breath, took form, or hinted at an end to their tortured suffering. The psychological training had been brutal.

You are nothing. You are a four-legged beast walking on two. Never forget that…

Your ability to speak does not mean you have permission to do so…

He stared into the star-studded night.

God does not exist for you. God creates His children. He does not adopt animals…

The final destruction. A silent snarl curved his lips as he glared into the brilliance of a sky he had never been meant to see.

“Who does adopt us then?” he snarled to the God he had been taught had no time for him or for his kind. “Who does?”







One



Wasn’t there some kind of law that said a man wasn’t allowed to look that damned good? Especially the tight, hard bodies who persisted in mangling a perfectly good lawn at the wrong time of the year.

Lyra Mason was certain there had to be such a law. Especially when said male, Tarek Jordan, committed the unpardonable sin of whacking down her prized Irish roses.

“Are you crazy?” She ran out the front door, yelling at the top of her lungs, waving him away from the beautiful hedge that was finally managing to achieve reasonable height.

That was, before he attacked it with the weed-eater he was wielding like a sword.

“Stop it. Dammit. Those are my roses,” she wailed as she sprinted across her front lawn, skidded around the front of her car, and nearly slipped and broke her neck on the strip of lush green grass in front of him.

At least he paused.

He lowered the weed-eater, tipped his dark glasses down that arrogant nose of his, and stared back at her as though she was the one committing some heinous act.


“Turn it off,” she screamed, making a slicing motion across her throat. “Now. Turn it off.”

Irritation and excitement simmered in her blood, heated her face, and left her trembling before him. He might be bigger than she was, but she had been maneuvering big, brawny men all her life. He would be child’s play next to her brothers. Maybe.

He cut the motor, lifted a brow, and flashed all that bare, glorious muscle across his chest and shoulders. As though that was going to save him. She didn’t think so.

The man had lived next door to her for almost six months and never failed to totally infuriate her at least once a week. And she wasn’t even going to admit exactly how much she enjoyed razzing his ass every chance she got.

“Those are my roses!” She felt like crying as she rushed to the broken, ravaged branches of the four-foot-high hedge. “Do you have any idea how long it took me to get them to grow? Have you lost your mind? Why are you attacking my roses?”

He lifted one hand from the steel shaft of the weed-eater and scratched his chin thoughtfully.

“Roses, huh?”

Oh God, his voice had that husky little edge. Dark. Deep. The kind of voice a woman longed to hear in the darkness of the night. The voice that tempted her in dreams so damned sexual she flushed just thinking about them.

Damn him.

He tilted his head to the side, staring at her roses for long moments behind the lenses of his dark glasses.

“I can’t believe you did this.” She flicked him a disgusted glance as she hunched in front of the prize bush and began inspecting the damage. “You’ve lived here six months, Tarek. Surely it occurred to you that if I wanted them cut down I
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