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Unspoken Passions

You are wicked! Lilac said.

The corners of Rejars mouth curved upward, revealing a devastating little dimple in his left cheek. I have been told it is my nature.

To be insensitive? she sneered. He puzzled her by laughing.

I can assure you, I am a very sensitive man. Rejar leaned forward, resting his elbows on his knees. By design, the position brought their heads fairly close together.

You need only test me to find out, he whispered seductively.

Her face flamed and she quickly looked away from his inviting posture.

I dont like you.

Rejar smiled slowly.

She faced him, nonplussed. Did you not hear me?

I listen to you very well. His eyes captured hers with the methodical gleam of a predatorsophisticated beyond her comprehension and oh-so-tantilizing. You would be surprised at what I hear.





To my mother, Ace: the one; the best; the only.







Any time not spent on love is wasted.

Tasso (1544-1595)







Table of Contents

Cover Page

Title Page

Unspoken Passions

Dedication

Epigraph

Prologue

Chapter One

Chapter Two

Chapter Three

Chapter Four

Chapter Five

Chapter Six

Chapter Seven

Chapter Eight

Chapter Nine

Chapter Ten

Chapter Eleven

Chapter Twelve

Chapter Thirteen

Chapter Fourteen

Chapter Fifteen

Chapter Sixteen

Chapter Seventeen

Chapter Eighteen

Chapter Nineteen

RAVE REVIEWS FOR NEW YORK TIMES BESTSELLING AUTHOR DARA JOY!

Other books by Dara Joy:

Copyright






Prologue

He was a totally sexual creature.

Handsome as sin, sensual as silk.

His name was Rejar.

He was descended from an ancient, arcane race known as the Familiars; and it was said they walked in two forms. That of human and cat.

Shrouded in mystery, the Familiars were both revered and reviled by those that knew of their existence. Because of this they kept to themselves for the most partexcept in matters of casual relations. In that regard, their alliances were legion, their reputations well deserved.

For the males of their species were like no other.

A singular trait of the male Familiar was his ability to completely lose himself in the sensual self. So acute were his senses that he often derived pleasure simply from bestowing pleasure.

Adult males lived for the sensuous. Reveled in it. Became it.

The Familiars erotic magnetism, once focused upon his prey, was difficult, if not impossible, to resist. Strangely, once roused to passion of any kind, he could be both ruthless and endearing at once. Intrepid predator yet rare delicacy.

And then there was the additional element.

The rumorthe whispered myth the Familiars would neither confirm nor deny.

Legend had it these males possessed a special trait which was peculiar to their species; a physical trait so compelling that it had, at times, caused them to be hunted down and enslaved simply for the possibility that this enticing bit of lore might be true.

It was believed that the male Familiar possessed the physical ability to enhance his sensuality during the sexual act.

The fact that this enhancer was not visibly present did not stop the tales of its existence. Moreover, if the male Familiar decided to employ this unique ability in his mastery of pleasureg-iving, the effect was said to be devastating.

Throughout time, stories continued to circulate of how some of their males were so skilled in the sensual arts that the use of this innate trait combined with their extraordinary felinelike erotica delivered an unparalleled experience.

This was part of his legacy

But it was well known amongst all Familiars that Rejar taal Krue had been gifted with much more.

And his special journey was about to unfold





Chapter One

London, 1811

Driver! Driver! I insist you go faster!

Lady Agatha Whumples turned a harried face to her niece in the somewhat cramped confines of her coach. Whatever is the man thinking of, my dear? The Duchess will not await us for tea!

Lilac Devere looked at her elderly maiden aunt and sighed. The woman was peering haughtily up at the ceiling through her lorgnette and pince-nez, as if the driver could see her disdain through the walls of the coach. Her aunt was a trial sometimes, but she loved her dearly.

Auntie Whumples, if you hadnt insisted that society arrive late, we would never have been in this position in the first place.

Lady Whumples fluttered her fan. Of course society arrives latebut not with the Duchess! Whatever will she think? I hope that dreadful Lord Byron wont be there. Go faster, I say! She whacked the roof of the carriage with her cane. That driver has always been the most inconsiderate

Hes been in your employ for fifty years!

Be that as it may, my child, his impertinence will not stand. It will not stand! She thumped the seat for emphasis, dislodging several beads from the bodice of her day-dress. And another thingthe man has beady eyes. I dont like beady eyes!

As usual, Auntie had gotten completely off subject. Lilac patted her hand. Calm yourself, Auntie Whumples, surely

Without warning a brilliant flash of light filled the coach.

It was followed by a low, deafening rumble.

There was a loud thump! and the carriage shook.

Lady Whumples was tossed against the window. Lilac braced her hands against the sides of the coach to prevent herself from falling forward.

What was Lilac started but never finished.

At the same time both Lilac and her aunt stared wide-eyed at the opposite seat.

A great black cat sat there, gazing speculatively at them even though his feline demeanor implied that this was his coach and that they were intruding upon him.

The strange animal had two different colored eyes.

Lilacs mouth dropped open.

Auntie Whumpless pince-nez fell off.

Then Auntie screameda high-pitched, extremely loud wail of pure terror. It is a beast! A great beast which will surely kill us where we sit! I shall faint! Driver! Driver!

The driver, with fifty years experience driving for Lady Whumples, ignored her and kept going.

Composing herself, Lilac tried to calm her aunt. Hush, Auntie! Rememberwe are women of logic. The poor thing probably jumped into the coach to get out of this chilling drizzle. It must have been here all the time, hiding under the seat and was just now frightened by the lightning. Its just a cat. A rather large cat. And those eyes

Its a lion, I tell you! It will ravish us!

As if it understood her words, the cat stared mischievously at Auntie Whumples and slowly licked his chops.

Auntie started screeching again, but Lilac laughed out loud.

It was a lovely trilling sound that pleased the senses. The young woman leaned forward closer to the cat, unknowingly displaying a goodly portion of bosom. You have beautiful fur, kit, long and thick. It looks so silky. And youre quite the adventurer, arent you? I like that. Perhaps I should take you in

Auntie Whumples gasped. What are you saying? You cant take that cursed beast into the house!

The cat focused on Lilac, blinking slowly at her with those beautiful dual-colored eyes and Lilac made up her mind.

I can and I will. Youre coming home with me. Then she made a motion which sealed her fate: she softly stroked the fur behind its left ear.

The cat angled his head into her hand as if her touch was ecstasy itself.

What do you say about that, cat?

The Familiar known as Rejar closed his eyes and purred.

He was on a different plane of existence.

His senses told him that much. But where? One instant he had been hurtling through the Tunnels, cast about the eddies and currents; the next, a portal seemed to open beneath him (if beneath had any meaning in the space he was in), and he fell headfirst through the opening. In an attempt to protect himself, he had metamorphosed into his cat self.

The conveyance he was in rolled to a stop and the two females exited, with a great deal of fuss from the old one. She banged her walking stick several times, her face turning a fiery red. When the driver opened the door to let her out, she rapped him smartly on the side of his leg with her stick, screeching her way past him.

Oddly, the man only smiled.

The lovely younger one shook her head, muttering something under her breath, before following after her.

He distinctly heard the older one adamantly exclaim that the beast would not be in the coach on their return. The younger one firmly replied that if it was still in the coach when they returned, she was taking it home.

The beast would be here. At least until he learned where here was.

Thankfully, he could understand their languageat least most of it. Similar to the language of his brothers wife, it had differences in cadence and syntax that puzzled him. Was he somewhere in Adeeanns universe?

He closed his eyes as he remembered exactly how he had come to be in this predicament.

It had all started with the Shimalee, an ancient Charl icon which had the power to bend space and time. There were twelve Shimalees total, nine of which were linked throughout existence to form the matrix known as the Tunnels.

Now, thanks to him, there was a matrix of ten.

He had willingly sacrificed himself for his brother Lorgins happiness and would do so again. Lorgin had a right to remain with the wife he so loved.

Insistently, he had taken the icon from his brother, entering the Tunnels with it. He released it into the continuum so that it might be absorbed back into the matrix where it belonged.

A violent cosmic storm had resulted and he was flung helplessly about the corridor, lost in space and timeand maybe dimension as well.

What would be the effect of this new matrix he had created?

Would it open up more passageways, hitherto denied to them? Was that how he had come into this place; had the additional Shimalee opened up a new portal?

Not being a mystic, Rejar did not understand much in the way of the Tunnels, but, like everyone else, he knew they were a means of transport from world to world.

Provided one had use of a mystic who could call forth the opening.

Unfortunately, he did not have such abilities.

He sighed mournfully.

How long would he have to remain in this unknown place before the great mystic, Yaniff, found him? A week? A year? Fifty years?

There was little help for it.

He knew what he was doing when he had entered the Tunnels in lieu of his brother. At present he would have to bide his time and make the best of the situation he found himself in. For however long, this strange new world was his home.

Best that he see what it looked like.

Sitting up on his haunches, the large, black cat peered over the edge of the open window.

It was raining.

Not a very good sign for the likes of him.

He looked further. Trees! Flowers, grass, and shrubs! This was acceptable. The conveyance he found himself in seemed to be at the end of a long walkway. At the other end of the walkway was a large stone building reminding him slightly of his family home on Aviara.

Rejar decided to investigate further.

Gritting his teeth, he leaped from the coach, scampering quickly through the light rain to the side of the house. Like most Familiars, he detested getting his fur wetalthough in his natural human form, he was fastidious about bathing. His kind could not abide uncleanliness. Besides, there was something about the feel of water sliding down his naked skin

His attention was caught by laughter coming from beyond the window just above him. Particularly one soft, lilting laugh, which so pleased his senses.

He effortlessly climbed a nearby tree, lithely balancing himself on a limb close to the window. Several people were sitting in a very ornate room, drinking out of the most fragile-looking cups he had ever seen. It looked as if they were engaged in some kind of social ritual.

His feral gaze immediately sought out the women of the group.

What would he have done if he had come to a world without women? The horrid thought made him shudder. He tried to bolster his flagging spirits. Yes, it could have been worse. Much worse.

Women always had a soothing effect on him.

He observed the ones in the room now. They were all dressed in odd costumes. Some of them, a few of the older ones, he noted, wore fake hair upon their heads. Others had unnaturally white complexions. A few were quite stunning.

This looked promising!

His feline sights shifted to the young woman who had been in the conveyance with him. The one who said she would take him in.

He smiled slowly to himself. Mayhap she would.

Lilac. The old woman had called her Lilac.

To him, she stood out from the rest of the women in the room. There was a uniqueness about her he had immediately sensed. This one intrigued him.

Minutely, he examined her, fascinated by the little qualities which often go unnoticed by most men, but never by Familiars. The graceful way her hands moved as she spoke. The lambent shine of her eyes when she laughed. Her heightened senses which he knew were arousing as she became more and more interested in the topic being discussed

The siren song of the pulse-flow of her female energy drew upon the Familiar like a magnet.

Here was an extremely sensuous being, he decided. Just like him.

Yes, she definitely would be taking him in.

Lilac sat down before the dressing table in her bedroom and began removing the pins from her hair. The long strands fell to her waist in a soft tumble.

Picking up her silver-handled brush, she pulled the bristles through the tangled mass in slow, meandering strokes, closing her eyes to the calming feel of the gentle tugging. AH, it felt so

An odd feeling suddenly came over her.

The hairs on the back of her neck prickled. Someone was watching her.

Her eyes snapped open.

In the large, gilded mirror that graced over half of her bedroom wall from floor to ceiling, she caught sight of the cat sitting square in the center of her favorite chair. He was making himself quite at home!

He stared at her intently with those strange dual-colored eyes of his half shut.

How had he gotten in here?

He certainly wasnt in the room when she had gone into her dressing room earlier to change into her night rail. In fact, she hadnt seen him since they had returned from tea at the Duchesss. As soon as the coach had stopped, he had leapt down, disappearing into the underbrush.

At the time, she was certain she had seen the last of him, which saddened her. Lilac had been so happy to see the animal still in the coach when they returned to it. No matter how her aunt fussed, she had been determined to take the poor beast home.

Lilac had always wanted a cat.

Unfortunately, Auntie had always vehemently refused.

She suspected her poor aunt negated her desire for a cat as a last-gasp effort to prevent her niece from having the trappings of old maid hung upon her. After all, she had just turned twenty. An unmarried woman with a penchant for cats often spelled the term tabby to the tona no-hope-for-her old maid.

For some odd reason, today had been different. Today, for the first time in her life, she did not let Auntie have her own way during one of her fits. She had held firm in her desire to keep the cat.

Shrugging her shoulders, she smiled. So, did it really matter how he came to be here? Here the puss was. She turned on the stool to face him.

You have the most interesting habit of suddenly showing up, cat. She grinned at him.

The cat, of course, did not reply.

Lilac observed the regal black feline, who was sitting on her chair as if he were upon a throne deigning to command his loyal subject! I guess that would be me, she mused.

He swished his tail.

There was something about this particular cat that struck a chord within her. Probably its sheer bravado. No one with an ounce of intelligence would dare waste their breath trying to tell this cat what to do. It was obvious he would do exactly as he pleased.

Not like unmarried misses who had to bow to the dictates of society and gossipy women!

The recurring dismal subject depressed her anew. Lilac worked her big toe into the thick pile of the Turkish carpet beneath her feet, sighing wistfully.

She didnt care what her aunt saidwhat dire prophecies of gloom and doom she claimed would befall her if she stayed on the shelf. She had no intention of ever putting herself on the marriage mart!

And why should she?

As far as she could tell, the woman had nothing to gain and everything to lose. Her property. Her money. Her independence. Her intelligence.

When a woman entered into the blissful state of holy matrimony, she became nothing but chattel. Indeed, men often referred to women as baggage.

Well, she had no intention of becoming anyones baggageeven if the alternative was becoming a dreaded Ape Leader, the charming verbiage used to describe an unmarried woman. So what!

Oh, she knew her aunt meant well by trying to dissuade her from her set course. After all, Auntie Whumples was an Ape Leader herself and was only trying to spare her from the type of censure she had endured for a great part of her life.

But it wouldnt be the same for Lilac; she knew it wouldnt. She was a woman of means, her fathers estate having come into her aunts keeping until she reached her majority next year. She could spend her days following her own pursuits, not existing as someone elses property!

Her quest for knowledge and her penchant for reading already had her labeled as something of a bluestocking. Unfortunately, even that dreaded concepta woman with a brainwas easily overlooked by avid suitors with an eye to her fortune.

Lilac shuddered. It was just not going to happen!

She would be like this cat here. Master of her own fate. Yes, just like the cat.

Impishly, she grinned at him. We make strange bedfellows, dont we?

The cats blue eye seemed to wink at her.

Lilac snorted at the silly notion, thinking she was sleepier than she realized. Yawning, she stood up to stretch tired muscles. The glow from the fire backlit her, illuminating her nightgown and silhouetting the curvaceous form beneath.

Im really glad youve come to stay, kit; I dont think I shall be half so lonely with you for company. Ill have to think of an especially good name for you, she mumbled distractedly as she ambled toward her canopy bed. Throwing back the heavy counterpane, she snuggled beneath the covers.

The Master of His Own Fate watched her with a predatory gleam in his golden eye. Then, at a deliberate pace, he followed her to the bed.

Lilac was just leaning over to turn down the lamp on her bedside table when she felt the mattress dip. Oh! She grinned at the cat. Have you come to sleep with me, then? Id like that on this damp night.

She turned down the lamp and burrowed under the covers, smiling contentedly when she felt the reassuring bulk of the animal settle in next to her.

You and I are going to be great friends, she whispered in the darkened room. I can tell.

The cat nudged his face against her thigh as if in agreement and Lilac drifted off to sleep.

Like silent lightning, a glow shimmered about the bed and was quickly gone.

Leaning on his side, the naked man gazed down at the sleeping woman beneath him.

Silken lengths of gleaming black hair shifted forward off his powerful shoulders in an unconsciously seductive slide.

If Lilac had been awake and looking at the large mirror on her wall, she would have seen a man in her bed so beautiful as to take her breath away. He had an eye of blue and an eye of gold.

Pensively, the man watched her as she slept.

Her skin, he noted, was a mixture of tones: gold, rose, and cream. Inexplicably, he suddenly ached to feel the supple smoothness with his lips and tongue. Thinking he might do just that, he bent closer to her.

A strand of her long hair brushed against his arm.

He examined it curiously. Like her skin tone, it was a tumble of shades: ash, brown, dark blond. He couldnt decide what to name it, which fascinated him all the more. To a Familiar, nothing was so interesting as that which could not be named.

He continued his visual exploration.

Her large, expressive eyes, closed now, were the deepest, darkest green. They brought to mind the leaves of the mystical Towering Forest on his home world of Aviara. The sensitive comparison made him long to brush his lips across the thick gold-tipped lashes, to feel them flutter against his mouth.

The sweet curve of her small ear was most enticing

His heated gaze drifted across her face.

Ah, those lips! Full and soft, a deep rosy pink reminding him of the sweet inner flesh of

A low growl of desire rumbled from his throat.

Like most male Familiars, he was susceptible to the female.

In the past, he had never given it much thought, accepting who and what he was; he had simply enjoyed the many pleasures which came his way. Still, he seemed particularly susceptible to this female. Why?

He had seen countless beautiful women before; indeed, he had had them for most of his adult life, but this unusual, delicate beauty beneath him tugged at him in a way he had not experienced in his past.

Moreover, he had sensed it the instant they met.

It was as if there was an essence to her which beguiled him like some intoxicating drug. More potent even than the drugs Oberian slavers used to capture his kind.

He was entranced.

He was hungry.

He was almost powerless to break from the pull of her.

The realization caused a shiver to race down his spine. Could this woman make a slave of him? Ensnare him as surely as any captured beast?

No!

She intrigued him more than most, it was true, but that was all. Admittedly, he had been restless for some time, feeling strange and out of sorts. Even before the incident with the Tunnels, he had gone longer than his usual wont without the pleasure of a woman.

Too long.

It would account for his unprecedented reaction to her.

Convinced he was right, that it was only his prolonged abstinence speaking, he shook off the last remaining vestiges of the unwanted premonition. Yet, helpless to do otherwise, he ran his forefinger gently down the length of her exposed arm, testing the texture of her skin.

It was as he expected. Like the finest krilli cloth under his touch. So tender! He imagined his teeth barely grazing against

Lilacs eyelids fluttered but she did not awaken. He withdrew his stroking finger for the time being, his mind made up. Unlike his other past encounters with women, he would relish this particular chaseslowly.

Very slowly.

For the ultimate pleasure, a delicacy must be savored.

It would begin now.

The hunt must start by giving her something of himself.

Deep in his senses, he lay back down next to her, drawing her close to him. Rejar, he murmured low in her ear as he twined around her. I am called Rejar.

He slept with the scent of her. Dreaming of capture.

She felt wonderful!

Lilac opened her eyes and languidly stretched beneath the covers. Simply marvelous! She couldnt remember when shed had such a peaceful nights sleep. For some reason, she had been utterly warm and cozy the entire night, even though it had been terribly cold and damp. It was strange, but she had felt protected, cared for in a way completely alien to her.

During the night, she imagined she was enfolded in a cloak of warm, spicy scent, rather like cinnamon and bayberry and something else totally exotic yet altogether enticing.

An image flashed across her mind.

There was a man.

A dream? When she tried to recall more of the vision, nothing else came to mind, neither who the man was, nor even what he looked like. Now why would she dream about some strange man holding her?

Out of the corner of her eye a flare of movement captured her attention.

Lilac turned over on her side and grinned.

Of course! The cat. She had momentarily forgotten about him.

He mustve slept beside her all night! No wonder she had felt so cozy. She leaned over to thank the winsome animal for the comfort he had given her throughout the long, raw night.

Good morning, and how are you this morning? She scratched behind his left ear.

The big fellow seemed to really like it. Would he want his belly rubbed as well? Perhaps when he got more used to her.

Its a beautiful morning, isnt it? Sun was streaming in through the open windows, falling across the two of them lying on the bed.

The cat purred his agreement, wedging his head against her hand to coax her into more petting. Lilac didnt even realize she was doing his bidding as she continued to stroke his exquisitely soft fur.

Lets see what Emmy brought us this morning. Taking the tray from the bedside table, Lilac carefully balanced it across her knees.

Every morning for the past ten years, Emmy had been bringing the same thing to her. A pot of tea, a little pitcher of cream, a biscuit, lemon curd, strawberry jam, and a bowl of sliced fruit. But for her new pets entertainment she made a great show of examining the contents, holding up each item to his curious gaze.

She suddenly realized he must be very hungry.

Taking the saucer from beneath her teacup, she carefully poured a goodly portion of the cream onto the plate and placed it before him on the mattress.

Thats for youbut be careful; dont spill any on the linens. Emmy would have our heads.

Rejar eyed the plate of liquid warily. He was hungry; it was true. However, he preferred eating in his natural form. Not a possibility at this moment.

Resigned, he began lapping at the rich nourishment, not doing a very neat job of it.

Oh, my.

Rejar looked up, cream dripping from his whiskers.

Lilac put a hand to her lips, giggling. Youre something of a piggy, arent you?

Rejar narrowed his eyes at her.

Unaware of his glowering look, Lilac picked up her cloth napkin. Would you let me wipe your face? Very gently, she blotted the cream off, tapping his nose with a linen-covered finger when she was done. There; youre quite handsome again.

The cat swished his tail.

You may say thank-you.

Thank-you. Looking slyly up at her, he quickly licked her hand.

How sweet! You know, I really do need to name you. Let me see She tapped her chin. How aboutRejar? She pronounced the strange name: ray-jkar.

Lilac blinked. Where on earth had that come from?

The cat purred loudly.

Hmm. He seems to like it. What an odd name to think ofWell, it seems to suit him. I guess Rejar it is.

Replacing the tray on the stand, she threw back the covers and walked over to the window overlooking the garden, delighted by what she saw. Aunties lilacs have bloomed! Come look, Rejar!

As if he understood her, the cat jumped down from the bed, crossed the room, and leapt onto the window seat.

Rejar noted the alternating clusters of purple and white flowers blooming on the large bushes which rimmed the walled-in garden. Lilacs. So, she was named for a flower. Would they smell as sweet as she? He doubted it.

Arent they beautiful? She sighed.

You are well named, he agreed.

Lets spend the entire morning in the garden! You can lie in the sun on your fat belly and Ill read to you from James Weatherbys Introduction to a General Stud Book.

Stud? Adeeann had once referred to him in such a way. Perhaps he would find out what she had meant.

In any case, he would stay close by Lilac until he felt more comfortable with his surroundings, at which point he would begin to explore. Familiars always liked to thoroughly know their territory before venturing forth. Besides, staying in the garden sounded like a good way to

Fat belly?!

Rejar was incensed. Did the woman not recognize solid muscle when she saw it? he grouched, pacing.

Eager to be outside, Lilac dashed over to her dressing room, completely missing the fact that the hair on the cats back was standing straight up in the air as he padded across the floor.

And his ears were down flat.

Lilac raced down the hallway, book in hand, looking forward to spending time in the garden with her new pet. She sprinted to the stairs. The frisky cat playfully scissored back and forth between her legs.

His frolicsome sport caused her to laugh out loud. What a tricky little imp!

She was still laughing when they reached the downstairs hallway, both of them skidding around a corner together.

Lilac. Auntie Whumples stood just outside the sitting room door.

Discretely wagging an admonishing finger at her niece for her very unladylike behavior, she continued on in a louder voice, Look who has come to visit with youits our Lord Creighton.

Lord Creighton stepped into the foyer from the sitting room.

The smile instantly died on Lilacs face.

Good morning, Miss Devere. Executing a perfect bow, the obnoxious lordling proceeded to examine her with his ever present quizzing glass.

Lilac frowned. Lord Creighton examined everything with his quizzing glass. The insufferable boor!

What was he doing here? She thought she had been quite obvious in denouncing his attentions. Good lord, she had turned down every single invitation the coxcomb had issued to her! What more did it take?

Always in fashion, Lord Creighton was dressed in the blue coat and buff-colored waistcoat that Brummell had decreed was de rigueur for gentlemens morning wear. His mousy brown hair was cut fashionably short with the curb in the front tousled just so over his forehead. His cravat was perfectly tied and so stiff, it seemed he was having trouble seeing over the foolish thing. Lilac sighed forlornly.

Who is this interloper? Bristling, Rejar observed the dandy before him. He snorted derisively at the mans short hair. What kind of eunuch cut off his hair? Where was his masculine pride?

He did not seem like much of a man to him.

Did he not know that the hunt had begun and a Familiar had already marked his prey? Lilac had taken him in. Now she was his to capture.

If the foolish man thought to interfere between a Familiar and his

Well, he did so at his own peril.

Besides, he did not like the way the flug was peering at her through that tiny piece of glass!

And what have we here? Lord Creighton made the unfortunate mistake of kneeling down to get a closer look at the cat through his quizzing glass.

Rejar arched his back, emitting a low, threatening growl at the man, his blue and gold eyes flashing. Lord Creighton jumped back, his face going deathly pale.

Zounds! Miss Devere, isis it dangerous?

Lilac looked speculatively at her cat. HmmMaybe it can accomplish what I apparently cannot.

She bent toward Lord Creighton in a confidential mien. Only if provoked, my lord. You wont provoke him, will you? She spoke as if frightfully concerned for his welfare.

Lord Creightons tiny eyes almost popped to normal size. What he ran a finger around his tight collar, swallowingwhat exactly provokes him, Miss Devere?

Lilac bit her lip as if she were pondering the dilemma. We havent quite figured that out yet.

His lordship gulped at Lilacs words but bravely stood his ground. Lord Creighton considered himself a Man of the World. Twouldnt do to appear squeamish in front of the miss.

Rejar chuckled to himself. So, his little minx was trying to be rid of the flug. Too obvious, my Lilac. I will have to teach you about subtlety. He almost purred aloud at the enticing idea.

At that moment, Lilac turned a beseeching gaze to the cat, hoping against all hope that her pet would help her out by being obnoxious to the dandified twit.

You want me to help you with this one? Rejar made a great show of yawning.

Why, oh why, did a cat never do what you wanted him to? Lilac rolled her eyes in disgust. Shed just have to handle the coxcomb on her own. Lord Creighton, I was just going into the garden

Without your parasol? Auntie Whumples tittered at her disapprovingly.

I quite agree. Lord Creighton shook his head firmly. We wouldnt want to spoil this lovely complexion, would we? Surprising Lilac, Lord Creighton ran a clammy finger down the curve of her cheek.

Rejar cocked his head to one side. Ah, so the flug believes he has the right. I think not. You give up on me too easily, Lilac

The cat suddenly hissed, surprising everyone.

Whereupon he stood calmly watching as his lordship leapt three feet in the air.

Upon landing, Lord Creighton glared at the wretched beast from a safe distance of several feet. Trying to recover his composure, Creighton then affected what he considered a strong, masculine pose, making him look as if he had swallowed a bad piece of mutton.

We should retire to the sitting room, my dear. I fear the strong sun might be too harsh for your frail constitution.

Frail constitution? Rejar let his expert gaze skim the voluptuous lines of Lilacs curvaceous form. The man was a half-wit. He would wager this constitution would go all night long with him.

This time he did purr at the very thought.

Lilac was fuming. She was not going to get rid of him! Her shoulders slumped as she followed his boorishness into the sitting room.

Giving the appearance of extreme feline boredom, Rejar made a great production out of stretching before he finally got up to follow.

His blue eye twinkled. This should prove most amusing.

Lord Creighton sat sprawled in the middle of the old-fashioned Queen Anne settee.

To Lilacs irritation, the dandy never failed to sniff disdainfully at the outmoded decor of the sitting room. So what if their furnishings were not all the crack? She liked the way the room looked and felt! Bother Lord Creighton and the rest of the ton with their silly expectations!

More tea, my lord? Auntie Whumpless voice came from somewhere in the shadows of the room. While proper behavior decreed she must chaperone, she didnt want to appear to be too intrusive.

No, thank you. Lady Whumples. Im quite finished. He fastened his small eyes on Lilac. Miss Devere, I was wondering; will you be attending the Stanhopes soiree?

When is it? As she spoke, Lilac noticed the cat jump onto the back of the settee behind Lord Creightons head. He settled himself comfortably across the rim, half-leaning against the mans shoulders.

Lord Creighton froze the instant he realized the wretched beast was actually leaning against him. The position brought the animal frightfully close to his throat. He gulped nervously.

Lord Creighton? Lilac prompted.

Ahyes. Its the Friday after next.

The cat began swishing his tail. Up. Down. Up. Down. Lord Creighton gave her a sickly smile.

I havent been invited, she replied. Thank God.

Yes, well, that can be remedied, you see, I A bushy tail draped across the top of his head, hanging down over his forehead.

Being a gentleman, Lord Creighton was obliged to ignore it.

II thought I might

The tail began to seesaw atop his head in an undulating motion. Up. Down. Up. Down.

That is, if your

Lilac tried her best not to laugh. She truly did.

But when the tip of the cats tail reared up to wave at her from the vicinity of Lord Creightons eyebrows, she was undone. She clutched her stomach, peels of laughter issuing forth.

Miss Devere,Lord Creighton looked concernedare you quite all right?

Yes, yes, Im fine. She wiped the comer of her eye, trying to regain her composure. From the corner of the room, she thought she heard Auntie Whumples stifle a few titters of her own.

You were saying, my lord?

Perhaps you would care for some snuff to calm you? He reached into his coat pocket with his left hand and held a little enameled box out to her.

Lilac detested snuff. She thought it the most disgusting of habits. No, thank you. I do not partake of snuff.

May I?

She waved her hand, indicating he should please himself.

Lord Creighton began to prepare himself for the fine show he was about to perform to impress her.

Carefully, his left hand held and opened the tiny box. With a movement Lilac knew he must have practiced before a mirror for hours to accomplish, he let the dainty lace of his sleeve flutter against his pampered right hand as he ever-so-carefully raised a pinch to his quavering nostrils for a delicate snort.

Rejar was stupefied.

His mouth parted in disbelief as he watched the bizarre ritual. What was the zorph-brained fool doing? Did he actually think to impress a woman with this ridiculous display?

Wait. What if the powder had magical qualities of some kind? It could even bean aphrodisiac. This required research.

Rejar leaned over Lord Creightons shoulder to get a better look at the mysterious powder. He stuck his head close to the still-opened box to see what curious secret he would uncover.

Lord Creighton, suddenly noticing a huge cat head looming over his shoulder, gave an involuntary jump, sending a cloud of snuff into the air and all over the inquisitive kittys face.

Lilac winced as the poor cat instantly reared off the couch howling and sneezing.

Oh my goodness! Lilac jumped up.

Bedlam ensued.

Making a dash, she just missed the sneezing cat as he careened against a side table and sent one of Aunties vases crashing to the floor.

Auntie Whumples wailed in the background, screeching at Lilac, Stop that beast!

Lord Creighton stood by helplessly, uttering meaningless lilting phrases of apology while she chased willy-nilly after the cat, who was snarling his head off.

By the time she had finally cornered him, the poor thing had sneezed himself silly and had collapsed, gasping for breath beneath a chair.

Lord Creighton came running over. Do accept my apologies, Miss Devere. To make up for my deplorable behavior, I insist that you attend the soiree. I will stop by the Stanhopes this very day to ensure an invitation is sent to both yourself and Lady Whumples.

Ever the opportunist. Lilac grimaced. Thats not necessary, Lord Creighton. If youll just

Oh, but I insist!

Leave. Lilac bit her tongue. There was no way she could possibly refuse without appearing churlish. She sighed, willing to say anything at this point just to be rid of him. Very well, Lord Creighton.

Now that he had gotten what he came forLilacs presence at the soireeCreighton quickly made his farewells.

Exasperated, Lilac plopped into a chair. Zounds, she said imitating Lord Creightons nasal voice. What a coxcomb he is!

The corners of Aunties mouth twitched. Be that as it may, child, his lordship did provide us with a much coveted invitation to the Stanhopes.

Lilac looked at her aunt askance. Coveted by whom?

Coveted by me for you. Its an excellent opportunity for you to meet all the right gentlemen, my dear. We mustnt waste any opportunity.

But Auntie Wh

No buts, my child. I have been entrusted with your welfare by your late father, God rest his noble heart, and I shant fail him. We will be at the Stanhopes soiree. So proclaimed, Lady Whumples left the room.

Damn and blast, but her aunt could be stubborn!

Rejar, still gasping from his ordeal with the mysterious powder, listened to the conversation between the two women with interest. This soiree they spoke of seemed to be some kind of social gathering.

The old one had spoken of the men she wanted Lilac to meet.

It was time he began to view more of this new world of his. He would do what Familiars had been doing for the wizards of Aviara throughout the ages; he would investigate the situation.

Rejar decided he would begin immediately. Discretely, he exited the house, heading into the streets of London.

What he eventually saw staggered him.







Chapter Two

It was a world of hideous savagery.

A cooling night wind blew across Rejars sensitive face while he gazed longingly up at the stars. Lifting the long strands of his hair in gentle wafting motions, the soothing breeze did little to ease him.

He was sitting in the window seat in Lilacs bedroom. A habit of late. Especially in the small hours of the night when the peace of sleep was not to come. His large frame completely filled the seat; he rather liked the feeling of being enclosed on three sides. He supposed it was a carry over from his other self, not bothering to give it too much thought.

His sights flicked over to the bed where Lilac slept.

Even if the light of the full moon had not been illuminating the room, he still would have been able to see her quite clearly, his eyes having the ability of rapidly adjusting to changing light conditions.

Familiars often could sense physical changes in the body as well; and Lilacs even, measured breathing told him she was deeply asleep. Conversely, any change in her breathing tempo precluded wakefulness, alerting him when to metamorphose back into his cat self.

To his advantage, Lilac usually fell asleep quickly and was slow to rouse. If nothing disturbed her, he knew she would sleep through the night.

If only I could do the same

He briefly closed his eyes, trying to shut out the untenable horrors he had witnessed in the past two weeks. It did little good. Rejar believed the nightmarish visions would forever remain with him:

Mothers begging in the streets for food for their starving children while just a few streets away men and women dined in opulent excess, seeming either not aware of the misery, or not even caring, for that matter.

The streets were full of offal.

People lived in the worst filth and slime he had ever witnessed on any world. Yet there were others, those more privileged, who lived in grand houses with many servants to wait upon them. This wealth in and of itself was not disturbing; it was their seeming indifference to the conditions of those who suffered around them which staggered him.

He, himself, was from a privileged Aviaran family; his father, Krue, was a member of the ruling council, as well as a high-power Charl mystic. Yet no one in his family would ever allow such deprivation to go unanswered.

A more horrifying memory surfaced, causing him to shudder.

One day he had seen a small child run over in the street by a conveyance. The owner merely signaled the driver to move on, not even stopping to see to the injured boy.

Rejar could not believe what he was witnessing.

Still in cat form, he had run to the child, but it was too late. The boy died in the gutter.

Not one person stopped to see or help.

He stayed by the child, curled up to his side for the few moments it had taken the precious life to leave his body. It seemed to him the boy had smiled to him sweetly, just before he

Rejar had gone into an alleyway and thrown up.

Well he would remember the face of the man who owned the coach. It was a face he would never forget, with cruel, dark eyes and sneering lips. He vowed he would find this man, and when he did, make him pay for his heinous crime.

Rejar recalled some of the other injustices he had seen: An old man hung by the neck for stealing food while on-watchers cheered at his suffering On the streets, a rich mans throat slit just for a few coins Homeless children wandering aimlessly through the alleys, begging and worse

It went on and on.

How could he exist in such a world?

He had no qualms about his ability to defend himself and what was his. His father had trained him well, making especially sure his half-breed Familiar son knew how to wield a weapon and how to fight for his own protection.

Against his wifes wishes, Krue had brought his son up an Aviaran warrior. Later, his blood relative, Gian, had taught him the secret ways of the Familiar killhunt as well.

No, he had no qualms whatsoever about his physical survival.

But spiritually? This place was an assault on both his Familiar senses and sensibilities. Life seemed not precious at all to these people who squandered their resources so carelessly.

To be fair, in his travels he had seen many planets outside of the Alliance which were equally savage, although none had been quite so ignorant regarding their own savagery. Just the opposite. Such planets had a tendency to revel in their barbarism.

Not this one.

It was curious to note how civilized these people proclaimed themselves. They disdained anyone outside their enlightened society; their ton.

Rejar already knew what he must do to survive.

He must assume the persona of a man of position and means, for this world would never recognize him otherwise, and the alternative was unthinkable.

A position of recognition would also place him above the close scrutiny of others. This was imperative in this particular society whose fears and superstitions could easily turn against him.

He believed he had already found the right man to lead him into his new life. The man had first caught his attention while Rejar was observing a place where men went to wager vast sums of specie, a popular pastime here for men of fortune, it seemed.

Somewhat younger than Rejar, the man had a certain status within the society and his reckless passions perfectly lent themselves to Rejars purposes. At first, he thought the mans name was George Gordon Noel, but later found out he was called Lord Byron. He was a baron, which Rejar learned was a title of some respect in this society.

Knowing this, Rejar had chosen his new identity with particular care. There was a distant land here called Russia. It was not easily accessible to these people, making it difficult for anyone to check on his story.

He had studied these people well, picking out the nuances which would allow him to appear to blend in with the society. It was a gift of his kind; another trait for which the mystics of the Charl sought out the Familiars.

Furthermore, his new identity would allow him easy access to Lilac; a situation he greatly desired. It was time for the hunt to progress.

His gold/blue eyes drifted to the bed again.

She had become a comfort to him in this strange new world. This house, a small haven from the madness outside.

He was grateful it was her and not another he had first come upon, for she was not like a lot of the other women he had observed here thus far. Lilac was genuinely kind and did not seem to care much for the socializing aspects of her society, preferring to stay at home sitting in the garden with only her cat for company.

He rather looked forward to those peaceful hours. With her gentle voice reading to him aloud from some bookThis Fanny Burney seemed to be a special favorite of hers.

He smiled fondly as he remembered her exuberance for the prose which seemed somewhat melodramatic to him.

From the day he had come to this world, Rejar had held her protectively in his arms each and every night, keeping his own disturbing thoughts at bay. Their scents intermingled, and as the nights wore on she unconsciously began accepting him in her sleep more and more.

He liked the soft feel of her thin night garment next to his naked skin. Better still, were it skin to skin.

Such thoughts reminded him of how long it had been since he had enjoyed intimate pleasure.

Since intimate pleasure was never far from a Familiars mind, he wondered why he was not bothered more by his forced abstinence. For even amongst the Familiars, whose sexual appetites were legendary, Rejar was often remarked upon.

The truth was, Rejar simply loved women.

All women.

He loved the way they looked; the way they smelled; the softness of their skin; the gentleness of their touch.

Women responded to Rejar on an instinctual level. He was never unkind. He was unfailingly mindful of their pleasure. He was virtually unstoppable sexually, having the ability of ultra energy levels. Not to mention incredibly innovative and commandingly sensual.

Women adored him. And he adored them.

Rejar was often told by his lovers that he did not make love like other men.

If such were true, he could not say.

He knew only that for him, each time he engaged in the act, it was more than an exploration of the senses; it was an immersion of his being. Rejar reveled in textures and tastes; color of hair, skintones, shape of features, expressions of personalityin short, women.

He enjoyed them all equally well, knowing without a doubt that no one woman could ever be enough for him.

To Rejar taal Krue, variety was not only the spice of life, it was the sugar as well.

So, why was he not at all concerned by his abstinence?

He unfurled himself from the windowseat with the unconsciously lithe grace of the Familiar, padding barefoot to the bed. Where did this restlessness come from? This dissatisfaction?

Sinking to his knees on the carpet bedside the bed, he lightly rested his elbows on the mattress and curiously gazed down upon Lilacs face.

Her generous mouth was slightly parted as she slept.

Rejar briefly thought of dipping his tongue between those enticingly parted lips. He knew he could not do that, of course, so for the time being he settled with just looking at her.

Long gold-tipped lashes covered those forest green eyes of hers

His little bit of Aviara.

A wave of homesickness washed over him. It was so acute, he could not stop himself from brushing his mouth lightly across her eyelids. No matter how long it took the mystic Yaniff to find him, it comforted him to know he would always have his little bit of Aviara here in Lilacs eyes.

When he felt her lashes flutter against his lips, he pulled back to watch her come awake.

Those expressive green eyes opened, slowly focusing on him. He held his breath as she gazed upon him for the first time, wanting the moment to last; knowing he could not allow it.

When her eyes widened with the beginnings of cognizance, he immediately sent a mesmerizing thought to her.

{You are dreaming.}

She blinked in confusion. Her mouth parted. I

He sent the thought again. {You are dreaming, Lilac.}

He waited to see if she took his suggestion.

There were some who were immune to this suggestive technique. His father and brother Lorgin, for instance, were impervious to it. But then, most Charl were. You could not tamper with a Charls mind.

Rejar could not help but smile when he suddenly recalled the first time he had tried it on his own father when he was a young boy. He wanted to see if he could suggest his father into forgetting some mischief he had caused. It had backfired on him with predictable results. His father had been doubly furious with him, incensed that he had the audacity to attempt it on him.

He hoped Lilac would be susceptible. He did not think she would respond favorably to the knowledge of his presence in her bed.

Indeed, these past weeks she had often spoken aloud of her utter distaste for the males of her society.

However, she had yet to meet him.

II think Im dreaming. She raised a slender hand to her forehead.

Good. It was working. She was susceptible to him.

Although he had never used this technique in quite this way before, Rejar knew that the greater the physical contact between them, the more she would remember her dream experience. Once he physically entered her, he would completely lose this type of suggestive ability over her.

But then there were many intriguing things you could suggest to someone with their full knowledge.

A slow, feral smile inched across his handsome face. She would not have distaste for this male.

Lilac spoke to him, interrupting his pleasant analysis.

Do I know you, sir?

Oh, yes. He rakishly winked at her.

I do? She was perplexed. I think I would have remembered you had we met. Youre quite beautiWhy dont you have any clothes on?!

And would not his father be most displeased with him for this little bit of mischief. Rejar chuckled. What could he do? He was a Familiar.

Do you think I need them? he asked her not-so-innocently.

She seemed to mull this over for a moment. I dont suppose so, since this is only a dream; but still, it seems most improper.

Leaning over her, he whispered, I like being most improper.

Lilac amused him by whispering back, I think I might like it too.

While under the trance, a subject reacted freely to situations in which normally they might be inclined to be slightly more reserved. However, the true nature of the person always remained. Yes, he chuckled, she was much like him.

Rejar grinned, revealing two roguish dimples. I have never doubted this. Standing, he lifted the covers to climb inside.

Lilac gaped at him with eyes suddenly gone huge.

What is it, Lilac?

Youyouyou dontyou

Rejar had no way of knowing Lilac had never seen a naked man before. Even in her dreams. He wondered what was upsetting her sountil his gaze followed the finger she pointed directly at the source of her discomfiture.

He looked down, then back at her, confused. This?

That, she confirmed.

Why?

Itsso big!

Even though it was one he had heard often in the past, Rejar, like any Familiar, preened at the compliment. If you say.

Huge, really, Lilac continued, viewing the thing with a mixture of fascination and repulsed awe.

Rejar was starting to feel uncomfortable. Why was the woman staring at him so intently? Perhaps he was endowed, but she was peering at him as if he were oddly made in some way. Were the men here so very different? If so, it boded well for him.

Indeed, he would become very popular.

Actually, enormous! she went on, her fingers splaying across her lips in wonder. I cant believe the size of

He was getting annoyed. After all, it was his manhood! That is enough! He bellowed. It is not seemly to inspect a man so intently!

Oh. Sorry. Lilac drooped down into the covers.

Fine.

Rejar settled in beside her, taking her in his arms. Lilac braced her palms against his broad, golden-skinned chest, looking earnestly up at him.

Why not? she asked.

Why not what?

Why is it not seemly to examine a manspart?

The corners of his lips curled up. You may examine my part all you like, sweet Lilac, just do not discuss it as if it did not have feelings.

She did not seem to understand his humor.

You may touch it, if such is your desire, he clarified. She did not respond the way he had hoped. In fact, for some reason, Lilac seemed quite horrified with the prospect.

Touch it yourself!

Rejar stared at her incredulously. What was wrong with the woman? Truly, her reactions were most strange.

Deciding to ignore her outburst, he ran his hands down her back, stopping to cup her rounded buttocks in his palms. They were a nice handful. Soon he would remove this garment she was wearing so he could

What on Earth are you doing! Stop that at once!

Rejar froze. A womans objection was so foreign to him that he stared at her gape-mouthed. You do not like the touching of my hands?

I most certainly do not! Let me go! She tried to break his hold on her. Failing that, she glared up at him. The intensity of the glare was somewhat spoiled by the hank of hair that fell over her eyes.

Hmm. He must think on this puzzle a moment.

It was a cosmic truth that woman were not predictable. It was one of the traits which made them so fascinating to the male Familiarbut this reaction of hers didnt make any sense; she was a sensual woman. Unless

You have been with unschooled men in the past, have you not? Men who do not know how to please you?

WhatWhatever do you mean?

Yes, that was it then. It would explain her present attitudes regarding men. Rejar sighed dramatically. How often the male Familiar are called upon to undo the rumblings of other men!

His white teeth flashed in a sudden grin. It was a terrible job, but someone in the universe had to do it.

He patiently removed the strand of hair from her face by smoothing it back behind her brow. {I will show you what I mean.}

Lilac gasped. How did you do that? You spoke without speaking!

{I can send my thoughts to you.}

Simply amazing! Why, I never realized how imaginative I am! Now Ill send something to you.

{You cannot.}

Why not? It is my dream, isnt it? I shall do as I please! What did I just say?

{I do not know. I have explained to youyou cannot do this.}

I dont see why not. She stuck her chin stubbornly in the air. If Rejar wasnt so exasperated, he might be tempted to laugh.

I can send my thoughts to youor anyone for that matter, he said aloud, but you cannot send your thoughts to me because you are notlike me.

I seeits the rules of the dream world, isnt it?

Something like that. He smiled kindly at her.

Lilac yawned. Im rather tired; I think I should be waking up now.

Do you not mean go to sleep now?

But Im already asleep, so if Im tired, I suppose I need to wake up. She looked confused herself. How could that be?

He needed to distract this line of thinking immediately as conscious realization could sometimes cause a subject to break trance.

{Did I not promise to show you what pleases you?}

The diversion worked; she gave him a surprised look. How do you know what pleases me?

{I know. Watch} His capable fingers immediately began massaging up and down her back, lightly kneading the muscles into relaxed compliancy.

When he reached her shoulders, he completely enfolded her in his embrace as they lay on their sides. Still gently moving his broad palms in circular motions against her back, he occasionally used just the heel of his hands to augment the soothing kneading action.

Mmmthat does feel nice. She closed her eyes, enjoying the exquisite sensation of a man giving her a massage.

His hands moved lower to the arch of her waist.

That feels very good.

Then to the base of her spine.

Oh yes, that

And lower still

Lilacs eyes snapped open. You shouldnt be touching me there.

He looked at her through half-lowered lids. {Why not?}

Lilac frowned. Because its just not done! Not even in dreams. Reaching down, she stopped his roving hand.

He gave her a patent look. And how do men make love here, then?

Lilac blushed. IWhat a question! You must never ask a lady thatit is notnot, she used his own word back at him, seemly.

Rejar exhaled in frustration. This was proving more difficult than he had first thought. It was going to be a challenging hunt; he could sense that already. True to nature, he relished the prospect of an interesting chase.

In any case, it was enough for now.

It would not be wise to test the limits of her trance state. He would continue the sport next eve.

Indeed, the Familiars were noted for their perseverance.

{Sleep, Lilac} He cupped her head close to his chest, resting his chin on top of her head.

Something is odd here, she mumbled against him, then promptly fell into a deep slumber.

Yes, definitely, Rejar whispered agreeably.

He brushed his lips across her clean-smelling hair.

The next morning Lilac awoke with a vague sense of some pleasant dream she had experienced. She stretched sinuously under the covers before reaching for her morning tray.

Something licked her ankle.

Eee! Lilac frowned down at the huge lump lurking under the covers. Rejar, come out of there!

The lump moved sluggishly towards the edge of the counterpane. Two large paws and a nose peeked out from under the blanket.

You seem tired this morning. Come to think of it, you werent anywhere to be seen last evening. I suppose you were out tomcatting all night. A tail swished under the blanket. Shame on you. Serves you right; youll get no sympathy from me.

The paws and nose disappeared beneath the blanket again.

Dont sulk. You know very well youre guilty. I can just imagine what youve been up to all night.

Lilac felt a paw playfully swat the lace edging on the hem of her nightgown.

She smiled. Oh, all right; youre forgiven. I suppose boys will be boys even if they are cats.

Said cat began to purr.

Come on out and Ill give you some of my cream.

Now there was an enticement. Rejar scooted from beneath the blanket.

Lilac was pouring some liquid into a saucer for him. Oh. That cream. He sighed.

Halfheartedly, he began lapping up the thick liquid, thinking it would probably be some time before he could sneak into the room where the food was prepared to help himself. The tidbits he was getting were not enough to sustain him.

And some of them were not to his liking at all.

One day the cook had actually thrown him some kind of water creatures head, beaming at him as if he should be grateful for the disgusting thing! Usually he had to gather his food in the middle of the night, while the rest of the household was sleeping.

Once again, the cream splashed all over his face. He really was not very good at this.

Just look at you. Lilac shook her head. You really are a messy puss, Rejar. He stuck his face close to her so she could wipe his whiskers for him.

There. Lilac settled back against the pillows, drinking her tea. Now I have to think of some way to avoid that boring soiree this Friday. Auntie Whumples seems so adamant. Perhaps I could sayno, that wouldnt work. What if Lilacs voice trailed off as possible excuses went through her mind, none of them very promising. She spent the rest of the day trying to think of something, anything her aunt would accept.

Several of the excuses that seemed promising she later attempted on her aunt, only to have her hopes immediately dashed when Auntie speared her with her infamous no-nonsense glare that traveled haughtily down her long nose, gaining momentum before it launched itself at the unfortunate victim. Her.

By the time she went to bed that evening, Lilac knew that anything short of getting struck by lightning was not going to prevent her from attending that wretched soiree.

Oh, its you again.

Lilac opened her eyes to another dream.

The same beautiful man she had seen the previous night in her sleep was back. Only this time he was lying across the top of the covers on his stomach.

He was still very much unclothed.

Mmmm He rubbed the underside of his chin back and forth against the top of her thigh while staring impishly up at her.

I dont know why Im dreaming about you again.

{Do you not?} Rejar rested his head on his folded arms, letting his index finger lazily trace the outline of demarcation between her night rail and the sheet.

Annoyed, Lilac slapped his hand away. No, and I wish you would stop touching me in such a forthright manner.

Ah, you prefer a more subtle approach. His teasing eyes sparkled. Now, how might I be more subtle, I wonder? He rubbed his chin as if he were actually thinking it over.

Lilac narrowed her eyes. I think youre playing with me in some way.

In every way. A rakish dimple popped into his cheek.

He smoothly rolled over onto his back, lacing his hands behind his head before looking lazily over at her. His eyes were dancing with amusement.

For some reason, Lilac got the absurd impression of a cat swishing his tail.

She shook an admonishing finger at him. You must be nice or I wont allow you in my dreams anymore.

Very well. He turned onto his side. Propping up his head by leaning on a bent arm, he reached for her with the other.

What are you doing? she squealed.

What you have askedI am being nice.

You dont look like youre being nice; you look like youre being quite mischievous.

He brought her small hand to his face. Really. How do I look mischievous?

Your eyes sparkle in a certain way and you have these curved lines by your mouth, dimples really, which deepen andStop that! He was running his tongue in a long, slow lick up the center of her hand, straight up to the tip of her middle finger.

You do not like it? He spoke around her finger, which was now gently being suckled into his warm mouth. When those thick, ink-black lashes of his lifted to meet her focus straight on, Lilac blushed to the roots of her hair.

II didnt say that.

Then why should I stop? White teeth held her finger now and the rogue was laughing!

Before Lilac could think of an appropriate response, he was once more licking the inside of her hand, using his silken tongue to probe in a most intriguing fashion between her fingers where they joined at the base.

Her breath caught with an odd hitch in her throat.

You do not want me to stop, do you? His low, resonant voice was partially muffled as he continued to pay the most indecent attention to her fingers.

Who would ever guess fingers could be soso inspiring?

I dont supposeLilac cleared her throatit would beI mean, you might continue for just a few more moments; seeing as this is a dream and such.

Rejar chuckled deep in his throat, his talented lips moving to her wrist. He lightly scraped her pulse point before pulling up the sleeve of her garment with his teeth.

Lilac gulped for air as his moist tongue slid across the crease on the inside of her elbow.

You know I dont know how I thought you up, but I think youre exceptionally handsome, she whispered to him in the darkened room.

The corners of Rejars lips twitched. As a rule Familiars never paid much attention to such compliments. For some reason, women always found them thus. Amused, he stopped to look down at her lying beneath him. Do you?

Oh, yes! Although, I cant see you as clearly as I would like. What color are your eyes?

Rejar began nuzzling at the collar of her gown. Blue His mouth trailed like hot silk across her collarbone. golden.

Lilac tried not to moan aloud at the feel of the sensual male mouth gliding over her with such devastating effect.

Which is it? she gasped.

What? His heated breath caressed her skin as he continued his sensual foray.

Blue or golden?

Rejar stopped.

It was not an easy thing to do; her skin tasted like the sweetest cream to his hungry lips. However, this was dangerous territory. If he told her the truth, it might jog her awareness ofsomething, the wrongness of his dual-colored eyes to her or, more probably, a connection to her new cat.

No, he could not chance it.

He reined his senses inward, bringing his breathing and body temperature back to normal. The process made him slightly irritable.

His sensual nature needed a release and he had gone far too long without it. He intended to remedy that as soon as possible. The long hunt would have to be momentarily put aside in lieu of a fast conquest.

Tomorrow evening his unaware sponsor into society was having a private gathering of his select friends at his country home. Rejar intended to be there.

His entrance into this society would serve a triple purpose: he would be establishing a new life for himself, he would be meeting soon face-to-face with Lilac; and he would find somebody on the morrow who could relieve his present condition.

To hope she would have forest green eyes, Rejar acknowledged, would be overly optimistic.

He gazed longingly into those Aviaran eyes and bid them, {Sleep.}
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