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Prologue

Deep under the Sonoran Desert, the leader of The Foundation sat behind his
spacious mahogany desk. Victor Bedrosian read the latest reports on what promised to
be catastrophic changes to the environment. Other than the light on his desk and the
glare from the large plasma screen on the wall to his right, the room was in darkness.

The words “‘global warming’ from a reporter’s voice caught his attention, and he
glanced at the vidscreen. With a frown, he picked up the remote and turned up the
volume.

“Rain continues to fall throughout the desert southwest,” the reporter said. The
damned idiot looked entirely too cheerful to be imparting such dire news. “With the
amount of rain we’ve seen so far--at this point nearly fifty centimeters above normal for
the year--crops in Arizona, New Mexico and Nevada are in danger of failing.”

Victor scowled and looked down at the paper in his hand. His scientists had said
the same thing. Many of the storms had been severe, with hail the size of grapefruits
pounding crops into the muddy earth.

The reporter chattered on. “Already the Sonoran Desert is changing to a more
tropical environment, putting in jeopardy the well-being of the rare and beautiful saguaro
cacti, which only grow in this part of the world. And, with all the excess water, the
mosquito population is exploding, which could bring pandemics of outbreaks of West
Nile virus, malaria, and other mosquito-born maladies.”

The environmental scientists at the Foundation had been warning of this for
decades, and Victor and his people had worked tirelessly to put Chosen Ones--people
with strong telepathic abilities and unquestioned loyalty to The Foundation--in the right
places to affect change. The goal was to severely curtail greenhouse gases and thereby
ensure the inevitable changes were gradual instead of happening with the fierceness that
was feared. But he was afraid the damage had already been done.

In the last half-century alone, the Asian Federation had caught up with the North
American Federation as the leading producers of carbon dioxide, the primary cause
behind global warming. With only thirty years until the end of the twenty-first century,
predictions from scientists a hundred years ago seemed to be coming true.

Polar icecaps had shrunk at an alarming rate. Sea levels were up by half a meter,
which already threatened to turn cities along the eastern seaboard into swampland.
Summers in the Arctic were nearly ice-free. Areas that had been dry were becoming
tropical, and tropical forests were strangling under drought.

“This is most unwelcome news,” Victor said.

“Yes, sir, itis.” Hatchet’s voice came from the shadowy recesses of the room.
The leather of the sofa creaked, suggesting the man had shifted his position. Victor
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peered into the darkness, but was unable to see his versatile ... troubleshooter. Hatchet
was something of a chameleon, able to blend into his surroundings, becoming everyman
so effectively he went unnoticed by all but the most observant. He was efficiently
ruthless and completely dedicated to the cause.

The newscast moved on to other items of no particular interest to Victor, so he
muted the volume. “We might need to move up the timetable for the replacement of the
Prime Minister of the Asian Federation,” he mused aloud. “The manufacturing
companies in his jurisdiction are the biggest contributors of greenhouse gases.”

Glass clinked against glass. Even though Hatchet sat in complete darkness, with
his telepathic ability Victor had a clear picture in his mind of the other man. He’d just
taken a swallow of his brandy and set the snifter back down on the glass-topped coffee
table.

“Give the word, sir. We’ll get the ball rolling.”

Victor stood and walked to the bar. He poured himself a straight bourbon.
Staring down at the amber-colored liquid, he swirled it around in the glass and
contemplated his next move.

The next move of The Foundation, he corrected himself.

He was the sixth man to sit as Chairman of the Board of this ultra-secretive
organization. In the eighteen years he’d worked here, he’d seen many public officials
deposed and replaced by a Chosen One--someone working for The Foundation who had
natural telepathic and, sometimes, telekinetic abilities.

Small and large governments around the world had been realigned in this way in
order for the business of The Foundation to be carried out.

To take over the world, make it a better place. Ensure there was a world left to
hand down to their children and their children’s children.

It sounded clichéd until he thought about the depths of their success. Of course,
no one but a privileged few knew what that meant, knew just how far-reaching The
Foundation’s influence was.

How far-reaching his influence was.

Oh, the mysterious members of the Triumvirate were the powerhouse behind The
Foundation to be sure, but Victor was the one who made things happen. It was largely
due to his efforts that plans had progressed as rapidly as they had.

He took a gulp of bourbon and enjoyed the burn of it going down his throat. He
walked back to his desk and tapped the report. “We’ll need to move on this soon,” he
said. Looking out into the darkness of the room, he added in a soft voice, “I was
impressed with the way you handled our problem with Dr. Harris. Had she been
successful in making The Foundation known to the world, our effectiveness would have
been severely curtailed. Her rather timely and quiet death prevented any number of
difficulties we didn't need. However,” he added, just to be sure Hatchet remembered who
was in charge, “l was not pleased that Captain Didion found her. To be honest, I’m still
not sure why he hid the body instead of coming forward.”

“You weren’t able to divine his thoughts?”

There was absolutely no inflection in the man’s voice that would give away what
he was feeling. Victor frowned. He’d never been able to read Hatchet’s thoughts or
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indeed even pick up a sense of his emotional state. He didn’t like it, but he was willing to
put up with it. There would come a time when Hatchet was no longer necessary, and
he’d be taken care of.

For now, though, he was needed. And he belonged to Victor.

“My Praetorians are all Sensitives, to a certain degree. Some are more adept than
others. Captain Didion and his team are some of the strongest.” Victor leaned one hip
against his desk and crossed his arms. “Now, why do you think Didion didn’t report
Harris’s death?”

“I completed the ... assignment in such a way that the blame could easily have
been laid on Sean Devane’s doorstep.” Hatchet’s voice remained calm and cool.
“Perhaps Captain Didion thought to protect him for some reason.”

“Perhaps.” Victor forced his thoughts away from that puzzle and went back to his
earlier discussion. “Before we move forward on replacing Mr. Singh in the Asian
Federation,” he said, “I have something else for you to do first. Something somewhat
more ... personal in nature.”

“Anything you say, sir.” Leather creaked and then footsteps sounded as Hatchet
walked closer. He stopped a few feet away, still mostly in shadow. With his black
clothing and hair and swarthy skin, he somehow managed to stay cloaked in darkness.
“Just give the good word.”

Victor reached over to another file and picked it up. Flipping it open, he studied
the picture of a young African American woman. He stroked one finger over her cream-
and-coffee colored face. “I’ll have you yet, my dark-skinned enchantress. You can run,
but you can’t hide.”

He sighed. One last look at the picture, then he closed the file and handed it to
Hatchet. “Consider the word given,” he murmured. “Take whatever manpower you
need. Bring her to me. Alive and unhurt.”

“And if someone’s with her?”

“Anyone gets in your way ... kill them.”
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Chapter One

Quinn O’Rourke paced the confines between the sofa and security monitors in the
living room of the cave house in which he and his friends currently lived. While it might
be a cave, it had all the modern amenities one could want. Right now, hearing moans,
then curses, from one of the bedrooms, he wished they’d thought to soundproof the
damned thing.

He clenched his jaw. Goddamned Foundation. They’d screwed with everyone
here, from his friend Max Didion, the captain of their team, to the man currently being
deprogrammed.

Sean Devane. Max’s brother-in-law.

They were all Praetorians, men who were human/animal hybrids, results of secret
DNA splicing that had been going on for at least twenty-five years. Max had been one of
the first soldiers to volunteer, believing that having such warriors would help maintain
the peace in an ever-increasingly volatile world.

Quinn, on the other hand, hadn’t been fortunate enough to be a volunteer. He’d
been forcibly changed, his DNA spliced with that of a wolf. He clenched his jaw against
the memories and pushed them aside. There wasn’t time for this maudlin shit.

He looked at Max, who sat on the sofa, one leg crossed over the other, ankle
resting on the opposite knee. His friend had a beer bottle in one hand and a folded
newspaper in the other.

More cursing came from the bedroom, and Quinn parroted the phrase he heard.
“Goddamned son of a bitch. What the fuck is Shepherd doing to him?”

Max looked up and calmly took a chug of beer. “He’s helping.”

“Yeah, sounds like it to me. Fuck.” Quinn prowled the space in front of the
monitors, one hand raking through his hair. When several thick strands fell over his
forehead, he cursed again. He needed a damned haircut. With a glance at Max, he
scowled and continued to pace. “How the hell can you wear your hair that long, letting it
flop around in your face? It impedes your vision.”

For Quinn, anything that affected his ability to see or hear or smell clearly had to
go. All he had were his enhanced senses. Without them, he was just plain old Quinn
O’Rourke, boy born on the wrong sides of the tracks, man who had nothing to offer.

“My wife likes it longer.” Max turned the paper over in his hand. Setting down
the bottle of beer, he picked up a pencil from the side table and began working on the
crossword puzzle.

“And you always do what she wants?” Quinn snorted. “Didn’t take long for you
to be pussy-whipped.” If having a woman made a man soft in the brain, well, count him
out. Besides, they always wanted to change you, make you ... civilized. He wasn’t
civilized, had no desire to be civilized.

It wasn’t that he didn’t like women. He liked them just fine wrapped around his
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cock. He just wasn’t interested in forming a lasting relationship with one. Well, not
anymore. He’d had his chance, and he’d blown it.

Max shot him a look, one eyebrow raised. “Since when do you have a problem
with my wife?”

Quinn grimaced and scrubbed the back of his neck with one hand. Dammit.
Having Tynan Shepherd here was working on his nerves and turning him into an idiot. “I
don’t. It’s just.... Shepherd's been here for three goddamned weeks,” Quinn muttered,
throwing a glare at Max. This sudden soul-searching was Max’s fault, anyway. If the
good captain hadn’t gone and fallen in love with Sean’s sister ....

Fuck. Who the hell was he kidding? It was his own goddamned fault. He was
the one who’d brought her into this mess in the first place.

“Deprogramming someone who’s been brainwashed takes time, O’Rourke. You
know that.” Looking up from his paper, Max frowned. “What kind of bee’s crawled up
your butt, anyway?”

Quinn tightened his jaw but didn’t say anything. What could he say? That seeing
Tynan made him think of Tynan’s sister, Kendra? That the last time Quinn had seen her
she’d been sprawled out on his bed, naked, her breasts soft and full, her sweet pussy still
swollen and smeared with his come?

Yet something else he’d fucked up. He’d never have touched her if he’d known
she was a virgin. Virgins always expected way too much from a man as far as he was
concerned. The white picket fence, two point three kids and happily ever after.

He didn’t do happily ever after. It wasn’t in him. The bitch scientist who’d
created him had seen to that. Even if every instinct had screamed at him that Kendra was
his mate, he hadn’t acted on it. She deserved better than a wolf masquerading as a man.

“You’re starting to brood.” Max’s voice was matter-of-fact as he buried his nose
back into his puzzle. “You know how you get when you brood.”

“Fuck off.” Quinn paced back to the monitors and stared, not really seeing them.
The skin around the piercing in his perineum tingled and he knew the feeling was
psychosomatic, but it still triggered the bundle of nerves there between his scrotum and
anus, and he started to get a hard-on.

This was just fucking perfect. Just what he needed to round out his day. A randy
prick with nowhere to go.

A noise from behind alerted him to another’s presence, and he turned to see
Tynan Shepherd walk in from the back rooms. He looked tired and discouraged. Not a
good sign.

Max stood, dropping the paper onto the sofa. “Well?” he asked.

“Yeah. Well?” Quinn walked forward until he stood a few feet from Tynan.
“How is he?”

The man sighed. With a weary gesture, he bent his head, rubbing the back of his
neck. When he looked back up, his dark eyes appeared drained. “The brainwashing goes
deep, guys. This isn’t something that I can reverse with just a few sessions.”

“You’ve had more than a few sessions,” Quinn snarled. He clenched his fists
against the urge to wrap his hands around the man’s throat. It wasn’t Tynan’s fault that
Sean had been indoctrinated to begin with.
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And he sure as hell couldn’t help that he was Kendra’s brother. Quinn ground his
jaw as his cock twitched at the thought of her.

“And it’ll take a few sessions more,” Tynan responded in a hard tone. A slash of
color rode high on the dusky skin of his cheekbones. He threw up one hand and
muttered, “Sorry. This is a difficult one.”

“How s0?” Max walked around the sofa and headed toward the kitchen. “Sean
and his men were all indoctrinated at the same time five years ago, right? You’ve already
been able to successfully deprogram--what?--two of his men? Why is Sean different?”

“It’s his brain chemistry.” Tynan sighed and sat down on the sofa, stretching his
legs out in front of him. “Plus, since he’s the captain of the squad, I think they spent
more time on him. The conditioning went deeper.”

Max walked back into the living room with another bottle of beer in his hand. He
handed it to Tynan, who immediately tilted it to his lips and took a large gulp.

“So, what now?” Quinn scowled at Max for making him fetch his own beer. He
walked to the refrigerator for a bottle.

“I’m definitely getting closer,” Tynan responded. He rolled the beer bottle over
his forehead. After taking another swig, he leaned forward and set it on the coffee table.
“But it still may be several weeks before | make a significant breakthrough. He’s very
angry.”

“He has the right to be,” Max replied. His back was to them as he stared at the
security monitors nestled in the wall opposite the sofa. His hands clasped behind his
back and legs slightly spread in a typical military pose, the set of his shoulders suggested
he, too, was angry.

Out of habit, Quinn glanced at the monitors. They showed various areas of the
cave compound. No activity, which was a good thing.

“How do you mean?” Tynan asked.

“Sean’s entire unit, including him, didn’t volunteer to be Praetorians.” Max
turned toward them. His face was set in hard lines. “At some point, the powers that be
decided things weren’t progressing fast enough to suit them. Where there are Chosen
Ones, there are Praetorians. And a need for trackers. So military people from all around
the world were forcibly enhanced.” He paused, muttering a curse. “Because it wasn’t
voluntary, they were also brainwashed to believe in the doctrines of The Foundation.
They were, for all intents and purposes, raped.”

Quinn’s jaw flexed. He would not think of the first six months following his own
forced enhancement. Caged, drugged, used.... He dragged his attention back to Max and
Tynan. It did no good to dwell on the past--he would not go there.

Tynan nodded a response to Max’s statement. Sitting forward, his elbows braced
on his knees, he stared at the floor.

“There’s something else, isn’t there?” Max asked.

Tynan sighed. With another sigh, he pushed to his feet. “It’s Kendra.”

Quinn stiffened. Having the man here was bad enough. To have him want to talk
about his sister.... God.

“A few days ago, | inadvertently told Victor Bedrosian about Kendra’s abilities.”

What the hell? Quinn stared down at Tynan, felt the man’s fingers scrabbling at



THE PRAETORIANS: INFILTRATION Sherrill Quinn 9

his hands, heard Max’s voice as a muted rumble over the roar of blood in his ears. He
didn’t remember getting up, much less attacking the other man.

“Quinn, let him go.” Max’s arms came around his chest as he tried to pull Quinn
off Tynan. “Let go.”

Releasing his fingers from around the other man’s neck, Quinn jerked away from
Tynan and threw his hands up. “I’m okay.” When Max didn’t immediately let him go,
he muttered, “Get off. I’m okay.”

Tynan coughed and held his throat. Max touched him on the shoulder. Going
into the kitchen, he turned on the tap and ran a glass of water, which he handed to the
dark-skinned man.

After he took a few gulps, the deprogrammer wiped his hand over his mouth and
dropped down onto the sofa again. Closing his eyes, he leaned his head against the back
of the sofa. He grimaced. “I didn't mean to tell him. He tricked me.”

“Bullshit.” Quinn took a step forward, and Max moved in front of him, putting
one hand on his chest. Quinn glared at him.

“Stand down, O’Rourke.” Max gave him a little shove, his face hard and
implacable. “Now.”

Quinn scowled, but backed up a few steps. He thrust his hands into the front
pockets of his jeans. Leaning his shoulder against the wall, he stared toward Tynan with
rage churning in his gut. If his little lamb was in trouble because her fucking brother
couldn’t keep his fucking mouth shut ....

“Go on, Ty,” Max said and sat on the sofa beside the dead-man-walking.

Tynan let out a long sigh. He sat forward and stared at his hands clasped between
his knees. “I still don’t know how the bastard did it. One minute he was asking me for
an update on the mental stability of the latest round of recruits, the next thing | knew, I
heard my voice telling him Kendra had telepathic abilities.” He surged to his feet with a
curse. “God damned son of a bitch.” He looked at Max, then Quinn, bewildered fury in
his eyes. “How the hell did he do it?”

Max shook his head.

Quinn wasn’t as sedate with his response. “Does it matter, Shepherd? Bottom
line is you betrayed your sister to the enemy. Your sister.”

My woman. Mine.

The fear of her being in danger, the rage at his own stupidity, the fire of wanting
to claim his mate roared through him, obliterating any other thought from his mind.

Find her.

Claim her.

“Well, I don’t think there’s any question about how you still feel about her.”
Max’s voice came to him through the haze clouding his mind.

When he looked at his friend, the slight grin on Max’s face made him narrow his
eyes. “You wanna keep that handsome face of yours, pretty boy?” Quinn asked in a
growl.

The grin widened. Quinn clenched his fists against the urge to throw a punch at
Max. Since they’d left The Foundation and become fugitives, there was no real chain of
command anymore. They acted more as a democracy, but habit was hard to break, and
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Max had been his commanding officer for almost twenty years. Quinn just couldn’t go
around punching his C.O. in the nose.

As much as he might want to.

“Where’s Kendra now?” Max asked, turning back to Tynan.

The deprogrammer rubbed his forehead with one hand and held the other one up
in a gesture of confusion. “I’m not sure.”

Quinn trapped another growl in his throat and took a step forward. “You’ve lost
her?”

“No. Yes. Maybe.” Tynan scrubbed his hand over his jaw. “I think she’s
camping up in Oak Creek Canyon somewhere. That’s where our folks used to take us
when we were kids. She’d probably head up there and try to get lost in the wilderness.”

Quinn clenched his fists. The thought of Kendra out there, afraid and alone, made
him crazy. He turned a cutting gaze on her brother. “And you just let her go?”

“You know Kendra,” Tynan responded. “What was | supposed to do, tie her to
her bed?”

Heat spread through Quinn. He’d had Kendra tied to his bed before. If he had to
do it again to keep her safe, he would.

He just had to find her first.

Without another word, he turned and headed toward his room.

“Where’re you going?” Max called out after him.

To get my mate. “To find Shepherd’s damned sister,” he snarled.
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Chapter Two

Kendra Shepherd fastened the last clip of the waterproof shell over her tent and
crawled inside, pulling the zip closed behind her. And just in time, too.

The skies opened up and rain began sheeting down. From the sound of it,
hailstones were mixed with the rain. Lightning flashed and, within only a couple of
seconds, a crash of thunder followed that was deafening. She shivered at the ferocity of
the storm. When she was a kid, she and her family would come up here and camp out for
weeks during the summer. They’d spent many a monsoon season huddled in tents while
storms raged all around them.

Now, though, she was here alone. Hiding. And hoping no one else was crazy
enough to come up here and brave the elements. With all this rain, there was a very real
danger of mudslides from ground scorched in recent wildfires.

Reaching for her solar-powered lantern, she hung it from one of the D-rings above
her head. With economical motions honed from years of practice, she pulled her sleeping
mat out of her pack and unfolded it. After she flipped open the valve at one end, she
watched the pad fill with air. When it reached capacity, she snapped the valve shut and
spread her sleeping bag on top of the mat.

Kendra rested her hands on her knees and stared down at her makeshift bed.
She’d been away from the whole ‘roughing it” aspect--she’d much rather be hiding out in
a comfy hotel room than on hard-packed dirt. No matter how buoyant the air mattress
was, she was still sleeping on the ground.

“You’d think in the last fifty years someone would’ve updated camping
equipment,” she muttered. When a drop of water dripped down her neck, she looked up,
glaring at the top of her tent. As much as she loved hearing storms, she didn’t
particularly like feeling them. “This is great. Just absofuckinglutely perfect.”

She pushed her sleeping mat over to the right edge of the tent. Though she’d
prefer to sleep in the middle--even after years of camping she wasn’t thrilled with having
just a thin polyurethane barrier between her and the wilderness--she wasn’t going to sleep
under dripping water.

Reaching under her blouse, Kendra unclipped the back closure of her bra and
pulled the straps down her arms. With a sigh of relief, she pulled the bra free and tucked
it under her pillow. Climbing inside the down-filled sleeping bag, she crossed her arms
under her head. A long, deep sigh left her, and she closed her eyes. She was so damned
tired. All she wanted to do was sleep.

But her mind wouldn’t settle down.

She kept seeing Ty’s face, his features drawn as he told her how he’d “let it slip’
that she was a telepath—to Victor Bedrosian of all people.

A shiver iced up her spine. She’d never met Bedrosian, had only seen his picture
once on a news report. But that had been several years ago and even then she’d sensed
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the enormous power of the man’s mind and his equally large ego. For thirty-two years,
her parents had tried to keep her--and her powerful telepathic abilities--hidden from him
and his Foundation.

In two seconds her brother had destroyed her safety.

So, here she was, camping as deep into Oak Creek Canyon as she could get.
Perhaps she would have been better off to hide in plain sight in the middle of Sedona, but
she couldn’t bring herself to be around so many people, not when her emotions were so
volatile. She was having a hard enough time controlling her thoughts, let alone having to
try to deal with--and keep out--everyone else’s.

No, isolating herself in the wilderness had been her only choice, at least until she
got herself under control. Then ... well, she’d see.

She opened her eyes. Staring at the roof of her tent, she listened to the pounding
of the storm. This change in the weather pattern was worrisome. Arizona didn’t usually
get rain in May. But the wet stuff had been coming down off and on for an entire week.
It was as if the monsoon season had come two months early.

According to meteorologists and other experts, they were in for a major
environmental shift. Some even spoke of the entire Southwest becoming a tropical zone.

She scowled. That meant humidity and mosquitoes. If she’d wanted to live with
that, she would’ve stayed in the Midwest where she’d moved after her parents’ deaths.

But Ty had needed her, and her abilities. So she’d come home.

Back to Arizona. To Quinn O’Rourke.

But he hadn’t wanted her. The fact that she’d been a virgin the first time they’d
made love had somehow scared him, something she still didn’t understand.

She hadn’t thought anyone--or anything--could frighten the Big Bad Wolf, least
of all someone half his size.

Not that that first time had been their last. He’d spent the entire night playing her
body like a master musician. He’d strummed her, making her come time and time again.

And she’d done the same for him.

But when the morning light had filtered into the room, she’d seen his gaze
become shuttered, and he’d withdrawn somewhere inside himself, cutting off his
emotions. And her.

He was convinced that he wasn’t worthy of being happy, of having someone to
spend the rest of his life with. A belief he’d made abundantly clear to her when he’d told
her goodbye.

Kendra stirred restlessly on the bag. As always, thoughts of Quinn got her hot
and bothered. Her core tightened, her breath quickened. She rubbed her palms over her
breasts, imagining it was Quinn touching her.

She needed more. She needed skin on skin.

Sliding her hands under her shirt, she began tugging on her nipples, trying to do it
the way she remembered Quinn doing it. A firm squeeze, then a hard tug. She pictured
his square-tipped fingers against her skin.

She moved her hands to her pants long enough to unfasten them and shove them
to her knees. Then one hand went back to her breasts while the other slid over the thin
strip of hair above her sex.
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She slipped two fingers between the plump folds of flesh. Guiding them on either
side of her clit, she clamped them together and tugged and rolled the swelling nubbin.

Her belly tightened as her need spiraled ever upward, and she stroked herself
faster, harder. Moving her other hand from one nipple to the other, she rubbed across the
hardened tips, biting her lower lip against a moan as the touch sparked a response in her
creaming pussy.

Kendra closed her eyes. Her mouth fell open, and she panted. Her hips started to
pump, slowly at first, then faster. She clenched her inner muscles.

God, she felt so empty. So alone.

She wished Quinn were here.

With that thought planted firmly, she built a picture of him in her mind, starting
from the bottom. Big feet melded into strong, muscled calves. Proportioned knees
supported by strong thighs, topped by slim hips. His cock, long and thick even at rest,
was surrounded by a dark nest of springy hair.

She continued building the picture in her mind’s eye. Six-pack abs led up to a
wide, hair-roughened chest and broad shoulders. Arms bulging with muscles led down to
long-fingered hands. The strong column of his throat was topped by a stubborn chin and
rugged jaw.

Eyes the color of stormy skies under the slash of thick, dark eyebrows rode above
high cheekbones that attested to his Native American heritage. His nose was straight and
narrow, and his lips....

Oy! He had the most sinful, inviting mouth she’d ever seen. And he used it with
carnal skill.

She pretended his lips closed over one of her nipples, suckling her with strong
pulls of his tongue. In her mind, she drew his face back to hers and kissed him, twining
her fingers in his short hair with its military-style cut.

Kendra imagined running her hands over his lips, could almost feel the rasp of his
tongue as he drew one of her fingers into the wet heat of his mouth. She shivered and,
unable to hold back anymore, thrust two fingers into her pussy.

It was Quinn’s hand between her legs, his long, thick fingers reaching up into her.
His thumb swept over her clit in ever increasing speed and hardness. Eyes dark with
passion glittered as he braced himself over her and gauged her response to his touch.

Her mind directed the image of his face between her thighs. His mouth closed
over her swollen pleasure pearl, his fingers plunged into her sheath hard, fast. Deep.

Her orgasm hit her with devastating ecstasy. She arched, her body taut, her cries
of pleasure trapped in her throat. As she came down from her climax, she kept the
picture of Quinn firmly in her mind.

His face was tight with lust, nostrils flared as he stared down her. She sat up and
reached out, imagining she was taking his cock in her hands. It was like holding satin-
covered iron in her fingers. Hot, hard, pulsing with life.

Kendra kept her eyes squeezed shut, holding on to the image in her head. She
tightened her fingers, giving him the pressure the way she knew he liked it, and stroked
down the length of his shaft to his balls. She slid her hand back up to just under his cock
head. Her thumb rubbed across the slitted tip and swept through the drop of fluid
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gathered there. Then, pressing his cock against his belly, she licked across his lightly
furred sac, drawing the salty taste of his skin into her mouth. She drew in a breath and, in
her imagination, closed her mouth over the silken tip of his cock.

She’d loved doing this for him, giving him pleasure with her fingers, with her lips
and tongue. He tasted like nothing else, slightly salty, slightly tart.

All hot male.
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Chapter Three

Quinn stumbled and fell to one knee in the mud. Rain dripped down his face, slid
under his collar, but he was nearly oblivious to it. For the last several minutes, he’d had a
sensation of fingers ghosting over his face, his lips, and now.... Now it felt like a hot, wet
mouth had closed over his cock head and was slowly sucking him.

Son of a bitch. It was Kendra, he knew it. When he caught up with her, he’d
teach her a thing or two about messing with a man’s mind. She had no right to
manipulate him this way.

Even if she wasn’t aware of it, which is what he suspected. She was one of the
strongest telepaths he knew. According to her brother, she was up here to hide from the
Chosen Ones. She wouldn’t knowingly risk using her telepathy and take the chance
they’d be able to track her. No, she was up here fantasizing and, apparently, he was the
main attraction.

Part of him was flattered. Hell, not flattered. Exhilarated.

She was his, whether he wanted to admit it or not. And he was hers.

Whether he wanted to admit it or not.

Goddamn. Could his life get any more complicated?

Unseen fingers dusted over his balls. He gritted his teeth. With hands that shook
with need, he reached down and unzipped his camouflage pants. He yanked out his cock.
The damned thing was fully erect, the slitted tip weeping pre-cum.

That hot, wet mouth surrounded his balls, drawing one in and suckling gently.
Quinn muttered another curse and braced himself with one hand on the ground. A tongue
whispered up the underside of his shaft, flicking gently against the bundle of sensitive
nerves just under the crown.

His hips bucked, and he groaned. God. She was doing this all in his head, and it
felt like she was actually touching him, pleasing him.

Her mouth closed over him again, and she sucked him deep. He growled,
clenching his fists as the tip of his cock hit the back of her throat. She swallowed, and
the sensation echoed along his rock-hard dick.

He put his other knee on the ground and stared at his cock with burning eyes. The
foreskin moved along his shaft as if manipulated by an unseen mouth. Unbidden, he
reached out, fingers curling as if he held her head in his hands, directing her movements
to give him the most pleasure. His hips began to pump, and he closed his eyes as her
mouth seemed to cover more and more of his cock.

Her fingers wrapped around the base of his shaft, and she stroked up to meet her
lips on each downward plunge. The wet heat of her mouth surrounded him. His heart
thundered in his ears as his pleasure built. It only took a few minutes before his climax
roared through him. His hips bucked, he thrust into her mouth, then held himself still as
his cock spurted with heavy jets of cum.
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Finally spent, Quinn lowered his head and tried to get control over his breathing.
Pulling a canteen of water from his utility belt, he poured it over his hands, washing mud
off the hand he’d placed on the ground when this whole fucked-up encounter started. He
tucked his softened cock back into his pants and zipped up. Getting to his feet, he
adjusted the strap of his rifle on his shoulder and started back up the path.

“Swear to God, Kendra,” he muttered. “When I get to you, I’m gonna spank your
sweet little butt "til it glows. Then we’re gonna do this properly.”

Two hours before dawn, Quinn made his way over the rocks of a dry wash,
keeping his ears tuned for the sound of rushing water that would alert him to a flash
flood. He made it across the wash without incident and stopped for a moment to get his
bearings.

Lifting his face, he sniffed the air. Last night’s rain made it difficult to follow
Kendra’s scent. But not impossible. He was close.

Very close.

He turned north and followed the wash, watching for snakes as he went. After
another mile and a half, he saw her tent, situated under a stand of pine trees. Carefully
placing his feet, he walked soundlessly closer, stopping at the flap of the tent.

The inside of the enclosure was dark, though he was still able to see the faint
outline of a lamp hanging from a D-ring. Soft, slow breathing told him she was asleep.

Probably dropped off right after she’d projected that blow-job to him. He
scowled. Reaching out, he quietly slid the tab of the tent closure down until the flaps
parted. A splat of rain hit his cheek, and he glanced up at the sky. The clouds that had
hovered all night apparently weren’t finished. Another large drop fell, then another.
Before he could get drenched, he ducked under the small stiff overhang. Bending, he
unlaced his boots and drew them off, then ducked inside the tent and closed the flaps
behind him.

He stayed on his knees, letting his eyes adjust to the darkness inside the enclosure.
Rain spattered against the tent in a soothing, rhythmic downpour. Drawing in a deep
breath, he held it, letting her scent sear into his lungs. She smelled like flowers and
sweet, hot woman.

Quinn quietly shrugged out of his backpack. With slow movements, he placed it
on the far side of the tent, then laid his rifle within reach beside Kendra’s air mattress.
The soft clack of the weapon against the plastic-covered ground woke her. When her eyes
flew open and her lips parted on a gasp, he moved his hand to cover her mouth. “Sshh,”
he whispered. “It’s just me.”

He removed his hand, and her big brown eyes blinked up at him. “Quinn?” Her
voice was soft and wondering. She lifted one hand and touched his lips with her
fingertips.

With his enhanced wolf vision he saw the blush that flooded under her mocha
cream skin. Reaching out, he ran his fingers over one of her high cheekbones.

She jerked her hand away. “What are you doing here?”

“Well, originally 1 was coming to find you at the request of your brother.” He slid
the zipper of her sleeping bag open, easily pushing away her hands as she fought to keep
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it closed. Giving up, she fisted her hands around the top of the sleeping bag.

Leaning over, he gently pried her fingers away. He pushed the bulky material
aside and studied her at his leisure, his gaze drifting down over full breasts covered by a
soft button-down shirt, narrow waist and full, womanly hips. Long, jean-clad legs ended
with feet clad in thick white socks. By the time he made his way back up to her face, her
eyes were snapping with indignation.

“You done?” she demanded, her tone arch, brows drawn down.

He had only himself to blame for her frosty attitude now that she was alert and
aware. “Not by a long shot,” he drawled, putting just enough arrogant confidence in his
voice to keep her off-balance.

A thinking Kendra was a dangerous Kendra. It was better for him right now if
she operated on emotions.

“What do you want?”

“Told you.” He paused and ran one finger across her collarbone, tripping across
the neckline of her shirt. “Tynan asked me to find you.”

She scowled. “You said that was your original reason. What’s your other
reason?”

His lips tilted in a slow smile. “I’m gonna spank your sweet little ass for that
mindgasm you gave me a few hours ago.” When she gasped, he grinned, making sure he
kept it slightly predatory. “Then, you and me, we’ve got a lot of ... catching up to do.”

“l ... I didn’t know you were here. Near,” she amended and started to roll away
from him.

He stretched one leg over her hips and anchored her in place. “Uh-uh,
sweetheart,” he murmured. “You’re not going anywhere.”

One slender eyebrow arched, then Kendra scowled again. God damn, even when
this woman frowned she was gorgeous. “So you’re into rape now, are you, O’Rourke?”

Quinn raised his hands in surrender and moved away from her, sitting cross-
legged beside the air mattress. Though he sat on plastic sheeting, the ground was cold
underneath him, and he tried to ignore the chill seeping into his buttocks. With both
brows raised, he said, “You want to tell yourself it’d be rape, you go right ahead, little
lamb. After that mind-bending blowjob you gave me, we both know different.”

She bit her lip. “I didn’t mean to ... you know. Project it.”

“Yet, you did.” He leaned forward, bracing his elbows on his knees, and clasped
his hands loosely together. Her nipples were hard little nubs pressing against her shirt.
She wasn’t as disinterested as she wanted him to believe. “And I got the best damned
blowjob I’ve had in a long time.”

Kendra struggled to a sitting position, crossing her legs like him. “I don’t suppose
you’d be willing to forget about that?” She didn’t look at him. Instead, she kept her eyes
on her jeans and plucked at the whitened threads of a small tear at one knee.

“Not likely,” he retorted, enjoying himself immensely. Leaning to the side, he
snagged his backpack and pulled it closer. He dragged out a thermal pad. Making sure
he didn’t look at her, he set about making up his bed, spreading his own sleeping bag out
over the pad.

Not that he planned on sleeping and, if he did sleep, it sure as hell wouldn’t be
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alone. When a drop of water fell on his cheek, he looked up only to have another drop hit
him on the eye.

“There’s a leak,” his little lamb volunteered. “I think there must be a hole in the
protective shell.” She shrugged and held up her hands in a what-can-I-do gesture.

He gave her a mock scowl. “Ya think?” Quinn reached into his pack and pulled
out a can of plasti-seal. Rising up on his knees, he sprayed the seam where the leak was
and replaced the can in his pack. He unhooked his utility belt and put it next to his rifle.
Then he sat again, unbuckled his belt and slid down the zipper of his fatigues. Lifting his
hips, he started to take off his pants.

“What are you doing?” Her voice was little more than a squeak, and her eyes
grew round.

“Getting comfortable.” He hung his fatigues on a D-ring, then stripped off his t-
shirt and hooked it over the pants. Clad only in gray cotton briefs, he stretched out on the
thermal pad. “I’ve been hiking all night. 1’m gonna take advantage of the couple of
hours of darkness still left.” Crossing his arms under his head, he closed his eyes and
waited. How would his little lamb react to this?

Kendra was silent for a few moments, then she said, “I thought you were mad
about ... you know.”

He cracked open one eye and turned his head to look at her. “You want me to
paddle you, is that it?”

She shook her head. Even in the darkness of the tent, his wolf senses picked up
the increased blood flow to her face. The thought of him spanking her excited her. “No!
But ... I didn’t think you’d just turn over and go to sleep.”

Quinn bit back a grin at the disgruntled tone in her voice and turned his face back
toward the top of the tent. “Well, don’t think you’re off the hook. When I turn that little
ass of yours red, it’s gonna be in the comfort of a warm, dry house. But if you still feel
horny, feel free to use me again. Only this time...” He wriggled against the pad and
closed his eyes. “Make sure it’s physical, not mental.”
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Chapter Four

Kendra stared at Quinn, unable to believe the man actually planned to just lie
there and go to sleep. All that talk about spanking her was just so much hot air.

Knowing him, he’d only meant to get her hot and bothered. If he was really mad, he’d
have been all over her from the second he hit the tent.

He wasn’t serious. Trying to ignore the throbbing in her pussy, the slide of her
juices along her nether lips, she lay down and turned on her side away from him. Quinn
didn’t want her, not really. Oh, he’d use her for sex, all right--he was a virile man with a
highly active sex drive--but he didn’t want to keep her.

He’d made that abundantly clear a year ago. Their lovemaking had started out
raw and wild, but when he’d discovered she was a virgin, he’d been gentler than she’d
dreamed possible. And he’d taken her again and again during the long hours of the night.

And walked away from her the next morning. She’d never understood why.

Now he was here, and he still didn’t want her.

Tears rolled down her cheeks. She brought one hand up slowly to wipe them
away. She didn’t want to alert wolf-boy that she was crying. Dammit. Her nose started
to clog up, and she resisted the urge to sniff.

She’d given him her virginity, her passion, and her love. All she had left now was
her pride. She wasn’t going to give that away, too.

The longer she lay there, the angrier she got. Angry at herself for being such a
crybaby, and angry at Quinn for being such an arrogant jerk. Enough was enough. If he
thought she was just going to lie here and take whatever he dished out ... well, he’d soon
find out differently.

She rolled to her other side and stared through the gloom, trying to see him. He
was only two feet away from her, almost close enough to touch. His slow, even
breathing suggested he was already asleep, but she knew at the slightest sound he’d be
awake and instantly alert. How much of that was from his wolf DNA and how much of it
was his military training she didn't know.

Honestly, she wasn’t sure she wanted to know. Quinn’s background was a
mystery. Something he didn’t like to talk about. She’d heard whispers about his
beginnings as a Praetorian, hushed suggestions that he hadn’t volunteered but had been
forcibly altered. He wouldn’t talk about it, and she wasn’t going to pry.

As a Praetorian, he was also a Sensitive--someone who had limited psychic ability
as far as being able to block their thoughts from others. Kendra knew her abilities were
strong enough that, should she push it, she could break through any mental barriers he
might throw up.

But she wouldn’t do that. Not to Quinn. Not to anyone. It went against
everything she believed in--the inherent free will to which people were entitled, not to
mention being able to keep private thoughts private.
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What to do, then? As long as he was with her, he was in danger. And as much as
he’d hurt her, she still loved him. She had full confidence he could take care of himself
under ordinary circumstances, but these were not ordinary circumstances. Inall
likelihood she had a squad of Hyena trackers after her, and one lone man, no matter how
good he was, didn’t have a chance.

She carefully sat up and then got on her knees. As quietly as she could, she
crawled to the tent opening and slowly pulled the zipper down, parting the flaps. She had
her head and one hand outside when Quinn grabbed her ankle and dragged her back
inside. Hard arms and legs wrapped around her, trapping her before she could fight him
off.

“You goin’ somewhere, little lamb?” His deep voice had its usual lazy drawl, but
she wasn’t fooled. His muscles were taut, ready for action.

“I have to use the bathroom,” she muttered, making sure she maintained eye
contact with him. With their noses a few inches apart, she had no trouble seeing the
skepticism in his gray-blue gaze.

“Uh-uh.” He shifted and rolled her underneath him. Pushing her legs apart, he
settled between her thighs and propped the weight of his upper body on his elbows.
“You were being awfully sneaky for somebody who just had to pee.”

She didn’t respond.

He raised one eyebrow. “And your heart rate spiked when you lied, little lamb.
Not to mention the way your pupils dilated. Wanna try again?”

Damned wolf senses. Her eyes drifted closed, and she rolled her head back and
forth across his sleeping mat. “It’s not safe for you to be with me.”

His sigh wafted across her skin. “That’s what | thought. The lamb trying to
protect the wolf.” He reached up and stroked his fingers across her cheek. “Kendra, I’'m
taking you back to Tucson. Don’t try to get away from me again.”

“But--"

He slanted his mouth over hers. His kiss was rough, brutal, a clear sign of
possession. But not love.

She kissed him back just as hard.

Teeth clicked together and tongues dueled for supremacy. Kendra sucked on his
tongue and, when he started to pull away, she wrapped her hands around the back of his
head and held him to her. She wasn’t done, not by a long shot.

Quinn reached up and pulled her hands away, holding her wrists in one big hand.
“Sweetheart, slow down.”

“No,” she muttered, trying to reach his mouth again. “l don’t need slow with you,
O’Rourke. | need fast and hard and deep.” When he kept jerking his head out of reach,
she rested against the mat and raised one eyebrow in challenge. “Or is that more than
you can handle?”

In the increasing light of dawn, she saw his eyes darken to a stormy gray. “Oh-
ho, honey. You’re gonna take that back.”

Her breath caught. This was what she wanted--what she needed--from him. Raw
passion, earthy, and without regard to what came after. Going into it without
expectations of any kind other than two people finding pleasure in each others’ bodies
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should help when she had to leave him. This time, she’d be the one to walk away, for his
good. But for now.... Now, it was time to stoke the fire. “If you think so.... Make me.”

His eyes glittered. Reaching out, Quinn grabbed his camouflage pants and jerked
them off the ring they were hanging from. He pulled the belt from the loops, and she
shivered at the rasp of leather sliding over cotton. Before she really understood what he
was up to, he looped the buckle end around her wrists, effectively binding her. “If you
insist,” he replied at last.

Kendra wiggled her fingers. Anticipation built within her, tightening her core.
Her heart fluttered behind her ribs. “This the best you can do?”

“Oh, just wait.” Reaching over, he pulled a large knife from his utility belt. His
broad chest covered with dark hair filled her vision as he leaned over her head. With a
swift downward slash, he shoved the blade through the leather of his belt and drove it
into the ground, all the way to the hilt.

“Hey!” she protested. It wasn’t the greatest tent in the world, but he didn’t have
to go poking holes in it.

“I’ll buy you a new one,” he muttered. After tugging on the belt a few times to
make sure it was secure, he scooted back down until his face was level with hers. “What
do you think now?”

She wrapped the fingers of one hand around the leather and yanked. There wasn’t
an inch of give. Meeting his gaze, she murmured, “Well, you know how to make a
tether, I’ll give you that much.”

He grinned, a predatory slash of white teeth in his tanned face. “You’ll give me a
lot more than that by the time I’m through with you, little lamb.”

She swallowed, shivering as his eyes tracked the movement of her throat. His big
hands reached forward, and he began unbuttoning her blouse. Her gaze followed his
fingers as they separated the flaps of her shirt, slowly baring her skin.

Even with his tan, his fingers were pale against her darker skin. Quinn cupped
her breasts and plumped them together. “I love your nipples,” he said, and swiped across
one and then the other with a rough tongue. Her areola puckered and her nipples
tightened to diamond-hard points. “They’re like chocolate kisses.” He glanced up at her,
and her breath hitched at the heat in his gaze. “And I love chocolate.”

Kendra shivered and helplessly arched for more of his touch. His head bent over
her again, and his tongue flicked out, back and forth, tasting her. She moaned, each
stroke of his tongue tightening her womb, ramping her arousal higher and higher. When
he kissed a path to her other breast, fire trailed in his wake, bringing up gooseflesh all
over her torso.

Her hands fisted. “Quinn, let me loose. | want to touch you.”

“Ah-ah-ah, little lamb. You can’t back out now.” He bit down gently on her taut
nipple, then laved the slight hurt away with his tongue. “You wanted me this way,
you’ve got me.” He reared up. His face was tight, his eyes dark. “And that reminds
me....”

With economical movements, he took off her socks, then stripped her jeans down
and off. He stared for a moment at her lying there, clad only in an opened blouse and
lacy red panties. His eyes narrowed and he placed one palm on the slight rise of her
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tummy. Heat from his big hand permeated her skin, fired her blood.

He drew in a deep breath through his nose and groaned. “God, I’d forgotten how
good you smell when you’re aroused.” A frown crossed his face. “How could I have
forgotten?”

He pulled her panties off, and his callused hands slid from her ankles up to her
knees, parting her legs. His thumbs spread her slick folds apart. With a rough sound
very much like a growl, he dipped his head and swiped the flat of his tongue along the
length of her slit.

Kendra moaned and jerked, tilting her hips and letting her thighs fall apart even
more. Quinn’s hands slid under her and lifted her further. His low groan vibrated against
her clit just before he sucked it into the wet warmth of his mouth.

She helplessly thrust her hips against his face. As he suckled her swollen bud, his
fingers kneaded her buttocks. He brushed against the puckered rosebud of her ass, and
she shuddered as her climax spiraled.

One last suckle, and she fell over the edge with a loud cry. His tongue swept
through her folds and fucked into her sheath, thrusting in and out while she moaned and
quaked around him. When she finally collapsed onto the sleeping mat, he moved to her
side and flipped her onto her stomach. Large hands ran over her buttocks, kneading,
rubbing, pulling her cheeks apart so fingers could stroke through the cleft of her ass.

“You know, | was gonna wait for this until we could both be a bit more
comfortable, but....” He stroked his palms across her rear again, then leaned down and
pressed a Kiss to first one cheek, then the other. “But now, with this luscious booty on
display, I think I’'m just gonna have to take advantage of the opportunity and spank you
like | promised.”

He maneuvered her until she lay draped over his lap. Placing his hands on the
inside of her knees, he pressed against her legs, making sure they were spread wide, then
slipped one long finger through her slit and up between her cheeks, ending with a slow
swirl over her anal opening. Both big hands stroked over her flesh again and, without
warning, one lifted and fell with hard force.

Kendra jumped and squealed, more from the shock of the slap than any pain.
Another hard smack to the other ass cheek, then he smoothed his hand over her stinging
skin. When he dipped his fingers between her legs again, swirling them through her
swollen, slick folds, she cried out and bucked against his hand. He alternated spanking
and smoothing until her rear felt like it was on fire, and she was sobbing with renewed
arousal deeper than she’d ever felt before.

“You’re going to stay out of my mind, aren’t you, little lamb?”

She nodded her head, willing to agree to almost anything if he’d just get on with
it. She was so ready for him, she thought she might shrivel up and die if he didn’t put his
big, thick cock where she wanted it. In her hungry, empty pussy.

“All right, then.” He slid out from underneath her and positioned himself
between her legs. Putting his hands on her hips, he pulled her lower body up to meet his
erection. He stroked through her folds, lubricating himself in her cream. Then the fat tip
of his cock poised at the entrance to her body.
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Chapter Five

Quinn held himself still with just the head of his cock inside Kendra’s pussy. He
closed his eyes, fighting for control. He wanted to do nothing more than fuck inside her
with brutal force, possessing her, claiming her.

Making her his mate.

But he didn’t want to hurt her. Ramming into her like an animal wouldn’t do.

Mixed in with the lust and the mating instinct of the wolf was a deep-seated
affection that he didn’t want to look at too closely. Emotions cloud your judgment, make
you act instead of think.

Emotions could get you killed.

And he couldn’t protect his little lamb if he was dead.

Looking at her on her knees, round, creamy mocha buttocks raised and reddened
from his hand, had him gritting his teeth against spurting all over her ass. He needed to
keep his control. He stroked his fingers over her smooth skin, slipping them in the
shadowed cleft of her rump, lingering at her rear passage.

God, he’d love to fuck her here, but he needed more control than he had at
present. Only when he was sure he wouldn’t hurt her with the rough fucking he needed
to give her right now would he take her in the ass. He’d spend a lot of time preparing
her, stretching her, working her, making sure she was ready for him.

And when he finally got his dick in her rear passage, he wanted to stay as long as
he could.

“Stop playing around, O’Rourke,” Kendra muttered with a wiggle of her ass,
trying to push back against him. “Fuck me.”

He put his hands on her hips and held her still. “You’re askin’ for it, you know
that?”

“God, of course | am!” She jerked her hips, and he tightened his grip. “Get on
with it already!”

With a deep breath and a short prayer for mercy, he bunched his hips and speared
his cock into her, one long, steady stroke, until his balls slapped against her clit. Fuck,
but she was wet and tight and so hot she might just burn him alive.

What a way to go.

He held himself still, letting her body adjust to his invasion. She shivered and
moaned, and tilted her ass even further into the air. Quinn felt her cunt ripple around his
cock and, with a low growl, pulled almost all the way out of her, then slammed back in.

At this angle, it was like fucking his way into the firm, succulent flesh of a peach.
She was tight, so tight it was a battle wedging his cock into the snug clasp of her body.
“Am | hurting you?”

“Yes. More.” Kendra thrust her hips back against him, her panting moans filling
the confines of the tent. “Quinn...!”
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He dragged air into his lungs, having a hard time breathing as her sleek wetness
surrounded him. Thrusting faster, he reached around and slid his fingers into her slick
folds and found her swollen clit. She groaned and pumped against him, meeting the hard,
quick lunge of his hips with equal demand of her own.

His fingers tightened on her hips, the other hand moved faster against her clit.
She screamed out her climax, the muscles of her cunt rippling around his cock and
drawing out his own release.

Unable to deny his nature any longer, he bent over her and sank his teeth into the
thick muscle where her shoulder met her slender neck. He rammed into her once, twice,
three times, then stiffened against her, teeth biting deeply as his orgasm roared through
him.

The base of his cock swelled, the canine mating knot forming to lock him in place
as he continued to spasm in climax.

Kendra cried out again, thrusting back against him, milking his turgid cock while
it spurted into her. Finally spent, he let go of her shoulder and collapsed against her,
rolling to the side so he wouldn't crush her with his greater bulk.

“I don’t think I’ll ever get used to this,” she murmured. One hand reached back
and stroked down his arm. “Your penis knotting up like that.”

“Yeah, well, that’s the wolf DNA.” It wasn’t something he particularly liked to
think about, much less talk about. It was just another reminder of how he’d been
changed, a reminder of how control had been taken away from him.

His heart still slammed against his ribs. Quinn tried to catch his breath, tried to
make this ... this feeling of affection make sense. But he couldn’t. It was more than just
affection. It was more than just the primal urge of a male to mark his mate.

But until the damned knot in his cock went away, he was stuck, literally, inside
Kendra. And so he held her, trying not to savor the feel of her soft fingers against his
skin.

Twenty minutes later, the knot dissipated. Irritated with himself, he growled and
pulled out of the sweet trap of her pussy. Now wasn’t the time to get all maudlin and
sappy. He had a job to do, and that was to bring Kendra back to Tucson, to the
compound where she’d be safe.

With a grunt, he reached up and jerked the knife out of the ground. He
unwrapped his belt from around her wrists, not meeting her eyes. What could he say?
Thanks for the quick lay, but we gotta go?

When he sat up and reached for his underwear and pants, she put a hand on his
knee. “Whoa, there, cowboy.” She leaned up on one elbow, completely at ease with her
nudity. “Where do you think you're going?”

His eyes drifted to her breasts, plumped together by her position, the chocolate-
drop tips hard and pointed. “It’s time to go.” Jaw clenched against the urge to grab her
and fuck her again, Quinn slid his briefs over his legs and shimmied them over his hips.
“Get dressed.”

Kendra narrowed her eyes. Son of a bitch. Damned if the man hadn’t pulled
another wham-bam-thank-you-ma'am ... and she’d let him. Even though she thought
she’d be satisfied to have sex with him and walk away, she’d been wrong. She was as
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stupid as he was arrogant.

She should never have let him touch her. It would be that much harder to let him
go.

Without a word, she reached for her backpack and pulled out a roll of soluble
toilet paper. After wiping herself--glaring at him the entire time--she put the soiled tissue
aside and replaced the roll in her bag. By the stiff set of his shoulders as he continued to
dress, she knew Quinn was aware of her irritated regard.

She yanked on her panties, so frustrated and angry with herself--and with him--
she was ready to cry. After she pulled on her pants, she went to reach for her bra only to
find Quinn’s big body in her way. She gripped the front edges of her blouse together and
tried to scoot around him. He didn’t budge. “Move,” she finally muttered, shoving
against his shoulder. All scrunched over because of the smallness of the tent, she
couldn’t get enough strength behind her push, and he stayed where he was.

“Kendra ...,” he began.

“Save it, O’Rourke.” She rocked back on her heels, clenching her teeth so hard
her jaw hurt. Holding out her hand, she snapped, “Just hand me my bra.”

Quinn sighed and handed it to her. “This shouldn’t ...,”

“If you apologize to me, so help me God, I’m gonna deck you.” Turning her back
on him, she took off her blouse, draping it over her lap while she put on her bra.

“You can try, little lamb,” he murmured, but that was all he said.

Kendra could feel his gaze on her like a firebrand and scowled. He’d lost his
right to watch her when he acted like such an ass. She shrugged into her blouse and
buttoned it with shaking fingers. The rustle of Quinn’s clothing told her he was finishing
getting dressed just as fast as she was.

She unfastened the stopper on her air mattress. When all the air was depleted, she
folded and rolled it up and stuffed it into her backpack. She repeated the process with her
pillow, then sat on her sleeping bag and drew on her socks and shoes. With a soft sigh,
she moved off the bag to roll it up and tie it off.

Once she’d gathered her things together, she bent and crawled out of the tent. She
straightened and stretched, looking up at a sky that had cleared except for large, fluffy
clouds. Quinn maneuvered his big body through the small enclosure. As soon as he was
out of the tent, she went to one corner to start breaking it down.

“Leave it,” he said.

“l can’t just leave it here.” She looked over at him and went still. He was staring
off into the distance, his head slightly tilted to one side in an attitude of watchful
listening. “What is it?” she asked.

His nostrils flared as he sniffed. He shook his head. “It’s nothing. Other hikers.”
He looked over at her. “But we need to go now. Forget the tent.”

She’d seen that look in his eyes before and knew when to back off. As much as
she didn’t want to leave the tent behind--it was brand new--she didn’t want to fight Quinn
over it. She’d retreat this time, well aware she had other battles with him coming up,
primarily when she tried to leave him before he got into trouble because of her.

As much as he appeared to believe what he’d said, that whoever he smelled was
hikers, Kendra couldn’t take that chance. It could be the Hyenas from The Foundation,
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tracking her. Tracking him.

But she’d play along for now. She tied her sleeping bag to the bottom of her
backpack, then slipped the bulky pack over her shoulders. She looked up to meet
Quinn’s stare and noticed he had his backpack on, as well, and his rifle slung over one
shoulder. “Well?” she asked, putting one hand on her hip. “What are you waiting for?”

A muscle flexed in his jaw. “I’ve got a vehicle waiting at the trailhead. We’ll get
cleaned up and grab something to eat. Then we’ll get on the road. We should be in
Tucson by noon.” He turned and started off along the wash, heading out of the canyon.
“Follow me.”

Knowing he’d just toss her over his shoulder if she didn’t, Kendra traipsed
obediently behind him, her gaze honed in on his muscular ass hidden under camouflage
pants. He had the best pair of glutes this side of the Mississippi, maybe even in the entire
Federation. She’d say one thing for him--he was easy on the eyes.

“And stop staring at my ass,” he muttered, letting go of a branch.

If she hadn’t ducked, it would’ve smacked her in the face.

She scowled. He might be good to look at, but his manners needed some work.
She just might be the woman for the job if there was time. But she couldn’t shake the
feeling that The Foundation was closing in on her.

Which meant her time with Quinn O’Rourke was limited.
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Chapter Six

Two hours later, Kendra shrugged out of her backpack and stowed it beside
Quinn’s in the rear of the small utility vehicle. She swiped her hand across her brow,
then fanned herself with her shirt and blew down her cleavage, trying to cool off. Seeing
his quickly stifled grin, she rolled her eyes. Then she walked around to the passenger
side and climbed in the front seat.

As she was fastening her safety harness, Quinn got in behind the wheel and
started the vehicle. “We’re not going far,” he said, clipping his own harness into place
and pulling away from the roadside parking area. “Yankee’s folks have a summer cabin
up here.”

“Who’s Yankee?” she asked. She gazed out the window at the majestic rock
formations, rusty red against the robin’s egg blue sky. Within a few minutes he’d turned
onto the main interstate and headed west.

“He’s in my squad.” His eyes kept checking the rearview mirror, but his relaxed
attitude told her they weren’t being followed. “He’s also a pain in the ass.”

Kendra nodded. “Like you, eh?” She continued to look out the window but heard
his snort.

“Yeah. He’s a pain in the ass like me.”

They lapsed into silence. Kendra kept her eyes on the scenery, as always awed at
the majestic beauty of the red rock formations that made Sedona famous. Quinn turned
off the highway and onto a residential street. The farther they traveled, the sparser the
houses became. The pavement ended and he slowed, guiding the heavy utility vehicle
onto a dirt road.

“Not government maintained,” Kendra read from a roadside sign.

Quinn grunted. “It’s all the rage,” he muttered, steering them around a large pot
hole. “A return to nature.” His big hand gestured toward the road. “Ten years ago, this
section of the road was paved. Then President Ingram passed his Natural Initiative and
large chunks of populated land--including paved streets--were reconstituted.”

Hearing the irritation in his voice, she looked at him. “I take it you had a problem
with the President’s plans.” She gazed out the windshield, entranced by the scenery.
“Personally, I think it’s beautiful here.”

“It wasn’t the plan | disagreed with necessarily.” He turned the vehicle onto
another dirt road. “It was the way it was implemented that gave me the problem.”

She shifted in her seat to more fully face him. Trying to remember how the plan
had been put in place, she shook her head when no memories surfaced. “How was it
done? | don’t remember.”

“That’s the problem.” Quinn pulled up in front of dilapidated wooden structure
and brought the vehicle to a stop. “No one remembers. Well, almost no one.”

“But you do?”
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“Most of the elite squad was involved in providing security for the scientists who
worked on the project.” He opened his door and jumped out. Kendra fumbled with her
security harness, finally getting it undone, and got out of the vehicle. When she walked
around to the back, Quinn had already pulled both of their packs out. “And, as you
know,” he went on, “while all Praetorians are Sensitives to one degree or another, the
elite squad’s mental abilities were enhanced along with our DNA splicing.”

She looked at him, hearing a tone to his voice that was always present when he
talked about his conversion. Without thinking, she put her hand on his arm. “What
happened to you, Quinn? What else did they do to you?”

“Stay out of my head, Kendra,” he warned, pulling away from her.

She frowned. So much for that. Showing affection and concern for him was like
trying to pet a wounded animal. It wasn’t hard to see where the wolf DNA was
prominent. “l wasn’t in your head, you ass.”

He glanced at her, but turned away without response. With long strides, he
walked around the large shed. Kendra’s brows rose. “I guess I’m supposed to follow
you, then?” she called out as she trailed after him.

“Only if you want a shower and something to eat.”

“Damned frickin’ stubborn macho asshole,” she muttered under her breath.

“I heard that.”

Kendra stuck out her tongue at his broad back. “Damned frickin’ wolf ears.”
“Heard that, too.” Quinn turned a corner on the small dirt path they were
following, this time holding aside a branch for her. He nodded toward the house in front

of them. “We’re here.”

Kendra stared at the two story ultra-modern glass and log structure. “You call
this a cabin?” she murmured, following him up the steps and onto the front portion of the
wrap around porch.

He shrugged. “It’s made of rough hewn logs and mortar, ergo a log cabin. What
would you call it?”

Her lips quirked. “I didn’t know you knew there was such a word as ‘ergo’,” she
quipped, grinning when he scowled. Seeing the answering sparkle of humor in his eyes,
she knew the scowl was more for show than anything.

“There’s a lot about me you don’t know, little lamb,” he said, and unlocked the
front door. He pushed it open and ushered her inside.

“Not for lack of trying.”

Quinn pushed the door closed with his foot and turned the lock. She was right.
He’d always kept a part of himself back from others, holding onto the darkest part of his
soul. Afraid others would be as frightened of it as he was.

There was no way in hell he wanted his sweet Kendra to see it, which was why
he’d taken control of their lovemaking from the start. What she couldn’t see, she
couldn’t touch.

What she couldn’t touch, she couldn’t ask about. What she didn’t ask about, he
didn’t have to talk about.

It wasn’t perfect, but it worked for him.

Or, at least, it had. Now, looking at her as she walked around the first floor of the
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cabin, taking in the layout and décor, he wasn’t so sure. Kendra had a sweetness of spirit
that was very appealing to the wounded wolf in him, a gentleness that soothed him
merely by its presence.

Unlike another woman in his past, one who had used him, who had hurt him when
she wanted, then soothed him with soft strokes, seductive words, and calming sedatives.
He clamped his mind down, refusing to go to those bleak memories.

He blew out a breath and dropped his pack by the door. “Kendra....” He trailed
off. What the hell could he say?

When he remained silent, she grimaced and shook her head. “What is it about me
that scares you so much, O’Rourke?” she asked. She walked over and stood in front of
him. “Why won’t you let me in?”

He touched her lightly on one silken cheek. “Because I’m afraid you might not
like what you find.”

Dark eyes searched his. “We all have secrets, Quinn. And | promise you, I’ll
only see what you want me to. | won’t intrude.”

Her expression was so earnest, he couldn’t resist. What she saw in him, God only
knew. But there must have been something that kept bringing her back. He cupped her
face and brought his mouth down to hers.

Her lips immediately parted. Quinn speared his tongue inside, drawing her taste
back into his mouth, groaning as her tongue followed his. He sucked on it, and she
leaned into him with a moan of her own. His cock sprang to attention, hardening behind
the placket of his fatigues.

Kendra worked her hands under his shirt and spread her fingers over his pectorals.
She rubbed her thumbs against his nipples. Pulling her mouth away from his, she kissed
a path across his jaw. *“You said something about getting cleaned up?” Her breath
puffed near his ear, sending a spike of desire straight to his straining shaft.

He gave in. Some things he was strong enough to fight--wanting Kendra wasn’t
one of them. With a soft oath, he swung her into his arms and strode down the hallway to
the master bedroom. He deposited her on her feet in the bathroom and had her clothes
stripped in record time. Reaching into the shower stall, he turned on the water and
adjusted the temperature, then took off his own clothing.

When he straightened from removing his pants, Kendra had already gotten into
the shower. Water sluiced over the cream-coffee skin of her back and buttocks, drawing
his eye. And his hands.

Squirting a glop of cleansing gel into his palms, he lathered up and kneaded her
shoulders, feeling the hardness of muscles held too tightly, and frowned to know he’d
contributed to her stress. Here she was, trying to stay off The Foundation’s radar, and he
was acting like an ass. When she moaned and her head drooped forward, he rubbed his
thumbs up the column of her neck and into the short hair at her nape.

“God, that feels so good.” She sighed and leaned forward even farther, hands
braced against the wall. The motion thrust her rounded buttocks out and he was ...

Done. Stick a fork in him, he was ready.

This time, when he took her, he wanted to be in a soft bed with her supple body
under him. But there was nothing written anywhere that he couldn’t drive her wild first.
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Quinn lathered his hands again and ran them down her back and around her hips,
pulling her against his aroused body. He stroked up to her breasts, circling but not
touching her nipples. She moaned and thrust her bottom against him, riding his cock in
the cleft of her ass.

“You want somethin’, little lamb?” he asked, moving one hand to her sex and
strumming through her soft folds.

“You’re such a damned tease, O’Rourke,” she muttered. Her fingers went to the
hand he had resting beneath one of her breasts and tried to bring it up. “I want you to
touch me.”

“I am touching you.” He slid his middle finger into her snug sheath and rubbed
his thumb back and forth over her clit. She gasped and wriggled her hips against him.
Moisture coated his palm. Keeping a slow, steady rhythm, he stroked in and out of her
channel with short, hard jabs.

“Touch my breasts.” Her hand continued to yank at his.

“I am, darlin’.” Quinn added another finger and thrust deeply into her. Kendra
moaned, her head falling back onto his shoulder. He looked down at her to see her
chocolate-brown eyes staring into his. He dropped one eyelid in a slow wink. “You’re
gonna have to be more specific.”

A rough sound that was very much like a snarl left her. He grinned at the look of
disgruntled passion on her face.

“My nipples,” she muttered. Her eyes closed, and her head lolled against his
shoulder. “Tug on my nipples.”

With a low chuckle, he obliged. He took one hard nub between his fingers and
thumb and lightly twisted, then pulled on it in a strong, milking motion.

“Laugh it up, wolf-boy,” she groused, even as she gasped and thrust her breast
deeper into his hand. *“Just remember one thing.”

He rolled her nipple between his thumb and forefinger, then gave it a hard pinch.
She gasped at the erotic pain. Bending his head, he kissed a path down her neck and
lingered on the sweet spot where her throat met her collarbone. “What’s that?”

She twisted in his arms. Soft breasts with stiff nipples pressed against his chest.
One slender hand wrapped around his erection and squeezed. “Payback’s a bitch, and her
name’s Kendra.”



THE PRAETORIANS: INFILTRATION Sherrill Quinn 31

Chapter Seven

As Kendra swept her thumb over the slitted head of his cock, Quinn’s eyes
darkened and a muscle flexed in his jaw. In all their couplings, he’d never let her go
down on him. Every time she’d tried, wanting to return the same loving attention he’d
given her, he’d stopped her, pulling her underneath him and fucking her senseless.

Not that she minded being fucked into oblivion, but she ordinarily tried to be an
unselfish lover. And she wanted to know what he tasted like. Keeping her eyes on his,
she reached around the shower curtain and took down a fluffy towel from the rack.
Folding it, she dropped it on the floor in front of his big feet.

With his body blocking most of the water from her, she knelt on the towel and
held his throbbing erection in her hands. He was thick and long, wide veins running the
length of his shaft. A clear drop of liquid hovered at the tip and she leaned forward,
swiping it with her tongue.

His hands came up and fisted in her hair. She glanced up from under her wet
lashes and held his gaze as she flicked the tip of her tongue into the slit and lapped more
of his pre-cum. His eyes narrowed, but he didn’t stop her.

Kendra took the head of his cock into her mouth and sucked lightly. She stroked
one hand down his length and cupped his balls, rocking them in her fingers.

He groaned and bucked against her. "God, honey. Take more."

She opened her mouth wide and took as much of him as she could. He was so
thick she couldn’t take all of him, so she stroked her hand from her mouth down to his
base. When he grunted and thrust against her, she remembered her promise of payback
and drew slowly away until he left her mouth with a soft pop.

“Kendra ....”

She pressed his cock up against his belly and licked a path on the underside from
the crown to the base. He tipped his hips toward her and she smiled in feminine triumph.
Then she swiped the flat of her tongue over his sac and pulled one of his balls into the
wet heat of her mouth.

Beginning a slow, steady stroke along his shaft, she continued to suckle his
testicles, switching from one to the other. She slipped her fingers from his sac to the
sensitive skin behind and fumbled against warm metal.

He was pierced there, between his scrotum and anus, and wore a small ring with a
ball. This was the first time she’d felt it--always before he’d stopped her when she’d tried
to touch him here.

She blinked and looked up at him. “Quinn?”

He shook his head. “Later, honey. I’ll tell you all about it later, okay? Just ....”
He closed his eyes for a moment and, when he opened them and looked down at her, heat
blazed in their depths. “Just take me in your mouth again. Please.”

Kendra licked her way back up the length of his cock, then slurped him into her
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mouth. But she kept one hand at his sac and flicked the ring behind it. He pumped his
hips, thrusting more of his cock into her mouth, and she hummed, knowing the vibration
would shoot straight to his balls.

And still she flicked the ring back and forth. Back and forth.

“Christ.” His hips bucked and surged forward, driving more of his thick length
into her mouth. The head of his cock hit the back of her throat, triggering her gag reflex.
She pulled back slightly to catch her breath, then went back down.

He tried to draw away from her, but she put her hands around the back of his
thighs and held him where he was.

“I’m gonna come, honey,” he muttered, his muscles tensing beneath her hands.

She hummed again and brought his cock deeper, to the back of her throat, and
swallowed.

Quinn growled and took over the rhythm, fucking into her mouth with short, hard
thrusts. Kendra opened her mouth as wide as she could and sucked him on each outward
stroke. She reached one hand between his legs and took the metal ring between her
fingers and lightly tugged on it.

His roar reverberated in the small room. The base of his cock swelled, the knot
bumping her chin. Hands tightening in her hair, he held himself still while his release
jetted into her mouth. He tasted salty and tart, and her throat kept moving until she’d
swallowed every last drop.

Hard hands around her arms hoisted her to her feet, and his mouth clamped over
hers in a possessive, demanding kiss. He drew back and rested his forehead against hers.
“Damn, sweetheart. | think you’ve about killed me.”

She smiled and moved her face until she could kiss him. Then she picked up the
shower gel and squeezed a dollop in her palm. Rubbing her hands together, she worked
up a lather and started scrubbing over the wide expanse of his chest. “That was the idea,
O’Rourke.”

As tempted as she was to turn their shower play into a full-blown lovemaking
session, she knew they couldn’t take the time. He must’ve agreed, because he grabbed a
cloth and took over his own cleansing.

To make room for elbows as they washed, Kendra put a little space between them.

Ten minutes later, they were both dressed in clean clothes they’d pulled from their
packs. She looked up from drawing on her socks to see Quinn staring at her.

“I promised 1’d tell you about the ring.” His voice was rough. He began to pace
the bedroom, his bare feet making no noise on the plush carpet. It was obvious he was
uncomfortable, but this was something that had stood between them somehow and, as
much as she needed to hear it, she had a feeling he needed to tell it even more.

“Go ahead,” she murmured and perched on the edge of the bed.

He took a deep breath and held it a moment, then huffed it out through his nose.
“Twenty years ago, | was brought to The Foundation by one of the scientists under the
guise of a security detail. But that wasn’t what Dr. Harris wanted at all.”

Quinn rubbed two fingers between his eyes. “The rest of my squad was
sequestered while | was taken to her lab. She performed the splicing procedure, gave me
wolf DNA and made me a Praetorian, then kept me chained in a private lab.”
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“Chained.” Kendra tilted her head, studying him. It was so tempting to dive into
his mind, to take the thoughts he was having so much trouble articulating, but she
restrained herself. It wasn’t her style, and it would alienate him. “Why?”

He spun toward the window. His back was taut, but she could see the material of
his t-shirt quivering as if his muscles held a faint tremor. “To be her sex slave.”

She felt the shock of his statement down to her toenails. For such a strong man to
have been held against his will, used sexually.... Hell, call it what it was.

He’d been raped.

Her stomach churned with acid. She stood and approached him, stopping when
she was still a few feet away. “And?”

“And what?”

“Well, obviously you’re no longer her sex slave. What happened?”

Quinn sighed and turned to face her. “She kept me docile with drugs and used me
as her personal fuck-toy for six months.” His voice was harsh with memories, and she
curled a hand around one of his biceps and squeezed, then stroked him softly. He looked
down at her with storm-gray eyes. “Until Max found out.”

Maxwell Didion, the captain of the Alpha squad, the most elite of the Praetorian
squadrons. She’d never met him, but her brother Ty had talked about him. A lot.

“I keep the piercing as a reminder of how far I’ve come since those days.”

“What happened to the scientist?”

He snorted. “She got a slap on the wrist and her private lab taken away from
her.”

“That’s all?” Kendra was indignant. The woman had stolen Quinn’s life, turned
him into something he probably wouldn’t have chosen for himself, and all that happened
was that her private little sandbox was taken away?

His broad shoulders lifted in a shrug. “Someone killed her a little over a month
ago.”

“Well, at least she won’t be able to hurt you again.”

His eyes darkened, and he snagged her by the back of the neck, dragging her
against him for a long, leisurely kiss. When he let her go, they both were breathing
raggedly, and his pants looked to be a bit tighter than they had been.

Considering her panties were getting wet, again, she figured it was only fair.

Quinn brushed his lips over hers, letting her go with a sigh. “Come on. Let’s get
to the kitchen and see what’s available. We’ll pack something up and take it with us.”

She picked up her shoes and padded down the hallway, Quinn right behind her.
Just as she walked into the kitchen, a sensation of dark intent hit her so strongly it was
like a sharp dagger to her mind. There was a very strong telepath near. And completely
focused on her. Kendra dropped her shoes and clutched her head, moaning.

Quinn’s big hands came down on her shoulders. “Sweetheart, what is it?”

“Someone’s coming for me,” she gasped and straightened with effort. The pain
had lessened, but it was still there like the dull throb of sinus pressure behind her eyes.
“God, he’s so strong ....”

Taking her hand, Quinn pulled her behind him as he strode into the living room
and grabbed his shotgun. Letting go of her, he primed the barrel, then knelt beside his
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pack and pulled out a box of ammunition. Once he’d filled his pockets with shells, he
replaced the box in the pack.

As Kendra slid into her boots and knelt to lace them, he slipped on a long-sleeved
shirt, then slid his arms through the straps of the pack and settled it on his back. He sat
down to put on his socks and boots. “Can you tell where he is? Or if he has people with
him?”

She shook her head. “I can’t tell. But he probably has people with him, wouldn’t
you think?”

Quinn nodded, his face grim.

“But I can only sense him. And he’s still a couple of miles away. | think they’re
coming in from the south, but I can’t be sure.”

When she reached for her pack, he stayed her hand. “Leave it.”

“Look, I know you think you know best in this situation.... Well, hell, you
probably do,” she acknowledged, “but I can’t just keep leaving my worldly belongings
everywhere. At this rate | won’t have anything left by the time we get to Tucson.”

Quinn bit back a sharp retort. He could see the fear in her eyes and knew she was
only trying to deal with it the best way she could. Unfortunately, that meant she turned
into a smartass, which made him crazy. “The main point being that we get to Tucson. Is
there anything in there that can’t be replaced?”

She pursed her lips, but finally shook her head.

“Fine. Then let’s go.”

She started toward the door, but paused and turned to look at him with a troubled
expression. “Quinn ....”

When she trailed off, he cupped her cheek. “We need to go, sweetheart.
Whatever it is, it’ll keep.”

Her curls bounced with the vehement shake of her head. “It won’t wait.” She
drew in a deep breath. Her words, when they came, were fast and strung together. “It’s-
too-dangerous-I’ll-stay-you-get-out-of-here-before-they-come.”

“What?” His hand dropped from her face. He blinked, sure he’d misheard her.

“They want me, Quinn. Only me. They’ll leave you alone. If you’re not with
me, you’ll be safe.”

God dammit to hell. His little lamb thought to sacrifice herself in order to protect
him, the big bad wolf. He didn’t know whether to be proud or angry.

He felt a lot of both. “No way in hell I’m leaving you to fend for yourself,” he
muttered. Grasping her shoulders, he gave her a little shake. “You can’t ask me to.”

“But I am.” Her slender hands closed over his with a light squeeze. Tears made
her dark eyes look like liquid pools of misery. “I couldn’t bear it if something happened
to you because of me.”

“I’d do anything for you, try to be anything you want me to be, little lamb.” He
cupped her face, his thumbs stroking over her lips. “But don’t ask me to be a coward for
you. That I won’tdo. | can’t. Not even for you.”

A fat tear rolled down her cheek. She sniffed. “Fine.” She turned back to the
door and opened it. “Just don’t come bitching to me when you get your ass kicked.”

He grinned. There was no real heat in her words, just a high level of bravado.
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She was scared but was trying her best not to show it. He’d always known there was a bit
of wolf in his little lamb.
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Chapter Eight

Quinn steered the utility vehicle onto the main highway leading out of Sedona.
Heading south to 1-10 would be too obvious and, if he knew how the trackers worked--
and he did--they’d have ambushes set up along the way. So, he decided to head north
toward Flagstaff to try to bluff those who hunted them.

Kendra had been quiet since they’d gotten on the road, which was fine by him.
He wasn’t one for idle chit-chat in ordinary circumstances, let alone when he needed to
concentrate. And while the scenery around him was some of the finest, with the tall trees
growing on the banks of the Oak Creek and the red rock formations rising against the
blue sky, he couldn’t take the time to appreciate it.

He glanced in the rearview mirror. No other vehicles were on the road with them,
which was rather unusual for the time of day. The muscles in his shoulders were rigid
with tension. Quinn frowned. Something about this wasn’t right.

“Something’s wrong,” Kendra murmured, her gaze scanning the surrounding area
as he drove along the curving road. When they passed a group of vacation rental cabins
alongside the creek, she stared down at them. “It seems like ....” She shook her head. “I
can sense someone, and he’s near. But | can’t tell where.”

Quinn rounded a curve and saw the bridge spanning Oak Creek just ahead. There
were a few cars on the other side of the bridge, parked in the scenic pullout that had been
restored as part of the environmental initiative. Non-descript vehicles, ordinary.

Too ordinary.

Quinn slammed on the brakes, putting one arm in front of Kendra to brace her.

“What is it?” she asked, her voice breathless. From his peripheral vision, he saw
her look straight forward. Her gaze darted to him, then back to the front. With narrowed
eyes, she studied the cars. “Oh, God,” she finally muttered. “It’s them.”

She looked bewildered, her brow puckered.

“What is it?”

She shook her head. “I don’t understand.” Her gaze darted around, and she
twisted to look behind them. “He’s not with them.” She pointed toward the gathered
cars on the other side of the bridge.

“Shit.” Quinn shoved the gear lever into reverse. Putting his right arm along the
back of her seat, he twisted to look over his shoulder and jammed the accelerator to the
floor. As the military vehicle began going backward, he asked, “What’s happening up
front?”

“Nothing... Wait!” Kendra sucked in her breath, the sound like a small explosion
in the tense confines of the vehicle. “They’re coming.”

They’d reached a straight section of the road. “Hang on!” Quinn slammed one
foot onto the clutch and the other onto the brake pedal. Twisting the steering wheel, he
turned the vehicle into a one-hundred and eighty degree turn with a screech of rubber on



THE PRAETORIANS: INFILTRATION Sherrill Quinn 37

the asphalt.

As the vehicle lifted up onto its two right tires, he heard Kendra scream. “You
okay?” he yelled.

“Great. Oh, I’m just great,” she trilled. “Just don’t tip us over.”

Quinn flashed a grin. He quickly depressed the clutch and knocked the gearshift
into first and got up to fifth as fast as he could. He picked up as much speed as he felt
was safe, slowing when he reached the downtown area. A quick glance in his rearview
mirror showed the cars following barely slowing, which meant they were gaining on him,
and gaining fast.

Once he passed through the tourist-populated area, he floored the accelerator and
went from a careful forty kilometers an hour to a hundred and twenty in about five
seconds.

Reaching the first of a series of stoplights, he slowed, checking for traffic. Seeing
he had time to make it, he blew through the intersection. He swerved to avoid a disabled
vehicle parked alongside the road. Quinn checked the rearview mirror again and, when
he saw the lead car plow into the side of a parked vehicle he had just missed, he barked
out a laugh. “One down.”

Kendra twisted in her seat to look behind them. When she faced forward again, it
was just in time to see Quinn jerk the wheel and go into the middle lane of incoming
traffic to avoid rear-ending another vehicle. “You’re on the wrong side!” she screeched,
making panicked motions with her hands as if to move the vehicle into the correct lane by
her will alone. “Move over. Move over!”

“I’m trying,” he muttered, dodging around an oncoming car, ignoring the other
driver’s blaring horn. Seeing an opening, he guided the vehicle back into the correct
lane.

Deciding it would be easier to lose them in their sedate sedans by taking it off-
road, he zigzagged through the slower moving traffic until he was away from the primary
part of town. Then, with another screech of tires, he swung the heavy military vehicle
onto a paved road he knew would soon become a potholed dirt lane.

“Let me guess.” Kendra sounded amazingly calm considering the jouncing ride
and the multiple bogeys after them. “Another ‘not government maintained’ road.”

“Hmm.” He glanced in the rearview mirror and saw the first sedan turn in behind
them. “And one that won’t bode well for their undercarriages.”

The paved road came to a T and Quinn made a quick left. Within a matter of
meters the paving ended and they were traveling on a rough dirt road. Keeping his eyes
straight ahead, he concentrated on avoiding as many of the large potholes and imbedded
rocks as possible. One particular one he couldn’t miss, and the tires dropped into it and
back out again, throwing him and Kendra into the air until their safety harnesses
constricted, holding them onto their seats.

Kendra yelled, “Can’t you watch out for those?”

“l am watching,” he muttered.

“Try harder,” she said, quickly followed by a loud, “Ow!”

He glanced her way. “You all right?”

“| just bit my tongue.” She glared at him accusingly.
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“Hey, I’m the good guy here,” he reminded her.

“l know.” She sighed. Another bump jarred her in her seat.

Quinn risked looking in the rearview mirror again. There were only two cars
behind them now and, as he watched, the car in the rear slowed down and stopped, steam
pouring out from under the hood.

“Just one more to go,” he told Kendra. He put his gaze back on the road. “Time
for some off-roading,” he said. “Hang on.”

“You mean this isn’t off-roading?”

“Not by a long shot.” Quinn slowed the vehicle and guided it to the side, over a
ridge of dirt, then down through a ditch and up the other side. He pressed down a little
too forcefully on the accelerator, and sand spit out from under the tires.

Easing up, he still managed to outdistance the vehicle that wasn’t equipped to
travel this kind of terrain. Within a few seconds, he’d left the final car behind. “That’s
it,” he said. “We’ve lost ’em.”

She was looking out the passenger window. “Um, not all of them we haven’t.”
Her voice was thin and reedy, full of fear, fraught with the return of pain.

Quinn ducked his head to look out her window. Flying toward them was a
Vontesque H-60, the newest and best military helicopter in the world. The VH-60 could
carry a compliment of twenty-five, including two pilots.

“They’re coming in fast,” he muttered. From what he could tell, they were flying
at the chopper’s top speed of two hundred knots.

“Fuck!” Kendra looked at him with huge eyes.

“You can say that again, little lamb.” Quinn twisted the wheel, steering the
vehicle in a wide 