Excerpt: HERE KITTY KITTY
By Cat Marsters
ISBN: 978-1-59596-961-3
Available 22nd Feb 2008 from Changeling Press
http://www.changelingpress.com/product.php?&upt=book&ubid=794

Warning: This title contains explicit language and sexual content not suitable for readers under the age of 18.
Nathan and Wolfe always fought like cat and dog -- because that's what they are. But there are some things that test even the loyalty of a werewolf, and now the ruthless jaguar shifter is Wolfe's number one enemy.
Newly bitten by a shifter, Kat's trying to juggle student life in a strange city with turning into a big cat once a month. If that's not enough, she's in heat, and the fever is only soothed by the darkly handsome Wolfe, who's more than happy to satisfy her mating needs.
But someone else is chasing Kat: the wickedly sensual Nathan, seducing his way across continents to find her. Does he really want to help Kat, or is he just out for revenge against his former partner? And when he catches her, Kat's going to have to decide whether she wants the loyal Wolfe or the insanely exciting Nathan.
Or is it possible for her to have both?

Excerpt:
“…should be like a verbal battle, like a dance, like the aggression of Prokofiev’s Dance of the Knights from Romeo and Juliet…”
 Spare me, Kat thought, her eyes rolling. For one thing, she’d bet she was the only one in the room who’d danced the Dance of the Knights on stage—had danced the whole ballet, in point of fact—and for another, the pompous git explaining to them how armed combat compared to the words of Shakespeare was making her fingernails grow longer.
Besides, I bet he couldn’t even lift a sword, she thought, and instead of listening to him, let her eyes rest on the rather delicious hunk of manhood who was leaning against the wall at the front of the lecture hall, watching everyone.
His skin was pale but his eyes and hair were dark. Very dark. Dark irises, dark lashes, dark brows. His jaw was shadowed with several days of stubble, his features strong, and if Kat had been the poetical instructor still mouthing off to the class, she’d have called his mouth cruel.
He wore dark combats and a t-shirt with a faded print. Idly, because she’d nothing better to do, Kat narrowed her eyes to try and make out the faded logo on his shirt, but although her eyesight had suddenly sharpened at close quarters, it hadn’t improved much when she was trying to make out something at a distance. But even without reading what his t-shirt said, she could see that the much-washed cotton lay softly against strong shoulders and exposed beautifully-formed arms.
Meow, she thought, and clapped her own hand over her mouth to keep from laughing.
It was possible, she supposed, that she’d maybe been bitten by some poisonous creature in Africa and it was causing the hallucination that she turned into some sort of large cat every full moon. It was also possible that stress caused by her badly-timed volunteer work followed by an immediate move from London to New York was making her imagine things.
It didn’t seem particularly possible that she really was a werecat.
Although…she’d certainly been bitten by enough felines in Africa. Hell, she’d been working at a big cat preserve. Her main duties had been caring for the lion, cheetah and leopard cubs raised on site. Maybe one of them had been a baby werecat.
Or maybe she’d just gone mad.
“…in the pink t-shirt. Sixth row back. Hair in a ponytail. Daydreaming.”
Kat froze. Guiltily, she focused her eyes on the here-and-now and dragged her attention to the front of the room.
Around her, people sniggered.
The man with the dark eyes was looking right at her. Eyes that promised dark, dirty and delicious things.
“There you are,” he said softly, but Kat heard. “Would you like to come down here?”
Kat felt her cheeks heat up. Not only had he caught her daydreaming, but the simple sound of his voice—deep and dark and incredibly sexy—was making her insides fizz.
Yes, I’d like to come down there, and lick you all over.
She licked her lips and got to her feet, embarrassed that she didn’t even know what he was asking—even more embarrassed about what she wished he was asking—and ran down the aisle to the front of the lecture hall. There was a sort of stage there, big enough to move around on. Seeing as the lecture was on stage combat and was supposed to be accompanied by a physical demonstration, it needed to be of a decent size.
The tall, sexy man had turned away, which afforded her a nice view of his tight behind, and picked up a rather lethal-looking sword. Kat supposed she ought to have been a little afraid of that, but he looked so damned hot standing there holding it effortlessly that she actually felt her nipples tighten.
Praying that he—and everyone else—hadn’t noticed, she said rather quickly, “Um, sorry, what was it you wanted me to do?”
He tossed the sword at her, and Kat caught it easily, to her own surprise and that of everyone else in the room, who gasped.
“We’ve something in common,” said the swordsman in that low rumble. His dark eyes narrowed, his gaze on her as he reached for another sword without looking.
“You’re English too,” Kat said.
He inclined his head a little. “Do you know how to use that?” he said, indicating the sword.
Kat broke eye contact to look at the two-foot length of metal in her hand. It looked pretty sharp.
“No,” she managed, because now she was afraid. What the hell was he doing?
“You caught it well enough.”
“I have good reflexes.”
The corner of his mouth tilted, but it wasn’t what Kat could have called a smile.
“Can you feel how heavy it is?” broke in an outside voice—the nasal whine of the lecturer. Kat glanced at him. “That’s an authentic weapon, not a replica—”
Kat whirled it experimentally over her head. “Handles nicely,” she said.
The lecturer stared. The dark-eyed man gave her a look that was purely lupine.
“It weighs nearly four pounds,” the lecturer blustered, “you wouldn’t be expected to fight with that without training, not on stage—”
Kat tossed it from one hand to the other, testing its weight. Sure, it wasn’t light, but it was well-balanced and maneuverable.
“No,” she said eventually, and the dark-eyed man cocked his head. “It’s too sharp for stage.” She regarded her opponent. “Someone could get hurt.”
“That’s the general idea with a sword,” he replied.
“Not on stage, it’s not.”
He gave a grunt, which told Kat all she needed to know about his opinions on stage-fighting.
Well. She wondered what his opinion was on a woman who’d been bitten by some sort of werecat and found herself with enhanced hearing, eyesight, and strength?
She raised an eyebrow at him. He lowered the tip of his sword to touch hers.
“Wolfe,” said the lecturer, as the dark-eyed man began to circle Kat. “What are you doing?”
Wolfe’s eyes never left Kat’s. She stepped to her right. So did he. Rising up on the balls of her feet, she moved again, sword held steady to one side. Wolfe moved too.
Then he lunged, so fast she only just saw him. Someone yelled, but Kat barely noticed. Her feet moved automatically, all those years of ballet taking over as she leapt to one side, high in the air. The step was called a pas de chat—like a cat—and it made her smile as she came down and whirled to clash her blade against Wolfe’s.
Prokofiev’s Romeo and Juliet, she thought. I danced that at the Royal Ballet in London. I watched night after night as half the male cast fought with swords.
Granted, they hadn’t been fighting like this. Wolfe didn’t jeté or pirouette, and he didn’t fight for show. He stayed low, every muscle tense, moving with incredible speed and grace.
He knew how to fight. Kat knew how to dance. She leapt back and sideways, light on her toes, knocked the sword from his hand mid-leap and grinned—
—and came down too hard, out of practice, her weak knee giving way.
Wolfe darted in to grab his sword before it hit the ground, falling to his knees above her, straddling her chest. He had a sword in each hand.
Everything was utterly silent, but for the thump of Kat’s heart and the rasp of Wolfe’s breath. 
The last time a guy knelt on my chest, I was sucking his cock, Kat thought, and felt a rush of heat to her pussy. Above her, Wolfe shifted. His dark, dark eyes were fixed on hers. His lips were parted.
Kat wondered if he was half as turned on as her.
Her eyes dipped to his crotch.
He was.
“Wolfe,” she said, hardly more than a whisper.
“Kat,” he rumbled.
He lowered both swords to the ground. Kat arched up. Her breasts pressed against his thighs.
Someone started clapping, and the abrupt snap of sound made Kat flinch. The moment broke, and she whipped her head around to stare at the lecturer, who was glaring at them both.
“Yes, yes,” he said, “a wonderful demonstration, you’re obviously very skilled. Ballet?”
Kat nodded. Wolfe moved abruptly to his feet, and Kat tugged on her t-shirt where it had ridden up. Cold air assaulted her, and she realized she’d been lying there on the ground about to reach up and kiss a man she didn’t even know, who’d just fought her with a sword, in front of a whole lecture theatre.
Heat bloomed in her cheeks, and she scrambled to her feet and fled.
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