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Embracing the
Wolf




Kat, a hunter
with the Werewolf Control Forces, fled her alpha werewolf lover,
Amon, when he told her that she too had the gene in her blood and
would one day mature into a werewolf—into his mate.




Four years on,
Kat has now matured. Each night she fights the ‘beast’ inside of
her and her desire to return to Amon. She hunts rogue werewolves
with a vengeance, hating her kind and her blood, gaining
satisfaction from eradicating those that have surrendered to
darkness and violence, but she can’t change her feelings and her
craving for Amon is becoming stronger with every dream she has of
him.




When Amon’s
pack finally catches up with her, she discovers that he’s
dangerously close to turning rogue and only she can save him from
the darkness. An encounter with Amon reignites the passion they had
once shared, dreams constantly stir her hunger for him, and Kat
finds herself faced with a hard decision. Will she let him turn
rogue and hunt him, or will she embrace the wolf and mate with Amon
to save them both?
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Chapter
1




Four years.




Four years ago, she had
fled her home. Four years ago, she had run away from him and her
feelings.




Those four years had not
erased him from her memory. She still recalled the heat of his
touch and the tender brush of his lips against her skin.




Amon.




Kat ghosted her hands over
her bare arms, over flesh chilled by winter night. As she thought
of him, her hands became the intimate, loving caress of Amon’s. The
memory weakened her and stirred desire to return to him. She
cursed, breaking the silence of the cemetery. It was impossible to
escape her feelings and her intense craving for him. No matter how
far she ran.




She stood on the stone
sarcophagus in the centre of the cemetery, a breeze washing her
skin. Inky darkness stretched in front of her. Bright
moonlight-cast shadows stretched long from the trees, swallowing
the graves that edged the crammed lot. Silence became a comforting
shroud over the Earth.




Her target lay dead below
her. One less werewolf in the world. In human form again and naked,
his body was bloodied and beaten from their fight. Lifeless eyes
stared up at the moon, as though that goddess could still answer
the prayers of her child.




The recovery unit were
coming to take the body away. Kat hated having to wait for them.
With the hunt over, she had nothing to occupy her mind. Her
purposelessness ate at her, opening up a hollow feeling inside her.
It attacked the carefully constructed barriers around her heart and
brought thoughts of Amon.




Kat’s gaze rose to the
moon. She sought the calm it normally inspired in her. Her black
pistols weighed heavily at her sides tonight, their silver load
dragging her insides down and turning her stomach to
lead.




She pressed a hand to her
chest.




The beast stirred in the
depths of her heart and snarled for freedom.




Amon had warned her that
it would once she had matured. Back then, she hadn’t believed him.
She had run.




The idea of housing a
werewolf in her body had frightened her. When her beast had risen,
it had redefined the word ‘frightened’. Kat had been so scared that
she had almost run back to Amon. He had been right. Her blood was
werewolf, just as his was, but that didn’t mean that she was going
to let it control her. She would never change.




She was not an
animal.




And she would not
surrender to it. Every day of her life, Kat fought it and hid her
dirty secret. Every day of her life, she hunted her kin.




Kat had joined the
Werewolf Control Forces after they had rescued her from an attack
in which a friend of hers had died. The commander of the group had
taken pity on her and had offered to train her so she could have
her revenge. She had gladly taken the opportunity.




Back then, Kat had not
known what tainted blood ran in her veins.




When she had reached the
level of hunter, she had met Amon. He had come to her unit and
reported a rogue werewolf within his pack. Even though Kat had
known what Amon was, she hadn’t been able to stop her feelings for
him. He was everything good and, over time, she had come to see
that not all werewolves were out to kill humans. It was only then
that she had discovered she carried werewolf blood in her
veins.




If she had known about the
genes she had inherited from her parents before she had joined the
Werewolf Control Forces, she still would have gone through with it.
Eliminating the rogue werewolves, those that had turned dangerous
and had made it onto the WCF’s lists, gave her purpose.




When she had found out
about her blood, her job had given her something more too. It gave
her a strange sense of satisfaction. She hated her kind more than
ever. She hated the blood that ran in her veins. She hated that she
had never known, and that her foster parents had never told her.
She hated her dead parents.




Now she hunted those her
of her kin that had turned dangerous, those that had become lost in
darkness and the violence that the beast inside called
for.




She killed others too,
werewolves that were not on the list.




Anyone that Amon sent
after her met with a silver bullet.




The beast inside her rose
again. She forced it to heel. It fought back and she took deep
calming breaths until the hunger to change had passed. Her hand
trembled against her chest. It was growing stronger and harder to
control, but there was not a chance in hell that she would let it
take over.




A large black van crawled
along the winding gravel road of the cemetery. Stones crunched
under the fat tyres. She gestured to it and then hopped down from
the tomb.




Her gaze fell to the dead
werewolf.




Amon would be
angry.




Tonight, it had been one
from his pack. Amon was close to finding her. Or was she close to
finding him? Her unit moved every four weeks. A few months ago, she
had realised that her and Amon were gradually moving towards each
other. Every new town brought them one step closer to meeting again
and she could not bring herself to make the unit change its
schedule.




Not when she was so
close.




Every inch of her craved
the fire of Amon’s touch. Every night she had dreamed of him,
reliving each sensual and erotic moment of their time together.
Those dreams had now turned to nightmares. And in those nightmares
there was nothing but pain—agonising, searing pain—that woke her
bathed in cold sweat and shaking.




What did they
mean?




Her heart said that she
knew the answer to that question.




The sound of the van
pulling to a halt snapped her out of her thoughts. Three men
dressed in the standard black fatigues of her unit hopped down from
the back. They grabbed the werewolf and hauled it into the van as
though it was meat at a market.




The commander offered her
a lift. Kat waved him away and watched the van leave.




The graveyard fell quiet
again. The silence was comforting. Out here in the dark night, she
could forget the horror of her dreams and the words they
whispered.




Kat turned slowly to
regard the man stood barely fifteen foot from her. Leyton. It had
taken him longer to arrive than expected. The grim set of his face
said the dead werewolf was not the only reason for his
visit.




“Amon is in
pain, isn’t he?” she whispered, afraid to raise her voice and
acknowledge that Leyton was really there. He looked exactly as she
remembered him, but then werewolves didn’t age once they had
matured.




Amon had sent him on
purpose.




Leyton was like a brother
to her.




A solemn nod was Leyton’s
answer. Long pale fingers pushed through his sandy waves of hair,
clawing it back in a movement of sheer frustration and
helplessness. His hair fell back down when his hand had passed,
brushing his forehead.




“He needs you,
Kat.” The deep voice didn’t suit his tall slight figure. Neither
did the black jeans and dark zip up jacket. She was used to seeing
him in smarter attire. Blue eyes held hers, bright in the
moonlight.




Kat knew what those words
meant.




Leyton took a step towards
her.




When werewolves reached
maturity, the need to find their mate would arise. Once it had
awoken, they only had a few years to complete the mating or they
became feral and dangerous. The longest recorded time between the
mating awakening and being completed safely was five years. Four
years ago, Amon had told her that she was his mate. That night, she
had fled. By now, he would be verging on dangerous. If he turned
then she would have to kill him.




As much as Kat feared that
thought, the alternative frightened her more. To become his mate
she would have to accept what she was and change. She couldn’t do
it. The idea of becoming an animal, a hybrid being, turned her
blood to ice.




“He knows that
he scared you,” Leyton said in a coaxing whisper, calm and
measured. “He was only being honest that night. You’re his mate,
Kat. Without you he’ll—”




“Don’t!” Kat
cut him off with a glare. Leyton didn’t need to tell her what would
happen. She dealt with rogue werewolves on a nightly basis. She saw
the dark, violent creature he would become. She closed her eyes and
told herself that it would not happen to Amon. Leyton was only
trying to scare her.




The trouble was he was
succeeding.




“Will you see
him?”




Kat looked into Leyton’s
eyes.




There was hope in their
depths. Meet Amon?




She couldn’t.




Every inch of her rebelled
at the thought. It would be dangerous. Not because he could be
close to turning, but because if she saw him, she might lose her
nerve and return to him.




She longed to feel his
warm fingers stroking her skin, caressing her in a way that spoke
so deeply of his love. She ached to have his soft lips sliding
against hers. She craved the way it felt to be in his arms,
comforted and safe from the world as she breathed in his spicy
scent.




Her eyes closed. She
couldn’t do it.




“You must feel
it,” Leyton continued with a desperate note in his voice. Clearly
he had realised that she needed convincing. If anyone could do it,
he could. Leyton was Amon’s beta wolf and she had grown close to
him during her time with Amon. She trusted him. He knew that and it
seemed he was going to use it against her. “You must sense the
looming danger.”




Kat lowered her head and
turned it away. She stared blindly at the grass. She did feel it.
As a potential mate for Amon and someone who shared a love bond
with him, Kat felt his pain as though it were her own.




It ripped her apart each
day.




“Will you see
him?” Leyton repeated, firmer this time. His tone demanded an
answer. He stepped towards her, until she felt his presence close
to her back. “Just see him, that is all I’m asking. It will soothe
him. He will not hurt you.”




Kat’s stomach turned. Was
Amon that far gone? Icy fingers squeezed her heart. She couldn’t
bear the thought that he might become dangerous and make it onto
her unit’s list. The idea of having to hunt him turned her stomach,
but her only other option was to give in to the werewolf
inside.




“No,” she
whispered, unable to say that word with conviction when her heart
begged her to go to Amon.




Leyton stepped closer. Her
senses detected the aura of worry surrounding him. Leyton never
worried, not even about Amon. It confirmed her worst fear. Amon was
growing close to turning.




“I promise you,
Kat, he will not know that you are there. Just see him and then
make up your mind. The next time you meet, do whatever your heart
decides. Save him or kill him.”




“Perhaps
killing him would be saving him,” she muttered to her feet and
focussed on the bloodied grass. He wouldn’t know she was there? She
could see him, could reassure herself and ease her fears, and he
would never know she had been there. The temptation was almost
overwhelming.




Silence stretched into
minutes as she waged an internal war—her heart against her mind.
She ached to see Amon, but the price was too high. If she went, she
might not be able to contain the beast within. If she didn’t go,
the next time she saw Amon he might be her target. A vision of Amon
lying dead at her feet as the werewolf had been tonight flashed
across her eyes. Her heart won.




“He won’t know
I’m there?” Kat looked at Leyton and searched his face for the
truth behind his answer. The craving was too strong to ignore but
she had to be sure that Amon wouldn’t sense her. Once she had seen
him again, she would make a final decision just as Leyton had
asked.




“I promise you
that he won’t.”




Those words weren’t a
comfort. Would Amon not know that she was there because he was so
far gone already, so close to the edge? Werewolves became deranged
violent creatures when the beast took over. Their bloodlust
nightmarish. She had seen them tear humans apart for fun or nothing
more than sating their aggression.




She hesitated a moment,
still not sure this was a wise idea, and then pointed towards the
cemetery gates. “Lead the way.”




Leyton took her to an area
deep in the city outskirts and far from the residential streets.
Desolate red-brick factory buildings towered over her. Their tall
windows were made of rectangular panes that were either smashed or
coated by an impenetrable layer of grime. Winter wind whistled
through them, a haunting symphony. The moon drained their colour.
There was sadness about this place that left her feeling more
lonely and cold than the cemetery had done.




Kat walked in silence. Her
right hand rested on one of her pistols. The feel of it soothed her
raw nerves. Her steady heart beat a little quicker when Leyton
brought her to the end of a small dark alley. He opened a
door.




Amon was in one of these
dead buildings.




She had thought they were
only passing through this area into one less bleak.




“We cannot move
him again,” Leyton said in a casual tone, as though he was making
small talk about the weather rather than his alpha.




A glance into his eyes
revealed that there was nothing casual about those words. The pain
in their depths spoke to her heart. They silently begged her to
give Amon a reprieve and accept the beast inside her so she could
be the one to save him from a fate worse than death. Kat turned
away and forced herself to scan the interior of the old factory. A
good hunter knew every entry and exit. If Amon was close to
turning, she might need them. Sometimes it was better to run than
fight.




Leyton led the way. She
followed close behind, memorising the maze of metal walkways above
her and the old dust covered machinery. They entered a bright
white-washed and distinctly clinical-looking room, leaving the
darkness and grime behind. The lights stung her eyes. They had to
hurt Leyton’s too. Her fingers flexed around her gun when she
sensed movement. They weren’t alone.




Three huge male werewolves
in human form stood before her. In large hands made for killing,
each gripped a black rifle that looked like the type used for
tranquilising wild animals. The males stepped forwards, their broad
black-clad bodies a dark menacing contrast to the white
room.




They didn’t bother
her.




What they protected
did.




The werewolves partially
blocked her view, but she could see enough to make her ache with
sorrow.




A steel cage stood in the
middle of the room. Its bars were as thick as her wrists. Inch deep
glass surrounded it on all sides. Nothing but the cage reflected on
the far wall of the glass. It was mirrored. They had surrounded him
with mirrors and steel.




Kat glanced at Leyton. He
had been right. Amon wouldn’t see her.




“It is
sound-proofed,” Leyton said in a voice at normal volume, as though
to prove the fact.




Her gaze settled on the
cage.




Amon would never know that
she had been here for him, with him. Her eyebrows furrowed and she
stepped through the group of four werewolves, not paying them any
heed. Immense sadness seized her heart.




Amon paced back and forth
across the small width of his prison. Shirtless and shoeless, he
wore nothing but black jeans. He looked exactly as she remembered
him but she sensed a difference. A longing to free him warred with
a desire to flee again. She stood still, frozen to the spot by
indecision and a need to witness what she had done to the man that
she had once loved.




Still loved.




“It’s a
necessary precaution,” Leyton said close beside her. She looked up
into his eyes, silently asking him if he honestly believed that and
if he was alright with it. He looked away, at Amon. “He no longer
trusts himself.”




Her gaze returned to Amon,
drawn by the waves of pain that emanated from him, both physical
and emotional.




“Leave us,”
Leyton said and heavy boots marched into the distance. The guards
were gone.




Kat walked forwards, until
she was within a metre of the cubicle. Her gaze followed Amon, back
and forth, back and forth, relentless in his pacing. Tears trembled
on the brink of falling as she remembered all the times that she
had spent with him.




The handsome smile and
twinkling eyes full of love that she recalled were gone. The set of
his face was grim now, eyebrows knitted into a constant frown. His
black hair had grown wild, hanging to his jaw in tangled threads.
The hard muscles of his broad chest were covered in claw
marks.




Had he been tearing at
himself? It pained her to see him, to sense him so close but so far
away. Her hand trembled where it still held her holstered gun. Her
other rose shakily towards the glass.




“Amon,” she
whispered, quiet enough that Leyton wouldn’t hear her. Amon turned
and raised his head, but didn’t look at her.




Her heart broke to see his
beautiful dark eyes and bowed lips. There was nothing soft or
tender about them now. His eyes held pain. His lips were compressed
into a thin line of restraint.




“Are you
alright?” Leyton said in a low voice. It wasn’t so Amon wouldn’t
hear them. Leyton was worried about her now too.




“I never knew
he was in such a state,” she whispered and glanced at Leyton before
her eyes darted back to Amon.




She pressed her hand
against the glass, wishing that she could touch him, wishing that
she were brave enough to let him know that she was here.




Amon stopped in the middle
of the cage. Suddenly, he arched his back, threw his arms out by
his sides, tensed and shaking, and howled at the roof.




Her heart jumped and
pounded in response to the intense vulnerability in his howl and
his pained expression. The call to her was clear, speaking his need
of her. Something powerful inside her responded.




Panic filled her, a riot
of conflict and fear. She fought her beast as she backed away from
the cage. She couldn’t bear it anymore. Tears stung her eyes. She
ran, shoving Leyton away as he moved into her path. She had been
stupid to come. She had known deep in her heart that if she saw
Amon, she would feel the incredible pull to him that she always
had.




She bolted from the
factory, fleeing him again, and didn’t stop running until she had
reached her apartment. Flinging the door shut behind her, she went
straight to her bathroom and splashed cold water on her face to
mask her tears.




After a moment, she raised
her head and stared at her dripping wet reflection in the mirror on
the cabinet above the sink. The water had erased her tears but had
done nothing to remove the feelings colliding inside
her.




“Stupid,” she
said to herself, frowning so hard her dark eyebrows almost met.
Redness marred her deep brown eyes, a sign of the tears that she
had washed away.




When she closed her eyes,
the image of Amon pacing the small cage filled her mind. Her heart
clenched all over again. He’d howled with so much pain that she had
felt it.




Amon was close to
turning.




Her gaze fell to her
guns.




She didn’t have much time
to make her decision.







****




Chapter
2




Kat arched off the bed.
Her bare body pressed against the warm hard wall of his. He pushed
down against her hip, his rigid shaft scalding her thigh. Teasing
fingers trailed lightly over her skin, caressing and leaving flames
in their wake that licked at her senses. Shivers of hot needles
swept across her flesh, igniting delight wherever they travelled,
affecting her right down to her marrow.




His fingertips dragged the
fire around her breasts, a path that smouldered long after the
caress had gone, working in circles until they brushed her taut
nipples. Moaning, she thrust her breasts up, eager to feel the
touch again. He took the pert bud between skilled fingertips and
lightly squeezed, sending another tremble of desire through her and
causing her breasts to tighten.




Kat sighed her approval
and then frowned when he moved away, heading lower. Her body begged
for more than the barely-there touch. She needed to feel his
strength and passion. She wanted him to be rough with her, not
torture her with this gentle exploration. Her arm covered her eyes
as hot fingers travelled lower, teasing her stomach and encircling
her navel. She arched into him again, pushing her pelvis against
his, and groaned.




“Amon,” she
whispered, heated and hungry.




A deep chuckle filled her
ears, making her quiver as she imagined what he would look like.
Leaning over her. His body poised and tensed. The long black
threads of his hair brushing his cheeks. His rich brown eyes intent
on her, his focus wholly on her pleasure.




His touch disappeared,
leaving her cold, and instead of the relief that she had expected,
he increased her torture. His mouth fiercely claimed her right
nipple, rolling the hard bead between his teeth. His hand closed
over her other breast. She tensed and shuddered with need as his
weight bore down on her, pressing her deep into the mattress, and
silently pleaded him to quench her thirst to have him inside
her.




Another moan escaped her
when he moved downwards, worshipping every subtle plane of her body
with the soft velvet stroke of his tongue and lips. Stoking the
fire inside her until it was beyond her control. Desire took the
reins and she writhed against him. She couldn’t take any
more.




Her eyes rolled back in
her head when he licked her hip and then her stomach, moving slowly
towards where she needed him most. Just a little farther. She
groaned and removed her arm from her eyes to scowl at him when he
moved away again, kissing up towards her breasts. Tease.




Her volley of abuse was
lost before it could reach her lips when he grabbed her. Her arms
were above her head before she could say a word. Long fingers
tightly enclosed both of her wrists. Her heart hammered when she
met his eyes. Wicked hunger filled them, black and violent,
commanding. With a half smile, she faked a struggle, wanting to
feel his strength and know that she was at his mercy. He had always
played this way with her, willing to dominate her if she wanted
it.




She wanted it
alright.




Amon growled and tightened
his grip on her wrists until they hurt. Kat surrendered herself to
him as his mouth claimed hers. His tongue delved between her lips,
hot and probing, its sensual glide tearing a moan from her
throat.




Their teeth clashed as he
pushed down against her, trapping her beneath him in the most
delicious way. She relaxed, intoxicated by his sheer primal
strength and his desire for her. He groaned into her mouth, his
tongue brushing every part of it with fierce attention as though
her taste was a drug and he was addicted. No part of her mouth was
left untouched—her teeth, gums, cheeks, everywhere. She stroked his
tongue with hers, savouring his taste as though it might be her
last.




When her tongue traced his
lips, his murmured his approval into her mouth and drew back. She
licked them again, memorising the soft fullness. A new hunger awoke
in her, a desire to change the tempo of this erotic dance. She
wanted to explore every inch of him. She wanted to breathe in the
sensual warm masculine scent of his skin.




She wanted to feel the
changing landscape of his body beneath her lips and tongue,
charting the places where his skin was soft and sensitive. Her body
hummed at the thought of such a long adventure across his, at the
thought of worshipping him as he deserved to be, this epitome of
male beauty and strength.




She ached to serve this
god.




She longed to be served by
him.




Her whole body sung in
response when he claimed her mouth again, thrusting his tongue
between her lips in a show of unrestrained dominance. She cried out
for more, lost in the waves of pleasure rocking through her.
Thoughts of quiet hours spent touching and caressing were torn from
her by the feel of his palm moulded around her breast and his hard
length against her hip. She jacked off the bed again and rubbed his
erection with her thigh, urging him into taking her.




Amon thumbed her pert
nipple before rolling it between his fingers, sending sparks
shooting out from its centre that stole her breath along with his
kiss and sent her mind spinning. He swallowed her moans and thrust
against her hip.




Dazed with lust and the
heat of desire, she wriggled beneath him, desperate to get him
between her legs where he belonged. The burning inside her was too
much. She begged him to quench it.




He growled into her mouth
and moved between her legs, parting them roughly with his knees.
His hand left her breast and in one gasping thrust, he was inside
her. Eyes wide, she stared up at him as he held her captive,
filling her over and over with his hard length.




It was bliss.




Kat relaxed beneath him,
compliant under his commanding roughness. She looked up at him
through hooded eyes. His face mirrored her own, a picture of
ecstasy and hunger. A smile tugged at the corners of her lips. This
was how it should be. She was made to love him. He was hers
alone.




Amon’s hand tightened
around her wrists as he rocked against her, his eyes narrowing with
a frown of concentration. The spark of pain his grip sent through
her settled in her chest. She moaned and pressed her body into his,
until they were one flesh, moving together in a mindless frenzy and
rush to come undone.




Their hot, sweat-dampened
skin stuck to each other, hindering their movements but not slowing
either of them. She clamped her muscles around his shaft, quivering
on the brink and desperate to fall into ecstasy with
him.




Her eyes locked with his
and widened. Their now-golden depths betrayed the start of his
change into a werewolf and provoked a powerful response.




Something loomed inside
her, dark and menacing. Panic replaced desire. Her whole body
stiffened as her beast rose to meet his, pushing her to change. She
thrashed against him, desperate to escape him and her own wolf
side. He growled. She froze, mesmerised by the sight of his
glistening white canines. His mouth opened in a howl. Her own howl
surged through her. Her teeth grew. Her body tensed around
his.




Her beast took
control.




Kat shot up in bed,
trembling and breathing so fast that her lungs burned. She gathered
the blanket to her body and brought her knees up to her chest,
hugging herself. Cool air chilled the sweat on her back. Shivering,
she stared into the darkness of her bedroom.




The beast stirred inside
her. She pressed her hand to her chest and took deep breaths to
calm it. It was only a dream. There was no need for it to start
thinking that she was going to change and take it for a
walk.




A few minutes later, it
had quietened again and she no longer felt it. She slipped from the
bed, knowing that she couldn’t sleep now, not with the dream
thundering around her skull.




Flicking the bedside lamp
on, she dragged her fingers through her sweat-slicked red hair and
told herself to get a grip. Her hands shook when she held them out
in front of her. The green numbers on her alarm clock flashed eight
o’clock in the evening.




Kat padded across her
bedroom to the bathroom and went straight for the shower. She
stripped off, turned the shower on and stepped into the bathtub.
Standing there, she let the cold water pound down on her bare
body.




The beast was restless.
She couldn’t shift the images from the dream and they were stirring
the wolf within her. Her body hummed and tingled with the memory of
Amon’s touch. The water became cold fingers caressing her
skin.




She ducked her head under
the jet to clear it and then shut the shower off. Grabbing a
peach-coloured towel from the rack, she dried herself and closed
her mind to thoughts of Amon. Her movements as she went through her
nightly routine were mechanical.




She brushed her teeth,
tied her red shoulder length hair back into a ponytail, and applied
her perfume. Her underwear came next, followed by her black combat
trousers and black vest top. She grabbed her little figure-hugging
black shirt and paused at the mirror.




Her gaze fell to her right
upper arm.




Her fingers traced the
intricate thin black band tattooed around it. It matched Amon’s
perfectly.




She remembered the night
that they’d had them done. He’d been so sweet, holding her hand and
whispering soothing words whenever she had flinched away from the
needle. Amon had always hated to see her hurting.




Pushing those thoughts
away, she slung the shirt on and buttoned it, hiding the tattoo
from view. She went to the chair in the corner of her bedroom and
removed her holster from the back of it. In one fluid move, she had
her arms through it. The black leather sat snug across her back,
the guns hanging at her sides. They still felt heavy tonight. She
ignored them. Her tiredness was reason why the proximity of the
silver bullets affected her. It had nothing to do with
Amon.




If she was weak, just
being near silver made her sick.




When her black army boots
were on and tied, and she had her jacket, she checked herself one
more time in the mirror. Her dark eyes looked cold in her
reflection. An image of Amon appeared behind her. He placed his
hands on her shoulders and smiled. She shook him away along with
the overwhelming need she felt for him. She didn’t need him. She
needed to kill something.




Turning away from her
reflection, she put her jacket on and grabbed her phone. It rang
the moment she touched it.




She flipped it
open.




“Kat
speaking.”




“Kat, there’s
been another attack.” It was Paul, her partner at the
unit.




She left the apartment and
started down the stairs.




“Where?” She
didn’t have any werewolves on her list at the moment. Maybe whoever
had done this wasn’t on the list yet. A chill ran through her when
she remembered Amon pacing the cage. He didn’t trust himself. She
hoped it wasn’t him. She needed more time.




“The cemetery
again.”




Kat frowned. It was
unusual for a turned werewolf to hunt on another’s territory when
they had only died the night before. Normally it took weeks for one
to move in and take over.




She reminded herself that
her kill last night hadn’t been a rogue werewolf. Amon’s man would
have been there for her, not because he had any claim to the area.
The cemetery must be this new werewolf’s territory. It must have
remained hidden until now. Or perhaps it had only recently turned
dangerous and had been drawn to that area because of a werewolf
death there. A shiver danced down her spine.




“I’ll check it
out,” she said and then added, “alone.”




“Understood.”
Something in Paul’s voice said that he didn’t understand but he was
willing to let her off without a questioning tonight.




She paused, struggling to
think of what to say, and then closed the phone. It didn’t feel
right to lie to Paul. She had known him since she had joined the
Werewolf Control Forces and they had been partners for almost seven
years. He was funny and smart, and a good hunter.




Ever since she had
realised what she held inside, she had been distancing herself from
him. Once they had been good friends. Now they were practically
strangers. She wished it were different, but she couldn’t risk him
discovering that she had a werewolf inside her. She would be out of
a job if he did. The control unit didn’t employ anyone who could
potentially make it onto the list.




Kat walked through the
building doors and turned in the direction of the cemetery. A
flicker of fear settled in her stomach. What would she do if the
attacker was Amon? Leyton had asked her to make a decision. Would
she kill Amon or save him?




She wasn’t strong enough
to do either.




Her hand went to her right
gun.




The cemetery loomed ahead
of her. Flashing blue and red lights told her that the clean up
team were already at the scene. She nodded to them as she
approached and looked into the back of the ambulance. By the looks
of things, the victim was alive. The paramedics blocked her view of
their patient so she couldn’t see how bad it was. She turned away.
She didn’t need to see. She had witnessed firsthand how vicious a
rogue werewolf could be.




The ambulance driver
closed the back doors and then the vehicle pulled away. As the
screaming sirens drifted into the distance, she drew slow deep
breaths to prepare herself. The victim would survive this time. No
doubt they would wake up not remembering a thing just as all the
others did. The unit ran the hospitals and the drug they
administered was very effective at erasing recent memories. It was
the only way to stop the knowledge of werewolves
spreading.




Sometimes she wished she
had never found out about them. Other times she was glad that she
had. She was glad that she had shared a short time with
Amon.




“Kat!”




She turned, her hand
tightening around her gun. Paul jogged over to her, a broad smile
on his face. He was wearing similar black fatigues to her. A pair
of black nine millimetres swung at his waist as he ran. His short
dark curly hair was damp, glistening under the strong moonlight. It
had been a while since she had seen him and now wasn’t exactly the
best time. She wanted to be alone. She needed to make sure that the
werewolf responsible for tonight’s attack wasn’t Amon. If Paul came
with her, he would kill Amon on sight. Her whole body throbbed with
pain at that thought.




“Paul,” she
said with a breezy smile, covering her feelings. “What are you
doing here?”




“I thought I’d
come see what was going down.” He slowed to a walk and shrugged.
“Things are quiet in the north sector and this is the only werewolf
on the list.”




There was a hint of
something in his near-black eyes. His smile widened but the tight
scar that ran down the left side of his face and cut across his
lips made it look like a grimace.




“How’ve you
been?” he said and reached out to her. His question caught her off
guard but she evaded his hand. She wrapped her arms around
herself.




“Good.” Her
throat felt tight. What was she supposed to say? ‘The man that I
still love might have hurt that person and now I’m petrified of
what I might do if I see him’?




Could she really kill
Amon? The beast inside her snarled at the mere
suggestion.




“We’re still
partners, Kat,” Paul said with a hint of a frown now. His eyes
looked darker. His thumb caressed the butt of his left pistol and
toyed with the thin leather strap that held it in the
holster.




Her heart hammered against
her chest.




Silver.




Her guns felt
heavy.




Her stomach squirmed and
flipped over.




She needed to get
away.




“I know,” she
said, dragging her gaze away from his guns and managing to meet his
eyes. “I just need to be alone tonight. Maybe next time we can hunt
together. You understand, right?”




Paul’s eyes narrowed. He
was silent for a few seconds, dark emotion playing across his
features. There was a lot of anger in there. She was trying his
patience now.




“I’ll hold you
to that,” he said at last, his smile back.




He tugged his black jacket
around him, jammed his hands into his pockets, turned on his heel
and walked away.




She remained rooted to the
spot, watching him go. Her heart began to slow with each step he
took and when he had disappeared from view, it was back to
normal.




Kat took one last look
around to make sure that she was alone and then entered the
cemetery.




It was the largest one she
had ever had to do a sweep of. She worked methodically, starting at
the outskirts and slowly working inwards, her focus intent on her
surroundings so she didn’t miss a thing. She didn’t see the graves
that she passed—a mixture of moonlight-tinted solemn statues,
crosses, plain headstones, and low stone sarcophaguses.




An hour later, Kat found
herself back at the spot where she had killed the werewolf the
night before. No sign of the werewolf responsible for tonight’s
attack.




Kat stared at the grass
where the dead body had been last night. The bright moon made it
easy to see that the blood was gone. It must have rained during the
day. The air smelt fresh and cool. Winter was beginning in earnest
and the night held a hint of snow to come. It had been a while
since she had seen snow. The last time was when she had been with
Amon back at his pack’s home.




She remembered sitting
curled up on his lap on an armchair in front of a roaring fire, his
arms wrapped around her, comforting and tight. The fire had been
the only light in the dark silent room. The snow had been falling
heavily outside and blanketing the world in white. Amon had ordered
that they were left alone. She had never had such a perfect moment
in her life as that, and all they had been doing was holding each
other.




Her eyes closed with the
memory. The silence of the cemetery joined with it to soothe her,
invading every pore until she felt as still and peaceful as her
surroundings.




The hairs on the back of
her neck rose.




Someone was
close.




She turned on a pinpoint,
at the same time drawing one of her guns with her right hand. When
she came to a halt, she found herself staring down the line of her
gun at Amon. Her hand trembled, as unsteady as her breathing. The
whole of her shook along with it.




“Leyton told
me.” His voice was pure seduction, low and sensual. It caressed her
ears, warmed her heart and made it beat a little
quicker.




She breathed out sharply,
sucked in another breath, and fought to hold her gun
steady.




Amon’s long black coat
flared out in the chill breeze. He moved towards her. She held her
ground, keeping her gun on him. Her feelings collided inside her.
Fear fought calm, anger battled happiness, and hate warred with
love.




She took a step back,
needing the distance. Her palms began to sweat. She wiped her free
hand on the leg of her black combats and then wrapped it around the
one holding the gun. It still shook.




Her heart beat at a
dizzying pace. Breath short and sharp, she glared at Amon. How
could he still affect her like this? After four years, her feelings
hadn’t faded in the slightest. Just the sight of him made her knees
weak and her body tremble with need.




A faint smile curved his
lips. The moon made his eyes twinkle. Damn he was
beautiful.




He went to move towards
her. She jerked her gun, locking her arms tight to show him that
she was serious. He rocked back on his heels and
frowned.




“Did you attack
someone tonight?” The words came out fast. She had to ask, even if
the idea that he might say yes petrified her.




Amon shook his head.
Tangled threads of his black hair hung across one eye, the tips
stroking his strong jaw. He hadn’t shaved. Another smile tugged at
the corners of his lips and sent her heart fluttering.




Her hand went for her
other gun but she didn’t draw it. The gun she held aimed at him
wavered so much that she couldn’t focus on it.




“I took care of
them for you,” he whispered. “I wanted us to be alone...
undisturbed.”




Kat looked into his eyes.
Their dark depths held her, familiar but foreign at the same time.
They evoked a montage of memories made up of all the times that she
had stared into them. It culminated in that moment beside the
fire.




Undisturbed.




They had been alone then.
He had always wanted her all to himself. It seemed he still wanted
it that way. The warmth inside her heart became fire that spread
through her body, reigniting the sensations that she had felt in
today’s dream. She fought her desire and need, telling herself that
she wasn’t going to give in to him. She wasn’t, no matter how much
she wanted to.




It was a shame that her
body wasn’t getting the message. It was turning hotter by the
second. Urgent need for him burned up her heart until it was
impossible to ignore. Liquid heat pooled at the juncture of her
thighs. Her skin flushed with prickly heat at the thought of his
touch.




He took another step
towards her, ignoring her threat to shoot him.




Her breath shortened. Her
fingers closed tighter around her gun, a last stand that felt
redundant. Her heart said to surrender and let him have her. She
had missed him so much—his touch, his kiss, and his strong embrace.
She had missed all of him. And she could have him back if she only
gave up the fight.




Another step and she lost
the battle with her desire.




Kat lowered the gun a
fraction. The moment she did, he knocked her hand away, sending the
gun tumbling from her trembling fingers, and caught her cheeks in
his palms. In a heartbeat, he had tilted her head up, pressed his
body into hers, and crushed her lips with a kiss so fierce that it
branded her heart with its demand.




He wanted her.




It echoed her own need and
hunger, and her eyes closed. Her fingers grasped the collar of his
jacket and she dragged him against her. The fervour of her kiss
matched his. Her tongue hungrily plundered his warm mouth,
desperate to taste him. Stubble scratched at her lips, reddening
them, and she didn’t care. She needed more. She needed all of
him.




He drove forwards with
force and a speed that had her almost falling over her feet. The
lid of the sarcophagus behind her slammed painfully into her back,
knocking the air from her. It didn’t stop her from kissing him.
Nothing could.




Kat pulled harder on his
collar and then pushed her hands up over his strong neck. She
tangled her fingers in the soft threads of his long hair and held
his mouth against hers. He groaned, the sound of it sending a warm
rush through her entire body that heightened her desire. Filled
with an urge to feel his strength, she pushed against him with her
elbows. He responded exactly as she’d wanted.




With a growl, he shoved
forwards, slamming her back into the tomb. A firm hand settled
against her lower back, his other one snaking possessively around
the nape of her neck. He leaned into her, trapping her arms against
his chest. It still wasn’t enough. She needed to feel that this was
really him. He tasted the same on her tongue, his lips were as soft
but sensual as she remembered, and he smelt like cinnamon and fire,
but she still felt as though she was dreaming. An ache to touch him
settled deep in her core. She longed to trace the planes of his
body with her fingertips, charting muscles that she had once
intimately known and recalling paths she used to take across them
to the secret spots that made him moan. The sensitive areas that
only she knew.




Her hands went to his
collar again. She pushed his coat off his shoulders and dragged it
down, only for it to become stuck at his elbows. She had to get it
off him. She had to feel him against her. Only that would satisfy
her need and make her believe this was real.




Her eyes opened wide when
his hands shifted, claiming her hips with a primal strength that
sent a shiver of arousal through her. He pulled upwards, dragging
the hem of her shirt and her camisole with him. The material
bunched beneath her breasts. The chill night air turned her skin to
gooseflesh. Hot fingers chased away the cold, caressing her bare
sides and turning her blood to molten lava. She moaned into his
mouth, her kiss turning fierce in response to his touch.




A desperate tug on his
jacket revealed it was still stuck at his elbows and his hands
showed no sign of leaving her sides. He was stroking her back, up
and down, his touch light and making her dizzy. Her hands dived
downwards between his arms and under his black t-shirt. The first
feel of his hard abdominals made her groin throb. Prickly heat
chased across her skin. The fine trail of dark hair that led down
from his navel tickled her fingertips. She traced them upwards,
delighting in the way he tensed beneath her touch, until she
reached his pectorals. With a wicked little smile against his lips,
she raked her nails down his stomach. He sneered, grabbed her
backside with both hands and pushed her hard against the
sarcophagus. She moaned at the feel of his hardness pressing into
her groin.




Damn she needed
more.




Four years was too long.
Four years without a man’s touch. Four years without his
touch.




Kat yanked his t-shirt up
and found his chest with both hands. He moaned in pleasure, the low
sound reverberating through her as he devoured her mouth. His
tongue tackled hers and then slid sensuously along it in the exact
way it had in her dream, tasting every inch of her. The feel of his
mouth on hers, his warm hard body pressed against her most intimate
part, and his hands holding her tight awakened a primitive need in
her. Each sweep of her fingers against his tight torso sent a
tremble through her that increased her hunger for him, sending it
spiralling upwards towards a point where she knew that need would
take control and all sense of restraint would be lost.




She didn’t care. She
wanted to reach that crescendo with him, with his mouth fused with
hers, his hands claiming what was rightfully his, and their bodies
as one.




Kat grazed her thumbs over
his pebbled nipples, remembering how his eyes would roll back in
his head whenever she did that, and he groaned.




He cupped her breasts and
had his revenge, rubbing his thumbs roughly over the spot where her
nipples were beneath her clothing. Her breasts ached and tightened
in response to the delicious torture. Another moan broke the still
night air.




Amon’s lips trailed fire
across her jaw and down her throat. He buried his face there,
devouring her neck with kisses and playful bites. God, how she
loved the feel of his teeth against her flesh. She cursed him for
remembering exactly how rough she liked things and leaned her head
back to give him better access to her neck. She never had been able
resist him when he was so commanding, bending her to his
will.




Enslaved by their fire,
she embraced the passion that had always burned between them, ready
for anything and wanting it all.




Amon growled.




Kat’s beast reared up
inside her and an answering call rumbled through her
chest.




“You’ve
matured,” Amon murmured appreciatively against her throat and
kissed along her collarbone, his thumb circling her right nipple
through her shirt. The knowledge that her werewolf had set up home
in her body clearly pleased him. “The wolf has awoken.”




It raised its head in
response to that and snarled deep within her, aching for freedom.
Kat screwed her eyes closed to shut out the warring words in her
head and kissed him, desperate to forget her fears. She wanted
him.




She wanted to run wild and
free at his side and rule the night with him.




“Soon you’ll
need to mate...” His panting breath tickled her lips with each
broken word. “Or you’ll become dangerous.”




Those words were lost on
her. It was impossible to concentrate on anything but the intense
feelings that his caress evoked and the enchanting thought of being
forever his. His hands were everywhere, touching, torturing and
tempting her into submission. The beast inside cowered, lowering
its head to his own wolf, and she followed it. She knew that she
needed him, couldn’t function without him, but to have him, she
would need to do the impossible. She could do it. She could do it
to be with him.




He growled
again.




Her beast lurched
forwards.




Kat pushed Amon away,
twirling out of his grasp. He stumbled back a few paces, his look
one of incredulity. She panted hard to catch her breath and clawed
back control. Her hands shook as she ran them over her hair. She
had been so close.




Amon’s look was pure anger
as he stared at her with dark eyes. When he tilted his chin up,
moonlight bathed his skin. His eyes turned golden. They frightened
her. She reached for her other gun, drawing it in the space of a
heartbeat and aiming at him. She had almost given in. He had almost
convinced her.




“Kat... you’ve
matured,” he whispered huskily.




“So you said,”
she countered and tightened her grip on the gun. “But it hasn’t
changed a thing. I’m not an animal.”




He looked as though he
wanted to smile at that declaration. Did her fear amuse him? She
wasn’t an animal and she certainly wasn’t going to become one by
surrendering to the creature locked inside her body.




“It has, Kat.
You look barely a year older than when I last saw you.”




Her heart pounded and,
without thinking, she touched her face. It was true. She had
stopped aging when she had matured.




“It’s only a
matter of time before someone notices, Kat.” He took a step towards
her, his fluid and graceful movements reminding her more of a
panther than a wolf. There was something deeply sensual and
arousing about the way he moved when he wanted her. It made her
feel as though she was the only woman in existence. The only one
for him.




The gold drained from his
irises, leaving them black in the strong moonlight. He extended a
hand to her. Her throat turned dry at the sight of him standing
before her, his masculine beauty speaking to her as it always had,
making her want him. She had never seen anyone as handsome as him,
and had never believed someone so good looking could want someone
like her.




His fingertips shifted in
a wave, a silent command for her to take his hand. God, she wanted
to. She ground her teeth and locked her elbows, focussing on her
gun. No. She couldn’t do it. She wouldn’t accept the beast inside
her. Not even for Amon.




Her heart clenched when
his expression changed to show a trace of hurt, his dark eyes
shining with sorrow.




“I love you,
Kat.”




Damn him and those four
words. She gritted her teeth and tried to shake away the impact
they had on her. The warm hazy feel lingered in the depths of her
heart and soul.




He reached out to her
again.




“I need you now
more than ever,” he whispered with a pained look. “I need you more
than they do. I can’t live without you anymore, and I know you feel
the same. I know you love me.”




She struggled to form a
denial and failed. Staring at him, she trembled from head to toe,
still dizzy from his kisses and his declaration of love.




There was a flicker of
anger across his face and then it changed to anguish. He backed
away a step, his dark eyebrows furrowing. His eyes brightened into
pure gold.




He pressed a hand to his
chest, fingertips digging in as though he was trying to grab
something. A feral growl escaped him and he sneered with it,
curling his lip to reveal extending canines. Instinct screamed at
her to run. She backed off and straight into the tomb behind her.
Her eyes locked with his and she couldn’t look away. Pain and fear
mixed with hunger and violence in them. With an anguished cry, he
screwed his eyes shut and clawed at the sides of his
head.




Her heart missed a beat
when she realised that he was fighting the change. Her eyes darted
about, checking their surroundings. If he changed out here, she
would have no choice but to kill him. They were too close to the
busy main streets of the city. She couldn’t let him run
free.




Leyton’s words came back
to her.




Would she kill
him?




Or would she save
him?




The gun felt heavy in her
hand. She stared at Amon, unable to look away while he struggled
against his beast, fighting for control. She didn’t know what to
do. She couldn’t decide.




“Kat,” he
whispered through clenched teeth. The sound of her name spoken with
such desperation wrenched at her heart. She took a step towards
him, wanting to comfort him, and then stopped herself.




She couldn’t find her
voice to tell him that she was with him. Fear stole it along with
her ability to breathe normally. Her rough breaths filled her ears,
mingling with his low growls and whimpers of pain.




“Kat,” he
muttered again and gradually straightened. The colour came back to
his face and his hands fell to his side.




“Amon?” she
whispered and ventured another step in his direction.




He turned away and hung
his head forwards.




“It will happen
to you too.” He sounded so resigned to his fate that she reached
out to him with her free hand, lowering the gun to her side. “In a
few years, you’ll no longer be able to control
yourself.”




He glanced over his
shoulder at her, deep brown eyes full of hurt that cut her to the
core.




“It isn’t just
my life on the line, Kat.”




The breeze shifted and he
was gone. She wanted to go after him but couldn’t. She had never
mastered the speed thing. It was something that required her to
accept her beast and use the strength that it gave her.




She stared into the
darkness.




He could have drawn her
beast out. She had given in to him completely and long enough for
him to ensure that she surrendered to her beast. Why hadn’t he? She
knew she would have. If he had changed then she would have changed
right along with him. There was no way that she could have held it
back. Her hunger and need for him would have made her
change.




They could have
mated.




Both of them would have
been safe.




His words rung in her
ears. The image of him so concerned branded itself on her
mind.




He was right.




It wasn’t just his life on
the line.




If he turned, she would
follow him into the darkness.







****




Chapter
3




Amon paced the cage,
mulling over tonight’s events. She hadn’t been surprised to hear
that Leyton had told him. It had been a surprise for him to come
out of his cage only to smell a female. A familiar female. When
Leyton had told him that Kat had been there and she had seen him,
his strength had left him. He had collapsed to his knees, singing
mercy to the gods.




Then Leyton had said that
she was gone and that he feared she would decide to kill
him.




Amon’s heart had sunk and
ached, but not because of the thought of death. If he couldn’t have
Kat, if she had turned her back on him forever and no longer loved
him, he would surrender the fight. He would willingly embrace the
violence in his soul and go into the darkness to face death. It was
preferable to the thought of being alone.




But the thought of Kat
being alone pained him and pulled him back from the brink. She was
his lifeblood, his air, and his everything. Every instinct he had
screamed to protect her. He would fight legions of werewolf hunters
to keep her safe. Not even the insanity of turning would stop his
need to defend Kat. He loved her more than his own life.




He loved her down to the
marrow of his bones and the core of his soul. The darkest night and
most violent storm wouldn’t change that. He would weather the
tempest if only to give her a chance at survival. Kat was his mate.
For her he would do anything. He would bare his chest for her
bullets if she chose to kill him. He would die for her.




Amon paced back across the
cage, his guts twisting with the thought of death. If he died, if
she killed him, who would save her?




In a handful of years, she
would follow him into death’s welcoming embrace. Regardless of the
fact that she refused to change, the need to mate would arise in
her. She could deny the change but she couldn’t deny her nature. If
he died, who would protect her and save her from this terrible fate
of their species? Ice-cold needles stabbed his heart at the thought
of her being alone and hunted. He rubbed the spot over his heart on
his chest to soothe the pain.




The violent darkness would
consume Kat if she killed him.




Unless she found a
mate.




That idea tore him apart
inside. His fingers tensed and curled into tight fists at the
thought of another male touching her, touching what was
his.




Running his hands over his
hair, Amon held it back, clasping both sides of his head. He stared
at the floor and his bare feet, and crossed back to the other side
of the cage, his pacing relentless. There had to be a way to make
her see that without her mate she would turn too. He had to make
her realise that she needed him and him alone. He wouldn’t let
another have her.




Kat was his heart, his
reason for living. Kat was his.




Amon brought his hands
down and rubbed his jaw. He paused and closed his eyes as he
inhaled deeply. His skin still smelt of her and her warm sweet
taste lingered in his mouth. The unique scent of her brought back
so many memories of happier times when things had been simple and
wonderful. His honesty had complicated things more than he had
imagined it would.




He shouldn’t have waited
so long to tell her, not when he had known from their first meeting
that werewolf blood ran in her veins. The rich scent had been all
over her.




He had intended to tell
her shortly after they had met but she had changed the game. She
had kissed him. Things had snowballed after that, and he had done
everything wrong.




It was his fault that Kat
could accept him as a werewolf but not herself.




In all their times
together, those two years of bliss, he had never changed in front
of her. She had only ever seen him in his human form. When she had
been with him, he had been careful to protect her from his true
nature and his pack.




Amon sighed and dragged
his fingers over his hair.




If he hadn’t coddled her
so much, she might have been more comfortable with herself. He had
protected her from himself but he couldn’t protect her from
herself. He couldn’t hide her true nature from her.




But all he had wanted was
time with her. If he had realised the damage he was doing, he
wouldn’t have protected her so much. He would have let her see him
in his true form and would have let her interact with his pack. She
was so precious though. The thought of exposing her to such things
had made fire boil the blood in his veins. He wanted to protect
her. That was all he had ever wanted. Nothing had
changed.




Fear had made him wait.
Fear that she would leave if she knew. Fear that she would hate
him. All fear that was now justified. He had been selfish and had
paid the price.




When she had grown close
to maturing, he had told her in the gentlest way possible. He had
done it so she could find her strength and embrace her true nature,
and they could be together.




He hadn’t expected her to
run.




Then again, he hadn’t
expected her to do everything that she had done tonight. He had
been sure that she would shoot him. He had been prepared for the
pain of silver tearing through his flesh. The instant her guard had
dropped and her eyes had changed to hold a flicker of an invite, he
had felt compelled to have her. His attraction to her had only
grown stronger over their years apart. She had only become more
beautiful. He needed her more now than ever. Craved her body and
mouth against his. Hungered to be inside her.




His body responded, hard
in an instant, pushing against the fly of his jeans.




“Get a grip,”
he muttered under his breath and sat down, wincing as tight black
denim bit into his erection.




He shifted so he was more
comfortable and leaned back into the bars of the cage, the back of
his head hitting them hard. He stretched one leg out in front of
him and brought his other up, resting his elbow on his knee and
letting his hand dangle limply. He stared blankly ahead. There had
to be way to convince her to return to him and accept who she was.
He had sensed the conflict inside her tonight. She was torn between
acceptance and rejection, between defiance and surrender. He needed
her to surrender to him.




He had to save her from
the madness that he had endured these past four years.




He couldn’t let her suffer
as he had.




Lying down, he curled up
on his side. The cold bars of the bottom of his cage pressed into
him, increasing his hunger for the warm softness of Kat’s body. He
closed his eyes and heaved a sigh. Inside, he growled and ached.
Something gnawed at his soul. It was close. He was running out of
time to save her.




***




Amon rolled his eyes
closed, his breath leaving him on a sigh. He shoved his hands
underneath the pillow below his head and clutched at it. Every
muscle in his body tensed as he fought to restrain himself. Kat’s
soft breath tickled his stomach between each wet open-mouthed kiss
that marked her path across his flesh.




Her exploration of his
body was a slow steady torture, stirring need deep within him.
Fingernails grazed his stomach and he sucked it in, evading her.
She bit just above his hip, light and teasing, wrenching a growl
from his throat.




He brought his elbows
together above his head, forcing the soft pillow against his ears.
It muffled the sound of her movement. The only thing he could hear
was his own ragged breathing as he struggled to keep
control.




Kat’s hands snaked over
his chest, grazing his nipples, caressing his skin into flames.
Amon swallowed hard and focussed wholly on her, following the feel
of her moving ever downwards.




The fact that he couldn’t
see or hear her only heightened how good everything felt. Every
touch was a searing caress. Every kiss branded his flesh as hers.
Every warm breath on his skin drove him out of his mind.




His breathing quickened
when Kat reached his navel and paused there a moment. He was
tempted to open his eyes to see what she was doing, but forced
himself to keep them closed. She would move soon enough. She would
put him out of his misery.




She did.




She pressed a wet kiss to
the spot below his navel and then made a beeline for his jeans. Her
fingers were swift and confident as she unbuckled his belt and then
ripped his jeans open, popping every button in an instant. He
groaned and his hips bucked up, his aching erection hungry for her
attention.




He gasped and tensed when
she lightly ran her fingers along his hard length and then he
slowly melted into the bed. She brushed the sensitive head with her
hair, leaning over him, the light touch maddening him. Her breasts
grazed his jeans-clad thigh and he longed to be naked with her, to
feel her breasts against his chest. He longed to be inside
her.




The temptation to release
the pillow and grab her instead was overwhelming. He couldn’t move
though. It wasn’t how the dream went. He had been in control last
time. Tonight, she was in command.




His teeth sunk deep into
his lower lip when she wrapped her warm mouth around his shaft. Her
heat was incredible. He shuddered and moaned under her
ministrations. Heaven. Absolute heaven.




He arched his back and
groaned when her hands pressed into his hips, holding him down. The
sense of restraint made him burn hotter than the sun. He changed
his mind. This was heaven. This moment of sheer dominance by
her.




She sucked him slow, still
intent on torturing him. He tried to thrust into her mouth but her
hands shoved him harder against the bed. He moaned each time that
she took him into her mouth and trembled when she sucked back up to
the sensitive tip of his shaft, swirling her tongue around
it.




He couldn’t take such
divine torment.




Tensing, he jerked off the
bed and growled as he climaxed. Kat moaned with her lips still
wrapped around him. Amon sighed and slowly sunk back into the
mattress.




In the wake of the warm
rush came pain, searing and white-hot, so strong that he lost
control.




Amon woke with it wracking
his body. He stumbled to his feet, blind with pain and trembling.
Grabbing the bars of his prison, he screwed his eyes shut and
fought the darkness rising inside of him. The blackness crowded in
at the edge of his mind and control slipped through his
fingers.




His body twisted, bones
popping out of place and clicking back into another position. Black
wiry fur erupted across his skin. His ears elongated at the same
time as his nose. Razor sharp canines replaced his
teeth.




Falling to his knees, he
pressed his hands into the dusty concrete floor between the bars
and stared wide-eyed at his claws as they extended and blackened.
He couldn’t do this. He reared up onto his back legs and ripped his
jeans apart, angered by their restrictive presence. He had to keep
control. Kat needed him. He would not let her go through this
horror too. He had to go to her. He had to protect her. He would
not turn rogue.




Snarling, he hunched down
and shook all over as his body finally shifted completely into his
werewolf guise.




Throwing his head back, he
howled out his rage.




***




Kat jumped when the phone
rang. She hopped across the room, still trying to get her left boot
on, and grabbed it. Flipping the mobile phone open, she slammed her
foot down into the boot at the same time.




“Hello?”




“Kat, it’s
Paul.” He sounded out of breath. She frowned at the
phone.




“What’s up?”
Picking up her other boot, she slipped her foot into it and bent to
tie the laces, pressing the phone against her ear with her
shoulder.




“We’ve a new
boy on the list.” He paused and there was a hint of hope in his
voice when he next spoke. “You going to come out and hunt with
me?”




Her eyebrows rose and she
straightened up, retrieving her phone from her shoulder. She knew
that Paul hated the fact that she always hunted alone. It was
understandable. It wasn’t as though she had offered him any
explanation for her distance and she was supposed to be his
partner. All the other teams in the unit hunted
together.




Of course, none of the
other teams had a werewolf in hiding as one of the partners. At
least, she didn’t know if they did.




Kat finished tying her
laces and then crossed the lounge to her coat, tugging her black
shirt back into place as she walked.




“Maybe,” she
answered and slid her arms into the holster, switching her phone
between hands. Her guns still felt heavy tonight.




“You might want
to come on this hunt.” His voice was ice.




A shiver ran through her.
In a quiet voice, she said, “Why?”




“Apparently
it’s the alpha of a pack that just moved into the
neighbourhood.”




Her heart picked up pace.
A pack that had just moved in? It couldn’t be.




“Amon,” he said
without the slightest trace of emotion. “You knew him didn’t
you?”




Her stomach roiled and
flipped. Staggering backwards, she grabbed the couch to steady
herself. It was a fight to remain standing as her knees gave. She
clung to the couch with tight trembling fingers and stared blankly
at the carpet. It couldn’t be.




Amon couldn’t have turned
rogue.




He would fight it. She
knew in her heart that he wouldn’t give up without a fight. He
wouldn’t let her slip into the darkness too. He
wouldn’t.




Kat’s heart levelled out
again but a dull ache throbbed in its depths. She breathed slow and
steady, calming herself. She had to move fast if she was going to
help Amon. Now wasn’t the time to be frightened.




It struck her that Paul
had said ‘knew him’, as though Amon was already dead.




Her eyes
widened.




“Paul?” Her
voice shook with the cold fear stealing through her. He couldn’t
have said ‘knew him’ for a reason. Paul wouldn’t have killed Amon
and then called her. He couldn’t have. The whole world fell quiet.
She listened hard, trying to hear the background noises at his end
of the line, anything that could give her a clue. “Where are
you?”




A short laugh.




“Wouldn’t you
like to know?” His tone held a distinct sneer and anger. “Maybe you
should have been a better partner. You could’ve been here when he
dies.”




The line went
dead.




“Paul? Paul!”
She tore the phone from her ear and stared at it. He’d said ‘dies’
not ‘dead’. Amon wasn’t dead yet. She clung to that thought as
though it was her only hope.




Christ, she prayed Leyton
hadn’t changed his number. She punched it in and was running for
the door as it rang. She didn’t lock the door behind her. There
wasn’t time. She had to find Amon. One flight of stairs. Two. She
shoved the front doors and broke out onto the street.




The night air was cold
without her jacket. A passing man stared at her. His eyes fell to
her chest and then he backed away and crossed the road. Shit. Her
guns were on show. If the police saw her, she’d be dead.




The phone continued to
ring.




Damn Leyton.




Taking deep breaths, she
tried to calm down. If she was calm, she might be able to sense
Amon. She closed her eyes and focussed. When nothing came to her,
she realised that there was only one way of finding
Amon.




She needed to use her
beast.




She wouldn’t let it take
control. She would just let it out a little so she could sense
others like her.




It lunged forwards,
clearly sensing freedom and her desire to use it. Kat struggled to
keep it to heel. She growled right along with it, frustrated and
angry.




It wanted Amon too. It
wanted to mate. If it wanted him, it was going to have to help her
find him.




Nothing.




She stomped her foot and
then remembered what Amon had told her all those years ago. Many
people made the mistake of thinking their werewolf side was a
separate being locked within them. It wasn’t. It was part of them.
She realised that she had always kept it separate, seeing it as a
thing that had invaded her. It wasn’t. The animal inside her was
her true nature. It was part of her. It was her.




If she wanted to use that
side of herself to find Amon, she would have to accept it was a
part of her.




She shook her head and
pressed redial on her phone.




She couldn’t do
it.




Not even to save
Amon.




She couldn’t embrace the
werewolf.




Still no
answer.




She tried Paul again,
running at the same time, heading towards the cemetery. It was a
good starting point. Amon might have gone back there to see her. If
he had turned dangerous, then his focus now would be to feed and
perhaps mate. The only place he’d seen her in this town was the
cemetery. Surely, he would return there in the hopes of finding
her.




“Hello Kat.”
Paul sounded calm. The kind of calm that psychopathic murderers
did.




Pressing her finger into
her other ear to block out the ambient noise, she listened hard,
trying to hear anything that would make it clear where he
was.




“I think I’ll
hunt with you after all,” she said, out of breath as she sprinted.
“Where shall I meet you?”




There was a loud smacking
sound and then a distinct growl. Paul laughed, low and
vicious.




“Down boy,”
Paul said slightly away from the phone and her chest tightened, her
heart clenching at the thought of him hurting Amon. “It’s too late
to make amends, Kat. I gave you a chance.”




“A chance?” Kat
turned the corner that led onto a road running parallel to the main
street of the city, away from the evening crowds. It was hard to
talk and run, but she had to keep Paul on the phone. It was her
only hope. If she could keep him talking, perhaps she would buy
Amon some time. “A chance at what?”




Another cracking sound.
This time the growl was more of a whimper. Icy spears stabbed her
heart.




“You know, Kat,
I always thought there was something different about you. I thought
you were special,” Paul said, anger rolling off those words. God.
All this time he’d wanted them to be more than partners. She hadn’t
looked at a man since Amon. “Shit, I should’ve realised just how
special you were.”




What kind of special was
he talking about now?




“A freaking
werewolf. I can’t believe you kept that hidden from me.”




That kind of
special.




“Listen, Paul,”
Kat said but he stopped her with another laugh, this one short and
empty.




“Don’t try to
sweet talk me.” Paul growled the words into the phone. Her eyes
widened when she heard him cock his gun.




She ran harder, lungs
burning as she pushed past her limit. She had to get to them before
he killed Amon.




“I saw you with
dog boy last night.”




That explained the flip in
Paul’s personality. They had hardly chosen a private place for
their make out session and Amon had almost gone werewolf on her.
Paul had probably stayed around after their talk to scout for the
werewolf that had attacked in the area. He must have seen
everything.




Which led her to wonder
whether Amon was really on the list, or whether Paul was doing this
out of blind jealousy.




“You want to
say goodbye to him?”




Those words were in
strange stereo. She turned down an alley to see Paul stood with his
side to her and Amon backed into a corner. Relief, sweet and sharp,
filled her when she saw him. He stared at Paul with murder in his
eyes, but she knew that he was still in control. His long coat
obscured his body. At this distance, she couldn’t tell if he was
hurt.




“I take it
that’s a no?” Paul said, still talking into the phone. He raised
his gun and aimed straight at Amon’s head.




Kat kept running, her
steps light on the wet asphalt.




Amon leaned into the wall.
The shift in position brought his face into the light from the
streetlamp on the wall above. He looked tired, bloodied and beaten.
His hands pressed into the wall as though he needed its support.
She ached to see him looking so weak but at least he looked human.
She willed him to run. His eyes narrowed on Paul, dark and
cold.




Paul squeezed the
trigger.




Kat launched herself at
Amon and tackled him to the ground, landing hard on her shoulder as
the crack of the gunshot echoed along the street. The impact sent
the phone flying from her hand. It skidded across the wet asphalt
and stopped in a puddle.




She ended up tangled
beneath Amon, his full weight bearing down on her aching
body.




Her eyes snapped
open.




Deadly yellow ones met
them, staring cold and intent from Amon’s face.




It wasn’t time to be
frightened. She pushed Amon off her and got to her knees. Her arms
shot out either side of her, her body shielding Amon from
Paul.




“Back off,
Paul,” she whispered, venomous. Her shoulder was killing her. The
painful throb fuelled her anger and the desire to protect Amon was
impossible to ignore. If Paul wanted to kill Amon, he was going to
have to go through her.




Paul aimed the gun at her,
his eyes dark and focussed. “Move.”




“No!” She
backed into Amon, hoping he would see sense and stay
down.




Amon growled. It echoed
through her, his wolf speaking to her own. Her presence was
upsetting him. He wanted to protect her. She couldn’t let him. Paul
wouldn’t shoot her but he would shoot Amon. She reached behind her
and placed her hand on Amon’s back, praying the contact would keep
him calm long enough for her to find a way out of this
situation.




She turned slightly and
looked at Amon. He stared up at her, blood streaking the side of
his face from a cut on his temple, eyes golden and speaking to her.
Her own wolf rose inside her, responding to her feelings. She
wanted to protect him too. She had to protect him. There was only
one way to do it.




Paul cocked the
gun.




She turned, yellow eyed,
to face him. The surge in power was mind-blowing as she accepted
the wolf inside her.




“Will you kill
me too when they put me on the list?” she said.




Paul swallowed hard. The
gun shook in his hand.




“If you kill
Amon, I’ll follow him into the darkness.” She furrowed her eyebrows
and stood slowly, not wanting to startle Paul into reacting by
moving too fast. “I need him.”




A growl echoed low and
deep in her chest and rumbled through her mouth. Her teeth
extended, the feel of them elongating making her sick to her
stomach. Trembling all over, she stood her ground, frightened of
the strange feelings inside her as she surrendered to her true
nature and started to change.




She could do this. This
side of her was the only one who could save Amon. She needed to
embrace it and accept it. Her heart filled with strength and
resolve. Amon was everything to her.




She had made her
decision.




She would protect
him.




With a feral growl, she
sprung at Paul. She knocked the hand he held the gun in to the
side, grabbed his collar and slammed him into the black asphalt
with her body weight. Her claws ripped through his jacket and
scratched at his flesh. The smell of blood filled the air, driving
her on. She fought the change, not wanting to turn completely. She
was stronger and more agile in this strange in between state. She
had to stay strong and not lose control.




Paul shoved her away and
she rolled to her feet, crouched low and ready for the fight. He
swung his arm around, bringing the gun to point at her, and she
leapt and swept her leg out in a high kick. Paul grunted when her
foot connected with his hand, sending the gun toppling from his
hand.




She flinched as it hit the
floor, afraid that it would go off. Paul launched himself at her.
Kat blocked one punch after another, drawing on her years of
training as a hunter to predict Paul’s moves and the speed her new
heightened abilities gave her. They had been trained together at
the Werewolf Control Forces, but while their combat was similar,
she was stronger.




He caught her hard with a
left hook that sent her mind spinning. As she stumbled backwards,
he grabbed her by shirt and pulled her back towards him. She
quickly ducked to avoid his fist and slammed her own up into his
gut, heaving him off the floor. His face hit her shoulder as he
doubled up. She pushed him off her and brought her leg around in a
lotus kick, catching him across the head with her heel and sending
him down onto the wet asphalt.




Breathing deep and steady,
she readied herself for his counter attack. He was faster than she
had anticipated, coming at her from a low crouch and grabbing her
around the waist. He tackled her to the floor, landing heavily on
top of her and knocking the air from her lungs. She grunted on
impact. Her head smacked off the asphalt and her bones ached from
the force of the blow.




Paul grabbed her
shoulders, pressing down on them, pinning her. She wriggled beneath
him, fighting his hold on her. He pushed his hips against hers and
she growled, disgusted by the feel of his crotch against hers. Her
growl was joined by another, this one deeper and fierce. Amon. Her
gaze shot to him where he knelt a short distance away. Bloody
murder shone in his eyes. He tried to push himself up but collapsed
back to his knees.




Paul laughed. “You wanna
watch while I take your bitch?”




Kat’s eyes locked back on
Paul’s, red-hot anger burning through her. Never. She would never
let another man touch her.




The wolf side of her bayed
for his blood. It wanted his life as payment for hurting her mate
and threatening her. She shut out the coaxing whispers in her mind.
She couldn’t kill Paul. No matter how great the
temptation.




She forced Paul off her,
rolled away and went to rise to her feet.




Paul kicked her in the
stomach while she was still on all fours. She coughed and turned in
time to see him stand, his gun back in his hand. He swung it to
point at her. She stared down at the barrel. Cold flashed through
her. Her heart stopped.




A second of silence ticked
by.




Kat rolled as Amon rose
behind Paul, eyes flashing gold and his growl splitting the air.
His claws ripped through the back of Paul’s neck in a swift
devastating arc. Blood splattered up the wall.




Paul wobbled on his feet
and then crumpled to the ground.




Kat crouched, breathing
hard to control her desire to change completely and her need to
vomit at the sight of Paul’s neck snapping.




Her gaze crept to Paul
where he lay in a pool of his own blood.




Dead.







****




Chapter
4




Amon threw his head back
and howled at the night sky, primal in his strength and raw in his
power. Kat cowered, awed and drawn to him by a pull so strong that
she couldn’t ignore it. She didn’t want to. His howl called to her
blood, to every fibre of her being, and said that he needed her and
he would have her. She belonged to him.




Standing, Kat met his eyes
and tilted her chin back. He stared at her. Her breathing turned
heavy, her own hunger and love for him growing more intense the
longer she looked into his golden eyes.




Amon stalked towards her,
his coat flaring out to reveal a tight t-shirt and jeans that
emphasised his lithe body and made her fingers itch to explore. He
lowered his head and looked up at her through his lashes. His eyes
narrowed. When he was within arm’s reach, he growled. It sent a
shiver of need through her. She kept still but dropped her gaze to
the ground and turned subservient. Amon was still a danger to her.
Even though he hadn’t turned completely, he was still close to the
edge. One wrong move and she could end up like Paul.




Amon leaned in towards her
neck and breathed deep. His lips coursed over her skin. He was
tasting her, checking her identity and willingness. She was
willing. More than willing. He growled again.




Kat returned with one of
her own, instinct controlling her actions. His hands grasped her
upper arms. It was difficult for her to avoid tensing. The more
compliant she was, the less likely he was to hurt her.




His tongue traced a hard
line up her throat.




She shivered and moaned,
her eyelids falling to half-mast.




He started to growl but
his grip slackened. His knees buckled. Kat grabbed his arm to
steady him and placed it around her shoulders. His show of weakness
shocked some reality back into her. They had to get out of
here.




“Amon?” she
whispered.




His eyes met hers again.
Still golden and deadly.




“We have to
split,” she said and tenderly brushed the bloodied strands of his
black hair from his face. “We’ll get you back to the warehouse.
Leyton will help.”




He shook his head, defeat
surfacing in his eyes for the briefest of moments.




“Don’t you dare
give up on me now!” She almost growled the words and started
walking. Her senses dulled when she changed back to her human form,
her canines shrinking back into place.




She had accepted what she
was and had embraced the wolf. Amon couldn’t give up now. She
wanted to mate with him and save them both. It couldn’t be too
late. It just couldn’t.




The walk back to the
warehouse was slow, Amon’s weight on her shoulders almost too much
to bear. She took the time to check him over as best she could. A
nasty jagged cut ran from his temple into his hair on the left side
of his head, and a deep gash on his right cheekbone. Paul had
pistol-whipped him. The image of Amon killing Paul flickered across
her eyes. He had been protecting her. He had killed to defend her.
If he was trying to keep her safe from harm, he had to know who she
was and that she was his mate.




The warehouse loomed ahead
of them. She glanced at Amon. The rest of the wounds that she could
see were superficial. His weakness had to be from the head wound,
or perhaps his transformation into a feral violent creature. She
shook away such a terrible thought and focussed on getting Amon to
safety. Everything would be all right. She wasn’t going to lose
him.




Kat’s eyes hurt when they
entered the bright white room. The glass walled steel cage stood in
the middle of it, exactly as she had remembered. She led Amon over
to it and he released her when they were close. He walked in
through the open door and she followed him. There wasn’t even
anywhere to sit.




“Where’s
Leyton?” she said, realising that she hadn’t seen anyone on the way
in. No guards. No Leyton.




Amon shook his head again
and held onto one of the steel bars as though he needed it to
steady himself.




“Gone?” she
whispered. Leyton had left him? She couldn’t believe
that.




“At my
command,” Amon said and his fingers tensed around the bar. His face
contorted in pain. He released the bar and backed away from her.
His eyes were wide and full of fear. She had never seen him look so
scared and lost. “I changed Kat... when I was back... I came to
find you...”




“Shh,” she said
and reached out to him, touching his shoulder. There was a long rip
in the black material of his coat that she hadn’t noticed before.
Had Paul done it? She removed Amon’s coat from him, wanting to
check whether he was cut anywhere on his body.




He stood motionless, his
eyes closed and face pale while she removed his black t-shirt. She
kept her touch nothing more than a light caress as she moved around
him. Not a scratch on his chest or back. Her gaze rose to his
temple and the cut. She needed to tend to it. Did they have a
medical kit around here?




When she stopped in front
of him again, Amon’s eyes were as dark as midnight. She was
relieved to see that he was back in control again. It lightened her
heart and eased her fear. She brushed her fingers across his
temple, frowning at the wound. He flinched and inhaled
sharply.




“Sorry,” she
whispered and swept away the long tendrils of his black hair so she
could see the cut more clearly.




Her eyes met his again and
her fingers paused, tangling in his hair with her fingertips
against his scalp. Her lips parted and she dropped her gaze to his
mouth. Leaning forwards, she closed her eyes and kissed him. Her
heart skipped a beat at the slow kiss. Her beast rose as she poured
her feelings into it—love, acceptance, fear. Everything in her
heart went into the sensual glide of her mouth against
his.




His hands claimed her
upper arms and held her tight, as though he feared she was going to
stop kissing him and wanted to keep her there. She’d never stop
kissing him. The light caress of their lips stirred her heart like
nothing else could, filling her with warmth and shivers of
anticipation. She resisted deepening it, wanting to keep it slow
and gentle, a reaffirmation of past feelings that they both
needed.




She ran her other hand up
his arm to his neck and leaned into him, pressing her body against
his broad chest. His heat was incredible, seeping through her
clothes into her body. A shift of her hips and she felt the
evidence of his hunger and arousal. The thought that he wanted her
now as badly as he had ever done reignited the need that she had
always felt for him, an intense undeniable craving.




Her tongue traced along
his lower lip.




Amon jerked backwards with
a growl and pushed her away. Kat’s eyes widened, her mind reeling
as she struggled to understand what was wrong. He shoved her again,
half screaming, half growling at her. The horrible sound made her
take a step back. His eyes opened to reveal bright yellow orbs of
malice. His teeth grew.




“Run!” he
shouted, pushing her again, desperation and fear written in every
line of his face. “Run, Kat! I can’t stop it. It’s too
late!”




With a pained howl, Amon
clutched his head and fell to his knees so hard that the entire
cage shook. He flung his head back and his claws extended and
darkened, digging into his scalp. So much pain and suffering. It
was all her fault. She couldn’t leave him now when he needed her
most.




Quiet and resolved, Kat
knelt before him. His eyes were screwed shut and blood ran down
from the points on the side of his head where his claws dug into
his flesh.




She wasn’t afraid of
anything that might happen or where this would take her. Slowly,
she reached out to him.




“I’m not going
to run,” she whispered and his eyes opened, narrow pupils fixing on
her. Her hands edged towards his chest. “I’ll never leave you
again.”




Her fingers brushed his
pectorals. He trembled beneath her touch and she could sense his
struggle and fight against the change. She trailed her hands up to
his cheek, grazing it lightly and hoping it would give him the
strength to keep fighting to be with her. Finally, her hands
covered his and she eased them away from his head. He stared at
her, his look boyish and scared, laced with a hint of
disbelief.




Taking a deep breath, she
told herself that she wanted this and him. She had to do
this.




Kat brought his hands to
her chest and turned them, pressing his palms against her
breasts.




Amon growled and squeezed
them through her shirt, his expression turning dark again. She
waited with bated breath to see what he would do. The pain in his
eyes eased. She dropped her hands to his lap and pushed them up his
thighs until they grazed his caged erection. He shifted his hips
forwards, hungrily rubbing himself against her palm. This time when
he growled, it called to her blood.




He wanted her. Perhaps it
wasn’t too late to save him after all.




Perhaps she could save
them both.




Leaning forwards, she
stroked his hard length through his jeans and kissed
him.




The bars on the bottom of
the cage dug painfully into her shins.




“Isn’t there
somewhere more comfortable we could do this?” she whispered between
kisses.




A squeak left Kat when
Amon grabbed her, turned her and lifted her off the floor in one
swift mind-spinning movement. She clung to his neck, thrilled by
the speed with which he moved through the factory and the tight
grip he had on her. The tips of his fingers pressed possessively
into her side. His eyes darted about, evidently searching for the
‘somewhere more comfortable’ that she had requested.




“Leyton must
have had a bed,” Kat suggested as Amon ducked and weaved through
the dark factory corridors.




Amon’s eyes narrowed and
he growled, holding her closer to him until she found it hard to
breathe. Clearly mentioning another man’s name was off limits right
now.




“Any bed will
do!” She couldn’t take much more of this dizzying pace.




He kicked a door open. She
sighed with relief at the sight of a large dark wood bed, its
double mattress covered by a thick deep blue duvet. Judging by the
large number of books and the neatness of the room, it had been
Leyton’s. She really hoped that he didn’t come back
tonight.




Kat’s breath left her in a
sigh when Amon dropped her onto the bed, his heavy body covering
hers a second later. He nudged her knees apart and settled between
them, his lithe body pressing exquisitely into hers, promising of
things to come. His lips scorched her neck with hot demanding
kisses that reignited the smouldering embers of their last meeting,
fanning them back into flames that consumed her.




She writhed beneath him as
he tore her black shirt open with one hand and greedily covered her
right breast with his palm. Thoughts of being skin to skin with him
made her flushed with desire. A spark of urgency flickered amongst
the flames, a desperate need to have him inside again after all
their years apart.




Amon pulled her up into
his arms as though she were a ragdoll and weighed nothing. He
stripped the holster from her shoulders, one large flat hand
supporting her back, and tossed it away. His face was dark, his
eyes penetrating hers with a deadly glare.




With a light touch, she
caressed the line of his strong jaw. His lips parted as though her
touch stole his breath and his eyes closed. Her thumb swept over
the tempting fullness of his lower lip and she ached to feel his
mouth on hers.




“I’d never use
them on you,” she whispered, mesmerised by his mouth.




With a feral growl, Amon
dragged her against him and buried his face in her neck. He ravaged
it with playful bites, sucking and nipping it as though he was
going to feast on her. She wrapped her arms around him, fingertips
pressing into the hard muscles of his arched back as he bent over
her.




She could feel the power
in him, the raw primal strength that flowed from his body and into
hers. His bites ceased, replaced by the smooth sensual glide of his
tongue as he stroked her neck with its velvet tip.




Kat wished he would do
that somewhere else as intense heat pooled between her legs. She
scored her nails over his shoulders, arching her body upwards until
her breasts pressed against his chest. Her nails turned to claws as
he licked the spot between her collarbones and tingles chased
across her skin, wave after wave spiralling up her breasts and
hardening her nipples.




Amon growled low into her
ear and held her tighter as he licked the spot again. She raked her
claws over his taut shoulders, eliciting another growl from him. He
liked that. She traced her fingers over his shoulders and then
leaned back so she could lightly claw his chest. Amon pulled away
and stared down at her, breathing hard.




Kat collapsed back into
the bed when he released her and she licked her lips, drinking in
the sight of him.




The delicious way that his
muscles shifted with each breath made something inside her snap.
She launched herself at him, tackling him to the bed. Her mouth
instantly went to work on his body, her tongue caressing every inch
of him as she ran her hands over his muscles. She wanted to feel
him all over and all at the same time. She moved to straddle him,
her lips never leaving his body as she refreshed her memory of
it.




He pulled on the hem of
her top and she sat back, tugging her shirt and t-shirt off with
haste and throwing them across the room. She lowered herself again,
her bra-clad breasts grazing his stomach as she kissed and licked
his chest. He was so warm. His spicy masculine scent made her
tremble inside with need. She dipped her hips and rubbed her groin
against his hard length, eliciting a moan from him.




She had to get him naked.
Now.




Moving backwards, she made
fast work of his belt and then his jeans. They were off him in a
matter of seconds, dropping to the floor along with his
boots.




Her gaze raked back up
him, from his feet to his thick thighs, to his long hard shaft
where it laid waiting in a nest of black curls. She groaned and
tensed her muscles when her groin pulsed with desire. Her tongue
poked out to wet her lips. Amon moaned again.




On all fours, she moved
towards it, intent on her target and hungry to taste him again. Her
fingers traced the length of the silken shaft and Amon groaned. It
turned into a growl when her tongue followed her fingers. She
paused at the sensitive head to swirl her tongue around it and then
took him into her mouth. His hips bucked up, thrusting him inside.
She groaned around him and closed her eyes, imagining him surging
into her. God she needed to feel that.




In the blink of an eye,
she was on her back again with Amon on top of her. He thrust
against her and she wished her jeans were gone so she could feel
him against her. Her jeans dampened the friction, making each
thrust frustratingly light. It wasn’t enough.




Warm fingers tugged the
cups of her black lacy bra down and he lowered his head to blow on
her nipples, making them pucker. She arched her chest upwards,
encouraging him, and then buried her fingers into his hair when his
mouth claimed one nipple and sucked it hard.




“Amon,” she
whispered, a plea for him to keep going, to take her as she needed
him to.




His mouth left her and his
hands fanned out across her stomach, spanning it and pressing in
hard. She ached to feel his body pressing into her like that, heavy
and hot as it covered her.




Delight coursed through
her, chased by anticipation, when he removed her boots and her
jeans, taking her panties with them. She wriggled and writhed on
the bed, her feet on his thighs as he knelt before her, all hard
powerful masculinity.




Amon took hold of her
ankles and spread them, forcing her legs apart. His feral growl
when he exposed her sent a flash of confidence through Kat that
only made her want him more. It had been too long since she had
felt desired. She reached out to him, hungry and desperate to feel
him against her.




With a slight smirk, he
brought her right ankle to his mouth and kissed it. She closed her
eyes and tilted her head back when he kissed up the length of her
leg, slowly hooking it over his shoulder. She willed him on,
moaning her encouragement and dying to feel his lips on the spot
where she needed him most.




His fingers parted her
soft silky flesh and he dipped his tongue inside.




She groaned and grabbed
the pillow, clutching it as a wave of liquid fire crashed through
her. When she shifted her hips, he growled at her and eased one
long finger inside her. Her breath left her. She melted into the
bed, slack and willing to let him do anything to her as long as he
kept making her feel so incredible. Her hands claimed her own
breasts, teasing her nipples as his finger thrust into
her.




“More,” Kat
moaned and he stopped.




She opened her eyes,
disappointment filling her when he removed his finger. Silence
descended as he stared at her, eyes dark and passionate, promising
her the raw sex that she craved. Her body felt starved and hungry,
in need of him in a way she had never felt before. Her beast paced
just below the surface of her skin, as desperate for his touch as
her human side. He growled.




Kat moaned and jacked up
off the bed, her body arching, a reaction that she had no control
over. His gaze narrowed. Instinctively, she spread her legs,
inviting him in. He remained rooted to the spot and she mewled in
frustration. The seconds ticked by, heightening the intense hunger
that filled her right down to the pit of her soul. Some deep sense
of awareness said that she would die if he didn’t enter her
soon.




The mating.




Instinct controlled her, a
frightening primal urge to mate, a need that enslaved her until she
felt trapped in her own body.




She surrendered to it, to
her true nature and to Amon. He needed her. She wanted
him.




Her feet rose and she
teased his erection with her toes, stroking it lightly and smiling
coyly into his ever-darkening eyes.




With a low growl, he
grabbed her foot and flipped her onto her front. It took her a
moment to get her head together and then she looked over her
shoulder at him. He knelt behind her, eyes black and menacing, body
hard and hungry. Pure alpha werewolf.




Her alpha.




He grabbed her hips and
dragged them up. Her arms stretched out in front of her and her
breasts pressed into the soft sheets of the bed. She closed her
eyes and growled when he thrust his length against her backside.
More. She needed more.




He gave her it.




The head of Amon’s length
rubbed over her groin and then eased beautifully into her. Kat
groaned long and low as he buried every inch of him inside her and
then she clutched the bed sheets into her fists when he clasped her
hips and started surging deep and hard into her body. Her wolf felt
closer to the surface than it had ever done. Her claws ripped
through the sheets, creating an eruption of white feathers. They
scattered across the dark blue sheets along with her
thoughts.




Pinpricks of pain in her
hips marked where Amon’s claws dug into her. The small stabs drove
her out of her mind, heightening her desire until she teetered on
the brink of madness.




Kat pressed back against
him, growling with each deep thrust. It was frenzied and hard,
rougher than they’d ever been with each other before. He spread her
knees further apart and moved deeper, his own growls mingling with
hers. She could feel his wolf rise to meet hers, feel him shift
into the strange in between state that she had slipped into the
moment he had entered her. She could feel his desperate need to
take her.




To claim her.




She tensed against him and
when he thrust in again, he jerked to a halt. His erection throbbed
inside her, spilling his warm seed. Pure bliss ran through her
veins, hazy and intoxicating, and then suddenly disappeared,
leaving her cold and aching. Her hunger wasn’t satisfied. It wanted
more.




Her eyes widened when Amon
removed himself from her, laid her on her back and moved to lie
over her. He was hard again, ready to continue their mating until
they had both found release in their coupling.




Amon entered her harder
this time but his movements were slower and deeper. Kat closed her
eyes and wrapped her legs around him, her body tensing. She loved
how deep he was within her, relished the way his body moved against
hers, and the feel of his warm breath against her cheek.




Holding onto his upper
arms, she marvelled at his strength with each rock of his hips
against hers. Each deep stroke added to the maddening sensation of
pleasure, taking her further and further out of her mind. Their hot
sweat-slicked skin stuck together. Their heavy breathing punctuated
the silence.




She moaned and looked up
at him. He stared into her eyes, his own golden. The needful,
tender look in his eyes stole her breath. It touched her deeply,
until both parts of her moved as one, her wolf joining with her
under his loving gaze. She let herself go, knowing the mating
needed them both to be as one with their nature.




Amon snarled at her, sharp
teeth sending a thrill through her. A sudden desire to have him
lose control tore through her but it didn’t frighten her. She
trusted him implicitly. She wanted him to take her with all the
possession she could see in his eyes.




As if sensing her desire,
Amon drove forwards, thrusting deeper and faster. He pressed his
palms against hers, pinning her arms to the bed and locking fingers
with her, clutching her hands so hard that it hurt. It was as
though he didn’t want to let her go. Or did he fear that she would
bolt again?




She would never leave him
again.




Her fingers curled around,
locking tight with his. His eyes widened and then narrowed as a
flicker of pure hunger sparked in their fiery depths. There was
something else there too. Relief. Happiness.




She smiled, craned her
neck and kissed him.




He moaned into her
mouth.




His hips rocked against
hers and she shuddered with her release, wave after wave of
tingling pleasure crashing over her and making her tremble. Amon
reared up and howled out his own climax. He collapsed on top of
her, panting hard into her neck, their bodies still
entwined.




Closing her eyes, Kat
smiled as she stroked lazy circles on his sweat-dampened
back.




Hazy bliss suffused her,
making her light and warm. Her smile widened and she sighed as she
turned her face and buried it in Amon’s hair. She had never felt so
relaxed and happy.




Amon kissed her shoulder
and the world drifted away as she lay entangled in his
arms.




When Kat next opened her
eyes, she realised that both of them had fallen asleep. She was
cold, shivering without anything covering her besides Amon. He woke
when she moved beneath him and mumbled something before rolling off
her. She gave him a grateful smile when he dragged the covers over
them.




Amon lay on his back and
pulled her close to him. She settled against his side, one knee
hooked over his legs and one hand pressing into his chest. Her head
rested on his shoulder and she looked up at his profile. Was it
over? She felt different. Warmth filled her while she studied his
profile, drinking her fill of the sight of him. She’d missed him so
much. As pleasant as it was to lie in his arms, she didn’t want to
waste time sleeping.




“Amon?” she
whispered.




“Hmm?” he
breathed on a contented exhale.




“Are you
okay?”




His eyes opened. They were
deep brown and warm as they looked at her. He stroked the hair from
her face and brushed his fingers across her lower lip, a soft
caress that made her breath hitch in her throat.




“Better than
ever,” he said with a wide affectionate smile. He wrapped his arm
around her and pulled her flush against his side, crushing her
slightly. She smiled at this act of possession and the silent
message it sent to her heart. Now that he had her again, he wasn’t
going to let her out of arm’s reach. She rolled into him, almost
laying on her front, and draped herself across his body.




Resting her chin on his
chest, Kat carefully cleared all the strands of his long black hair
from his face. He stared at her, right into her eyes, right down
into her soul. His smile made her own tug at her lips. In the four
years they’d been apart, she’d never felt as happy as she did
now.




“We’re safe?”
she said with raised brows, wanting to make sure that he wasn’t
about to turn dangerous and she wasn’t going to follow him into the
violent darkness.




He nodded and encircled
her with his arms. His hands skimmed up and down her back, stroking
her in a way that calmed her. She relaxed into him, contented to
the core and happy to just lie with him and stare at his face. His
smile widened.




“I missed you,”
he whispered with a hint of a frown and swept his fingers down her
cheek. They came to a halt at her jaw, holding it lightly. She felt
every feeling behind those words, every ounce of emotion that she
could see in his eyes.




“I missed you
too.” She closed her eyes briefly and leaned into his touch,
savouring it and wondering if she was dreaming.




“We’ll need to
leave this city,” Amon said and held her tight. A sense of safety
the strength of which she had never experienced before filled Kat.
With Amon’s arms around her, nothing could hurt her.




“Can we go
home?” she whispered, suddenly unsure of herself. They had both
left his pack’s home the moment she’d run away from him. It was
only fitting that now they were back together, they returned to the
place where they’d passed so many happy times.




“Of course
we’ll go home,” he said in a low voice, soothing to her ears and
her heart. He smiled into her eyes. His were full of the love that
she could feel in him. “The pack will be waiting to meet their
alpha female.”




A blush touched her cheeks
when she thought about having to be the lead woman in a pack. She
hadn’t considered it when she had chosen to mate with Amon. It had
been all about him, about them. Nothing else had come into
it.




She had accepted her wolf
side so easily when it had been her only chance to save him. It
hadn’t been as frightening as she had expected or as difficult. The
moment she had realised that she had to embrace her darker side in
order to protect the man she loved, she had changed in a heartbeat.
It still wasn’t over though. Until she changed fully into her wolf
form, she would continue to hold a sliver of fear about what it
would be like to become the beast.




“Will it hurt
my first time?” she said, looking into his eyes again and letting
him see her fear.




“Everyone’s
first time hurts,” Amon said with a rakish smile. Kat slapped his
chest and gave him an unimpressed look. He knew she wasn’t talking
about that. His words reminded her that her first time had been
with him. He was all she had ever known when it came to love. His
look turned serious and thoughtful. “I will be there with you to
guide you through the change, Kat, as a mate should.”




She smiled at that word.
Mate. It was more than lovers, and husbands and wives. It was an
eternal declaration of their feelings for each other and a bond
that made them exclusive. It was a connection that would see them
reject the attention of the opposite sex out of a desire to have
the attention of their partner. It was forever.




Forever sounded
good.




She curled up against him
with her head resting on his chest. The sound of his steady
heartbeat soothed her and she sighed out her happiness. He pressed
a kiss to her hair and held her closer. She had faced her fears and
she felt as though she was alive again, had been given the chance
to undo her past mistakes with the man that she loved. A man who
loved her for what she was and could teach her to love herself too,
teach her to fully accept her true nature and to embrace the wolf.
Now they were safe from the darkness. Now Amon was hers
forever.




Forever with
Amon.




It sounded more than
good.




It sounded like
heaven.




The
End




###
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