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      THE MONSTER WANTS HER. HE WON’T BE DENIED.

      

      I've become a monster.

      I hear blood moving in people’s veins. Scent their emotions.

      I want to feed. To hunt. To mate...

      

      I'm no longer a human—my life is over.

      I've left everyone I love. I've gone rogue from the CIA.

      My only hope is my handler.

      

      Annabel Gray is tough enough to face my monster. If I lose control, she won't hesitate to take me out. But I'm not the only predator out there. Someone's hunting Annabel.

      

      She needs my protection.

      But if I don’t get my animal under control,

      I may be her biggest threat yet.
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        Appalachian Mountains, Kentucky

        Full Moon, 1993

      

      

      

      Charlie

      

      A coyote howls and the hair of the back of my neck stands up. My grandparent’s cabin creaks in the wind. I’m spending the night with them like I always do on weekends when my mom is in town tending bar.

      “If I didn’t know better, I’d say that’s a wolf,” Grandma says, dusting flour off her hands. “But Kentucky hasn’t seen wolves in over a hundred years.”

      “I’ve seen a wolf.” The moment I say it, I wish I hadn’t although I can’t understand the twisting in my gut. All I know is that huge silver wolf—the one I’ve come to think of as mine, the one I often feel watching me—doesn’t want to be talked about.

      My uncle snorts.

      My grandfather looks at me sharply. “Where’d you see a wolf, boy?”

      Now I really wish I hadn’t said anything. I shake my head. “Nowhere.”

      My grandfather gets up from his chair, brows down. “Don’t lie. You said you saw a wolf. Was it big and gray?”

      I swallow and nod.

      “Somethin’ unnatural about it? Somethin’ strange? Like it was too big for a wolf?

      Again, I nod.

      A howl sounds again, this time closer. My grandfather picks up his shotgun from behind the door. My two uncles get up and do the same.

      “Harold, no,” my grandmother cries.

      My grandfather ignores her and opens the door to our cabin, stepping outside into the moonlight. “It’s time we take these woods back,” he says, rough determination in the set of his shoulders.

      I scramble up to follow them, picking up the BB gun he’s already taught me how to use and following them out. Grandpa always lets me go with him—I’m pretty much his shadow when I’m at his place, so I’m surprised when he turns and holds up a hand.

      “No. You can’t come this time, Charlie. Get in the house and protect your grandma.”

      My shoulders draw back at the directive protect your grandma, and I run back inside to sit by the window with the BB gun across my lap.

      I don’t know how much time passes before I hear a shot not far from the cabin. I leap to my feet and run to the back door, the direction it came from, throwing open the door.

      “Charlie, don’t come out here,” my grandfather warns in a low voice. He’s twenty feet away, standing with his back to me. My uncles stand beside him, blocking my view of whatever they’re looking at on the ground. There’s something in his voice that frightens me—like he’s afraid. But that doesn’t make sense, he’s never afraid.

      “Did you get it, Grandpa?”

      “Yeah, I got somethin’ all right.” Again, he sounds strange. “You get in the house and tell your grandma to call Devon.” Devon is Grandpa’s brother who lives on the property next door. I relay the message and position myself in the open door. Grandma crowds up behind me, but there’s nothing to see. Grandpa’s already dragging something away from the cabin through the woods. I start to go out, but Grandma catches my shoulder.

      “If your grandpa told you to stay in the house, you need to stay put.”

      I reluctantly let her lead me back inside and shut the door. She turns the television on for me, but I have no interest. I stay at the windows, watching Grandpa and my uncles moving about, talking. I slide the window open to listen.

      “It was a wolf. The big gray one—the one Callie saw when she was a teen,” my grandpa says.

      Callie’s my mom. I have a daddy, but he doesn’t come around much. He comes by on my birthday, brings me gifts, but she won’t let him come in, never lets him take me anywhere. She seems afraid of him although I’ve never seen any reason for it.

      “Well he ain’t a wolf now, Harold,” Devon says. There’s doubt dripping in his words like he doesn’t believe what my Grandpa saw. “You know who that is, don’t you?”

      Who, not what.

      “I know.”

      A chill runs through me. Did my grandpa kill a man?

      Will he go to jail?

      “Go get the shovels,” my grandpa says to my uncles. “We’ll have to bury it out here on the property.”

      “Come away from there, Charlie.” My grandma slams the window shut. “It’s long past your bedtime. Go brush your teeth.” I hear fear in her voice, too, which is why I don’t argue. I put the gun up and go to bed.

      It will take years for me to realize my father’s disappearance from my life coincided with that night.

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            1

          

        

        
          
            [image: ]
          

        

      

    

    
      Charlie

      

      Blood in my mouth... not mine.

      Tastes… so good.

      No. Not good. Wrong.

      Change back, dammit.

      Shift.

      When nothing happens, I tear up the mountainside, through the trees, leaping over fallen logs and boulders. My white paws are huge on the soft pine needles.

      What’s that? Movement in the bushes. I leap and twist in the air, take off after the running jackrabbit.

      It doesn’t stand a chance. I’m too fast. Too ferocious.

      More blood fills my mouth, hot and thick. I gobble down the rabbit’s flesh like a starved dog.

      Then I trot down to the creek and drink from it.

      When I see my reflection in the water, I bite at the big, silver and white wolf.

      Shift, you monster. Shift.

      I don’t even know where the fuck I am. How to get back. My brain doesn’t work right. I have no control over my body. My... urges.

      I turn and trot in the direction I’m pulled and somehow, miraculously, end up in front of my truck.

      The desire to get in that truck and drive off this mountain, away from what happened here is so strong, I sit and whine at the door handle.

      Shift back.

      What did Jared say to make me change back in Honduras? Just shift back. I cast my mind to that moment, seeing my white paws for the first time, the heat and rearranging of my cells, and suddenly, I’m on my side, naked, panting.

      Human.

      Thank fuck.

      I’m human again. Eighteen hours I’ve been roaming this mountain trying to figure out how to change back.

      Coming here and letting the monster out was a mistake. I wipe my mouth, disgusted by the taste of blood. When the memory of what I ate comes flooding back, I heave behind the car.

      Christ. It’s not like me to not have my own body under control. This sack of bones has been a machine for me from the moment I entered the Army and got out of Kentucky at age eighteen. I can kill with my bare hands, escape any danger. I work best under pressure.

      This is no time to get sensitive.

      I just can’t stand feeling out of control, not knowing what I’m going to do next. The way I succumbed to the animal’s need to hunt—I couldn’t control it. The way the waxing moon brought me out here last night.

      Shit. What time is it?

      I grab the keys I hid on top of the driver’s side wheel and open the truck.

      Twelve-fucking-thirty. I missed a meeting with my handler. I’m so fucked.

      I yank on my jeans while I call Agent Annabel Gray.

      “Dune, what happened to you? You’ve been off the grid for twenty hours.” She’d checked my tracking device. I only keep it on when I’m on an active mission.

      Do I hear relief in her voice? Was Ann Gray worried about me? It’s an odd thought, but my relationship with her changed last month when I asked her for help tracking the… werewolves. Now, I know what they are.

      What I am.

      Anyway, there’s trust between us. She did me a favor, said I owe her one in return.

      That piece of information has had me mulling over what I know about her. What could she possibly need from me?

      “I’m sorry,” I say, pulling on my shirt and getting behind the wheel. “I missed our meeting.”

      “Is everything okay?” There’s an awkward hesitation in her voice. It is personal.

      “I’m not hurt.” That much is true. For some reason, I don’t want to lie to her, and I’m definitely not okay.

      Finding out I’m a werewolf—having my werewolf genes triggered or activated by seeing others of… my kind—definitely threw me for a loop. I question my sanity on a daily basis. But more importantly, I question my efficacy. My senses are in overdrive. I hear too much, smell too many scents, crave meat like I’m going to die if I don’t kill something. If I can’t control my animalistic urges, what’s going to happen when I’m on a job? When lives are at risk?

      “I spent the night... out of the city. I can meet in ninety minutes. Give me a location.”

      She blows out an impatient breath. “Venice Beach, 1430 hours.”

      “I’ll find you there.”

      I hang up my phone and step on the gas. I don’t usually give a shit about pissed off handlers. My job performance isn’t graded on how well I interface with others, it’s how well I complete my missions. But for some reason—maybe because she sounded like she cared—I’m in a hurry to see Agent Gray face to face.

      Maybe even to apologize.
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      Annabel

      

      I buy an ice cream cone and sit on the wall at Venice Beach, blending in with the hordes of beachgoers. I dressed to fit in—I’m wearing a halter top and shorts with wrap-around sandals I can run in if I need to.

      I can’t believe I’m upset Charlie Dune hooked up with someone last night. Why in the hell would I care?

      We don’t have a relationship.

      I’m his handler, for God’s sake.

      Yeah, he’s hot. All the field agents I’ve met appeal to me. I mean what’s not enthralling about highly intelligent men whose bodies are trained weapons? Agents who supposedly can single-handedly bring down governments or start wars? Agents who can rescue hostages or—rumor has it—execute a kill order? I know I’ve never passed along orders like that, but my clearance level isn’t high.

      Dune, like all field agents, is built of chiseled muscle. He’s not huge or tall, they never are. They need to be able to slip in and out of places unnoticed—blend in.

      I have a thing for spies, I guess, particularly Dune. Something happened last month between us. Actually, it’s probably all in my head. Which is why I’m an intelligence analyst, not a field agent—I over-emotionalize, get personal with people and situations. I care too deeply. Despite my basic combat training, I’d never be able to pull the trigger on anyone even if my life depended on it.

      I bent some rules and put my own job on the line to get some information last month for Dune. He said he lost someone involved with the lab fires. And I probably over-personalized that. Because I know what it’s like to investigate our government’s dirty secrets when it involves a loved one.

      “Chocolate—my favorite,” a deep voice rumbles behind me.

      I don’t jump. I’m used to him appearing out of thin air. What I’m not used to is how close he comes in. If I didn’t think it was crazy, I’d swear he leaned in to inhale my scent.

      I turn and find his face too near to mine, and the green of his eyes appears to change to ice blue in the sunlight.

      Damn.

      Yeah, he’s hotter than I remembered. In a tight black t-shirt—the kind that stretches over his hard muscles—and a ball cap pulled low over his green eyes, he looks the perfect hunky, California surfer.

      He steals the ice cream cone from me and takes a big lick. Well, this is definitely different. We’re practically sharing spit.

      Is he flirting?

      Oh, that’s ripe. After he missed our morning meeting because of some hook-up he had. I never knew Dune was such a player, but it fits. Field agents can’t have permanent relationships, so they become man-whores, getting it whenever and wherever they want.

      Asshole.

      I turn to face him and watch as he completely demolishes the ice cream cone. I mean, I didn’t know you could eat a cone that fast.

      So, I guess we’re not sharing spit.

      He has the grace to look shame-faced as he licks the last bit off his fingers.

      “I’ll buy you another one.”

      I roll my eyes. “Don’t bother. I only bought it for cover.”

      “What’s the assignment?”

      I can’t stop my annoyance from surfacing even though he’s always all-business.

      “Your no-show this morning may have cost us the mission.”

      His face remains impassive, and under the ballcap, his eyes keep roving the landscape like he’s taking in every person who passes, everything about our surroundings. He’s so damn alert.

      “I’ll fix it. What’s the mission?”

      The thing is—I believe him. I’m sure he’ll fix it. He’s the kind of agent who gets results which is why he gets paid the big bucks.

      Still, I’m not over feeling pissy. I flick on my tablet and share the screen with him. “Target is Lucius Frangelico. He lives in Hollywood. Occupation, unknown. Possible mafia, possible drug kingpin. Definitely into something. They want him bugged and tracked.”

      “Why is this a CIA job rather than FBI?”

      “He has ties to Al Qaeda. Travels internationally. May be selling weaponry. This is a preliminary investigation.”

      “I’ll take care of it.”

      “Yeah, well, he left California this afternoon on a private plane. So, now you have to find him.”

      He nods, sober. “I will.”

      I’m sure he’s right. I have complete faith in him. And I still feel like he owes me an apology for no-showing to our meeting earlier.

      As if he reads minds, too, he meets my gaze. “I’m sorry about this morning. It won’t happen again.”

      “Dune, I don’t care what you do on your off-time, but when I call you in, you show up.” I can pull a bitch when the occasion calls for it.

      He rubs a hand across his stubbled jaw, still subtly glancing in all directions without moving his head. “Yeah. I was… incapacitated.”

      I arch a brow. “Was she that good?”

      His head draws back, and his brows slam down. “What?” His laugh is unexpected—maybe to both of us. I detect relief in it which I file away to examine later. “No, it wasn’t a woman—I wish.” He gives his head a quick shake. “I mean—” He stops, his jade eyes meeting mine.

      For a second neither of us speaks, gazes tangled, locked. Something flutters in my belly. His nostrils flare, and I watch the same trick of the light make his eyes flash blue. My lips part in surprise, and his gaze dips there.

      “It wasn’t a woman.” His voice is deeper than I remember.

      “What was it, then?” My voice has lost all authority—it sounds pathetically breathy to my ears.

      He shakes his head. “Something else.” He suddenly looks tired, almost defeated.

      I’m shocked by a need to soothe him, a need to know what demons haunt this brave warrior. What does he hide under that impenetrable mask of deadly capability?

      “Listen.” He touches my nape, just under where the halter top ties. Energy shoots through me at the light contact, tingles of pleasure racing across my skin. I know this is just for show—we’re playing the part of a flirty beach couple, but the thrumming that starts between my legs doesn’t understand that. “I want to thank you for the help you gave me last month. You helped save a kidnapped child, so… it made a difference.”

      My mind wants to run down the path of figuring out whose child he was saving—his, a friend’s—but all I can focus on is the light circles he traces on my skin. My breath hitches.

      “I’m glad it helped.”

      “I owe you one. Call it in when you need it.”

      My nipples tighten. “Oh, I will.” The confidence returns to my voice, but for some inexplicable reason, I choose this moment to blush. Maybe because of his penetrating stare as if he’s trying to decipher what possible reason I might have for requesting a favor from him.

      I hope to God I’ll never need to. But the file I extracted for him isn’t the only redacted data I’ve hacked. And considering which department of the government I work for, consequences could be more than a slap on the wrist. You never know.

      So, having a friend capable of protecting my life could come in handy.

      “You’ve uploaded the information to me?” he asks, tapping my tablet, back to business.

      “Yes.” I nod. “Let me know when it’s done.”

      “Of course.” He starts to step away, then turns back. “Annabel.”

      He’s never called me by my first name before. It has an effect on me like he has me by the throat—but in a good way. He commands my full attention—my stiff nipples throb, tingles race over my skin.

      “Are you in some kind of trouble?”

      I hesitate, then shake my head. Not yet.

      He nods. “You’ll tell me when I need to know.”

      Then he’s gone, blending into the crowd of people, and disappearing as quickly as he appeared.

      Right. I’ll tell him when he needs to know.

      I truly hope that time won’t come.

      Why, then, does the idea of not sharing my secret with him disappoint me?
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      Annabel

      

      I sit in the L.A. office which I mostly share with National Resource Division employees. My direct boss works out of Langley, so I’m the only security professional here, and like Charlie, I’m entirely self-supervised.

      Which gives me the means and time for personal investigation projects. I’ve been working on one since last October when I tried hacking into my own personnel records and came across my father’s instead. Which was strange since my father never worked for the CIA.

      Or so I thought.

      And his records were sealed. All I saw was he was killed in the line of duty in El Salvador. That part matches what my family was told at the time. My father was a Major in the Marines who had been shot in El Salvador while on security detail for a high-level government official.

      Supposedly.

      So, what was he really doing in El Salvador for the CIA? Spying? Was my father an active agent? It appears so. I try for the thirty-fifth time to get in some backdoor to find the information. I have a degree in IT, and my ten years working for the CIA has taught me quite a bit about the department’s info security system.

      But I’ve been trying to hack this for months without much luck. It might be time to attempt a more direct route for information. I pick up the phone to dial CIA Director Edward Scape, my boss’s boss. He’s worked for the CIA for over forty years which means he would’ve been around when my father was here. He might be able to give me some kind of information.

      I get the guy’s secretary. “I’m sorry, Director Scape isn’t available, may I take a message?”

      I tap my fingernail on my keyboard, certain he’s not going to call me back unless I give him a compelling reason. “May I have his voicemail, please?”

      She hesitates, then says, “Sure. I’ll send you there now.”

      Of course, anything on voicemail is going to be recorded. I have to think about what I’m going to say. “Hello, Agent Scape, this is Agent Annabel Gray from the Los Angeles office. I’m not actually calling about my current job detail, I’m calling about something personal. I came across information confirming my father, Major Jack Gray was a CIA agent in clandestine services. I was wondering if I could have access to his file or if you could fill me in on what he did here? You can check my security clearance. I won’t let the information out anywhere. It’s only for... personal reasons. For closure. I was just a girl when he died, and I had no idea we shared a career interest. I’d love to know more about him.” I leave my phone number and thank him and hang up.

      Then I tap my keyboard some more. He’s probably not going to call.
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      Charlie

      

      I find Frangelico in Tucson, of all places.

      It seems a strange coincidence since the pack of wolves I followed last month are headquartered in Tucson. I’m not really the kind of guy who believes in the universe guiding your moves or anything, but it does scream an opportunity.

      I could go and talk to Jared about what I am.

      But even as I think it, I reject the idea. I’m not the kind of guy who asks for help from others, and I definitely don’t want to align myself with these people—creatures—whatever they are. They’re into questionable legal activity—cage fighting and who knows what else.

      Do I want to know what happens when the moon is full? Do they hunt and kill like I did? And is their prey something far more significant than a rabbit? These are questions I’m not sure I want the answers to, not when I can barely accept what I am—what I’ve become.

      Then again, keeping myself in the dark seems like a particularly stupid move, too.

      Frangelico booked a room in a resort on the west side of town—Marriott Starr Pass. I head up there and swipe a key card from a housekeeping cart to get into his room.

      Bugging the place is easy work but probably not that useful. I drop devices into the hem of his clothing and under the inner sole of his shoe. Really, though, I need to get the guy’s phone. That’s the best place for a bug and the most difficult to get.

      Hearing a keycard slide into the lock, I slip out onto the balcony and press my back against the wall. It’s my dumb luck, he comes straight my way. Maybe he saw the curtain move, maybe he just wants fresh air. Either way, I need to disappear. I drop over the side of the balcony, hanging by my fingertips as he stands there, sniffing.

      Yeah, I can hear him sniff. My hearing has amplified since I first shifted under Jared’s command last month.

      I draw in a breath through my nose, picking up his scent as well. My sense of smell has increased, too. Frangelico smells odd—not at all like a person. More like a cold, earthy smell. It’s... wrong.

      I walk my hands quietly around the corner of the balcony and drop softly onto the balcony directly below. I sense rather than see Frangelico leaning over the side like he heard my movement, but I dart back into the shadows.

      The guy is definitely on high alert. I jimmy the lock on the balcony door and slip out through the room below. I need a better plan to get to this guy, and I’d better think it through. He may not be surrounded by security, but the guy is cautious, maybe even paranoid. Which means he’s definitely into something illegal.

      I move quickly through the halls of the hotel and down to the front desk. Using one of my many fake IDs, I book a room for the night—right down the hall from his.
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      Annabel

      

      “Ms. Gray? This is Director Scape.”

      I sit up taller, surprised. “Yes, Director Scape. Thank you so much for calling me back.”

      “So, you want to know about Major Gray.”

      “I do. Did you know him?”

      “I did.” He lets the words settle, and a queasy feeling turns in my belly.

      “I’m sure things are classified, but can you tell me what he did for the CIA? How he really died?”

      The director is silent for a moment. “Ms. Gray. Sometimes it’s better not to know things about the deceased. The story you heard is probably a better one than anything I could say. Why not remember your father as a military hero?”

      I don’t like the implication. Is he saying my father wasn’t a military hero?

      “What are you telling me, Director Scape?”

      “I’m saying, your father was an agent. You’re an agent, Ms. Gray, but you’ve never worked in the field.”

      “No,” I say faintly. Where’s he going with this?

      “Field agents make tough decisions. Sometimes they go rogue, let their own agendas affect their actions.”

      I suddenly can’t breathe.

      My father was a rogue agent? He did something wrong? Something bad?

      “I’m a handler for field agents,” I say tightly. “I know the things we might ask of them.”

      “Yes, and sometimes, agents go off the rails, Ms. Gray. They take actions that weren’t part of the directive. Mistakes happen. That’s what I’m saying. Your father’s files are redacted. I’m not going to give you access to them, and I’m telling you if I did, you wouldn’t like what you found. Forget about your father’s last mission. Remember him as a hero, the way you always have. That’s my advice to you.”

      My stomach is tighter than a drum. “I see,” I say faintly.

      “Ms. Gray?”

      “Yes, sir?”

      “How did you discover your father was an agent?”

      My pulse picks up speed. I can’t tell him I hacked the CIA’s database. I’ll lose my job. “I, um, found a journal of his. It’s cryptic—he wouldn’t have recorded government secrets—but I, I recognized some code words.” Oh my God, I’m the worst liar ever.

      Scape is quiet for a moment. “That journal is government property. I need you to return it to me as soon as possible.”

      My mind casts about wildly. “I already destroyed it.” I’m proud of how even and confident my voice sounds. “I know these sorts of things shouldn’t exist.”

      “I see.” I’m not sure he believes me. “Well, I want you to forget about this. Stop looking, stop asking questions. Understood?”

      The knot in my stomach unwinds a fraction of an inch. There’s something off about his directive. “Yes, sir.” I lightly tap my keyboard again.

      “That’s all.” He hangs up without a goodbye.

      I stare at my screen for a long time without seeing it. I’m tempted to call my sister, to ask her if she remembers anything, but she’s not going to. My father wouldn’t have been careless. If I know nothing, then surely my sister knows just as little. And we’ll never know what our mother knew because she died last year of ovarian cancer.

      My father’s death involved something ugly. That’s the only conclusion I can draw from my conversation with Director Scape. He wouldn’t have warned me off the whole thing if there wasn’t some big secret the government doesn’t want anyone to know.

      I consider his words. Do I want to know if my father did something awful? Something immoral? Something possibly related to innocent lives being lost?

      I tap my keyboard—a nervous habit I should really stop.

      Well, I’m not the kind of person to hide her head in the sand. If my father did something morally repugnant, I still want to know. Believing in a lie won’t make my life any better.

      Of course, finding out the truth could make it worse.

      But something about the way Director Scape spoke to me has me on the defensive. Now, I want to know just because he warned me off. I’m stubborn like that. And he is an idiot if he thinks a CIA agent trained to dig up information is going to stop searching just because he tells her to. Especially, when he essentially confirmed there’s something to find.
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      Charlie

      

      I get the tracking device into Frangelico’s phone using the old jostle and pickpocket method when we pass by each other in the bar, returning it a few moments later when I emerged from the men’s room.

      By the time I get back to my room to get it online, I find the bug is dead.

      Which probably means I’ve been made. Maybe I was made back on the balcony. The guy definitely seems to have a sixth sense.

      A thought occurs to me that sends goosebumps prickling up my skin.

      Could he be one of… us? Ugh. I can’t believe I’m even saying us. But there’s no denying it—I’m a monster like the rest of them, a man-beast who can’t control his own urges.

      Jared seemed to know I was a wolf by my scent. I haven’t refined my new senses enough to distinguish anything, but suppose this guy Frangelico could? Suppose he scented or heard me out on his balcony?

      I can smell the difference between male and female now. Hell, I’m fairly certain I can smell the scent of arousal on a female. That thought shouldn’t bring the image of the lovely Annabel Gray to mind, but it does.

      I’ve met with her before—dozens of times. But this last time, maybe because of my enhanced senses, everything seemed so vivid. The color of her long thick hair—dyed dark auburn and pulled back from her face with one single lock hanging down across her cheek, the smoothness of her skin, those big black eyeglass frames she wears that give her the sexy librarian look.

      And her scent.

      Really, I think that’s what did me in.

      She smelled like… heaven.

      I had to snatch her ice cream out of her hand because if I didn’t, I was going to try to devour her. The big bad wolf eating out his sexy handler.

      I wanted to untie that halter top and let the scrap of fabric covering her breasts fall to the sand and see how pink her nipples are against that moon-pale skin. And that thought has me picturing what I’d have to do next—run the tip of my tongue between her breasts to find out if she tastes as good as she smells.

      The next jumble of images that crowd my brain raise a snarl in my throat. Annabel on her hands and knees with me behind her, riding hard. Her hair wrapped around my fist like a leash.

      Jesus, fuck. I’m not that guy. I’m respectful to women. I don’t throw them down and take what I want like some kind of… beast. Fuck. But I am a beast now, aren’t I?  And the urges are only getting stronger.

      Is that what my father did to impregnate my mother? Did he force himself on her? Was that why she was always scared of him? Christ, I wish I could talk to her. Ask her about what happened, but she thinks I died in combat ten years ago. The government faked my death and gave me a new identity. I can’t show up like a ghost and demand answers.

      I consider texting her now just to report my current situation, but that’s stupid. I won’t report until the job is done, and it sure as hell isn’t complete yet.

      In fact, I’m fairly certain I’ve fucked it up. Which means my life is in danger.

      But that’s nothing new.

      What’s new is thinking people are something more than people, something different from human. The mind-fuck of finding out I’m a werewolf has me doubting every reality I’ve ever known, thinking my mark might be some kind of paranormal.

      That’s stupid.

      He’s a criminal who knows I’m after him. Just like any other marks. I just need to figure out another way to bug him.

      I follow him out of the resort to the parking garage. And I totally lose him. I mean, he vanishes, completely. No cars start up, I hear no sound of footsteps.

      But he’s gone.

      Dammit.

      
        
          
            [image: ]
          

        

      

      Annabel

      

      My boss, Lucy Tentrite calls me at work the next morning. Her voice is tight. “Annabel, I heard you called Director Scape.”

      “Yes, ma’am, that’s true. It was for a personal matter.”

      “Yes, your father’s death. Listen, I’m going to level with you as your boss and as a friend. I don’t know what you’re poking into, but between you and me, they don’t like it. I’m giving you a direct order—drop the investigation. Are we clear?”

      “Wow. Okay.”

      “You know the business we’re in. We trade in secrets. There’s some secret there, and it’s above your pay grade. It doesn’t matter if it involved your father. They don’t want you to see it.”

      I don’t say anything because really… what do you say to that?

      “You’ve been searching internal records—ones you shouldn’t have had access to. I could have your job for that. Hell, I could have you prosecuted for it.”

      I catch my breath. They found out.

      “Leave it alone.”

      “Yes, ma’am.”

      “What’s the word on Lucius Frangelico?” She changes the subject abruptly.

      “Our operative is still in play.”

      “What’s taking so long?”

      I’ve wondered the same thing. I’ve had no check-in from Dune although that’s not unusual. He won’t call until the job is done. “I don’t know. I’ll find out.”

      “Do that. And update me.”

      “Yes, ma’am.”

      Because I’m shaken, not because I like to reach out to the hunky agent, I text a message to Dune. “Headquarters wants an update.”
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