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Angelia has fought her entire life to make herself strong. Now, with her patria under fire, she has to protect her people from Fury and his werewolf clan. Vowing to bring him to justice, Angelia sets out alone.until the hunter becomes the hunted, and the only way for her to survive is to trust the very wolf she's sworn to kill.
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CHAPTER 1

New Orleans
Fury Kattalakis was about to walk straight into the drag�on's lair. Well, not exactly. There was a dragon in the attic of the building he was headed toward, but that dragon wasn't nearly as dangerous to Fury as the bear guarding the door.
That nasty sonofabitch hated his guts.
Not that he cared. Most people and animals hated his guts which was fine by him. He didn't have much use for the world anyway.
"The things you do for family," Fury said under his breath. Though to be honest, this whole family concept was still new to him. He was more used to being screwed over by everyone around him. It wasn't until his brother Vane had taken him in during the summer of '04 that he'd realized not everyone in the universe was out to kill him.
The bear, however, still was.. .
Dev Peltier tensed as soon as he saw Fury step out of the shadows near the door of Sanctuary�a rough biker bar and dance club that stood at 688 Ursulines. Like that address hadn't been chosen intentionally by the bear clan who owned it. They were nothing if not ironic.
Dressed in a black Sanctuary staff t-shirt and jeans, the bear looked human at present, complete with long curly blond hair, black biker boots, and a pair of sharp eyes that missed no detail or weakness, not that Fury had a weakness. But for all of Dev's human appearance, to those lycanthropes such as Fury, Dev's alternate form was like a thrumming beacon that warned all otherworldly types that Dev was fe�rocious.
Then again, so was Fury. What he lacked in magick abili�ties, he more than made up for in sheer strength . . .
And FU attitude and anger.
No one got the better of him. Ever.
"What are you doing here?" Dev growled.
Fury shrugged nonchalantly and decided that a fight wouldn't get him inside�which was what he'd promised to do. Him. . . keeping a promise to someone other than himself. . . yeah. Right. Hell was freezing over. He still wasn't really sure how he'd allowed his brother Fang to talk him into this act of blatant suicide.
The bastard owed him.
Big Time.
"Peace, brother." Fury held his hands up in mock surren�der. "I'm just here to see Sasha."
Dev bared his teeth threateningly as he raked a glare over Fury's body that normally would have caused Fury to slug him for the insult. Damn, his brother Vane was rubbing off on him. "The Kattalakis patria isn't welcome here and you know it."
Fury arched a brow as he looked up at the sign over Dev's head. Flat black with electric blue and brown, it held a mo�torcycle on a hill that was silhouetted by a full moon. It also proclaimed Sanctuary to be the home of the Howlers, the house band. To the unobservant, it looked like any other club sign. But to those born cursed, like them, the shadows in the moon formed the outline of a dragon rising�a hidden symbol to the preternatural beings the world over.
This club wasn't just named Sanctuary, it was one. And all paranormal entities were allowed inside where no one could harm them. At least so long as they obeyed the first rule of a limani: No spill blood.
Fury tsked at Dev. "You know the laws of our people. You can't pick and choose who enters. All are welcomed equally."
"Fuck you," Dev snarled.
Fury shook his head as he bit back his natural caustic re�tort. Instead, he decided to handle it with biting sarcasm. "Thank you so much for the offer, but while you do have a certain feminine quality in your demeanor and a remarkable head of hair that any woman would envy, you're far too hairy for my tastes. No offense."
Dev curled his lip. "Since when does a dog care about what it humps?"
Fury sucked his breath in sharply. "I could go so low with that that even the gutter would envy us, but. . . I know what you're trying to do. You're trying to provoke a fight with me so that you can legally turn me away."
He clenched his fists, and he made a show of struggling with what he wanted to do and what he'd promised to do. "I really, really want to give you that fight, too, but I have to see Sasha and it can't wait. Sorry. We'll have to hump and fight later."
Dev growled threateningly, a pure grizzly sound. "You're on thin ice, Wolf."
Fury sobered and narrowed his gaze to that of his wolf form. When he spoke, his voice was low and feral and filled with the promise of whup-ass that was waiting if Dev wanted to continue this game. "Shut up, sod off, and let me in."
Dev took a step toward him.
Faster than Fury could even tense in expectation of the hit Dev was about to deliver, Colt was there. A head taller than both of them, Colt had short, jet-black hair and lethal eyes. He put one large paw of a tattooed hand on Dev's chest and held him back.
"Don't do it, Dev," Colt said in a low, even tone. "He's not worth it."
Fury should probably have been insulted, but the truth had never bothered him. "He's right. I'm a worthless bastard fathered by a bastard even more worthless than I am. You definitely don't want to have your sanctuary license pulled over the likes of me."
Dev shrugged away Colt's touch, which caused the sleeve of his shirt to pull up and expose the double bow and arrow tattoo on his arm. "Whatever. But we're watching you, Wolf."
Fury gave him a one-finger salute. "Then I'll try not to piss on the floor or hump the furniture. . ." He glanced down at Dev's black, silver-studded boot. "Your leg, though, might be another matter."
Dev growled again while Colt laughed and tightened his hold.
Colt indicated the door with a jerk of his chin. "Get your ass inside, Fury, before I decide to feed you to him."
"I'm seriously not worth the indigestion." With an antag�onistic wink at Dev, Fury sauntered past them to enter the bar where the music was loud and pumping, something that made the wolf in him want to whine in protest as it assaulted his heightened hearing.
Since Colt was one of the Howlers, they weren't on stage yet. But there was already a good-sized crowd gathered. Tourists and regulars were dancing or milling about on the first level of the three-story bar. No doubt it was just as crowded on the second floor, too. The third floor, however, was reserved for their kind only.
Fury tucked his hands into his back pockets as he moved through the people. It was easy to spot the bikers from the others since many of them were old school and covered in leather. The younger, hipper crowd wore nylon or Aerostitch suits like his while the tourists and college kids wore every�thing from short skirts to khaki pants to jeans.
As Fury passed the tables where customers could sit down and eat, he caught the gaze of the beautiful blond waitress who just happened to be the sister of the asshole outside.
Aimee Peltier.
Like her brother Dev, her long hair was blond, and she was tall and thin. Lithe. All in all, very attractive except for the fact that when she went to bed at night, she turned into a bear. He shuddered at the thought. His brother's taste in women left a lot to be desired.
Aimee froze the moment she saw him.
He subtly indicated the bar with his eyes to let her know he had a message for her. She was the real reason he was here, but if any of her numerous brothers found that out, they'd both be dead.
So he continued on his way to the bar where three bar�tenders were making drinks. Since Dev was one of a set of identical quads, Fury felt like he was seeing double as an�other werebear came over to him. The only reason he could pick out Dev from his other three identical brothers was from the tattoo on his arm. With the other three, well, he really didn't give a rat's ass about who it was.
The quad narrowed his eyes threateningly. "What you want, Wolf?"
Nonchalant, Fury sat down. "Tell Sasha I need to see him."
"Why you need to see him?"
Fury gave him a droll stare. "Wolf business, and the last time I sniffed, which I'm trying real hard not to do 'cause the stench of you assholes is rough on my heightened sense of smell, you're a bear. Grab his hide and send it over."
"Do you have to piss off everyone you meet?" That soft voice went down his spine like a caress.
He turned to find Margarite Neely standing beside him. Tiny and human, Margery had one of the finest posteriors he'd ever seen on a woman. But therein was the problem. She was human, and he had a hard time relating to that breed, or any breed for that matter. Social skills were so not his forte. Like Margery had pointed out, he tended to piss off anyone dumb enough to come near him. Even when he didn't mean to.
"It's a congenital habit that serves me well most days."
Laughing, she held a bottle of beer out toward him.
Fury shook his head, declining the offer. That stuff on his tastebuds . . . nasty. He frowned at her. "I'm surprised to see you down here." She was the nurse for the Peltiers, and he normally only saw her when he was injured and in need of care. As a rule, she avoided the bar area and stayed in the hidden hospital that was attached to it.
She took a swig of beer. "Yeah, but there's some bad mojo going down. I had to have a drink to steady my nerves."
Since he'd never known her to drink, that intrigued him. "What kind of bad mojo?"
Sasha joined them and answered for her. "There's a Litar-ian in Carson's office."
Fury scowled at Sasha, whose face was pale. If he didn't know better, he'd think the wolf was shaken. "Yeah, so? There's a lot of shit in his office most days." Carson was the resident doctor and veterinarian that all the Were-Hunters in New Orleans went to when they were in need of medical services. The fact that he had a lion in his hospital shouldn't even cause an eyebrow to raise.
Margery shook her head at him. "Not like this, Fury. He can't turn human or use his magick."
Now that was shocking. "What did you say?"
"The Arcadians hit him with something," she said in a low tone as if afraid of being overheard. "We don't know what. But it drained his powers instantly. He can't even project his thoughts to his mate."
Fury couldn't breathe at the thought of that happening. Even though his base and primary form was that of a wolf and he lacked a lot of magick control, he still couldn't imag�ine what it would be like to live entirely as an animal. "And you're sure he's not a regular lion?" It was a stupid question, but one that had to be stated.
They both gave him a "duh" stare.
Fury held his hands up in surrender. "Just checking. You guys could have had an aneurysm or something."
Margery took a deep draught of her beer. "It's been a bad day."
"Yeah," Sasha agreed, taking the bottle from her and duplicating the gesture. "We're all rattled by it. Imagine minding your own business and having a tessera come out of nowhere, pop your ass with something we can't identify, and then losing yourself forever."
Fury let out a long breath. "I saw that movie once. It sucked."
Sasha bowed his head sheepishly as he remembered Fu�ry's past. "Sorry, man. I didn't mean anything by it."
No one ever did. Yet it stung regardless of intent.
"You needed to see me?" Sasha asked, changing the sub�ject.
Fury checked his peripheral vision to make sure none of the bear clan were nearby. Then he gave a pointed look at Margery. "We have a bit of Wolf business, if you don't mind."
"It's all right. I need to get back upstairs anyway. The Litarian's mate had to be tranqed earlier and she should be coming out of it any moment." She stepped past him to slap the bar to get the Bear's attention. "Remi, give me one more bottle and I'm back to work."
Fury choked at her words. "Glad I'm not the patient."
Margery gave him a chiding glare. "It's for Carson."
He snorted. "And I repeat what I said. Just what I need, a bunch of drunk fucks working on me." He met Sasha's amused expression. "Remind me not to do anything stupid tonight. Oh wait, I'm here. Too late for that warning, huh?"
Sasha ignored that question as he crossed his arms over his chest and shifted his weight to one leg. "What do you need, Fury? We're not exactly friendly."
Fury led him a few feet away from where Remi was hand�ing off another bottle of beer to Margery. "I know, but you're the only wolf the Peltiers aren't suspicious of and the only one I could trust to get this to Aimee." He palmed the small note into Sasha's hand. "Make sure you wipe your ass with it or something to get the stench of Fang off it. I did what I could, but he's pretty fragrant."
Sasha looked less than pleased by the request. "You know the last time I involved myself in subterfuge, I was mortally wounded and branded, and saw my entire clan put down over it. Take my advice and don't let your brother drag you down with him."
"Yeah, but I'm not stepping in between two gods." Which was what had almost gotten Sasha killed. "I'm just doing a favor for my brother."
"That's what I told myself, too. But the problem with family, they get you into shit and then abandon you to it. Or worse, get themselves killed off."
It was true, and he knew it. But he owed Vane and Fang for welcoming him in when no one else ever had.
For his brothers alone, he was willing to die.
"So will you give her the note?"
Sasha ground his teeth. "I'll do it. But you owe me."
Actually Fang owed him, but. . . they were brothers, and for the first time in his life, he understood what that meant. "I know and I really appreciate it."
Sasha slid the paper into his back pocket. "You know what really kills me over this is that I've never seen two ani�mals act more human. What kind of Romeo-Juliet bullshit are they playing anyway?"
Fury shrugged. "Hell if I know. He says she's the only one who understands him. Given the girly way he's been acting lately, I actually agree with that 'cause I definitely don't get any of it. If he starts wearing lipstick and pink, I vote we take him out and shoot him. Put his whiny ass out of my misery."
The corner of Sasha's lips curled up as if he were trying not to smile.
"What are you doing here?"
Fury tensed at the sound of Nicolette "Mama" Peltier's deep French accent. Since his brother was making time with Mama's only daughter, Aimee, he more than understood her hostility toward their entire clan, but it didn't mean that he appreciated the tone.
He started to tell her what she could do with it, but before he could draw breath to answer, Sasha spoke up. "I asked him to come. I wanted to warn him about what happened to the Litarian."
Mama relaxed a degree, but her expression was still deeply troubled. "That's bad business there." She cast her gaze around the room as if looking for someone suspicious. "May the gods take mercy on us all if we don't stop the ones behind this. I shudder at the thought of what else they might be capable of."
So did Fury. "Are the bears doing anything to find out who's responsible?"
She shook her head. 'Won, the laws of sanctuary pro�hibit it."
"Then I'll do some digging."
Sasha snorted. "You just can't help this kamikaze streak you have, can you?"
Fury grinned. "Not really. I find it easiest if I just go with it rather than fight it. Besides, if someone is screwing with us, I want to know who and how. Most of all, I want their throat for it."
Respect glowed in Nicolette's eyes. She looked at Sasha. "Take him upstairs before too many scents contaminate the lion so that he can track the ones who did this."
Sasha inclined his head to Nicolette before he motioned for Fury to follow after him.
Fury didn't speak as they left the bar and headed through the kitchen and into Peltier House. Once they were out of sight of any humans, Sasha used his powers to vanish and pop into the doctor's office on the second floor. Fury was a little more cautious.
Because no one had mentored him on how to use his magick when he hit puberty, his control of it was less than desirable. More to the point, he refused to let anyone know just how little control he had. No one knew his shortcom�ings and lived to tell them.
So he walked up the stairs to the rooms that were set aside for medical aid.
As soon as he entered the small office area, he saw Mar�gery, Carson, and Sasha waiting for him.
"Why didn't you follow me?" Sasha snapped.
"I did."
"Yeah but�"
Fury interrupted him. "I'm not leaving a power trail for one of you assholes to use against me. Walking works for me. So where's this lion?"
Carson stepped to the back of the office where another door led into the hospital area. "I have him in here."
Fury followed him. As soon as he entered the sterile room, he froze. There was a woman leaning over the lion on the gurney, weeping. She had one hand buried deep in his mane while the other was lying palm-up on the table. In the center of her palm was the elaborate design that marked her as someone's mate. The affection she showed toward the lion made it a safe bet that he was hers.
"Anita?" Carson said gently. "This is Fury Kattalakis. He's here to help find the ones who did this."
Sniffing, she lifted her head to give him a look that said she wasn't impressed with his offer. "My pride is after the ones who caused it."
"Yeah," Carson said gently, "but the more trackers we have, the more chances to find them and hopefully get a cure."
"We are lions�"
"And I'm a wolf," Fury said, cutting her off. "If I need raw brutality and force, I'll call you. But if you're looking for someone who did you wrong, nothing tracks better than one of us."
Carson put his hand on the woman's arm. "He's right, Anita. Let him see if he can help us find the culprits before they prey on someone else."
She tightened her hand in the lion's mane before she got up and stepped away.
Fury approached the table slowly. "Is he fully animal or does he retain any human rationale?"
Carson sighed. "We're not sure."
Those words wrung a deep sob from the woman.
Fury ignored her and approached the table. The lion growled low as Fury neared him. It was an animal warning. The wolf inside Fury rose to the forefront, but he tamped it down. While the wolf might want to fight, the man knew a lion would tear him up. Sometimes it was good to have hu�man abilities, even if those sometimes went to war with his wolf's heart.
"Easy," he said in a level tone as he balled his hand into a fist to protect his fingers. If there was nothing inside the lion but animal, it would respond to any hostile or fear phero�mones it smelled. He held his hand out slowly so the lion could catch his scent and intent.
The lion swatted at him but didn't hurt him. Good. Fury put his hand on the lion's back. Leaning closer, he felt the muscles shifting, but they weren't bunching to attack. He breathed in and smelled the scent of Carson, Margery, the female lion, and others. But it was the lightest smell that sent him reeling . . .
A wolfswan.
Fury looked at the lioness. "Have you been around any other Lykos?"
Anita indicated the wolf by Carson. "Sasha."
"No," Fury said slowly. "Female."
Anita scoffed. "We don't mix with other breeds. We are purists."
Maybe . . . but there were other scents he picked up on, too. Jackal, panther, and wolf. "When were you around a jackal?"
"Never!" she spat, indignant at the mere suggestion. The jackals weren't exactly anyone's favorite breed. In the land of outcasts, they were the omega animals. The ones every�one avoided and picked on.
Sasha moved closer. "I smell it, too."
Carson exchanged a worried look with Margery. "Anita, tell us everything you can remember about the ones who at�tacked your mate."
"I didn't see them. Jake was out with his brother, in natu�ral form, just running to run. They were harming no one. His brother said that a tessera of Arcadians flashed in and came at them. They fought, and the Arcadians shot Jake with something, and he went down hard. Peter ran for help."
"Where's Peter now?" Fury asked.
A tear slid from the corner of her eye. "Dead. Whatever they shot hit him in the head. He only lived long enough to tell us what happened."
Carson handed her off to Margery before he led Sasha and Fury out of the room. "I've dug through Peter's head and couldn't find anything. There's no entry wound, no exit wound, no blood. Nothing. I don't know what killed him."
That didn't bode well. "Magick?" Fury asked.
Carson shook his head. "But what would be that power�ful?"
Sasha shifted his weight. "The gods." Fury disagreed with that. "I didn't smell a god. I smelled us."
Sasha let out a long sigh. "You know how many Lykos patrias exist?"
"Since I'm the Regis for the Katagaria, yeah, I do. There are thousands of us and that's just in this time period." What he didn't tell them was that the scent was one he was more than familiar with. One from a past he'd done his damnedest to forget. "I'm going to do some digging around and see what I can come up with."
"Thank you," Carson said.
Fury disregarded his gratitude. "No offense, I'm not do�ing this for you. I'm worried about my people. We need to know what's causing him to hold onto his form."
"And if it's reversible," Sasha added.
Fury nodded. "I'll be in touch."
"Hey, Fury?"
He turned to Sasha who hit his chest three times with his fist, then swept his hand down. A silent gesture to let him know Sasha wouldn't forget to give the letter to Aimee. He inclined his head respectfully before he left the room and headed downstairs.
But with every step he took, his long-buried memories burned through him. He went back in time to a woman who had once been his entire world. Not his lover or relative, she'd been his best friend. Angelia.
And in one heartbeat, when his brother had told his clan what he really was, she'd not only betrayed her sacred prom�ise to him, she'd tried to kill him. He could still feel the bite of her knife as she drove it in to the hilt�the scar was still jagged on his chest just inches from his heart. The truth was, she hadn't really missed that organ. Her words to him had done more damage than any weapon ever could.
If she was behind this, he'd make sure it was the last mis�take that bitch ever made.

CHAPTER 2

Angelia hesitated inside the infamous Sanctuary bar. They'd popped into the third level of the limani�the area that had been designated for those teleporting in so that no one would see them�and were now trying to get the lay of the foreign landscape. Dimly lit, the club's ceiling was painted black, and the walls were made of dark red brick. Black railings and trim added to the cave-like feeling of the place.
She'd spent most of her life in medieval England, prefer�ring the open countryside and untainted air to the chaos of twenty-first-century life. Now she knew why. Buildings like this were claustrophobic. She was used to thirty-foot arched ceilings. The flat one above her head couldn't be more than ten feet, if that.
Skittish, she eyed the electric lights around her. As a Were-Hunter, she was susceptible to electrical currents. One tiny jolt and she could lose control of not only her magick, but her human appearance as well.
How did her people live in these horribly crowded and overly electrified places? She'd never understand the appeal. Not to mention the clothes . . .
She wore a pair of blue coarse pants and a white top that, while it was soft, was very strange.
"Are you sure this is a good idea?" she whispered to her companion Dare.
He stood a full head and shoulders above her. At first glance his hair looked dark brown, but in reality it was made up of all colors: ash, auburn, brown, black, mahogany, even some blond. Long and wavy, that hair was more beautiful than any male's should be. She, herself, would kill for it. Yet he thought nothing about it or the fact he was unbelievably sexy and hot. Not that she'd ever sleep with him. He was practically Katagaria with the way he went through women, and as an Arcadian female, she found that animalistic be�havior repugnant.
Still, he was one of the fiercest wolfswains in her patria, and the women of her clan had been fighting over him for centuries.
Tonight he was out for blood.
Luckily it wasn't hers.
He turned those smug hazel-green eyes on her. "If you're scared, little girl, go home."
She barely stamped down the urge to shove him in anger. His arrogance had always rubbed her the wrong way. "I fear nothing."
"Then follow and remain silent."
She made an obscene gesture behind his back as he headed for the stairs. That was the one drawback to living in the past. Male egos. Here she was, an Aristos, one of the most powerful of their breed, and he still treated her like she was his inferior waste.
Gods, how she wanted to beat him down.
But he was the grandson of their former leader and the head of her tessera, so she was honor-bound to follow him. Even if she wanted to kill him.
Remember your duty, she reminded herself. She and Dare were born of the Arcadian branch of Were-Hunters. Hu�mans who had the ability to shift into animals. Their job was to police the Katagaria. The Were-Hunters who were animals able to shift into humans. Just because the Kata�garia sometimes wore the skin of mankind didn't make the beasts one of them. They had no understanding of human rationale, complex emotions, or decorum. At the end of the day, the Katagaria were still animals. Primal. Brutal. Un�predictable. Dangerous.
They preyed on people and each other like the animals they were. None could be trusted. Ever.
Yet how ironic that it was a group of Katagaria who owned this bar and who maintained its laws of peace. In theory no one here could harm anyone else.
Yeah, right. She didn't believe that for a minute. They were probably just better at hiding the bodies.
Or eating them.
Harsh and judgmental, perhaps, but there was a sixth sense inside her that said they should leave before they fin�ished their mission.
That feeling worsened as they descended past the second level where a bear bared his teeth at them in warning as he looked up from the card game he was playing against a group of humans. Frowning, she waited for Dare to react, but he merely continued on his way to the bottom floor. She assumed he must have missed the bear's reaction, though that wasn't like the man who normally caught every nuance of hostility around him.
Suddenly a loud electrical shriek pierced the air, making her flinch as it assaulted her wolf's hearing. She covered one ear with her hand as she prayed it wasn't bleeding. "What is that?"
Dare pointed to the stage where a group of Weres were tuning instruments. A loud guitar wailed before they started a song and the crowd cheered them.
She grimaced at the sight and sounds. "What terrible music," she groused, wishing they were back home and not in the midst of this dive.
Once they were on the ground floor, Dare was only able to take two steps before he was surrounded by five of the meanest-looking werebears she'd ever seen. The eldest of them, who looked to be their father since he bore an un�canny resemblance to the younger ones, stood over seven feet tall. He looked down at Dare as if he were about to tear him into pieces.
"What the fuck are you doing here, Wolf?"
Dare's nostrils flared, but he knew the same thing she did. They were outnumbered and in hostile territory, sur�rounded by animals.
Angelia cleared her throat before she spoke to the eldest bear. "Isn't this Sanctuary?"
One of the younger blond bears shoved at Dare. "Not for him, it's not. It's more like cemetery."
Dare caught himself and held the look of hell wrath on his face. Luckily, he held his temper and didn't fight back.
Yet.
A tall blond woman, who resembled the men closely enough to be another relative, stopped beside them. She gave Dare an insulting once-over before she raked the werebears with a scathing glare.
The bearswan laughed at them. "He's not Fang, guys. Congratulations, you're about to skin an innocent wolf." Tucking her tray under her arm, she stepped away only to have the eldest bear stop her.
"He looks and smells like Fang."
She snorted. "Trust me, Papa, he's nothing like Fang. I know my wolf when I see him and that boy there is seriously lacking."
The youngest bear in the group snatched at Dare's hair. "He has the mark of a Kattalakis."
The waitress rolled her eyes. "Fine, Serre. Kill the bas�tard. Not like I care one way or another." She walked off without looking back.
Serre let go of Dare's hair and made a sound of disgust. "Who the hell are you?"
"Dare Kattalakis."
Angelia froze at the deep, resonant voice that went over her like ice. It was a voice she hadn't heard in centuries, and it was one that belonged to someone she'd assumed was long dead.
Fury Kattalakis.
Her heart pounding, she watched as the bears parted to let him approach. Tall and lean, Fury held the kind of toned body that most men had to work out for. But not him. Even in his younger years, he'd possessed defined muscles that had made the other males in their patria green with jealousy and the women swoon with heat.
If anything, these past centuries had honed him even more. Gone was the insecurity of his youth. The wolf before her was sharp and lethal. One who knew exactly what he was capable of.
Merciless bloodshed.
The last time she'd seen him, his blond hair had been long. It was much shorter now, falling just to his collar. But his eyes were still that unique color that was one shade darker than turquoise.
And the hatred in them sent a chill over her.
His black leather Aerostitch-styled jacket had red and yellow flames on the sleeves and on the back, was a white skull and crossbones that peeked out threateningly from behind the flames. Unzipped in the front, it showed off a plain black t-shirt underneath. The Kevlar padding on the jacket added to the width of his already wide shoulders. Black Aerostitch pants were tucked into a pair of black biker boots that held silver buckles up the sides.
She swallowed at the incredibly sexy sight he made as he stood there, ready to take them all on. And against her will, her heartbeat sped up. Whereas Dare was hot, Fury was in�credible.
Mesmerizing.
And that werewolf had a butt so tight and fine, it had to be illegal even in this day and age. It was all she could do not to stare at it. Or more to the point, stare at him.
Ignoring her obvious ogling, Fury glared at Dare. "Long time no see, brother."
"Not long enough," Dare said between his clenched teeth.
"You know him?" the father bear asked.
Fury shrugged. "I used to. But if you guys want to chop him up and make hamburgers out of him, I wouldn't mind in the least. Hell, I'll even go get the grinder."
Dare moved toward him.
Serre grabbed him and held him back. "Hitting him here would be a very big mistake on your part. Even if we don't like him."
Fury winked sarcastically at the bear. "Love you, too, Serre. You guys always make rne feel so welcome here. Ap�preciate it."
"Our pleasure." Serre let go of Dare.
The father bear sighed. "Since it appears we've made a mistake, let's leave the wolves to their business." He cast a warning look to Dare. "Remember. No spill blood."
None of them spoke until the bears were completely out of earshot.
Fury watched the two before him warily. Dare and he, along with Vane, Fang, and their two sisters, Anya and Star, were litter mates. All born at the same time to their Arca�dian mother. Their mother had kept him, Dare, and Star, and then sent the others to live with their Katagari father.
That was when they'd assumed Fury had been human. Yeah. And the moment his family had found out he wasn't human, they'd turned on him and tried to kill him.
So much for human compassion.
As for Angelia . . . he hated her even more than he hated his brother. At least Dare he understood. The punk had al�ways been jealous of him. From the earliest memory of his childhood, Dare had been there, trying to push him out their mother's affections.
But Lia had been his best friend. Closer than siblings or even lovers. She'd blood-promised to stand at his back for eternity.
Then the very moment Dare had exposed his secret, she had turned on him, too. For that alone he could kill her.
Even so, he had to admit she still dazzled him. Her long black hair was shiny and soft. The kind of hair that begged a man to brush his hand through and bury his face in until he was drunk from her feminine scent. Her large dark eyes held a sleepy quality to them that was as seductive as it was pretty. And her lips . . .
Large and plump, they begged for kisses. They were also the kind of lips a man couldn't help but imagine wrapped around a part of his anatomy while she looked up at him with those dark bedroom eyes.
Damn, the very thought made him hot and hard.
Clenching his teeth, he narrowed his eyes at the scroll�ing marks that covered half her face. Those marked her as the worst sort of sanctimonious Arcadian.
A Sentinel.
They were the ones who thought themselves so much better than the Katagaria. Even worse, they were sworn to hunt them down and cage them like the animals the Arcadi�ans accused them of being.
It was hard to believe he'd ever thought he cared about her. He must have been insane.
"I saw your work on the Litarian," Fury said, his tone guttural. "Want to tell me how you did it?"
Dare, whose eyes looked so much like Vane's that it was spooky as hell, glared at him. "I don't know what you're talking about."
Fury sneered at him. "Yeah, right. And I assume the two of you are here for drinks because those kind of sciewed-up coincidences happen all the time." He sniffed the air. "Oh wait, what is that? Bullshit? Yes, I smell lots of bullshit."
"As if," Dare spat. "You can't smell shite in this cesspit of cheap alcohol, oversprayed perfume, and animal stench."
"Oh see, there you're wrong. I live in this cesspit. Picking out the scent of shit is my specialty, and, Brother, you reek of it. So if I were you, I'd tell me what you did, or I'm going to turn you in to the Peltier bears."
Dare scoffed. "What are they going to do? They have to maintain the laws of No Spill Blood."
"True, but there are three Omegrion reps under this roof and two more live just a howl away. We call a vote and . . . Basically, Brother, you're fucked."
"No, Brother" Dare mocked the word. "You are."
Before Fury could blink. Dare lifted a gun and aimed it at Fury's head. Fury caught Dare's wrist at the same instant it fired. Docking and twisting, he fell to his knees, pulling Dare's arm with him. -
Screams rang out around them.
"Gun!" someone shouted, causing the human patrons to panic as they ran for the door.
Angelia caught Fury by his throat.
"Hold him down!" Dare snapped, as he tried to wring his hand out of Fury's.
Fury refused to let go of Dare's hand. If he did, the bastard would shoot him with whatever he'd used on the lions.
Angelia wrapped her arm around his throat, choking him. "Let him go, Fury."
Before he could answer, all three of them were thrown apart. Fury tried to get up, but someone had them pinned down with one hell of a forcefield. Growling, he struck out with his powers in anger. Instead of breaking the hold, it turned him into a wolf.
He barked at Mama Peltier, who moved to stand between them. But he knew from experience that it wasn't her pow�ers he felt. The trouble was, he didn't know who they be�longed to.
"No one comes into my house and does this," she snarled. "All three of you are banned from here, and if I ever catch you inside Sanctuary again, you won't live long enough to regret it."
"He attacked us," Dare said. "Why should we be banned?"
Dev hauled him up from the floor. "Anyone who partici�pates in a fight is thrown out. Those are the laws."
Colt was far more gentle picking Angelia up.
"There was no bloodshed," Angelia argued.
Mama curled her lip. "Doesn't matter. You almost exposed us to the humans. Lucky for you, they evacuated quickly. Now get out."
Fury tried to turn human again to tell them what was go�ing on, but his magick wasn't cooperating. Not even his men�tal powers were working. It most likely had to do with the fact that someone else's powers were holding him down.
Damn it!
Dare glared at him and made a gesture to let him know it wasn't over. Then, he and Angelia left.
"That means you, too, Wolf," Dev growled. "Max, let him go."
The forcefield dropped.
Finally he was able to turn back into a human. Though he could have done without the public nudity. Unlike other Were-Hunters, he couldn't manifest clothes at the same time as he shapeshifted. / really hate my powers . ..
As he reached to scoop up his clothes, they were put on his body. Confused, he looked around and caught Aimee's gaze. She inclined her head to let him know that she was the one who'd helped him. No doubt Fang had told her about his weakness.
Dev stepped forward.
"I'm going," Fury said. "But before I do, let me congratu�late all of you on your stupidity. Those two assholes who just left were the ones who screwed the lions upstairs. I was try�ing to get the information out of them."
Dev cursed. "Why didn't you tell us?"
"I was trying. Next time you forcefield someone to the ground, you might not want to stifle their ability to talk, too."
The dragon, Max, shook his head. "I thought you were just going to insult me for holding you down. It's what you normally do whenever you speak to me."
"I probably would have had I not had something more important to tell you."
Dev cleared his throat to get their attention. "Are they from this time period?"
"No."
Mama nodded. "Then they have to be in town some�where. There's no full moon for them to use to time jump."
Fury wished, but there was another truth about his old friend. "The woman was Aristos. She's not bound by the moon. They could be anywhere, in any time."
Dev sighed. "Well, at least we got the humans out before they saw anything unnatural happen."
"Bully that." Fury zipped his jacket up. "Now if you'll excuse me�" "Hey."
He looked at Dev.
"You're still banned from here."
"Like I care." He'd been banned from much nicer places than this, and at least there he'd had people who'd actually cared for him . . . at least for a few years.
Without a backward glance, he left them and headed back to Ursulines. The street was strangely quiet, especially given the fact that a large number of humans had gone screaming into the night only a few minutes before. The threat of violence must have really gotten under their skin.
But that didn't change the fact that he still had a wolf to track. Two of them to be precise. Common sense told him to return to his pack and tell Vane what was happening.
Fury scoffed. "Lived my whole life without any sense. Why should I start having some now?"
As he reached his bike, a strange fissure of power went down his spine.
He turned in expectation of a fight, but before he could even move, he was hit with a fierce shock. Cursing, he hit the ground hard. Pain exploded through him as he changed into his wolf form, then human, then wolf again. He was completely immobilized as his body struggled to hold onto one form and was incapable of it.
Dare walked up to him slowly, then kicked him hard in the ribs. "You should have died. Fury. Now you're going to wish you had."
Fury lunged at him, but his muscles wouldn't cooperate. If he could lay hand or paw on the bastard, he'd rip his throat out.
He looked up at Angelia to see sympathy on her face an instant before Dare shot him again. Unbelievable pain ripped through him as he struggled to stay conscious.
It was a losing battle. In one heartbeat, everything went black.
"What are you doing?" Angelia asked Dare.
"We need to know what he knows about our experiment. More to the point, we need to know who he's been talking to. We can't afford for our secret to get out."
She cringed as she watched Fury's body continue to shift from human to white wolf and back again. At least until Dare wrapped the collar around his throat that kept him as human. Since Fury's natural form was a wolf, keep�ing him as a human, especially in daylight, would weaken him.
And it would hurt.
She shook her head at his actions. "You know he's not going to tell us anything." "I wouldn't be so sure."
The Fury she remembered would never tell secrets. He'd die before he did, and he could take a lot of pain. Even as a child, he'd been stronger than any other. "How can you be so certain?"
"Because I'm going to turn him over to our Jackal."
Angelia sucked her breath in sharply at the threat. Oscar was a jackal whose heart was so black, he was more animal than man. "He's your brother, Dare."
"I have no brother. You know what the Katagaria did to my family. To our patria."
It was true. She'd been there the night Dare's Katagari father had led the attack on their Arcadian camp. Just a child, she'd been hidden as the attacks began. Her mother had smeared her with earth to mask her scent before she'd placed her in the cellar.
Even now, she could see the wolves as they attacked her mother and killed her while she'd watched in horror through the slats in the floor.
Dare was right. They had to protect their people. The animals needed to be stripped of their powers and put down like the rabid creatures they were. Even Fury.
"Are you with me?" he asked.
She nodded. "I won't see another child suffer my fate. We have to protect ourselves. Whatever it takes."

CHAPTER 3

Angelia paced the small camp they'd made as she lis�tened to Fury insulting Oscar while he and Dare tor�tured Fury for information. Honestly, she didn't have the stomach for it. She never had.
Maybe Dare was right. Maybe she shouldn't be on a tes�sera after all.
Then again, she was a warrior of unparalleled skill. In battle, she didn't hesitate to kill or to wound. It was just the idea of beating someone who couldn't fight back that sick�ened her.
He's an animal.
No doubt he'd kill her in a heartbeat. She knew that with every part of herself and yet. . .
She cringed as Fury howled in pain.
An instant later, Oscar came outside toward her and the fire they'd made. Without a word, he walked past her and manifested an iron pole.
Frowning, she watched as he placed it in the fire. "What are you doing?"
"I thought a little branding might loosen his tongue."
A wave of nausea went through her.
Dare came outside the tent with the same look of disgust on his face. "I say you should ram it up his ass until he talks."
Oscar laughed.
Horrified, she didn't move until they started back with the poker in hand. "No!" she said sternly.
Oscar angled it at her. "Get out of the way."
"No," she repeated. "This is wrong. You're acting like one of them."
Dare's expression was stern and cruel. "We're protecting our people."
But this wasn't protection. This was all-out cruelty. Un�able to bear it, she tried another tactic. "Let me question him."
Dare frowned. "Why? Like you said, he won't say any�thing."
She gestured toward the tent as she tried to keep her an�ger under control. "You've been beating on him for hours, and it's gotten us nowhere. Let me try another approach. What will it hurt?"
Oscar put the poker back into the fire. "I need to eat any�way. You have until I finish, and then I'm going to try my way again."
Repulsed by them both, Angelia turned around and headed into the tent. The sight of Fury on the floor stopped her dead in her tracks. Still in human form, he was naked with his hands tied at an awkward angle behind his back. Another rope held his legs tied together. He was covered with bruises and cuts to the point that she could barely recognize him.
The fact that he was this wounded and in human form had to be excruciating for him. Anytime they were wounded, they reverted to their natural form. For her it was human. For Fury . . .
He was a wolf.
Trying to keep that in mind, she knelt by his side.
He growled threateningly until he looked up and met her gaze. The pain and torment in those dark turquoise eyes made her wince. And as she dropped her gaze, she saw the scar on his chest. The wound where she'd stabbed him.
Guilt tore through her over what she should never have done.
"Why don't you just finish the job," he said, his tone hos�tile and deadly.
"We don't want to hurt you."
He laughed bitterly. "My wounds and the glee they had in their eyes when they gave them to me tells me a different story."
She brushed the hair back from his forehead to see a vi�cious cut that ran along his brow. Blood poured from his nose and lips. "I'm sorry."
"We're all sorry for something. Why don't you be an ani�mal for once and just kill me?" He glared at her. "You might as well. I'm not going to tell you shit."
"We need to know what happened to the lion."
"Go to hell."
"Fury�"
"Don't you fucking dare use my name. I'm nothing but an animal to all of you. Believe me, all of you made it more than clear to me four hundred years ago when you beat me close to death and then dumped me out to die."
"Fury�"
He barked at her like a wolf. "Would you stop?" He continued making wolf noises. Sighing, Angelia shook her head. "No wonder they beat you."
Baring his teeth in true canine fashion, he growled, then woofed. There was nothing human in the sound or his de�meanor.
Angelia stepped back.
The moment she was away from him. Fury slumped on the ground and stopped making any sounds at all. He lay completely still.
Was he dead?
No, his chest was still moving. She could also hear his faint breathing. As she watched him, her thoughts turned to the past. To the young man she'd once been friends with. Even though he was younger than her by four years, there had been something about him that had touched her.
Where Dare had always been arrogant and bossy, Fury had held a vulnerability that had made her protective of him. More than that, he'd never treated her as inferior. He'd seen her as a partner and confidant.
"I'll be your family, Lia." Those words haunted her. It had been Fury's vow to her once he'd learned that her family had been killed by the Katagaria�by his own father's pack. "I won't ever let the wolves hurt you. I swear it."
Yet she'd stood by this morning while they'd tortured him relentlessly.
It's nothing compared to what you did the last time you saw him.
It was true. She hadn't stood by him then either, and he'd been beaten a lot worse than this.
"Fury," she tried again. "Tell me what we need to know, and I promise you this will stop."
He lifted his head up to pin her with a furious glare. "I don't betray my friends."
"Don't you dare say that to me. I was protecting my peo�ple when I attacked you."
He let out a disbelieving snort. "From mel They were my people, too."
She shook her head in denial. "You don't have people. You're an animal."
He twisted his lips into a vicious snarl. "Baby, you untie me, and I'll show you just how much of an animal the man in me really is. Trust me. He's a lot crueler than the wolf is."
"Told you," Oscar said as he joined them in the tent. He angled the red-hot poker toward the flap. "You should leave. The stench of burning flesh is going to be hard on your nose."
She saw the panic in Fury's eyes as he tried to scoot away from them.
Oscar grabbed him by the hair and rolled him over. Fury kicked at him, but there wasn't much he could do given how tied up he was. Still he fought with a courage that was admi�rable.
"Get out," Dare said as he entered the tent.
As she started for the flap, Fury let out a howl so fierce and pain-filled that it shattered her soul. Turning, she saw that Oscar had dropped the poker across his left hip where it burned in a foul stench.
Right or wrong, she couldn't let them do this to him any�more.
She shoved Dare out of her way, then kicked Oscar back from Fury. Before they could recover themselves, she knelt by Fury's side and placed her hand on his shoulder. Using her powers, she took them out of the tent and moved them farther into the marsh where they'd been camped. Since she didn't know the area all that well, it was the safest place she could take him.
When he met her gaze, there was no gratitude there. Only rage and a hatred so sharp it was piercing. "What are you going to do now? Leave me here for the gators to eat?"
"I should." Instead, she manifested a knife to cut through the ropes that held his hands.
Fury was stunned by her actions. "Why are you helping me?"
"I don't know. Apparently I'm having a moment of ex�treme stupidity."
He wiped at the blood on his face as she cut the ropes on his feet. "I wish your stupidity had kicked in sooner."
She paused at the sight of the raw blister on his hip where the jackal had laid the poker. It had to be killing him. "I'm so sorry."
Fury snatched at the collar on his throat and jerked it free.
Angelia gasped at the action. No one should be able to remove their collar. No one.
"How did you do that?"
He curled his lip at her. "I can do a lot of things when I'm not being shocked."
She started to leave, but before she could, he snapped the collar around her throat. Shrieking, she tried to use her pow�ers to either attack him or remove it.
It was useless.
"I saved you!"
"Fuck you," he snarled. "I wouldn't have been there had the two of you not jumped me last night. You're lucky I don't return the favor you did for me."
Raw panic tore through her as she realized he could do anything to her and she'd be powerless to stop him. "What are you going to do?"
There was no mercy in his expression. No reprieve. "I ought to rip your throat out. But lucky for you, I'm just a dumb animal and killing for revenge isn't in my nature." He tightened his grip on her arm. "Killing to protect myself and those in my pack is another story. You'd do well to remem�ber that."
As she opened her mouth to respond, Fury flashed them out of the marsh and into his brother Vane's large Victorian house.
Vane's mate was in the living room, standing by the couch where their son was napping. Tall and curvaceous with short, dark auburn hair, Bride was one of the few people Fury actually trusted. She let out an almost wolf-sounding yelp before she spun about and gave them her back. "Good grief, Fury, warn me if you're going to jump in here naked."
"Sorry, Bride," he said, trying to keep his focus. But it was getting hard given his wounds. "What happened to you?"
He looked over his shoulder to find Vane standing in the doorway. He wanted to answer, but the drain on his powers combined with the wounds was more than he could take. His ears were buzzing. The next thing he knew, he was a wolf again and exhaustion was overtaking him.
"Don't let her escape and don't take that collar off," he projected to Vane before he let the darkness take him under again.
Angelia jumped away from Fury in his wolf form. Real�izing he was unconscious, she started for the door only to find a man there who bore a scary resemblance to Dare. This guy, however, was a lot more intimidating and even more handsome. "I need to leave."
He looked past her to the woman by the couch. "Bride, take the baby and get upstairs." Though his tone was com�manding, it was also gentle and protective.
She heard the woman leave without questioning him.
As soon as she was gone, he narrowed those eerie hazel eyes on her that were more wolf than human. "What are you doing here and what happened to my brother?"
She tilted her head at his question. His scent. . . it was unmistakable. "You're Arcadian. A Sentinel like me." But unlike her, he chose to hide the marks on his face that desig�nated him as one of their rare and sacred breed.
He curled his lips. "I'm nothing like you. My allegiance is to the Katagaria and it's to my brother. He told me to keep you here and so I shall."
Anger ripped through her. She had no intention of stay�ing here. "I have to get back to my patria."
He shook his head, his face set by determination. "You're part of my mother's patria which makes you my mortal en�emy. You're not leaving here until Fury allows it." He stepped past her to where Fury lay on the floor.
She was aghast at his actions. "You're kidnapping me?"
Effortlessly, he picked Fury up from the floor. No small feat given the size of the wolf. "My mother kidnapped my mate and took her back to medieval England where the male members of your patria then attempted to rape her. Be grate�ful I don't return that favor to you."
Those words were so eerily similar to Fury's that it sent a chill over her. "I just want to go home."
"You're safe here. No one's going to hurt you . . . unless you try to leave." He turned and carried Fury up the same stairs the woman had taken just a few minutes before.
Angelia watched him until he was out of sight. Then she ran for the front door. She'd only made it three steps before four wolves appeared in front of her. Baring their teeth and snapping, they blocked her way.
Katagaria.
She could tell from the smell of them. That scent of wolf mingled with human and magick. It was daylight which meant it was hard for them to appear human. Not impossi�ble, but difficult, especially if they were young or inexperi�enced.
She tried to press forward, but the animals prevented it. "Do what Vane told you." 
She turned and froze in shock. In human form, this werewolf looked similar enough to Dare to be his twin. "Who are you?"
"Fang Kattalakis, and you better pray to whatever god you worship that nothing happens to Fury. My brother dies and I will have your throat." He looked at the wolves around her. "Keep her guarded." Then he returned to a wolfs form and ran up the stairs.
Angelia backed slowly into the living room. Catching the sight of another door to the outside, she started for it only to find more wolves in front of her.
Fear sliced through her as she remembered being a help�less child as the wolves ravaged her mother. Over and over she heard the screams and relived the nightmare of them tearing her parents into shreds. She tried to blast the wolves before her, but the collar rendered all her powers useless.
She was at their mercy.
"Get back," she snarled, throwing a lamp at one of them. The others snarled and woofed, circling her. She couldn't breathe, as panic set in. They were going to kill her!
Vane wanted blood as he saw the deep wounds on Fury's body.
"What happened?"
He turned to find Fang standing in the doorway. "It looks like the Arcadians grabbed him and had some fun with him."
Fang's nostrils flared. "I saw one of their bitches down�stairs. Want me to kill her?"
No.
Vane frowned as he heard Fury's voice in his head. Fury opened his eyes to look at him. 
Where is she?
"Downstairs. I have the pack guarding her." Fury turned human instantly. "You can't do that."
"Why?"
"Her parents were killed by our pack. Ripped apart in front of her when she was only three years old. She'll be ter�rified."
Before Vane could respond, Fury vanished.
Angelia kept swinging at the wolves with her broken lamp as they closed in on her. Terrified, she wanted to scream, but the sound was lodged in her throat. All she could really see was blood, and feel the same horror she'd had the night her parents' screams had echoed in her head. She couldn't breathe or think.
The next thing she knew, someone was grabbing her from behind.
She turned, trying to hit her new attacker, then froze as she saw Fury there in human form.
His touch gentle, he took the lamp from her hand and set it on the floor. His expression stoic, his eyes were every bit as blank. "I won't let them hurt you," he said, his tone sooth�ing. "I haven't forgotten my promise."
A sob came out from deep inside her as he pulled her against him.
Fury cursed at the way she trembled in his arms. He'd never seen anyone more shaken and it pissed him off. "Back off," he barked at the others. "You're acting like fucking humans." Angry at their cruelty, he led her toward the stairs.
"I didn't need your help," she snarled at him.
But he noticed that she didn't pull away. "Believe me, I'm well acquainted with your willingness to stab and kill in cold blood."
Angelia stumbled at those cold words that were tinged with a well-deserved hostility. It was true. He'd been un�armed when they attacked him and she'd left him to his family and their brutality.
Shame and horror filled her. "Why did you save me just now?"
"I'm a dog, remember? We're loyal even when it's stu�pid."
She shook her head in contradiction. "You're a wolf."
"Same difference to most people." He stopped before a door and knocked.
A gentle voice told them to enter.
Fury pushed it open and nudged her inside. "It's me, Bride. I'm still naked so I'm hanging out here. This is Ange�lia. She's not real fond of wolves so I thought she might want to stay with you . . . if that's okay with you?"
Bride rose from her rocking chair as she cuddled a sleep�ing toddler in her arms. "Are you all right. Fury?"
Angelia saw the fatigue on his face and could only imag�ine how much he must be hurting. Still, he'd come for her. . .
It was amazing.
"Yeah," he said in a strained tone, "but I really need to lie down and rest for awhile." "Go sleep, sweetie."
Fury paused and met Angelia's gaze with a feral hostility so potent, it chilled her all the way to her soul. "You hurt her, you even give her a bad look that hurts her feelings and so help me, I will slaughter you like yesterday's meal and no power, yours or otherwise, will save you. Do you understand me?"
She nodded.
"I'm not kidding," he warned again. "I know you're not."
He inclined his head to her before he shut the door.
Angelia turned to find Bride closing the distance on her. Without a word and still holding the toddler, Bride stepped past her and opened the door. Fury was back in wolf form, lying in the hallway where he must have collapsed as soon as he closed the door.
Her expression sympathetic, Bride knelt on the floor and sank one hand in his white fur. "Vane?"
He manifested in the hallway beside her. "What the hell's he doing here? I was looking for him downstairs."
"He wanted me to watch Angelia."
Vane looked at Angelia and gave her a nasty glare. "Why?"
"He said she was scared and wanted me to stay with her. What's going on?"
Vane's face softened as he looked at his mate. The love he felt for her was more than obvious and it touched Ange�lia's heart. No man had ever looked at her with that kind of tenderness.
He brushed a strand of hair back from her face before he dropped his hand down to the dark hair of the sleeping tod�dler. "I'm not sure myself, baby. Fury always talks more to you than he does me." He returned his gaze to Angelia and it turned lethal and cold. "I warn you now. Anything hap�pens to my mate or my son, we will hunt you down and rip you into so many pieces they'll never find all of you."
Angelia stiffened. "I'm not an animal. I don't prey on people's families to get back at them."
Vane scoffed. "Oh, girl, trust me. Animals don't revenge-kill or -attack. That's purely human. So in this case, you better act like an animal and guard her with your life. 'Cause that's what I'm going to take if she so much as gets a paper cut in your presence."
Angelia returned his lethal stare with one of her own. If he thought to attack her, he was going to learn that she wasn't a weakling. She was a trained warrior and she wouldn't go down without a brutal fight. "You know, I'm really getting tired of being threatened by everyone."
"No threats. Just a stated hard-core fact."
Angelia glared at him, wanting to go for his throat. If only she wasn't wearing her collar.
"All right, people," Bride said. "Enough. You," she said to Vane, "get Fury in bed and take care of him." She stood up and walked to Angelia. "You, follow me and I promise I won't threaten you unless you do something to deserve it."
Vane laughed low in his throat. "And keep in mind that even though she's human, she took out my mother and caged her. Don't let her humanity fool you. She can be as vicious as they come."
Bride made an air kiss at him while she cradled her son's head with one hand. "Only when I'm protecting you and Baby Boo, sweetie. Now get Fuzzhead in bed. We'll be fine."
Angelia stepped back to allow Bride to lead the way back into the nursery. The walls were a pale baby blue decorated with teddy bears and stars. She put the toddler in his matching white-and-blue crib before she lifted the side into place.
Feeling awkward, Angelia folded her arms across her chest. "How old's your son?"
"Two years. I know I should take him out of the crib, but he's a kinetic sleeper and I'm not ready for him to acciden�tally fall out of bed yet. Silly, huh?"
She bit back a smile at Bride's concern. "Protecting your family is never silly."
"No, it isn't." Bride sighed as she brushed a hand through the baby's dark hair. Turning, she faced Angelia. "So you want to tell me what's going on?"
Angelia debated on the sanity of that. Telling her that she'd helped kidnap Fury and then stood back while two of her tessera ruthlessly tortured him didn't seem like an award-winning act of intelligence.
More like suicide given the nature of these "people."
"I'm not sure how to answer that."
Bride's gaze narrowed. "Then you must be one of the ones who hurt him."
"No," she said indignantly. "I didn't torture him. I wouldn't do that to anyone."
Bride cocked her head suspiciously. "But you let it hap�pen."
She was smarter than Angelia wanted. "I did stop them."
"After how long? Fury was in pretty bad shape and I know how much damage he can take and still stand and fight. To pass out like he did. . . someone beat him for a while."
Angelia looked away, ashamed. It actually hurt her on a deeper level than she would have thought possible that she hadn't intervened sooner. What kind of person stood by while someone was brutalized? Especially someone she'd once called friend.
Yet twice now in her life, she'd allowed Fury to almost be killed and done nothing to protect him.
She wasn't any better than the animals she hated, and that part of herself she despised even more.
"I'm not proud of it, all right. I should have done some�thing sooner and I know it. But I did keep them from doing anything more to him."
"You're rationalizing your cruelty."
Angelia clenched her teeth. "I'm not rationalizing any�thing. Honestly, I just want to go home. I don't like this time period and I don't like being here with my enemies."
Bride gave her no reprieve. "And I don't like what was done to Fury, but until I know more about it, we're not ene�mies. The hostility at this point is only coming from you. I told Fury I'd keep you company and that's what I'm doing. No enmity here."
Angelia cut a vicious glare toward the woman and her patronizing tone. "You have no idea what this feels like."
"Oh wait. . ." Bride said with a sarcastic laugh. "I was minding my own business when Bryani sent in a demon to kidnap me here in my time period and take me to her village in medieval England�this back when I didn't even know such things were possible. Once there, everyone I came into contact with threatened me when I'd done absolutely noth�ing to any of them, ever. And that included Dare Kattalakis. Then the males of their patria tried to rape me for no other reason than I was mated to Vane. . . Oh, wait, what am I saying? We hadn't gone through the mating ritual yet. They were willing to attack me for nothing more than bearing his mark. So, I think I do have a little clue about what you're feeling here. And in our defense, you're not being manhan�dled."
Angelia put more distance between them. What Bride described had been four years ago. And though she hadn't participated in it, she knew from the others how much dam�age they'd intended to do to the woman before her, and that sickened her, too. "I wasn't there when they did that to you. I was out on patrol. I only heard about it afterward."
"Well, bully for you. It was still extremely traumatic for me. And unlike your people, I can assure you that not a sin�gle wolf in this house will attack you unless you provoke it by something you do against them."
Angelia scoffed at her arrogance and naivete. "You're hu�man. How can you entrust your life to animals? Don't you understand how savage they are?"
Bride shrugged. "My father's a veterinarian. I was raised around all kinds of animals, wild and tame, feathered, furred, scaled, and other. And honestly, I find them much more predictable than any human. They don't backstab and they don't lie or betray. In all my life, I've never had an ani�mal hurt my feelings or make me cry because of something they did."
"Count yourself lucky," Angelia sneered. "I watched my entire family as they were eaten alive by the very pack of animals you have downstairs in your house with your child. The blood of my parents flowed from their bodies through the floorboards and drenched me while I lay in terror of be�ing torn apart by them."
She looked to the crib where Bride's son slumbered, peacefully unaware of how much danger he was in because of his mother's stupidity. "I was only a year older than your child when it happened. My parents gave their lives for mine and I watched as they gave them. So you'll have to excuse me if I have a hard time thinking good of any animal except those who are dead or caged."
"It really makes you wonder what the animals did to be provoked, doesn't it?"
Angelia turned at the sound of the low, deep voice that rumbled like thunder and sent chills over her. Standing head and shoulders above her, this man had a bad attitude so fierce it bled from every pore of his skin.
Dressed all in black, he wore jeans, Harley biker boots, and a short-sleeved t-shirt that showed off a perfect male body. He had a long silver sword earring in his left lobe with a hilt made of a skull and crossbones.
As he scanned her body, his lips were twisted into a sneer made even more ominous by his black goatee. Straight black hair that reached to his shoulders was brushed back from a pair of startlingly blue eyes.
His demeanor tough and lethal, he reminded her of a cold-blooded killer. And when he looked at her she had the feeling he was measuring her for a coffin.
Her heart pounding, she glanced down to his left hand. Each finger, including his thumb, was covered with a long, articulated silver claw and tipped with a point so sharp that it was obviously his weapon of choice. This man liked to get down and dirty with his kills.
To call him psychotic would be a step up for him.
Instinctively, she took three steps back.
Bride laughed a happy sound as she saw him and disre�garded the fact that he obviously wasn't right in the head and that he was most likely an even bigger threat to them than the wolves downstairs. "Z . . . what on earth are you doing here?"
He cut those cold eyes away from her and focused on Bride. "Astrid wanted me to check on Sasha. Apparently something bad went down at Sanctuary last night and she's worried about his safety."
Bride's eyes widened. "So what do you know?"
He cut a suspicious glance toward Angelia that made her blood run cold. "Some Arcadians have found a way to trap Katagaria in their animal forms and strip out their magick. Sasha said the ones responsible attacked Fury and no one had seen him since. Hence my unannounced presence here without Trace's playmate. If Sasha's threatened, Astrid's up�set. If Astrid's upset, I'm going to kill whatever's upsetting her until she's happy again. So where's Fury?"
From any other man, that would have come across as a joke, but Angelia didn't doubt for one instant that Z fully intended to carry out his threat. Especially not the way he was flexing those claws on his hand.
"Wow, Zarek," Bride said slowly, her eyes shining with amusement. "I think that may be the most words you've ever spoken to me during any single visit. Maybe even all of them combined. I'm impressed. As for Fury, I think I should state that he's not the one who upset Sasha, so please don't kill him. I'd miss him if he was gone. He was badly wounded and passed out as soon as he got home."
He let out an expletive so foul, Angelia actually blushed from it.
Zarek narrowed his gaze in her direction. "What about her? Does she know anything?" The tone of it wasn't a ques�tion. It was an undeniable threat.
Angelia straightened and tensed, ready to fight if need be. "I'm an Aristos. I don't think you want to tangle with me."
He scoffed at her bravado. "Like I give a shit. I'm a god, baby, so in the grand scheme of things, if I wanted to rip your head off and use it for a bowling ball, there's not many who could stop me and most of those who could would be too afraid of me to even try."
She had a feeling he wasn't boasting.
"Zarek," Bride said in a chiding tone. "I don't think tor�turing her will get you the information you want."
A slow, sinister smile curved his handsome lips. "Yeah, but it could be fun. I say let's try it and see." He stepped forward.
Bride planted herself in front of him. "I know you want to please your wife, and I can seriously appreciate that. But I told Fury that she'd be safe. Please don't make me a liar, Z."
He growled deep in his throat and for the first time Ange�lia respected Bride, who didn't flinch under his cutthroat scrutiny.
"Fine, Bride. But I want to know what's going on, and if I have to stay here without my wife and child for too long . . . let's just say it won't go well for any of you. Where's Vane?"
"With Fury. First door on your right."
He flexed his claws before he turned and left. He started to slam the door, then glanced back at the sleeping toddler and changed his mind.
He closed it quietly.
"Thank you," Angelia said as soon as they were alone. "You're welcome."
She rubbed her hands up and down her arms in an effort to dispel the chills his presence had left behind. "Is he al�ways like that?"
Bride covered her baby with a small blue blanket. "Actu�ally, I'm told he's a lot mellower now than he used to be. When Vane first met him, he really was suicidal and psy�chotic."
"And you think that's changed . . . how?"
Bride smiled. "Good point, but believe it or not, when he brings his son over to play with mine, he's actually very gentle with the two of them."
That she would pay money to see. She couldn't imagine someone that insane being paternal or tender.
Pushing Zarek out of her thoughts, Angelia walked to the window to look out on the street below. It was so unlike her home. But she knew that Dare and Oscar would be looking for her. Dare was one of the best trackers in their patria. He shouldn't have any trouble finding her and bringing help.
May the gods have mercy on this pack when they arrived. . .
"So . . ." Bride said, letting her voice trail off a bit. "Care to tell me what this weapon is that you guys have in�vented?"
Angelia didn't speak. The weapon was ingenious, and it was one they would die to protect. With it, they had proven that mankind was at the top of the food chain. None of the animals in the Katagaria would have ever been able to de�sign it.
It was the one thing that could protect her people from them forever.
"It really makes you wonder what the animals did to be provoked, doesn't it?" Z's words haunted her. Honestly, she'd never really thought about that before. All she'd ever heard was that the attack had been unprovoked and undeserved.
She had no reason to doubt that.
But what if it hadn't been?
"Why did Bryani attack you?" she asked Bride.
"She claimed she was trying to save me from being mated to her monster of a son. Personally, I think she was just a little whacko."
That was an undisputed fact. Bryani had been the daugh�ter of their leader. As such, her story was known by every�one. It was a story the mothers in their patria used to frighten misbehaving children. Given what the Katagaria had done to the poor woman, it was amazing she had what little sanity she did. "They kept her in their den and repeatedly raped her. Did you know that?"
Bride's expression turned sad and sympathetic. It was obvious the tragedy of that event wasn't lost on her. "Only Vane's father did that, but yes. Vane has told me everything about his family."
"And did he ever say why they attacked us that night?"
Bride frowned. "Don't you know?"
"We have theories. Everything from the wolves must have been hungry and smelled our food to they were rabid Slayers bent on drinking our blood. But no, no one knows why we were attacked."
Bride looked stunned by her words. Her expression turned from disbelief to disgust. "Oh, they know exactly what they did. They just don't want anyone else to know. Those lying dogs . . ."
Now it was Angel ia's turn to be baffled. "What are you talking about?"
When Bride answered, her tone was rife with anger and disdain. "Not one male in your pack has ever confessed to what they did?"
"We were innocent victims."
"Yeah, and I'm the tooth fairy. Trust me. The attack was provoked." Bride shook her head. "You know, I will say this, the Katagaria at least admit what they do. They don't lie to cover it up."
"Well, if you know so much, then please enlighten me about what happened."
"Fine. The Katagaria had a group of females who were pregnant and unable to travel." That was common to both the Arcadian and Katagaria. Once a female was pregnant, she couldn't shapeshift or use her power to teleport until after the children or pups were born.
Bride folded her arms over her chest. "Since they were in medieval England at the time the females conceived, the males took their females deep into the woods away from any people or their villages to make their den in safety. They'd been there for several weeks with no problems. Then one night, the males went out to hunt for food. They found deer and were chasing them when two of the wolves ended up in snares.
"Vane's father, Markus, turned human to free the two who were trapped and while he was at it, he was approached by a group of Arcadian males�the ones who'd set those traps. Markus tried to explain that they meant no harm to them, but before he could, the Arcadians executed the two wolves in the traps, then shot arrows at the others. Outnum�bered, the pack returned to their den where they found most of their women and children missing."
Angelia swallowed as a bad premonition went through her.
"The wolves tracked their scent back to Bryani's camp, where they found the remains of most of their women. They'd been butchered and their hides strung up to tan. There were a handful of pups still alive, but caged. So the wolves waited until nightfall. . . At dusk, a group of the Katagaria led the Arcadian males out of camp so that the others could go in and free their remaining women and children. Bryani's father and others attacked them and the brutal fighting you remember happened."
Angelia shook her head in denial. "You lie! They at�tacked us unprovoked. There was no reason for what they did. None."
"Sweetie," Bride said in a gentle tone, "you don't know the real truth any more than I do. I can only tell you what Vane's pack has told me about that event. Honestly, I believe them for several reasons. One, they don't have any females that old. Something happened to kill them off. And now every male over four hundred years old in their pack is in�sanely protective of any female brought in. I've been with the wolves for the last four years and not once have I seen them be aggressive to anyone unless they or their pack was threatened. Nor have I ever known one of them to lie. If anything, they're honest to the point of brutality."
Angelia still refused to believe it. "My people wouldn't have attacked women and children."
"They tried to attack me."
"In retaliation!"
"For what? Vane hadn't hurt them and I most certainly hadn't. Not one male in your entire patria, including your leader, Vane's own grandfather, would come to my defense. None. But I tell you what. If anyone or anything came into this house and threatened me, there's not a wolf downstairs who wouldn't give his life to keep me safe. And that goes for any female in their pack, too."
The baby woke up and started crying for his mother.
Bride left her to pick him up. "It's okay, Trace. Mommy's here."
He laid his head on her shoulder and rubbed his eyes. "Where's Daddy?"
"He's with Uncle Fury and Uncle Z."
The boy perked up instantly. "Bob play with Trace?"
She smiled indulgently. "No, honey. Bob didn't come with Uncle Z this time. Sorry."
He pouted until he saw Angelia. Then he turned bashful and buried his head against Bride's shoulder.
Bride kissed his cheek. "This is Angelia, Trace. Can you say hi?"
He waved at her without looking up.
In spite of it, Angelia was strangely charmed by the small boy. She'd always loved children and had hoped to one day have a litter of her own. "Hi, Trace."
He peeped at her over the safety of his mother's shoulder. Then he whispered in Bride's ear while his mother rubbed his back affectionately.
In that moment, a repressed memory came flooding back to her. It was something she hadn't thought about in centu�ries. Fury and several boys had been injured while climbing a tree. The boys who'd skinned their hands and knees had run to their mothers for comfort. Fury had broken his arm. Crying, he'd gone to his mother, too. Only when he reached Bryani, she'd angrily shoved him away.
Angelia's uncle had started to comfort Fury.
Bryani had stopped him with a sharp growl. "Don't you dare comfort that boy."
"He's hurt."
"Life is pain and there is no comfort for it. The sooner Fury accepts that, the better off he'll be. Let him know early on that the only one he can depend on is himself. He broke his arm by being stupid. He must tend to it."
Her uncle had been aghast. "He's just a child."
"No. He's my vengeance and one day I'm going to un�leash him on his own father."
Angelia flinched at that memory. How could she have for�gotten it? Then again, Bryani had never been an overly doting parent, so why should it stand out in her memory any more than all the other times Bryani had failed to comfort her sons? It was why Dare was so cold to everyone around him. He'd spent his entire life trying to earn his mother's acceptance.
And it was the last thing she'd ever give her children.
"Does it feel good to be hugged?"
She could still hear Fury's baffled tone as he'd asked her that. It'd been her fourteenth birthday and her uncle had hugged her before he allowed her to go outside and play with Fury. "You've been hugged, Fury."
He'd shaken his head. "No, I haven't. At least not that I remember."
She'd tried to think of a time when someone had held him, but true to his words, she couldn't recall a single time. Heartbroken, she'd put her arms around him and given him his very first hug.
Instead of hugging her back, he'd stood there with his arms at his side. Stiff. Unmoving. Not even breathing. It'd been as if he was afraid to move for fear of her hurting or abandoning him.
"Well?" she'd asked after she released him.
"You smell nice."
She'd smiled. "But did you like the hug?"
He'd walked into her then, rubbing his head against her shoulder in a very wolflike manner until she'd wrapped her arms around him again. Only then did he stop moving. "I like your hugs, Lia." Then he'd run away and hidden from her for three days.
He'd never allowed her to hug or touch him again.
Even with all the secrets they'd shared. Even when she cried. He'd never touched her. He would merely hand her a cloth to wipe her eyes with and listen until she felt better. But never had he come close to touching her again.
Until today, when he'd gone to protect her from the other wolves.
Why would he have done that?
It made no sense. He was an animal. Disgusting. Brutal. Violent. There was nothing redeeming about them. And yet she couldn't shake the images of her past. The times when Fury, an animal, had been closer to her than anyone else.
"I'm a Sentinel, Fury!" She'd awakened to find her marks and had snuck out of their cottage at dawn to find Fury by the stream where he'd gone to sleep. It'd been a strange cus�tom that she hadn't understood at the time. Only later would she learn that he slept there because he was a wolf and he'd been afraid of his family learning that secret.
He'd smiled an honest smile. Unlike the other males of their patria who'd been jealous when they learned she'd been chosen, Fury had been genuinely happy for her. "Have you told your uncle?"
"Not yet. I wanted you to be the first to know." She'd tilted her head to show him the faint markings that had yet to be fully formed. "Do you think I'll be pretty once the lines fill in?"
"You're the most beautiful wolfswan here. How could your marks ever make you anything else?"
She'd gone to hug him, but he'd run off before she could.
Even though she'd told herself he was nothing but an ani�mal, the truth was, she'd loved him. And she'd missed him horribly.
Now he was back.
And nothing had changed. He was still an animal, and she was here to kill or maim him so that he would never be able to hurt another human being again.

CHAPTER 4

Fury came awake slowly, his body aching. For a moment, he thought he was still trapped in human form. But as he blinked his eyes open, he breathed a sigh of relief. He was a wolf and he was home.
He rubbed his snout against the lilac-scented sheets. Bride always sprayed them with her spring water stuff when�ever she made the bed. Normally he hated the smell. But today it was heaven. "How you feeling?"
He lifted his head to find Vane propped against the wall, watching him. Flashing into human form, he was grateful Vane had put him under the covers. "I'm okay."
"You look like shit."
"Yeah, well, I wouldn't date you either, asshole."
Vane gave a short laugh. "You must be feeling better. You're back to you usual surliness. And speaking of surly, Zarek was here. He wants to talk to you when you're up and about."
Why would an ex-Dark-Hunter-turned-god want to talk to him? "What does he want?"
"He filled me in on what's been happening at Sanctuary. They cancelled their celebration and have the whole place locked down until they get to the bottom of this new attack. No one can come or go."
"Good. Where's Angelia?"
"She's in the nursery and refuses to come out. I think she's hoping her patria can track her here and release her from us animals."
Fury snorted at the idea. "Nah, she's probably plotting my dismemberment." Sitting up, he took a breath before he stood and went to pull his clothes out of the chest of drawers.
"You know I can dress you."
Fury scoffed at his brother's offer. "I don't need your help."
"Then on that note, I'm going downstairs to eat dinner." Fury's ears perked up at that. "What did Bride make?" "Leftover turkey and ham." "Mashed potatoes?"
"Of course. She knows how much you love them." That made his stomach rumble greedily. Fury debated on whether he should eat or see Angelia. He was really hungry . .. But. . .
"Save me some."
Vane inclined his head to him. "Wouldn't think other�wise. Oh, and Fang has been dying to know if Aimee got his note."
He pulled on his pants. "I gave it to Sasha to hand to her. So I assume she has it by now unless Dare happened to eat Sasha before he could complete his mission."
"Doubtful. Z would have been a lot surlier had that hap�pened. I'll let him know." Vane exited the room.
Fury finished dressing, then left to see Angelia. He knocked on the door before he pushed it open to find her sit�ting in the rocker with her back against the wall. She jerked up as if she'd been napping.
Damn, she was the sexiest thing he'd ever seen. Espe�cially the way her lips were swollen from sleep.
She almost smiled until her face froze as if she remem�bered that she wasn't supposed to be nice to him. "What do you want?"
"I wanted to make sure you were all right."
She tightened her grip on the chair's arms. "No, I'm not all right. I'm stuck here with animals whom we both know I hate. How can I be all right with that?"
He gave her a droll stare. "Yeah, well, no one's beating on you. From where I stand that looks pretty damn good."
Angelia looked away from that gimlet stare of his and tried not to focus on how handsome he was. On how beauti�ful those turquoise eyes could be . . .
But the longer he stood there, the harder it was to remem�ber he was nothing but an animal just like the ones who'd threatened her downstairs.
He stepped into the room.
She shot to her feet to keep distance between them. "Stay away."
"I'm not going to hurt. . ." His voice trailed off as his eyes dilated dangerously.
Angelia swallowed as she recognized her worst fear had manifested.
He'd caught her scent. Terrified, she backed into the wall and prepared to fight him until one of them was dead.
Fury couldn't move as raw lust burned through him. His body instantly hard, it was all he could do not to attack her. No wonder she'd blockaded herself in this room. "You're in heat."
She picked up Trace's brass piggy bank as if she was about to throw it at him. "Stay away from me."
That was a lot easier said than done since every male particle of him was attuned to her in a way that was virtu�ally irresistible. The wolf in him salivated at the scent of her and it wanted nothing more than to throw her down and mount her.
Lucky for her, he wasn't the animal she thought him to be.
He approached her slowly. "I'm not going to touch you." She threw the bank at his head.
He caught it in one hand before he returned it to its spot on the dresser.
"I'm not kidding, Fury," she growled at him.
"And neither am I. I told you I wouldn't hurt you and I have no intention of going back on my word."
Her gaze dropped down to the bulge in his pants. "I won't mate with you willingly. Ever."
Those words cut him more than they should have. "Trust me, baby, you wouldn't be worth the scratches. Unlike the Arcadian bastards you're used to, I don't have to force a woman into my bed. Sit up here and rot for all I care." He walked out and slammed the door behind him.
Angelia didn't move for several fearful heartbeats as she waited for his return.
He was gone and she was safe again . . . she hoped.
Over and over, she heard the stories in her head about how the Katagaria treated their females when they were in heat. If unmated, the woman was handed off to the unmated males of the pack, who passed her around until they'd had their fill of her. The female had no say whatsoever.
"You're all animals," she snarled, cursing the fact that it was her fertile time of the month and she was trapped here with them. "Where are you. Dare?"
As if in answer, a flash startled her.
She tensed as she realized it wasn't Dare coming to her rescue.
It was Fury. His eyes brittle with anger, he stalked toward her. A true predator bent on the gods only knew what.
"Don't touch me!" She struck out at him.
He caught her hand in his and held it. "You know what? I'm going to teach you a valuable lesson."
Before she could ask him what it was, he teleported them out of the nursery and into a dining room.
Angelia panicked as she realized the room was filled with eight male wolves in human form. By their scents, she knew they were as unmated as Fury was.
Her heart hammering, she tried to run, but Fury wouldn't let her. Blocking her escape, he quickly pulled his clothes on.
"You will sit and you will eat," he growled low in his throat. "Like a civil human," he spat the word as if it were the lowest thing imaginable.
How she wished she had her powers to blast him and make him pay for this. No doubt she'd be the first course and he'd probably hold her down while the others raped her.
Fury walked her toward the table, to the right hand of Bride where a young, handsome wolfswain sat. His eyes darkened as he caught a whiff of her scent.
Angelia braced herself for his attack.
His eyes black and dilated, he stood up slowly. This was it. . . .
He was going to throw her down for all of them.
Just as she was sure he would, he inclined his head re�spectfully to Fury, picked up his plate and glass and moved away to sit at the other end of the table.
Fury sat her in the vacated chair.
Bride, who'd been watching curiously, let out a sigh. "I take it the two of you will be joining us." 
Fury nodded. "We will."
A younger wolfswain who was sitting across the table from her stood up immediately, making Angelia flinch. "I'll get plates for them."
Bride smiled kindly. "Thank you, Keegan."
Thin and blond, he practically ran into the other room only to return with china and silverware. He handed one setting to Fury, then turned to Angelia. "Would you like me to serve you?"
"Sit, Keegan," Fury barked.
He immediately put the place setting in front of her and returned to his seat.
There was so much tension in the room that Angelia could almost taste it. Ignoring it, Fury put food on their plates and then set one in front of her.
"Uncle Furry!"
She looked up to see Trace entering the room with Fang. He ran from Fang to Fury, who scooped him up into a tight hug.
"Hey, whelp." He squeezed him even harder while the boy laughed in happiness. 
"Trace hit his target!"
Fury laughed, his face softening to the expression she'd known so well in their younger years. . . before they were enemies. "Glad I wasn't here for the potty training. Good job, Fang."
Trace squirmed out of Fury's arms to run to his mom. "Trace hit three ducks, Mommy."
"That's wonderful, baby. Good job." She pulled him up to sit in her lap.
Fang's eyes widened as he neared them and he, too, caught her scent. He sucked his breath in sharply, before he sat down on the other side of Fury. "Sorry you missed Thanksgiving this afternoon."
Fury put more mashed potatoes on his plate. "Yeah, me, too."
Angelia didn't understand why that would make him sad. "Thanksgiving?"
Fury looked at her as he cut a piece of turkey on his plate. "It's an American holiday. Every year they come together with their families to give thanks for their lives and com�pany."
"It's why all the wolves are here," Bride said. "The mated ones went home with their wives earlier. Traditionally, the unmated males stay here for dinner and marathon gaming tournaments."
Again, she had no idea what they were talking about. "Gaming tournaments?"
"Video games," Keegan said.
Fury scoffed at the young wolf's eagerness. "She's from medieval England, whelp. She has no idea what you're talk�ing about."
"I can show you."
Fang rolled his eyes. "Down, boy. Arcadian females equate being with us to bestiality."
His face stricken, Keegan returned to his food and didn't bother to look at her anymore.
One of the older males at the table pushed his plate back. "I've lost my appetite. Thank you, Bride, for the food." He looked at Vane. "You need me to stay and help protect your house?"
"I'd appreciate it if you would. We still don't know how many are able to wield whatever took down the lion."
He inclined his head before he headed toward the living room.
Two of the others joined him.
Fang handed a bowl of bread to Fury. "So, Keeg, you been practicing Soul Calibur?"
Keegan grinned. "I'm going to pwn you so bad, buddy. No ring-outs this time."
Vane laughed. "Careful, Keegan, he's setting you up. Fang knows all the special moves for half the characters."
That set up a whole conversation about a subject Angelia had no understanding of. But as they chatted and joked with each other, she relaxed.
Strange how they didn't seem so animalistic like this . . .
They seemed almost human.
Trace slowly moved from his mother's lap around the table to all the men who took turns holding him for a bit. When he got to Fury, he stood on his legs and reached over to her.
"You got drawing face like my daddy sometimes."
Her cheeks heated up as that brought her back to the full scrutiny of the wolves.
The wolf on the other side of Keegan sighed heavily. "Damn, woman, stop panicking every time we look at you. We're not going to throw you down and . . ." He stopped as he looked at Trace. "Do what you think we're going to do. Yes, we know what's going on with you. And no, we don't do that to women."
Bride took Trace back from Fury. She handed him a roll to eat while she directed her attention to Angelia. "I know you don't know Katagaria customs. When a woman is . . ." She paused and looked at the baby before she continued, "in your condition, she selects the male she wants. If she can't decide, they fight and she usually picks the winner, and if he doesn't satisfy her, she picks another. But it's al�ways the woman's choice. The males give their lives and their loyalty to their women. Since their survival hinges on their ability to procreate, that is hardwired into their be�ings."
As Bride started to rise, Keegan took Trace from her arms to hold. "Do you need something?" he asked her.
"Just going to the restroom, sweetie." She patted him on his arm as she walked past him.
Angelia looked at Fury as he ignored her presence.
Was that why he'd never touched her? Thinking back, she remembered how he'd always been more respectful to his mother, sister and her than Dare had been. Always worried about them and their well-being. If they'd ever needed any�thing, he'd been there for them.
"Why did you bring me here?" she asked him.
He swallowed his food before he answered. "I want to know what that weapon is."
Everyone's attention focused on her and every hair on her body stood on full alert. They were poised to attack and she had a hard time controlling her panic.
"We've already had this discussion," she said between clenched teeth. "You can torture me all you want, but I will tell you nothing."
Vane laughed. "Katagaria don't torture . . . they kill."
Two of the older wolves stood up. "So we kill her?" they asked in unison without even a hint of emotion in their voices.
"No," Fury said. "I've given her my protection."
"Oh." The younger one who'd spoken picked up his plate and carried it into the kitchen.
Bride returned to the table and retook her chair.
One by one, all the men left except for Vane, Fury, Fang, and Trace.
"What happened to Zarek?" Fury asked.
Fang swirled his wine in his glass, something that struck her as very human. "He and Sasha are hunting down Dare."
"I hope they don't kill him before I do."
"He's your brother," Angelia reminded him.
Fury cut a harsh glare at her. "Let me explain something to you, babe. When Fang and Anya found out Vane was hu�man, they protected him from our father. If he was wounded or sleeping, they'd take turns guarding his human form to make sure no one learned his secret. The instant Dare found out I was a wolf, he called out the patria to kill me. I think I should return that favor to him tenfold. At least he's a grown man, not an adolescent who had no real way to protect him�self from the stronger, older warriors."
"He also has an unfair weapon. I think we should take it and . . ." Fang paused as he looked at Trace. "Put it some�place really uncomfortable."
Fury's gaze didn't leave hers. "I'd like to put it in the same place he wanted to drive that hot poker."
Angelia shook her head at his brutality. "All of you do realize that holding me here is an act of war."
Fury arched one brow. "How so?"
"You are wolves holding a patria member."
Vane snorted. "And I'm the Regis of your patria. Absent, true, but I am the head of the Kattalakis Arcadian Lykos. As such, you fall under my governance. To declare war on Fury and his Katagaria pack would require my edict, which I'd never give."
"So you condone his behavior?"
"For the first time in our relationship, and as scary as that thought is . . . yes. And as the Regis, I want to know what that weapon is that you used on the lion. Failure to give it to me will result in a trial and I think you know what the Kata�garia council members will demand as punishment."
Her life. But not before she was brutalized. Whenever a Regis, especially one who ruled your particular patria re�quested something of you, you were compelled to give it.
Never had she hated that law more than at this moment. "We call it the Pulse."
Fury scowled. "What the hell is that?"
"It sends out small electrical charges. Not so much that it causes us to change back and forth, but rather it keeps us locked in our base form."
Bride sighed. "Like that collar you wear."
She nodded. "Only the pulse is permanent."
Fang shook his head. "It can't be. If it works on electrical impulses, it has to have a battery."
"It uses body chemicals to keep it charged."
Vane looked ill at the thought of it. "Can it be pulled out?"
"It's too small to be seen. There's no entry wound and no way to find it once it's inside a body."
Fang nodded. "That's what Carson said, too."
Bride grimaced in distaste. "Who would invent such a thing?"
"A Panther in the year 3062," Angelia said with a sigh. "He's now selling them to the highest bidders."
"Why?" Vane asked. "We don't need money like that."
Fury pinned him with an angry glare. "You're thinking like one of us, Vane. The Panther's Arcadian. Think human for a minute. Greed is their god."
Angelia was beginning to understand the differences her�self.
Vane looked at Fury. "You should take her to the Lion at Sanctuary. Let her meet his mate who can no longer com�municate with him. Or better yet, let her meet his children who will never know how much their father loves them. Never hear the sound of his voice as he tells them how proud he is. Or warns them of danger. Good job, really. I couldn't be prouder of your brutality."
Angelia refused to be intimidated by him. She knew bet�ter. "Animals don't do that."
Fury choked on his food before he pinned her with a vi�cious glare. "Yeah. I never said anything like that to you, did I?" He stood up and wiped his mouth. "You know what? I'm sick of looking at you. I remember a girl who used to be capable of caring about others. One who gave people the benefit of the doubt before she attacked them. But obviously she died. I want you out of here before you finish destroying what few good memories I have of that girl." He jerked the collar off her neck, then left the room.
Stunned, Angelia sat there, unable to believe what had just happened.
She was free . . .
"Uncle Furry?" Trace looked up at his mother. "Why is Furry mad, Mommy?"
"His feelings were hurt, baby. He'll be all right."
Vane met Angelia's baffled gaze. "You're free to leave. And I should warn you, the lions are out for blood. The guy you nailed . . . his brother is Paris Sabastienne, and you killed their youngest brother. While as a rule animals aren't big on vengeance, they are big on protecting their family. You've attacked them without provocation and they intend to slaughter all of you when they find you to keep you from doing this to any more members of their pride. You are their prey. Good luck."
Angelia swallowed in panic. "But I didn't shoot him."
Fang shrugged nonchalantly. "They're animals. They don't care who pulled the trigger. They're hunting by scent, and yours was all over Jake. Have a good life, cupcake, at least for the next few hours."
Angelia drew a shaky breath at his morbid forecast. As much as she hated it, she knew he was right. She wouldn't get far and there really was nothing she could do. She'd been a part of this. Willingly.
There was no way to change the past. Any more than she could keep the lions from killing her. They wouldn't listen to reason and honestly, if that had been done to someone she loved, she wouldn't be forgiving, either.
This was what she deserved for her part in Dare's brilliant plan. She would fight, but she wouldn't run. It wasn't in her. If this was her fate, then she would meet it with dignity.
Yet she didn't want to die without at least saying she was sorry to one person.
Excusing herself, she flashed from the table, up to Fury's room.
What she found there stunned her most of all.
Fury stood in front of the dresser holding the small me�dallion she'd given him when he'd reached puberty at twenty-seven.
"What's this for?" he'd asked her when she'd handed it over to him.
"You're a man now, Fury. You should have something to mark the occasion."
It hadn't been expensive or even particularly nice. Just a small circle with an X on it. Yet he'd kept it all these centu�ries.
Even after she'd betrayed him.
Balling it in his fist, he looked at her. "Why are you here?"
She wasn't sure really. No, that wasn't true, she knew exactly why she'd come. "I couldn't leave without telling you something."
He rolled off his retort in a dry, brittle tone. "You hate me. I suck. I'm an animal unfit to breathe the same air." He dropped the necklace back into the top drawer and closed it. "I know the tirade. I've heard it my entire life. So go away."
"No," she said, her voice cracking from the weight of her fear and guilt. "That's not what I wanted to tell you." Uncertain of her reception, she approached him slowly, like she would any wounded animal. She placed her hand over the one he had balled into a fist. "I'm sorry, Fury. You gave me your friendship and loyalty, and when I should have treasured it, I turned on you. I have no excuse for it. I could say I was afraid, but I shouldn't have been afraid of you."
Fury stared at her hand on his. All his life he'd been re�jected. After he'd left his mother's patria, he hadn't reached out to anyone for fear of being hurt again. Because of his untrained powers, he'd always felt awkward around every�one.
The only person who'd ever made him feel like the man he wanted to be was. . . 
Her.
"You stabbed me."
"No," she said, tightening her grip on his hand. "I stabbed at a painful memory. You know me, Fury, but what you don't know is that I have never in my life turned into a wolf. Even though it's part of me, it's a part that I have never been able to accept. I've lived my entire life trying to silence a nightmare that has never relented. We were friends, you and I. And not once since you left have I ever found anyone who made me feel like you did. In your eyes, I was always beautiful."
He met her gaze and the pain inside him scorched her. "And in your eyes, I'm a monster."
"A monster named Furry?"
He snatched his hand away from hers. "He can't pro�nounce my name yet."
"No, but you answer to it and you protected a woman who twice wounded you."
"So what? I'm a stupid asshole."
She reached up and touched his face. "You were never stupid."
He turned his face away. "Don't touch me. It's hard enough to fight your scent. After all, I'm just an animal and you're in heat."
Yes, she was, and the closer she was to him, the more that basic part of herself wanted to be with him. Every hormone in her body was on fire and it was weakening her will.
Or was she just using that as an excuse? The truth was, even without this she'd spent hours at night remembering him. Remembering his scent and his kindness. Wondering what it would have been like had he been Arcadian and still with her.
In all these centuries, he'd been her only real friend and she'd missed him terribly.
Swallowing her fear, she forced herself to say what she really wanted to. "Sate me, Fury." 
He blinked at her words. "What?" 
"I want you."
He shook his head and cast her a scathing glare. "That's your hormones talking. You don't want me. You just need to get laid."
"There's a house full of men downstairs I could pick from. Or I could go home and find one. But I don't want them." He moved away from her.
She followed him and wrapped her arms around his waist. "Your brother told me that the lions are hunting us. I have no doubt they'll find me and kill me. But before I die, I want to do the one thing that I used to dream about."
"And that is?"
"Be with you. Why do you think while you were in the patria that I never chose a male to sleep with after I reached my prime?"
"I figured you thought they were limp."
She smiled at his insult. It was so classic Fury. "No. I was waiting for you. I wanted you to be my first." She trailed her hand down to cup him in her hand.
Fury sucked his breath in sharply. It was so hard to think while she fondled him. Hard to remember why he wanted her to leave.
"Be with me this one time." She nipped at his earlobe.
Chills ran the length of his body as the wolf in him howled in pleasure. In all honesty, he'd never taken many lovers. Mostly because of the woman whose hand was squeezing his cock through his jeans. How could he trust another one after the way she'd betrayed him?
He'd always held himself back from the other wolfswans. When they'd been in heat, he'd withdrawn until the woman had claimed another wolf.
It was easier that way. He didn't like human emotions, and he didn't like any kind of intimacy. It left him too vul�nerable. Left him open to hurt, and he didn't like being hurt.
He should shove her away and forget how good it felt to be held. He was just about to do that very thing when she wrapped her arms around him and gave him the one thing he hadn't had from anyone other than his nephew.
A hug.
"Do you have anyone who holds you?"
That one question shattered his last resistance. "No."
She walked around him and lifted herself up on her toes to reach his lips. Fury hesitated. Wolves didn't kiss when they mated. It was a human action and it was one he'd never experienced.
But as her lips touched his, he realized why it meant so much to the humans. The tenderness of her breath tickling his skin. Of their breathing mingling while her tongue parted his lips to taste him. That was something the wolf in him understood.
Growling, he pulled her into his arms, tasted her fully.
Angelia moaned at the gentle ferocity of his kiss. He cupped her face in his hands as he explored every inch of her mouth. Part of her couldn't believe she was touching a wolf.
But it's Fury. ..
Her Fury.
Even though they didn't pick their mates, he was the one man she'd given her heart to, even when she'd only been a child. "You'll always be my best friend, Fury, and one day when we're grown we'll be warriors together. You protect my back and I'll protect yours." How innocent that promise had been.
And how hard to keep.
Fury pulled back from the kiss to look down at her with those eyes that seared her with his pain and uncertainty. She was afraid. He could smell it. He just didn't know what she was afraid of. "You know that I am, Lia. You're about to den down with an animal. Are you ready for that?"
Den down . . . it was Katagaria slang and repugnant to the Arcadians.
Angelia traced the outline his lips. "If this is my last night to live, I want it to be with you, Fury. Had the Fates not been cruel to us and turned you into an animal when you hit puberty, we would have done this centuries ago. I know ex�actly what you are and I love you in spite of it." She smoothed the angry frown on his brow. "Most of all, I love you be�cause of what you are."
Fury couldn't breathe as he heard words he'd never thought to hear from anyone's lips.
Love.
But did she mean it?
"Would you die for me, Lia?"
It was her turn to scowl. "Why do you ask me that?"
"Because I would die to keep you safe. That to me is what love is. I want to make sure that this time we both un�derstand the terms. 'Cause if love to you is stabbing me and leaving me to die, then you can keep it."
She choked on a sob at his heartfelt words. "No, baby. That wasn't love. That was me being stupid, and I swear to you if I could go back and change that moment, I would stand there and fight for you . . . like I promised you I would."
Closing his eyes, he nuzzled his face against her cheek, stroking her skin with his whiskers. Angelia smiled at the purely wolf action. He was marking her as his. Mingling their scents together.
And honestly, she wanted his scent on her skin. It was warm and masculine. Pure Fury.
He stepped back and pulled her shirt over her head. His eyes flashing, he ran his hands over her bra, gently massag�ing her. She smiled at his hesitancy. "They won't bite you."
A slow smile curled his lips. "No, but their owner might."
Laughing, she nipped at his chin as she reached around to unfasten her bra.
Fury sucked his breath in sharply as she dropped the bra to the floor. On the small side, her breasts were still the most beautiful things he'd ever seen. His blood thrumming in his ears, he dipped his head down to taste her.
Angelia shuddered at the way his tongue teased her nip�ple. He nuzzled and suckled her in such a way that she actu�ally came from it a few moments later. Crying out, she felt her knees give way from the ferocity of her orgasm.
Fury scooped her up in his arms and held her close as he carried her to the bed.
"How did you do that?" she asked breathlessly. "I didn't even know that could cause that."
He made a rumbling sound deep in his throat that was purely animalistic as he laid her back on the mattress. He bent his head down to sweep his hair against her breasts while he unfastened her jeans. "I'm a wolf, Lia. Licking and tasting is our foreplay." He slid her pants and panties down her legs before he removed them and her shoes.
Her heart hammering, she waited for him to return to her.
He jerked his shirt off over his head, showing her a body that was perfect in spite of the scars and bruises that marred the deep tawny skin. Cocking his head, he watched her. "Why are you hesitating?"
"I'm not hesitating."
"Yes, you are. I might be a wolf, but I know what Arca�dian wolfswans do when they take a lover for the first time. Are you rejecting me?"
"Never," she said emphatically.
"Then why aren't you welcoming me?"
"I was afraid it would insult you. I don't know what Kata�garia do. Should I turn over?"
Anger darkened his eyes. "Do you want to be screwed by an animal, or loved by a man?"
She sighed in frustration. No matter what she did, she made him angry. "I want to be with Fury as his lover."
Fury savored those words. "Then show me like you would any lover."
Her smile warmed him completely as she spread her legs wide. Her gaze never wavered from his as she reached down to carefully spread the folds of her body and hold herself open to him so that he could see exactly how wet she was for him. How ready and willing she was.
Arcadian custom dictated that he enter her while she was like that. They would mate face-to-face with very little tast�ing.
But that wasn't what he wanted. Removing his pants, he crawled up the bed between her legs.
Angelia trembled, waiting for him to enter her with one forceful thrust. Instead, he nipped her fingers, licking her moisture from them. His gaze on hers, he held her hand in his before he took her into his mouth.
Arching her back, she groaned at how good he felt there. His tongue swirled around her, delving deep inside her body. Her head swam from the intense pleasure that kept increas�ing more and more until she feared she'd explode from it. Unable to stand it, she buried her hand in his hair while he continued to please her.
And when she came again, he stayed there, wringing ev�ery single spasm out of her until she thought she would weep from the sweet ecstasy.
Fury was panting from the pain in his cock as he ached to take her. Among his kind, the female must be fully sated. If not, she'd take another lover after him. It was a mark of shame to have a female call for another male to satisfy her, and though he hadn't taken many lovers, he'd never had one call in for a second.
There was no way he was going to allow Angelia to be his first.
Sitting back on his haunches, he held his hand out to her.
She took it and frowned. "Is something wrong?"
He pulled her up slowly until she was sitting on the bed. "No. You wanted to know how a wolf takes his woman . . ." He moved her to the foot of the bed where he put her hands on the brass poles.
Angelia wasn't sure about this. "What are you doing?"
He kissed her passionately before he indicated the dresser with a tilt of his head. "Look in the mirror."
She did and watched as he moved around to her back. The moment he was there, he lifted her up so that they were kneeling on the bed with his chest pressed against her back. He brushed the hair away from her neck so that he could nip her skin. Wrapping her in his arms, he nuzzled her and breathed in her ear.
His muscles flexed around her as he cupped her breasts in his hands. He nudged her legs wider apart, then dipped his hand down to tease the tender folds.
Angelia watched his play, entranced by it. How could someone so fierce and dangerous be so gentle?
When she was wet and aching again, he lifted his head to meet her gaze in the mirror. With their gazes locked, he slid himself deep inside her.
She gasped at the girth and length of him there. Biting his lip, he thrust against her hips, sinking in even deeper while his hand continued to tease her. She felt her powers surging. Sex had always made her kind more powerful. Stronger. But never had she felt like this.
It was as if he were feeding her from a primal power source.
Fury buried his face against her nape as his senses swirled over how good she felt. There was nothing sweeter than the feel of her body around his. If she were a wolf, she'd be claw�ing at him by now, demanding he ride her harder and faster.
Instead, she let him take his time and savor her softness. Savor the beauty of intimacy. This was a side of himself that he'd seldom shared with any female.
And deep in his heart he knew why that was.
Because they'd never been his Lia. How many times had he closed his eyes and pretended it was Lia he held? Pre�tended it was her he smelled.
Now there was no pretending. She was here and she was his.
"Say my name, Lia," he whispered in her ear. 
She frowned at him. "What?"
He thrust deep inside her and paused to look at her in the mirror. "I want to hear my name on your lips while I'm in�side you. Look at me like this and tell me again that you love me."
Angelia cried out in pleasure as he thrust against her again. "I love you, Fury."
She could feel him growing larger inside her. It was something all the males of their species did. The more plea�sure they felt, the more they expanded. The thick fullness caused her powers to soar even more. Arching her back, she reached over her head to cup his cheek.
He quickened his strokes while his hand continued to. tease her cleft. There was a ferocity to his strokes now. One that was both commanding and possessive. She'd always heard the term of being taken by a lover, but this was the first time she'd experienced it.
And this time when she came, she actually howled from the sheer ecstasy of it.
Fury ground his teeth at the sound of her orgasm. At the sensation of her body spasming against his. It ignited his powers, arcing them until they caused the lamp on the night�stand to shatter. Still he pleased her, wanting to wring every last sigh and murmur from her.
It was only after she collapsed back against him that he allowed himself to come, too. He growled at the sudden burst as his release exploded and he finally felt his own re�lief.
Angelia smiled at the sight of Fury in the mirror as he buried his head against her shoulder and shuddered. His panting mixed with hers while he held her in his arms and kept her there. Unlike regular humans, they would be locked together like this until his orgasm finished�which would take several minutes. Normally, an Arcadian male would fall against her and wait for it to end.
Instead, Fury took the brunt of her weight while he nuz�zled her neck and held her tight.
"Did I hurt you?" he asked.
"No."
He laid his cheek against hers and rocked her gently. An�gelia smiled, placing her hand to his cheek. In all her life she'd never experienced a more tender moment.
And to think it was in the arms of an animal that she'd found it. It was inconceivable.
They stayed there like that until he finally was soft enough to pull out without hurting her. Angelia fell back on the bed.
Fury lay down beside her so that he could stare at her naked body. "You are so beautiful." He traced the Sentinel markings on her face.
"I'll bet you never thought you'd mate with an Arca�dian."
"I did until I turned out to be a wolf."
She looked away at his blunt truth. "Why did you keep that secret from me?"
He laughed bitterly. "Oh gee, I can't imagine. Maybe be�cause I was afraid you'd freak out and hate me. What a ri�diculous thought that was, huh?"
Blushing, she looked away, ashamed of the fact that he'd been right about her and he shouldn't have been. "I'm sorry for that."
"It's all right. You weren't the only one who tried to kill me."
No, his entire patria, including his mother, siblings and grandfather had tried to kill him. And still he'd managed to survive.
"Did your father welcome you in?"
"I never gave him the chance to reject me. I found his pack and when I saw how little respect he had for Vane and Fang, I decided to lay low and not tell him I was his son. I figured one near-death experience at the hands of a parent was enough for anyone." He traced circles around her breasts. "You've really never shapeshifted?"
"Why would I?"
He stopped to stare at her. "I think you should." 
"Why?"
"It's part of who and what you are."
So what? "It's a part I don't have to accept or like."
"Yes, you do."
She tensed at his tone. "What are you saying?" 
"I'm saying either you shift into a wolf, or I'm going to shock you and make you."
She gasped at his threat. "You wouldn't dare." 
"Try me."
Horrified, she sat up. "This isn't funny. Fury. I don't want to be a wolf."
His turquoise eyes were relentless. "For one minute, hu�mor me. You need to know what it is you hunt, and what it is you hate."
"Why?"
"Because it's what I am and I want you to understand me." 
She wanted to tell him to shove that. She did understand him, but before she could say that, she stopped.
He was right. How could she understand what he was when she'd never experienced it herself? If it was important to him, then she would do this.
"Then for you only, and only for one minute."
He inclined his head and waited.
And waited.
When a full three minutes had gone by and she was still human, he arched a brow at her. "Well?"
"Okay. I'm doing it." Glaring at him, she flashed into her wolf's form.
Fury smiled at the sight of her on his bed. Dark brown with black and red, she was as beautiful in this form as she was in her human one. He ran his hand through her fur. "See, it's not so bad, is it?"
Can you understand me?
"Of course I can. Just like you can understand me. Now look around the room. See how different things look. How much sharper sounds and scents are."
She looked up at him.
"You're still human, Lia. Even as a wolf. You retain all of yourself in this form."
She flashed back to herself. "Do you�"
"Yes. What we are in one form, we are in the other. Noth�ing changes."
Angelia sat there thinking that over. She'd assumed as a wolf that they became animals with no rational thought at all. . . but that hadn't been true. She'd kept all her cogni�zance. The only difference had been heightened senses.
Gratitude swept through her, and as she went to kiss him, a searing pain tore through her hand. Gasping, she sat back, shaking it to help alleviate the pain.
Fury cursed before he lifted his hand and blew air across it. As he did so, the geometric pattern of his pack appeared on his palm.
It was identical to the one on hers. 
Holy shit. . .
"We're mates?" Angelia gasped.
Fury looked at her in disbelief. "How?"
She continued staring at her palm. In their world, the Fates determined who they would mate with at their births. The only way to find the mate was to sleep with them and if it was meant to be, they would have matching marks.
Those marks would only appear for three weeks, and if the woman failed to accept her mate within that time, she would be free to live out her life free of him. But she would never be able to have children with anyone else.
The male was left celibate until the day she died. Once mated, he could only sleep with his wife. He would never be able to have an erection for anyone else.
"We were chosen." She placed her palm to his and smiled. "You are my mate."
Fury was having a hard time with this. He'd always won�dered what it would feel like to be mated. The Dark-Hunter Acheron had told him that he'd already met his mate, but he hadn't really believed him.
To have it be the one woman he'd always loved . . .
It just didn't happen like this.
He looked at Angelia, his heart pounding. "Will you ac�cept me?"
She rolled her eyes. "No. I'm here naked with you be�cause all my clothes fell off by accident and I can't find them."
"You're a sarcastic little critter, aren't you?" 
"I learned it from you."
Laughing, Fury leaned forward to kiss her, but before he could make contact with her lips, a bright flash exploded. He pulled back and scowled as four lions appeared in his room.
Their expressions were furious as they threw something at him.
He caught it and then grimaced before he dropped the jackal's gruesome head to the floor. "What the hell is this?"
"I'm Paris Sabastienne," the tallest lion said, "and I'm here to kill the bitch who killed and ruined my brothers."

CHAPTER 5

Angelia used her powers to clothe them as she braced herself for Fury to hand her over to the Litarians for their dinner.
Instead, he rose from the bed with an aura so deadly it gave her chills. "I don't know what you think you're doing here, tree-humper, but you don't come into my brother's house with that attitude and tone." He looked down to the severed head on the floor. "And you damn sure don't bring filth into the presence of my mate."
"We've tracked her scent here."
Fury gave him a sinister smirk. "And do you smell it in my room?"
One of the lions moved to grab Fury. Faster than she could blink, he twirled away from the lion and then pinned him against the wall. Hard.
"You really don't want to test me," Fury snarled, banging his head into the wall. "I'm not a gazelle on the savannah, punk. I'll have your throat faster than you took the jackal's head."
Paris took a step forward. "There are four of us and one of you."
"Two of us," Angelia corrected, cutting him off from Fury. "And the only thing deadlier than a wolf is his mate when he's threatened."
Paris approached her. He sniffed the air around her as he eyed her warily.
"Is it her?" one of the other lions asked him.
"No," he said disgustedly. "We've lost the scent." He turned toward Fury. This isn't over, Wolf. We won't stop until we're satisfied. If I find the bitch responsible, I will feast on her entrails."
Fury shoved the lion he held at Paris. "You're not wel�come here. Really. Get out."
Paris made a feral growl before they vanished.
"And take your nasty trophy head with you," Fury snarled as he slung it into the portal with them so that it went wher�ever it was they were going.
Angelia let out a slow breath in relief. "What just hap�pened? How did they not smell me?"
Fury shrugged. "The one power I did develop was the ability to mask my scent. Since it's now part of yours, I was able to mask yours, too."
"That's why you don't smell like a Katagari!"
He inclined his head to her in a sarcastic salute.
But that raised another question in her mind. "So how is it Dare found out about your base form if he couldn't smell it?"
Fury looked away as pain swept through him. To this day, the betrayal of it shredded his soul.
Angelia placed her hand on his cheek where he had his teeth clenched tight. "Tell me."
He didn't know why he confided in her when it went against his nature. But before he could stop himself, the truth came pouring out. "We were attacked by a group of outlaw humans in the forest. They shot an arrow. Dare didn't see it, but I did. I shoved him out of the way and took it for him."
She winced as she understood what had happened. "The pain made you change forms."
Fury nodded. "He knew as soon as I fell down. I tried to stop him before he reached the village, but by the time I got there, my mother had already been told."
The rest she remembered with crystal clarity. She'd heard the shouting and had gone to the main hall where they'd all gath�ered. Fury had been bleeding, but he was still in human form.
Dare had shoved him at their mother. "He's a fucking Wolf, Mum. I saw it."
Bryani had grabbed Fury by the hair. "Tell me the truth. Are you a Katagari?"
Fury's gaze had gone to Angelia's. Pain, shame and tor�ment had shone deep in his eyes. But it was the pleading look there that had taken her breath. He'd silently begged her to stand with him.
"Answer me!" His mother had demanded.
"I'm a wolf."
They'd set on him with a vengeance so fierce that she found it hard to believe that she'd ever taken part in it. But there, in that moment. . .
She was such a fool.
"Will you ever trust me again?" she asked him. 
He took her marked palm into his hand. "Do I have a choice?"
"Yes, you do. This only means I can bear your children. It has nothing to do with our hearts."
Fury sighed. No, it didn't. His parents hated one another. Even now all they did was plot each other's murders.
"If you can lay aside your hatred of my kind, I'm willing to forget the past."
Angelia looked around the room. "I will have to live here in your time, won't I?"
"Do you really think you can go home wearing the mark of a Katagari?"
He was right. They'd destroy her.
Fury stepped away from her. "You have three weeks to decide if you can live with me."
"I don't need three weeks, Fury. I agreed to den down with you, and so I have. I will even bond with you."
Anger sparked in his eyes at her suggestion. "No, you won't. I have too many enemies who want me dead. I won't bond your life force to mine. It's too dangerous."
She laughed. "You have enemies? What was that lion tes�sera that just left? Who were they after?" She cupped his face in her hands. "You and I should have had a lifetime to�gether already. I allowed my stupidity to rob us of four hun�dred years. I don't want to lose another minute of being with you."
"You didn't feel that way twenty-four hours ago."
"You're right. But you've opened my eyes. What Dare is trying to do is wrong. I can't believe I've ruined that poor lion's life. God, how I wish I could go back and shove Dare when he fired the gun so that he'd miss."
Fury's face went stark white. "Dare killed an unarmed lion?"
"No, that was the jackal. Dare shot the one who lived." "And your part in all this?"
"Stupid onlooker who thought she was going to make the world safe for other little girls so that they wouldn't have to watch their family get eaten. I didn"t realize that I was fight�ing for the monsters and not against them."
Fury sighed. "Dare's not a monster. He's just an insecure asshole who wanted his mother to love him."
"And what about you?"
"I was an insecure asshole who knew he could never get too close to his mother for fear she'd smell the wolf on him and kill him."
She pulled him into her arms to kiss his lips. "Mate with me, Fury."
"You're a bossy thing, aren't you?"
"Only when there's something I want." She looked at the bed. "Shouldn't we get naked?"
He put his hands on her arms and held her back. "We have to settle this first. I want to make sure that you're mat�ing with me out of choice and not out of fear."
"Don't you think I'm smart enough to know the differ�ence?"
"I'm the one who has to be sure of your motivation."
Because he still didn't trust her. The sad thing was, she couldn't blame him. "Very well then. How do we end this?"
"I think I have an idea."
Angelia sat downstairs with Fang sniffing at her hand.
"No wonder he was acting so weird. The bastard's mated."
"Fang!" Bride snapped at him. "Leave the poor woman alone, or at least congratulate her."
"On what? Being mated to Fury seems like a nightmare to me."
There was a time Angelia would have agreed. Strange how she no longer did. "Your brother is a wonderful wolf."
Bride smiled approvingly.
"So where is lover-wolf, anyway?"
"He said he was going to see a friend about getting the lions off my trail."
Fang's face blanched.
"What?" Angelia asked, immediately scared by his reac�tion.
"Fury doesn't have any friends."
Why would he have lied to her? Dear gods, what was he doing? "Then where is he?"
The question had barely left her lips before Vane appeared. He glared at her before he turned to Fang. "I need you at the Omegrion. Now."
Fang frowned. "What's going on?"
"Fury has turned himself in as the one who maimed the lion."
Angelia shot to her feet. "What?!"
"You heard me! Stupid idiot. I've been summoned by Savitar who asked me to bring any witnesses who can tes�tify to his innocence."
Fang cursed. "Where was he when it happened?"
"I don't know."
Fang shot to his feet. "I'm going." 
They started to leave.
"Don't forget me." Angelia moved to stand in front of Vane.
Vane hesitated.
Fang gave him a stern look. "She's his mate, V. Let her come."
Nodding, he took her with them to Savitar's island and into the chamber room where the Omegrion met and de�cided the laws that governed all lycanthropes. All her life, Angelia had heard stories about this place. Never had she thought to see it.
Here the Regis, one representative for each branch of the Katagaria and Arcadians, met. It was amazing to her that they didn't fight. But then that was why Savitar was here.
More like a referee, Savitar held the final fate of all of them in his hands. The only problem was no one really knew what Savitar was. Or even where he came from.
"Where's Fury?" she asked Vane.
"I don't know."
"Are all the members here?"
He scanned the group. "All but Fury."
Before she could ask another question, she felt a ripple of power behind her. Turning, she found an unbelievably gor�geous man there. At least six-feet-eight, he had long dark hair and a goatee. Dressed in surf clothes, he eyed her suspi�ciously.
"You have your witnesses, Wolf?" he asked Vane. 
"I do."
"Then let's proceed." He walked past the round table where the Omegrion members sat and took a seat on a throne that was set apart.
"Savitar?" she asked Vane.
He nodded.
Damn. He was scary.
Savitar let out a long, exaggerated sigh. "I know everyone here wants to be somewhere else. Trust me. So do I. But for those who haven't heard and you'd have to live under a rock . . ." He looked over to the Arcadian Hawk Regis and hesitated. "Okay, so some of you do, which is why I have to explain this. It appears some of our good Arcadians have created and now used a weapon that can take away your preternatural abilities and lock you into your base form."
Several members sucked their breaths in sharply.
Savitar nodded. "Yeah, it sucks. Two days ago, a couple of bastards decided to go hunting. I have the head of two of the four people responsible." He indicated the lions to his left. "The family of the victim wants the other two. Dead. But tortured first. I can respect that."
"Do we hunt?" Nicolette Peltier asked.
"No. It seems one of those responsible has come forward to turn himself in. He claims he killed the fourth member and doesn't want to run."
"Where is he?" Paris's brother demanded.
"Wait your turn, Lion, or I'll be wearing your eyeballs as jewelry."
The lion backed down immediately.
Savitar snapped his fingers, and Fury appeared before his throne in chains.
Angelia started for him, only to have Vane stop her.
Fury did a doubletake as he saw her. "Dammit, Vane, I told you not to�" A muzzle appeared on his face.
Savitar glared at him. "Next person or animal who inter�rupts me is going to get gutted."
Fury's gaze was locked on hers. Don't speak, he projected to her. It's better this way. Trust me. You can go home and have your life back.
Was he out of his mind?
That thought died as she saw Dare appear next to Fury.
Savitar eyed Dare with contempt. "We have a witness who swears he saw Fury in the act. Since that corroborates what Fury has said, I suppose your vote on his fate will be an easy one. Unless someone in the room has something more to add."
Sasha stepped forward. "Fury didn't do it. He's protect�ing someone. I know him. I might not like his ass, but I know he's innocent. I was there at Sanctuary when he saw the lion and he knew nothing about it."
"It's true," Nicolette Peltier said. "I, too, saw him. He told me he would find the one responsible and make them pay."
Savitar stroked his chin. "Interesting, isn't it? What do you have to say about that, Fury?"
The muzzle vanished. "They're on crack."
Savitar shook his head. "Anyone else on crack?"
Tears stung Angelia's eyes at the sacrifice Fury was will�ing to make. But she couldn't let him do this. Looking down, she traced his symbol in her palm.
It would have been her greatest honor to be his mate and have his children.
If only it could have been.
"Fury's innocent," she said, stepping forward. "He con�fessed to save�" 
"Me."
Angelia froze in shock as Dare cleared his throat. 
"What was that?" Savitar asked.
Dare glanced to her, then looked at Fury. "I'm the one who fired the shot that maimed the lion. The one who killed the other is already dead."
"And the others?"
"Also dead."
Fury shook his head at Dare. "Why are you doing this?"
"Because it was my wrongdoing, and I refuse to have an animal show me up by being noble. Fuck you."
"We had a bargain," Fury said under his breath.
"I'm altering it." Dare looked back at Angelia. "It's time for once that I did the right thing for the right reasons."
Savitar folded his arms over his chest. "We have another confession from Dare Kattalakis. Going once, going twice. . . are there any more confessions in the room? Anyone else want to admit to shooting a lion?" He paused. "Didn't think so."
The lions moved forward. "Then he's ours."
Savitar shook his head. "Actually, he's mine. Sorry. You've already taken the heads of two Arcadians. Be glad I don't demand justice for their families. We're going to as�sume they were guilty, but without a trial. . ."
The lions looked less than pleased, but no one dared to question him.
"As for this little toy they used, don't worry. I've already made sure the inventor doesn't invent anything else. I have my people tracking down the handful he sold and we should have them destroyed soon. In the meantime . . ."
Dare vanished, and Fury's shackles melted.
"Omegrion is adjourned."
The council members flashed out.
Except for the wolves and Nicolette. Fury walked over to where they were standing. He held his hand out to Sasha. "Thanks."
"No problem. And we're still not friendly."
Fury's eyes danced with humor. "Yeah, you prick, I hate your guts." He looked at Nicolette. "It was decent of you, too, to speak up."
"You are still banned from my house . . . unless you're wounded." She teleported out.
Fury shook his head, then looked at her. All humor died. "You were going to turn yourself in to save me."
"I told you, Fury. I will always stand at your back."
He took her hands into his and then kissed each one in turn. "My back isn't where I want you."
She arched a brow. "No? Where would you prefer me, then?" She expected him to say under him�it was what an Arcadian male would say.
But he didn't.
"I want you at my side. Always." 
"Ugh," Fang groused. "Wolves, get a room." 
Angelia smiled. "Sounds like a great idea." 
The next thing she knew, they were home.
Savitar didn't move as he watched the last of the wolves clear the room. The moment it was empty, he felt a power surge next to him.
It was Zarek.
"Sasha went home, Z."
"Yeah, I know. I was checking with you about our earlier discussion."
"My demons got most of the weapons." "But. . ."
"There are still a few out there."
Zarek cursed. "If Sasha gets nailed with one, Astrid will lose her mind."
"Believe me, Z, I know." Savitar looked out toward the clear horizon, but inside, he knew the same thing that Zarek did. There was a storm brewing. Fierce and violent.
They'd stopped this minor bout. But it was nothing com�pared to the one that was coming.
Fury lay in bed, naked, with Angelia on top of him. Their palms were still pressed together from their mating ritual.
"I still can't believe you would have died so that I could go home."
"I can't believe you were going to call me a liar and take my place under the guillotine. Next time I try to save you, woman, you better stay saved."
She laughed, then nipped at his chin. "I shall promise to behave, on only one condition."
"And that is?"
"That you bond your life force to mine." 
He scowled at her. "Why is that so important to you?" 
She swallowed against the lump in her throat. "Don't you know?" 
"No."
"Because I love you, Wolf, and I don't ever want to spend another day in this life without you. Where you den, I den, and when you die, I die, too."
Fury looked up at her in disbelief. In all his life, he'd only ever wanted one thing.
And Lia had just given it to him. A woman he could love and depend on.
"For you, my lady wolf, I would do anything."
Anglia smiled as she felt him growing hard again. Kiss�ing his hand, she knew that this time they wouldn't just have sex. This time they would be joined throughout all eternity.

OEBPS/images/img00001.jpg





