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      She dreamed of the forest and running. Of the wind as she raced over the terrain. Her footing steady and sure…she was agile, fleet-footed and free. The sounds and smells of nature filled her senses, earthy and comforting, as she slowed her pace.

      The darkness of night surrounded her, with only the silvery moon lighting her way as she padded on silent feet through the mountain forest trails. Despite the fact she was alone, she didn’t feel threatened out here in the dark. Instead, she felt comforted, as though nature itself would rise and protect her if danger should strike.

      The sound of a stream up ahead drew her attention, so she turned toward it. As she approached, the musical notes of it rushing and tumbling over mountain stones grew louder.

      She could already feel the cold, crystal-clear water against her tongue as she reached the bank, dropping her head to drink and coming face to face with the reflection of amber-gold eyes—

      “Lillian…Lilly! Wake up, chick. We got incoming!”

      The sound of the ward sister Beth’s voice snapped Lillian Rosewood out of her light doze. On reflex, she stood up, smoothing down her plain shirt and slacks before fully awake. As the manager at St. Mary’s, most of the staff were aware of her dedication to the hospital her great-grandfather had founded. The sight of her asleep at her desk or on the small sofa in her office rather than going home wasn’t an uncommon one.

      “Incoming?”

      She rushed out of the room in a heartbeat, following the bustling senior nurse as she hurried down to the reception area. “What do you mean incoming? It’s after eleven…there’s been no phone call…”

      She slid to a halt just inside the medical reception area, almost running Beth over as the nurse came to an abrupt stop in front of her. The area beyond the other woman had become a hive of activity. Army medics burst through the double doors, shoving a gurney between them, accompanied by a blast of cold wind from the wintry weather outside.

      “Crap.”

      Even from here she could see the blood. It covered the torso and legs of the patient on the gurney, vivid scarlet against the subdued greens of his combat uniform. Her brow furrowed. Where were the dressings? There was nothing, not even a swab of gauze held over the bloodstained fabric.

      “What are you doing?”

      She brushed past Beth, a frown creasing her brow and authority ringing in her voice. “You can’t bring him in here like that. This is a psychiatric institution. We don’t provide emergency care.”

      Even as she tried to stop them, her heart went out to the soldier on the bed. Tall, he had to be well over six feet, and from the bits she could see that weren’t covered in blood, ripped too. Irritation surged through her. What kind of sicko noticed how cute the patient was while said patient bled out in the lobby?

      “For Christ’s sake, someone put pressure on that wound.”

      She surged forward, even though she didn’t have protective gloves on, her instincts overriding any sense of personal danger. Before she could reach the sodden fabric, a hand clamped over her wrist. The coppery, tangy scent of blood rolled over her, surrounding her and trying to trigger her gag reflex. Instincts as old as humanity itself told her that something was wrong. She’d never seen so much blood on a patient who didn’t become a corpse.

      “Don’t.”

      Bright amber eyes glared out of a pain-ravaged face. Gasping, she tried to step back, but his hold was like iron around her slender wrist. A manacle of flesh and blood. No one should move that quickly, especially not someone as injured as him.

      Within a heartbeat, the tension among the military medics surrounding them went up a couple of notches. As though they expected the guy on the bed to leap off it and attack her. She shook her head at such silliness. Call themselves medics? Anyone with the slightest bit of medical training could see that this guy wasn’t going anywhere fast.

      She didn’t fight his hold in case she hurt him more. The wheels of the gurney squeaked as he pulled her closer.

      “Don’t move,” she warned, looking down for the nametag on his chest. Capt. J. Harper. She couldn’t help wondering what the J stood for. “I’m Lilly. It’s okay, I can help. Just stay still for me, okay?”

      She kept her voice deliberately low and soft, pitched to reassure and relax. She’d worked at St. Mary’s since she left college, and a person couldn’t work in a psychiatric hospital for all that time without learning a thing or two about dealing with patients. Especially patients twice her weight who could snap her like a twig with ease. Unbidden, a shiver of excitement wormed its way through her veins. He was a soldier…the take-charge sort of guy who inhabited her fantasies.

      A flush of heat hit her cheeks as shame washed over her. She couldn’t…no, she wouldn’t…fantasize over a badly injured soldier in her care, no matter how good looking he was. It was wrong, just wrong.

      “You can’t help me,” he rasped as his eyes bored into hers.

      They were an unusual color. Not the amber she’d thought, but a burnished, deep gold. They pleaded with her, as though begging for something…but she didn’t know what. Still with her wrist caught in his bigger, strong hand, he searched her eyes in desperation, as though looking for something.

      Something he didn’t find. His lip curling in disgust, he thrust her hand away and turned his head.

      “Go away. No one can help me.”
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      She was the one. Even in the depths of his drug-induced madness Jack could still feel the presence of the woman from the reception area earlier. He’d caught her scent, drawn it into his sensitive nose and down into his lungs, making it a part of him. The beast inside had unraveled, lifting its head and taking notice at the first whiff of faded perfume mixed with strawberry shampoo and the musk of pure woman.

      In a heartbeat, it had decided she belonged to them and memorized her scent. Now, wherever she went, no matter how far and fast she tried to run, the beast inside him would be able to find her. If he got out of here before they killed him, at least.

      The silver nitrate they’d given him raged through his body, dulling his senses and locking his abilities down tighter than an inmate in Alcatraz. The beast inside, the creature they’d created in a lab and spliced to his genetic code, raged against its confinement. Raged against the cage of DNA, flesh and bone the silver had locked it into. It didn’t matter. Even stuck in his human form, he could feel her.

      Struggling, he fought against his bonds again. It was futile. In his weakened state he wouldn’t have been able to fight his way out of a paper bag, much less the high-tensile restraints on the gurney. He needed the strength of the beast they’d given him to escape their clutches. Something he’d been so close to doing before they’d figured out his plans.

      Before he knew it, it had been ordnance and explosives in the barrack and armed commandos putting enough lead in him to drop a rhino. He planned to get some payback for that.

      “Put him in there. Give him another dose and leave him to calm down,” a doctor announced. He’d heard enough of them in his time with the Project to recognize one when he heard him. This one sounded pissed.

      “Just what the fuck were you thinking…letting that woman near him? She could have touched him—”

      Jack’s mind went off on a tangent, easily distracted by the memory of a soft voice and sexy-as-hell scent. God, yeah. She could have touched him. He’d wanted her to touch him. He’d ached for her to touch him.

      If she had, or if he’d contacted her skin instead of grabbing her sleeve-covered wrist, nothing would have stopped him claiming her there and then. Not even the torn skin and shredded muscles where his abs used to be. Just the touch of her skin, the skin of his destined mate, would have sealed the bond between them and released the creature inside him.

      “She didn’t.”

      He tuned out the familiar whine as his guards tried to justify themselves. He’d heard it all before. His two jailers weren’t that inventive, so it was the same old tried and tested excuses of the government-funded, under-qualified drone.

      The argument raged on as they pushed his gurney into a room. It came to a stop under a window. He sighed in relief as he looked up at the cloudy night sky. Something in his soul eased at the tenuous link with nature. He was what he was, what they’d made him into… A creature of the wilds. A creature of the forest and the mountains.

      Not a man. Never a man. Not anymore.
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      Four hours, twenty-three minutes and…oh yes, six seconds.

      Lillian looked at the clock on the wall of her office and sighed. She’d never been any good at resisting temptation. A fact so well known that the nurses had gotten her a T-shirt made with the words I can resist anything but temptation emblazoned across the front for Christmas last year.

      Right now, Captain Harper was her temptation. There had been something about the soldier that caught her attention. Quite what, she didn’t know. For one, she was far too old for him. Mid-thirties and a guy who couldn’t be more than mid-twenties? It made her feel a little too cougarish for Lillian’s comfort.

      Those eyes, though. There had been something about them. Something that reached inside her and pulled at her heartstrings. She snorted. Pulled? Hell, the way they’d been twanging, he could have played a whole concerto on them. Admitting defeat, she pushed her chair back and left her office. She wouldn’t be able to settle until she’d checked on him.

      It took less than five minutes to reach the restricted ward. She still didn’t know why they’d brought him here, other than some excuse about it being the nearest facility, but he’d been injured. Since the hospital housed psychiatric patients rather than medical emergencies, it was her duty to ensure he was okay.

      Yeah, you just keep telling yourself that.

      Used to seeing her in the corridors, the two soldiers on guard duty eyed her with boredom as she passed in front of them, intending to loop back through the empty wards beyond. Her heels clicked on the stone tiles as she walked. She loved the history of this place, loved the feeling that she followed in the footsteps of previous hospital staff as she went about her rounds.

      The military wing seemed mostly deserted. Unlike the rest of the patients, none of the soldiers were long-term residents. They arrived, were seen by the military doctors and were transferred out again. Sometimes in the same night.

      Despite her curiosity, it was something she’d gotten used to. All her questions had fallen on deaf ears, even when she’d petitioned her grandfather, the current owner of St. Mary’s. Every time she asked, she got the same reply. The Army leased the south wing, and they paid an exorbitant sum to do so. They brought their own staff in, all medically trained and occupationally competent. When they were on site, the south wing was, to all intents and purposes, no longer part of the hospital.

      She stopped outside the last room—Harper’s room—and grimaced as she realized how cell-like it appeared. St. Mary’s was an old hospital, built in the days when mental illnesses were commonly treated with containment, and restraint—among other, more brutal methods—was commonplace. She shivered. Thankfully the north wing, where treatments were carried out in those days, had long since been demolished and replaced with a serene garden.

      The metal door stood slightly ajar, which alleviated the cell-like impression a little, but not enough for her liking. Beyond it, she could see the motionless figure strapped to the bed. Her jaw dropped in shock. Despite the fact he’d been badly injured, they still had him in restraints? What kind of animals were they…how on Earth could this be good for a patient’s mental health or recovery?

      “Captain Harper?”

      Her whisper seemed so loud, more like a shout, as she edged into the room. The thrill of the forbidden shot through her. She couldn’t be caught down here, not in a patient’s room. Hospital staff weren’t allowed in this area, on pain of dismissal. But it would be kind of hard to sack the owner’s granddaughter, a fact she reassured herself with as she padded forward.

      “Captain Harper? I came to see how you’re doing. Do you feel any better?”

      She crept nearer to the bed, her eyes wide in the semi darkness. The room had been scrubbed down recently. She could smell the medical grade antibacterial cleanser she’d ordered a couple of weeks ago. Pine fresh. Yummy.

      They’d changed his clothes, at least. Instead of the torn and bloodstained uniform he’d arrived in, he now wore one of the ubiquitous, backless hospital gowns. The ones where the patient’s ass hung out for all to see. Normally that bugged the shit out of her. People came into hospital to get better, not to be further stripped of dignity. Creases formed between her brows as her gaze skimmed over his flat stomach. The fabric lay against his skin, and she could see the vague outline of his hip. It didn’t look like they’d even bothered to put any dressings over his abdominal wounds.

      Concern shot through her. He’d been gut-shot and bleeding heavily when they’d brought him. The sorts of wounds that earned a man a couple of weeks on his back with his guts taped back in as his skin healed. That is, if he survived. Most didn’t.

      They should have cleaned him up, redressed his wounds and settled him with his legs elevated to keep the pressure off his abdomen. Without dressings, the slightest movement would tear the wounds open again, and he’d bleed out…

      Her face paled in a heartbeat, leaving her feeling shaky. Had he passed away already? That would explain the lack of dressings. Oh God, she was looking at a corpse… No, he couldn’t be dead. At least, his chest rose and fell, and the breath she’d been holding punched out of her lungs.

      “What the…?”

      Her words stilled on her lips as she reached the bed and looked down at the man lying motionless on it. There were no wounds, leaking or otherwise. In fact, he looked perfectly healthy, as though he’d walked in off the street and decided to have a quick nap rather than be at death’s door. His eyes snapped open at the sound of her voice. She was locked in place by a pair of piercing blue eyes. Her breath stuttered.

      His eyes had been amber before.

      Contacts, the rational part of her brain supplied. The medical staff must have removed them when they’d cleaned him up.

      A broad smile curved his lips at the sight of her, and her breathing caught for entirely different reasons. He was gorgeous. Absolutely sex-on-a-stick gorgeous. The kind of looks that should be gracing the center spread in the glossy magazines Beth favored, his high cheekbones and pouting lips somehow managed to be wholly masculine.

      “Hey pretty lady! What’s a nice girl like you doin’ in a place like this?”

      Whatever Lillian had expected, it wasn’t for him to greet her loudly. Panic flared through her as he topped it by bursting into song.

      “Shsssh, shhhh. Be quiet.”

      She flapped her hands to try and enforce the need for silence as she cast an anxious glance at the door. The noise he was making, someone had to have heard him.

      “Please, be quiet,” she begged as he launched into the next line with gusto.

      “…I’m sooooooo—”

      She slapped her hand over his mouth. To her relief he stopped singing. Instead, he licked her palm. The warm, wet brush of his tongue startled her and made her snatch her hand back.

      “Ewww. What is wrong with you?” Her skin tingled where he’d licked her, and she felt the warm brush all the way down to her toes. But he…he’d licked her. That was not normal behavior.

      “He’s a total fucking whack-job. That’s what’s wrong with him.”
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      Jack almost blew his cover at the sound of the new voice in the room. Not that it could be described as a cover. It really was him, Jack Harper, signed into the mental hospital, rather than some fancy cover identity. Really was him they were pumping full of the drugs his extensive medical records told them were necessary to keep him pliable.

      Rather than the ravening monster he knew he was.

      Unfortunately for them, Jack had been canny. For the last year, he and the majority of his squad had toed the line. They ate what they were told to, slept when they were told and pissed on command like good little lab rats. Not a single one of them had displayed any of the abilities the project scientists didn’t know they had.

      All that careful planning and subterfuge added up to one thing. They needed a shit-load more drugs than they were currently using to keep him immobile. He’d already burned through half of what they’d pumped into him just after he’d arrived. Scared that he’d almost managed physical contact with a female, they’d shot him up with enough silver to plate a tank.

      It made absolutely no difference. His beast had her scent, and it wanted her. All it would take is for the moon to break through the clouds it played peek-a-boo behind. Then the blessed kiss of lunar rays would burn the rest of the crap out of his system in a heartbeat.

      “Whack-job! Whack-job!” he agreed cheerily, playing up the madness angle as he tried to work loose the wrist hidden from view. The manacle was steel, not laced with silver, but in his weakened state and with his wolf out of reach, he couldn’t break through it as easily as he normally would.

      Come on. Just one blast of moonlight and he’d be good to go. Already he could feel the silver nitrate under his skin. It was so close to the surface that a light sweat would push it through his pores. Some religious cults talked about sweating blood—Jack would sweat silver. Perhaps he’d start a new trend.

      “What we have here is a one hundred-percent, bonafide nut case.”

      The doctor’s voice accompanied his footsteps as he came farther into the room. The woman by Jack’s side shrank away. It was a small gesture, one he figured she wasn’t aware of. Within a second, she straightened up as if she realized that she shouldn’t project fear. Interesting. She seemed more afraid of the doctor than a possible homicidal maniac.

      “He’s a total loss. Post-traumatic stress disorder, completely unhinged. There’s nothing we can do for him here. We’ll ship him out in the morning to someplace with padded walls and hose-down surfaces, so he can talk nonsense and piss himself in peace.”

      Jack suppressed a snort. That was Project speak for driving him out someplace private to put a bullet in the back of his head while the silver had him locked down. He and others like him could heal most things, but even they would struggle with a wound inflicted at point-blank range.

      “What are you doing in here, Lillian? You know this area is out of bounds to all non-military personnel.”

      The doc’s voice changed tone, and even in this form Jack could smell fear rolling off the woman. He had a first name to go with the “L. Rosewood” on her nametag. Yes, that was right, but she’d called herself Lilly in the lobby. Damn them and their injections. He’d lost part of his first memory of her. Instead, the beast snarled, its anger with the Project and the men who ran it increasing another notch.

      Lillian.

      He rolled the name around in his head as the doc approached. She edged around the bed a little more. Jack’s protective instincts flared. He didn’t care that he was pumped full of silver nitrate and strapped to the bed. If this asshole put a hand on her, Jack would take it off at the wrist. Perhaps even the shoulder. Yeah, the shoulder sounded like a good place to start…

      “I needed something from one of the store cupboards at the end of the corridor. Didn’t see the point in filling out seventeen forms, in triplicate, for a couple of dressings, so I used the back corridor.”

      The doc made a small sound of surprise. Obviously he hadn’t known of another way onto the ward. Interesting. His little rose knew the layout of the place better than the military personnel.

      “Then you were a bad girl, Lillian. Do you know what happens to bad girls?”

      Jack didn’t need an expanded sense of smell to pick up the lust rolling off the guy. It oozed from his pores thickly, filling the room as much as it filled his voice. Feeling sick, Jack stopped breathing through his nose, but he could do nothing to block his ears. Come on…can’t the guy pick a better line to use for intimidation?

      “They get told about their behavior, a note entered on their permanent record and let off with a warning?”

      He wanted to applaud. Lillian’s voice was firm and no nonsense, without a hint of the fear he could smell on her skin as she edged around the bed away from the doctor stalking her.

      He barked a laugh. “Very funny Lillian. I always did like that about you, you have a great sense of humor. Right now, though, I have other plans for that pretty little mouth of yours.”

      “Okay, enough’s enough, Dr. Walker. I apologize for the transgression but—let me out.” Her voice grew sharper, and a fresh wave of fear rolled from her as the doctor blocked her escape. “My grandfather will hear of this.”

      Walker snorted. “Yeah, right. Like you think I’m bothered about your grandfather? Sweetie, you tell anyone and there won’t be a place you can run that I won’t find you. Understand?”

      A growl started at the back of Jack’s throat. Low and full of menace, it hovered just on the edge of human hearing. He knew they wouldn’t hear it, not consciously. The tension in the room rose sharply. The human was dead. Deader than dead. He wasn’t even going to be a corpse when Jack was done with him…just a red smear on the floor.

      He watched as Lillian tried to slip around the edge of the bed.

      “Oh, no you don’t.”

      Grabbing the edge of the gurney, the doctor rammed it up against the wall, and cut off her escape. Jack closed his eyes as the growl got louder. A woman was about to be raped in front of him.

      Not on his watch.

      Reaching deep inside, he called to the part of himself that wasn’t human. The part the military scientists had awoken after they’d persuaded him to “volunteer” for their enhancement tests.

      “Nowhere left to run, Lillian. Now be a good girl. This won’t hurt.”

      There was a scuffle. She screamed. A sound quickly cut off. Fury flared through him at the terrified whimpering that followed. He couldn’t see what was going on, but he could imagine it. Imagine how the human had her pinned in the corner, his hand over her mouth. Rage flowed through his body like a surfer at the crest of a wave. It galvanized his limbs, eating away at the silver that kept him more a prisoner than the restraints on his wrists and ankles.

      “That’s it, baby. Just relax. You’ll enjoy it.”

      The sound of sloppy kisses and whimpering filled his ears. Opening his eyes, he looked up through the window above the bed. Clear, you bastards, clear, he screamed silently at the clouds over the moon. He hadn’t asked for what they’d done to him, and he’d never complained. The least the bitch-fates could do was allow the disaster of his life to benefit at least one person.

      He held his breath as, above him, the clouds parted. Moonlight streamed through the gap, cascading through the window and spilling over his prone body. Relief and strength flooded his system in equal amounts, slamming into his starved muscles. Hot on its heels flowed in the pain. White-hot pain that stole his breath as his energized body rejected the nitrate in his blood. He gritted his teeth as silver sweat beaded on his skin.

      With a roar, he ripped the manacles from his wrists and ankles. The bed slammed into the opposite wall with a metallic squeal of protest as he launched himself from it.
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      Oh God. Lillian couldn’t believe what was happening. All she’d wanted was to check on a patient. Alleviate her concern. Not get pinned to a wall, being groped and pawed at as Dr. Walker tried to shove his tongue down her throat.

      She knew Walker fancied her. He’d asked her out shortly after being transferred to the hospital with the military unit. Just the thought of him touching her with his cold, clammy hands had made her skin crawl so, politely, she’d let him down. Obviously he hadn’t taken that rejection quite as well as she’d thought.

      Bile rose in her throat, her stomach rolled. She couldn’t believe he was doing this. Everyone, even the military staff, knew she was the old man’s granddaughter.

      Whimpering in not-so-mock fear, she allowed him to pull her closer. He shoved his groin—and the thick erection—forward and ground it roughly against her. At the feeling of the hard ridge pressing into her soft belly, she almost lost it and kneed him in the balls. She held off. He was at the wrong angle for her knee to connect properly. She’d only get one shot, so it had to be right.

      “Baby, you feel so good. I knew you’d be good.”

      He planted sloppy kisses all over her cheeks and latched onto her mouth again with the rubbery fish lips she’d shuddered over with the other female staff. She gritted her teeth as he tried to force her lips open. So not happening. She’d bite his tongue off first, perhaps right after she planted her knee into his groin.

      Just a little more, she begged silently as he shifted position against her. Just a little more and he’ll be in the right position.

      Before she could put her big plan into action, the room flooded with moonlight and a full-throated snarl erupted behind Walker. Her heart thundered so loud she thought momentarily she’d imagined the growl. Opening her mouth, she prepared to bite Walker’s lip as she slammed her knee into his family jewels, but she never got the chance. The next instant the doctor was ripped away from her and slammed into the opposite wall.

      Her chest heaved as adrenalin and surprise thundered through her. Her heart battering against her ribcage, she looked up, expecting to see one of the guards or maybe even a couple of the male orderlies who had come to her rescue.

      It was neither. Instead, the bed lay empty, shoved against the wall. Harper loomed over her attacker menacingly, his back to her. She couldn’t see his face. What she could see was his ass as it played peek-a-boo through the back of the hospital gown.

      On a normal day, the absurdity of the moment would have had her chuckling. Except this wasn’t at all funny. The threat of violence lay like a mantle over the soldier’s broad shoulders, just waiting to manifest. And…her brow creased. He appeared to be growling.

      A shiver ran down her spine, dancing merrily on each vertebra as it went. Harper’s hands clenched and unclenched at his sides as he stood over the doctor. As if he fought hard for control.

      Lillian knew she should run. Raise the alarm. They had a patient loose. One who was, by the looks of it, capable of extreme violence. She could scream again, of course, but that wouldn’t cut it. They were a mental hospital. Screams were as common as cheap linoleum and the scent of pine fresh antibacterial cleaner.

      Walker shook his head, expression groggy. He lifted a hand to the back of his head. His eyes widened as it came away dark with blood.

      “What the…?”

      He looked up before going stock still as he registered Harper stood over him. The blood drained from his face. She’d heard the phrase “as white as a sheet”, but she’d never actually seen it. Until now.

      “Fuck.”

      In a heartbeat, the doctor was all movement, scrambling up the wall as he tried to pull something from the pocket of his white coat. A gun. Shit, he has a gun. Lillian tried to call out a warning to Harper, but her vocal chords refused to cooperate. Her hand crept up to her throat. It was like a train wreck. She couldn’t stop it or look away.

      The soldier didn’t need her warning. At the first sign of movement from Walker, he was already moving. His hand lashed out, open-palmed, in a slap instead of the punch she expected.

      A small object flew out of Walker’s grasp and clattered against the single cabinet in the room. The doctor howled in pain and hugged his hand to his body as he sagged against the wall again. A wet, red darkness spread over his lab coat as he glared defiantly at Harper. She covered her mouth with her hand, staring at the blood. How had Harper done that? He had to have a knife.

      “Screw you,” Walker spat in a voice thick with hatred as he cradled the injured hand. “You’re fucked. Doesn’t matter if you turn me or kill me. They know the place is infected now. They’ll level it with you and the little bitch inside.”

      She walked over, leaned down and picked up the object. Small and square, it was an electronic device of some type. A small red light blinked ominously on the side, echoing the menace in Walker’s words.

      “Infected? Infected with what?” she croaked as her voice finally decided to cooperate. What was Walker going on about? This was a hospital—they were very careful about any possible infections.

      The fallen doctor laughed. Blood bubbled on his lips. Bright red, frothy blood. Lilly frowned. She’d seen blood from many sorts of wounds, and this looked wrong. It looked fake. She knew it wasn’t. Blood that color meant that too many things were wrong inside for the patient to survive.

      “You really don’t get it, do you, sweetheart?” Walker wheezed as his breathing became more labored. What was going on? He shouldn’t have respiratory problems from a hand wound. “Your precious captain here, and the rest? They’re not nutcases…they’re experiments. Military experiments. Lycanthropes. Where else do you think we could put them so no one would listen to a word they said, apart from a mental institute?”

      Lillian laughed nervously as she stepped closer, all her instincts on high alert. Harper still had his back to her, so she couldn’t see his face. The seriousness of her situation started to sink in. If Walker was lying, then she was in a cell with a lunatic who’d just wounded a doctor with a knife he’d smuggled in. If what said Walker was the truth, she was in a cell with God knew what… Military experiment? Even the phrase had a bad ring to it.

      Crap. She knew she should’ve stayed in bed this morning.

      

      Blood. It called to him in a seductive voice. Jack stood his ground against its lure. Despite what they’d done to him, he was not an animal. Not a dog to be swayed by the scent of fresh meat, or tempted by the delectable treat that stood behind him.

      Blood lust and lust of the more carnal kind fought for dominance, their battlefield his taut frame. His mouth full of lengthened canines, he couldn’t answer the doctor’s accusations. Not until he could talk normally. But what was he going to say, anyway? Sorry darlin’, everything Psycho Doc here says is true?

      Yeah, like she would believe he wasn’t a nutcase right there.

      Walker looked at him with glee even as the drugs to counter lycanthrope infection destroyed his system from the inside out. The Project’s top dogs were so scared of the virus being transmitted outside their test group that they pumped the rest of the staff full of some pretty serious shit to avoid them becoming infected. Unfortunately, it was a terminal solution. The drugs stopped them from becoming infected, true, but they also terminated any other sign of life.

      “See? He’s a fucking dog. Practically pissing himself because he can smell blood and a hot woman. He’ll be wagging his tail and rolling over to let you rub his tummy next. Isn’t that right, mutt?” Walker’s voice turned scornful as he waved the hand Jack had shredded, splattering the floor in front of him with fat droplets of blood.

      He couldn’t help it. Jack fixated on those red drops. His mouth watered. All his instincts screamed at him to pounce and slash…tear skin and muscle until the blood ran thick and hot. Gulp it and chunks of flesh down until the endless hunger in his gut was assuaged.

      “Captain Harper? Are you okay?”

      Her voice behind him was the only thing that stopped the rising hunger, kept him from launching himself at Walker and tearing the man limb from limb to feast on his still twitching corpse. Jack traded one lust for another as his beast fixated on her instead. Female. Hot, sexy, fertile…he could read it all from her scent. An elusive, erotic fragrance that was hers and hers alone.

      “Run, Little Red Riding Hood, run. Before the Big Bad Wolf eats you all up!” Walker cackled, sliding farther down the wall. He was gray. Jack could smell death on him as surely as if the Grim Reaper were in the room with them.

      “First he was a dog, now he’s a wolf. Make your frigging mind up. And for heaven’s sake, let’s get some pressure on that wound. Where’d you get your license, off the back of a cereal box?” Lillian snapped as she grabbed a dressing from the nearby counter and stepped toward Walker.

      Jack half-started toward her, reaching out to grasp her arm in an iron grip he tried to gentle. Touching any man, even a dying one, was a bad thing. The creature inside him wouldn’t tolerate his woman touching another. Touching Walker, with his infected blood, would be more trouble than she’d dreamed of.

      “No point—” Walker coughed up more blood. Black this time. It didn’t stop when he finished coughing, dripping like oil from the corners of his lips. “Dead already.”

      As soon as the words left his lips, Walker gasped. His body froze before his back arched in a hideous curve. The sharp staccato sound of his vertebrae snapping one after the other filled the room. With a final rattling moan, he slumped to the floor. Silent. The pool of darkness under him spread wider before it stopped.

      “I-is he…?”

      Lillian’s hand covered her throat, distress rolling off her in waves.

      “Don’t look. He’s gone.”

      He tucked her head against his shoulder, wrapping her in his arms and murmuring soothing sounds against her hair. In the face of her distress, his tenuous control strengthened, as though the creature within was content just being near her. He paused, savoring the new sensation. So used to the thing raging in anger and resentment, feeling it calm and almost content was a novelty.

      It wouldn’t last long, he knew that. Walker had called in the cavalry, but these particular reinforcements wouldn’t be riding to anyone’s rescue. Certainly not his or Lillian’s, that was for sure. Walker had triggered the alarm, alerting Project Headquarters of a possible Lycanthrope infection. They wouldn’t mess around. There would be no quarantine, no medical tests to evaluate the hospital staff for possible infection. The Project had only one way to deal with an unsanctioned lycan infection…

      Termination.

      It would take them a while to triangulate the signal and link it to Walker. Then they’d spend time trying to raise the guards here. Guards Jack had to deal with, and fast. Adrenalin and the need for violence, never far away, rose again.

      “Come on, sweetheart, there’s nothing we can do for him.”

      Dropping a kiss on the top of Lillian’s hair, he guided her from the room. She shook, a fine tremor running through her slender frame. He wanted to wrap her in his arms and tell her it would all be okay, but he’d be lying. It wasn’t going to be okay. It was never going to be okay again. She’d seen too much, stepped into his world at the worst possible moment.

      And, thanks to Walker, she could never leave.
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