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Chapter One

The intercom buzzed.
“Anneke?” came the
voice of her receptionist, Ellen. “Your one-thirty is
here.”

Anneke pressed the button to respond.
“Thanks, Ellen. Send him in.”

“Will do.”

Anneke took a moment—knowing she
had a few as her patient made his way from the reception area, down
the short corridor and to her office—to pull up and glance at his
notes on her computer. There wasn’t much information, since he was
a new
patient, but there was a brief description he’d given of the
problem, which had spurred him on to book the psychiatric
consultation with her in the first place.

Caleb Kitt was a thirty-five-year-old
personal trainer who, in his own words, thought he was losing his
damn mind. He was experiencing night terrors, having violent and
bloodthirsty dreams, and waking up in strange places—certainly not
where he’d gone to bed.

A multitude of potential
diagnoses popped into Anneke’s head, but she refused to jump
to any
conclusions. There was no way to know for sure what his problem
was, not without speaking to him, hearing his story, finding out
more. And if she struggled to get to the root of his issues using
traditional methods, there was always her back up plan.

Anneke was an empath. Her unique talents
comprised of mind reading, mild mind control, and being able to
sense supernatural creatures. However, using those talents was
always a last resort. She preferred to do things the right way, the
way she had been trained to in her years at medical school. It felt
like cheating otherwise, and she couldn’t help feeling it was
unethical to tap into people’s brains without their knowledge or
consent.

For the vast majority of the
time, she didn’t have to use her gifts—just her skill and
hard-earned education. But occasionally—very occasionally—when a
patient wasn’t being forthcoming, or their problem proved elusive,
tricky to diagnose, she would reluctantly tap into her powers.
Rather that than have a patient suffer unnecessarily, when she had the tools
to help them. This fine balancing act between using her paranormal
abilities and her training and education made her an incredibly
effective psychiatrist, and she had to be incredibly careful not to
come across as too good, too quick at diagnosing patients, otherwise she’d attract
attention for all the wrong reasons. She dreaded to think what
would happen if people found out what she could do.

There came a knock at the
door.

“Come in!” she called,
minimizing
all the programs on her computer screen, activating the screen
saver, then getting to her feet.

The door opened, and a tentative
looking, but incredibly handsome man entered the room. To her surprise, a
millisecond later her gifts kicked in and she realized what his
problem was—he was a werewolf. And he clearly didn’t have a
clue.

She frequently sensed other
supernatural creatures when she was out and about—in the street,
the supermarket, the cinema. But this was the first time she’d ever
had one walk in to her office, as a patient. This was going to be interesting,
to say the least.

“Hi,” she said, stepping out from
behind her desk and walking over to him. Pushing aside her misgivings, she
held out her hand. “I’m Doctor Lund, but you can call me Anneke if
you prefer. Whatever you’re most comfortable with.” It was a tactic
that every patient probably saw through—one to help them to
relax—but it didn’t make it any less effective.

Caleb took her hand with a smile, and
they shook. “Hi. Caleb Kitt. Nice to meet you.”

They released
hands. “Nice to meet
you, too. What would you like me to call you?”

“Caleb,” he replied
firmly.

“Noted.” She gave a nod,
then indicated two
plush chairs set opposite each other with a small, low table in
between them. “Please, take a seat. Can I get you a glass of water?
Or perhaps a tea or coffee?”

“Water would be great,
thanks. I
think I’ve already overdosed on caffeine today.” He settled his
large frame into one of the seats, and Anneke flashed him a polite
smile before heading over to the sideboard and pouring two glasses
of water. Then she returned to the seating area, handed Caleb his
drink, and took the other chair.

“Thank you,” he said,
nodding towards the glass.

“You’re welcome.” She had a
quick drink of the water, then leaned forward and placed it down on
the table. “So, tell me why you’re here.”

A frown line appeared
between Caleb’s chocolate-colored eyes. He sat back in his chair
and cast his gaze up at the ceiling for a moment, before leaning
forward and returning his attention to her. “It doesn’t matter how
I word what I’m about to say, it’ll still sound crazy.” He snorted.
“But then I guess you see and hear all kinds of crazy in here,
don’t you?”

Raising an eyebrow, Anneke
replied, “I prefer not to use that term, but yes, I do see and hear about
many different conditions and symptoms.”

Looking chagrined, he
shook his head, then
said, “Sorry. Didn’t mean to be so inappropriate. I’m just nervous,
I suppose. Like I said when I called up to make the appointment, at
times I feel like I’m losing my mind.”

“Okay...” She crossed her legs,
mindful of pushing him too hard, while at the same time feeling a sense of
frustration that she already knew what was wrong with him, but
couldn’t say anything. Well, she could, she supposed, but if she
came right out and said, “Caleb, I know precisely what is wrong
with you—you’re a werewolf,” she’d be the one seeing a psychiatrist. No, she had to
build a great deal more rapport—and most importantly, trust—with
Caleb before she could even think of broaching the subject. She had
to be confident she had a chance of getting him to believe her.
Otherwise it was likely he’d walk out of her office and never come
back, and she couldn’t allow that to happen. He was a potentially
very dangerous creature, and he needed to know that before it was
too late for some poor, unsuspecting soul. Or even multiple souls.
Hopefully it wasn’t already too late. “Can you elaborate? It helps me to know what
makes you think that you’re losing your mind, how long your
symptoms have been occurring, how often, and so on. Basically,
anything and everything you can tell me, no matter how small or
insignificant you think it might be.”

Caleb nodded, took a swig of his
water, then
put his glass on the table. He immediately seemed to regret the
action, though, as he clasped his empty hands together and began
twisting them. Yeah, he’s nervous all right. Poor guy.

Finally, he cleared his
throat. “I’ll
do my best. It started around six months ago, I think. I went to
bed as normal one night, around eleven, then woke up a few hours
later absolutely soaked with sweat, my heart pounding so hard it
almost hurt. For a second, I thought I was having a heart attack or
something, but then it settled down. I didn’t know what had caused
it—I hadn’t been drinking, and my room wasn’t particularly hot—so I
got up, had a drink of water, used the bathroom, then went back to
bed. A couple of hours later I woke up again, in the same sort of
state, but that time I remembered—I’d been dreaming. Or perhaps
having a nightmare would be a better way to describe it.

“I was...” He cleared his throat
again, met her gaze for a second, then looked away. A flush of color stained
his cheeks. “Naked. Totally starkers. It was nighttime, and I was
running through some woods. Didn’t recognize the place. I could see
amazingly well in the dark, though, and I was chasing someone.
Don’t know who, other than it was a bloke. Couldn’t see his face,
since he was running away from me. Could hear his heartbeat,
though, and his breathing. Fast, labored. I started gaining on him.
He glanced over his shoulder, then swore when he realized I was
getting closer to him. Then he tripped, went down hard. I was on
him within a couple of seconds... and that’s when I woke
up.”

“All right,” she said quietly, fighting to
keep her tone and expression neutral, “that’s very good, well done.
So that was the first... unusual thing that happened, yes? Can you
describe what’s happened since?”

Caleb blew out a heavy breath
and nodded. “Yes, of course. Just...” He pointed to his
glass of
water, then picked it up and downed half of it in a couple of
gulps, his Adam’s apple bobbing wildly. “That’s better. Yeah, so
that was weird, but although I remembered it all the following
morning, I didn’t think too much of it. I mean, loads of people
have weird dreams, don’t they? It was when it happened again that I
started to get concerned about it.”

“The following night?”
she
asked.

He shook his head. “No, a few
weeks later... maybe three or four? I’d almost forgotten about it. The first
part was the same—no drinking, went to bed, woke up with heart
racing and bathed in sweat. But the dream itself was even weirder.
I didn’t think it was possible to be weirder, but it was. I was
naked again, chasing a guy again—I don’t know if it was the same
one—but everything was much more vivid. I couldn’t just see and
hear what was happening; it was like I was truly there. I could
feel the leaves crunching under my feet and the soil giving way
beneath my weight, the occasional rock digging into my sole, smell
the plants and the man’s sweat, taste the saliva pooling in my
mouth. I think the salivating was the most bizarre part of all,
really—why the hell was I drooling over chasing a bloke? I’m
straight.

“Then thoughts started crowding
into my head about what I would do when I caught him. I wanted to
sink my teeth into his neck, and rip him to shreds, splash his
blood everywhere.” He stopped then, and rubbed the fingertips of
his right hand over the center of his forehead, then pressed them so hard into
the skin that when he removed them the area remained white for a
couple of seconds. “God, this is so messed up. Saying it out loud only makes it sound
more bizarre.”

Leaning forward in her chair,
Anneke said, “Caleb, it’s all right, honestly. I know this is
difficult for you, but I can only help if you tell me everything,
no matter how bizarre you think it sounds.” The truth, of course,
was that she already knew how to help him, but she couldn’t do it
yet. He had to believe, and hopefully her encouraging him to
describe his
experiences verbally would allow them to sink into his
consciousness. Sometimes all it took was a different way of
presenting things in order for it to make sense to someone. It was
certainly worth a try, anyway.

His gaze fixed on the carpet, he
nodded. “I know. It’s just... it was bad enough inside my head, but
saying it out loud seems to have made it a hundred times
worse. You
couldn’t make this stuff up.”

She gave a gentle smile, even
though he was still looking at the floor. Hopefully it would
shine through
in her voice. “I can handle it, Caleb, don’t worry.”

With what looked like a gargantuan
amount of effort, he tore his gaze from the carpet and met her
eyes. His lips twisted into a wry smile. “It’s not you I’m worried
about, Anneke. It’s me.”

Her heart skipped a beat
as they maintained
eye contact, and she hurriedly shifted her hands to the arms of her
chair and squeezed tightly to redirect her energy and focus.
Damn it, Anneke!
Now is not the time to start being attracted to one of your
patients. Yes, he’s good looking, buff, and yes, he has lovely
eyes, but your priority should be helping him, not lusting after
him. He could rip your head off as soon as look at you, after all.
Though you’re probably safe at this time of the month.

She swallowed hard, then said, “Can
you tell me what happened next?”

“Same as before. He tripped and
fell, I pounced on him. And then I...” He sucked in a deep breath,
then released it. “I... did what I’d... fantasized about. I bit his
neck, started ripping into him. I tasted blood in my mouth, hot and tangy. I
swallowed some, and more of it ran down my chin, my neck, onto my
chest. I carried on savaging the guy, like I was some kind of wild
animal, and blood and gore was just... well... it was
everywhere.
I remember feeling
completely elated, as though my whole life had led to that moment,
as though it was the only thing I’d ever wanted, and now I’d got
it. And then, thank God, I woke up.

“That time I jumped out of bed
and ran to the bathroom as fast as I could, and
promptly
threw my guts up. The dream had been so vivid that I half expected
to see blood and bits of flesh in the toilet bowl.” He paused, and
gave Anneke an apologetic look. “Sorry—all this is pretty graphic.
Like a horror film or something. But anyway, there wasn’t anything
that, you know, you wouldn’t expect to be there when you’re sick.
When I was done vomiting, I drank what felt like a gallon of water,
took a shower, and got dressed. No way did I want to risk falling asleep and going back
into the same nightmare. It was awful.”

Anneke nodded. “Yes, I can understand
that. So that’s twice, and things already escalated. Can I assume
the next time it happened, it was even worse?”

“Unbelievably, yes. It was
another few weeks later—though there was no danger of me forgetting
about it that time. It freaked me out so much that every night I
was worried about falling asleep in case it happened again.
I was knackered.
Anyway, the story is identical; naked, chasing, catching, ripping,
blood... only this time when I woke up, I was actually naked. I don’t usually sleep
naked—though how much clothing depends on the time of year. When I
went to bed that night, I’d been in pajama bottoms and a T-shirt.
When I woke up, I was starkers and the clothes had been thrown
across the room. Not only that, it was as if I’d torn them off my
body in a rush—the neck of the T-shirt was ripped, and the bottoms
were inside out.”

“Hmm.” She glanced at the clock
on the wall,
and her heart sunk when she saw it was later than she’d thought.
“We’re getting a little tight for time now, Caleb. Are you able to
summarize the incidents that followed? I’d like to give them some
consideration before our next session, where we’ll go into them in
more detail. Or have you had enough for one day? It’s perfectly
okay if you have. I know reliving this has to be unpleasant for
you.”

He’d taken a sip of his water as
she spoke, and now he swallowed and shook his head. “No, it’s all
right. I can summarize. The following time, same again, woke up
naked, and in the garden. The time after that, things took a twist. The
dream part was identical, except I have no memory of what happened
after the bloodbath. When I eventually woke up, it was daylight and
I was in a park a couple of miles from home. Lucky for me it was
still early enough that I managed to get home without anyone
spotting me. Obviously I didn’t have my house keys on me, but turns
out I didn’t need them anyway. The back door was unlocked. Good job
I live in a low-crime area. And the last time...” He closed his eyes and pulled in a
breath, seemed to be summoning his courage. “Was like the time
before, only... I had blood all over me—my hands, my mouth, as
though I’d really and truly done what I’d been having nightmares
about.” He choked back a sob, then opened his eyes and looked at
her. “Anneke... I hope you’ll excuse my language, but what
the fuck is happening to me?”

Anneke didn’t know how to
respond. She was used to patients getting overwrought, upset,
angry, and myriad other emotions, but up until now,
she’d always
known what to do to help—or to get them on the road to recovery,
anyway. Therapy, medication, other treatments... much of the time,
people felt a little better already just knowing that
something could be done, that there was light at the end of the tunnel and
they didn’t have to carry on as they were forevermore. Hope made
their lives more bearable.
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