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“I NEED COFFEE.”

“Damn. Listening to you, I’d think you were actually human.”

“I am human, furball.”

Sergeant Major Ian McIntire grinned. The day his boss told him the unit was taking an officer into the field, he had not been a happy camper, and was even less so when he found out that officer belonged to the female persuasion. He did have to give credit where credit was due, though. Major Hannah Jackson was feisty and she had a mean mouth on her when she was caffeine deprived—which she had been for the past 48 hours. The instant crap that came with the MREs didn’t count. Meals Ready to Eat, the military's version of Hell's Kitchen. He chuckled, a deep, rumbling sound that echoed in his massive chest. He watched as she stalked away into the trees. At least she was bush trained.

He chuckled again. The first time she disappeared into the woods, he’d followed surreptitiously—partly to make sure she didn’t get lost and partly to see how she handled being in “the wild.” She cleared out an area behind a bush, used her combat knife to dig a small hole, squatted to do her business, and then filled in the hole, packing the dirt with her combat boot, and scuffing leaves and grass back over the spot. Yeah, definitely bush trained. Of course, it had taken him an hour to tame the raging hard on he got from that one quick glimpse of her sweet ass. He stayed away from her after that.

While she used the woods as an impromptu latrine, Mac stowed his gear. Hers was already packed and ready. Yeah. Feisty, bush trained, and efficient. What more could a man want in a partner on a covert combat mission? Too bad she was female. He had nothing against female soldiers. He just found his attraction to this particular one a little too distracting and any lapse of concentration on this mission could get them killed.

The major slipped out of the woods, stooped to snag her pack, and shrugged it on. He looked away as she bent over. Not even the rough cloth and baggy cut of the woodland-patterned uniform could camouflage her curves when she put her ass in the air. A scene flashed into his mind—of her bent over a fallen log, her pants around her ankles, and him driving his cock deep into her sex.

“Fuck,” he cursed under his breath. Yeah, that’s the idea, stupid, his wolf reminded him with absolutely no subtlety. As he hefted his own pack onto his back, he furtively repositioned his erection to a more comfortable location in his pants.

The two of them walked throughout the day only stopping every couple of hours to grab short rests and quick meals. They didn’t talk. Mac led the way, which gave Hannah lots of opportunity to watch the big man. And, lots of opportunity to fantasize about what lay hidden beneath those baggy BDUs. Battle Dress Uniform. There was nothing dressy about the whipcord cotton material, the loose shape, or the multitude of pockets.

Long after nightfall and long after Hannah could no longer see clearly, the big soldier called a halt for the night. She let her pack slide to the ground and sank down beside it. Her legs felt numb to the hips. She was too tired to eat but knew she had to get calories into her body or she’d never be able to keep up. She blindly pulled out an MRE pack and tore into it. Leaning her back against the rough bark of a tree, she shoveled food into her mouth. She fell asleep between bites.

Mac took a little pity on the major when he realized she’d passed out where she sat. He’d pushed her hard. He knew men who wouldn’t have managed the pace he’d set the last three days. He felt guilty—for about three seconds. He'd decided to punish her—for being a woman, partly, but mainly for being an IG. The fucking Inspector General’s office did nothing but create havoc. He usually dropped in farther from the target than his team so he could thoroughly scout the terrain. This mission, he’d chosen to drop in even farther than usual. He’d set a demanding pace on a path climbing over mountains and wading through dense forests. She’d stayed with him every step of the way. Never a complaint. Well, except for whining about coffee. Then he remembered why she was there.

Fuckin’ Congressionals. Someone with a stick up their butt had decided his unit needed investigating. He took her unfinished meal and wolfed it down. Then he took the evidence of their meal and buried it a little distance away to throw anyone off their trail. He returned, pulled her sleeping bag off her pack, and tossed it over her. He stretched out on his own bag. Once he was comfortable, he replayed the conversation he had back when Captain Harjo first told him Major Jackson was coming to investigate the unit. He remembered the incident word for word.
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“WHAT THE HELL does the Inspector General want with us?” he’d asked.

Harjo had shrugged. “Who knows, Mac.”

“So who is this Major Jackson the IG is sending?”

“The fourth assistant to the assistant director of the deputy director for the Office of Special Accounts and Operations, under the auspices of the Inspector General’s office on special assignment to the office of the Chairman of the Joint Chiefs.”

“Huh?” He tried to follow the chain of command and failed.

The captain looked up from the fax he'd just read from. “Rumor has it this guy came over from the BRAC Commission.”

“Fucking Pentagon puke.”

“Yeah,” Harjo spat. The Base Realignment and Closure Commission left a bad taste in everybody’s mouth. “Look, Mac, it’s like this. Someone somewhere has decided all the money being channeled into special ops isn’t being spent the way it was appropriated.”

“Is this a Congressional investigation?”

“Maybe. None of my sources will confirm or deny. Doesn’t matter who’s called for the investigation. This IG guy is coming regardless. We open some of the files, let him get a look at our training, send him on his merry way, and keep our fingers crossed they don’t mess with us.”

“Training, Cap?” He stared at his commander then flicked his gaze toward the calendar hanging on the wall. “He’ll be here during the full moon. What’ll we do with him then? The boys aren’t exactly quiet when they hunt.”

“We’re still covered by a need-to-know clearance, Mac. If he doesn’t have top-level security clearance, then he doesn’t need to know. No matter what Congress thinks.” Captain Harjo looked fierce. “Hell, even if it’s somebody within the Pentagon, the Wolves are safe. They need us whether they like it or not. They need what we are; what we do that no one else can... Or will,” he added after a short pause.

“I hope you’re right, Cap’n.”
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MAC SNORTED at the memory. Hannah stirred, seeking a more comfortable position. He briefly considered pulling her into his arms and letting her nestle her head on his shoulder. She might be more comfortable but he sure as hell wouldn’t. He cupped his hard on, willing it to subside.

The major had been a complete surprise. The unit expected a staff puke—some skinny accountant type with big ears and thick glasses. Instead, they got Major Hannah Jackson—big, blue eyes, sandy blond hair, legs that went from here to there, and really fine curves.

She combed through the mission files in Captain Harjo’s office. All of them. She watched them train. And on the night of the full moon, she watched them change. The Wolves were just that. Werewolves, though the technical term was Lupi versi pellis. Loosely translated, it meant something like they turn the skin of wolves. Rumors about this unit had persisted since the Revolutionary War. Major Jackson knew what they were before she arrived.

Hannah also knew about the Atlantis Project, the Navy SEAL unit comprised solely of “mermen”— the result of some experiments at Area 51. The Air Force had wanted genetically engineered pilots who could breathe and function at high altitudes. The scientists ended up creating subjects with gills, men unaffected by the pressure by a deep sea dive.

The Navy and Marines jumped on board and spirited the initial batch of specimens off to an uncharted island in the Caribbean. Now she was deep in the Virginia countryside with the 69th Special Army Sci Ops Group, nicknamed the Wolves. The pack members were all volunteers, and they were all natural born werewolves—as if there was any other kind.

Team leader Sergeant Major Ian McIntyre was a mature alpha werewolf. He did not have to change. Standing there on the ridge next to the major, he fought the urge to shift and hunt with his pack mates under the huge harvest moon as it hung fat and golden on the horizon. Instead, he stayed in human form to watch the major’s reaction. She surprised him, not even blinking when the bodies of ten men contorted and changed, growing fur and fangs. Hands morphed into paws, jaws elongated to accommodate sharp canine teeth. Bodies folded and shifted so arms became legs. Where moments before men stood on two legs, wolves now ran on four, howling at the moon as they sniffed the wind for some hint of prey.

He recognized the cool calculation in her eyes as she turned to him. “Feel free to hunt with your men, Sergeant Major. I’ve seen enough.”

She dismissed him curtly, turned on her heel, and marched away. Some perverse sense of pride kept him in human form until she was out of sight. He changed finally, howling in frustration. If the look on her face was any indication, they were fucked.

The morning after she’d watched the team change, the major informed Captain Harjo she would accompany the unit on their next assignment and she handed over a copy of their orders—a rescue mission to retrieve one of their own. Her proclamation stuck in everyone’s gullet. The mission could turn “wet” resulting in a political assassination at the conclusion of it, and they’d be parachuting into hostile territory—hostile in terms of enemies and environment both. Mac got the brilliant idea to keep the major out of it because of the parachute drop, which lasted just long enough for her to prove she was qualified.

She walked into the Quonset hut serving as the jumpmaster’s office and paused at the door to look around. Long tables used to repack the parachutes stretched the length of the room. First Sergeant Carter took one look at her and when he quit laughing, he tossed a parachute to her.

“Who packed this chute?” the major asked.

“Me,” Carter snarled around the stubby stogie shoved in the corner of his mouth. No one questioned him, especially about his parachutes. And First Sergeant Carter was known far and wide for eating officers alive—at least figuratively speaking. He was human, not pack, but his tongue could make even the bravest pack member wince.

The major immediately took the parachute bag over to a table, popped the cord, and stretched the canopy and lines across the table.

“Not that I don’t trust you,” she snarled back, “but I put my life in only one pair of hands. Mine.”

She repacked her chute with cool precision. Impressed, Carter refused to let it show, still pissed about her questioning his safety record. Before climbing into the plane, she asked one thing.

“Where do you want me to land?”

“On my ass,” Carter growled under his breath before replying louder, “The ground, Major, if you can find it.”

Mac laughed out loud at the memory of that day and then smothered the sound, not wanting to wake up the major. She’d found the ground all right and Carter’s ass. She’d popped her chute early and stayed airborne long after everyone, including Mac, touched down on the Landing Zone. Carter was bitching about women getting lost and being late when boots nailed him in the back. Major Jackson had silently swooped in behind them all and popped Carter. As he hit the ground face down, her boots touched down squarely on his ass.

“Is that close enough to the LZ for you, First Sergeant Carter?” she asked, sarcasm thick in her voice. She let the canopy collapse behind her.

“Yeah,” Carter mumbled into the thick grass covering the field.

“I’m sorry, First Sergeant. I can’t hear you.”

“Yes, ma’am,” Carter snapped louder. “You are on target, Major Jackson.”

She delicately stepped off his butt as she shucked off the parachute pack. “Am I qualified to jump with the team, First Sergeant?”

“Yes, Major.”

“Very good, First Sergeant.”

She dropped the pack next to his head and strode away. Carter endured the team's ribbing though Mac managed to maintain a degree of composure even after the major was out of earshot. Since Carter was human, the major could sneak up on him fairly easily. But she’d taken the whole team by surprise. Of course, she’d come in downwind but even he'd been caught off guard. Unhappy with his team and himself, he kept a speculative eye on her.

Returning to the present and the task at hand, he pulled a small GPS unit from a pocket and checked the map on it. They were well ahead of schedule—less than half a day from the rendezvous point. He glanced over at the sleeping woman. He was impressed even if he didn’t want to be. He shifted to find a more comfortable position. His cock was impressed, too.

After three days in the field, her scent was everywhere. Instead of turning him off, the sweaty musk she exuded made him want to strip her down, spread her legs, and bury his aching erection so deep that his balls slapped against her ass.

“Jeez.” The word hissed from his mouth. He had to quit thinking about her but Wolves liked to fuck. A lot. When a Wolf hit puberty and the change started, it didn’t matter if the pup was alpha, beta, or omega. They had only one thing on their minds—sex. Girls and getting into their pants was the driving focus of every pubescent wolf. That urge didn’t diminish with maturity.
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