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        Wolf shifter Lucas Cooper is usually up for any wild mission Harper Hall throws his way. But impersonating a doctor and breaking a woman out of the psych ward at a supernatural prison? That’s a little crazy even for him. Until he sees her. One look into her haunted blue eyes and every protective instinct he has flares to life. He’ll do anything to save her. Not that it’ll be easy. Break her out of prison? No problem. Convince her she’s not broken, undeserving of love, and incapable of redemption? That might be trickier...

      

      

      

      
        
        She’s 754821 and she’s a perfect killing machine. A nameless Sentry cleaner raised from birth to destroy paranormal threats, she’s the thing monsters fear. But then Lucas rescues her and everything changes. According to him, she has a family, a home, a purpose. To Lucas, she’s not just a number; she’s Seven, and she’s beautiful.

      

      

      

      
        
        They’re nothing alike. He’s warm, open, easy to talk to. Her? Not so much. Violence is all she’s ever known. And none of that matters when she’s in his arms. But when a threat from her past emerges to destroy the new life she’s worked so hard to forge, Seven knows she’ll need to rely on her killer instincts to protect the future she longs for with Lucas. She can only hope she doesn’t lose what’s left of her humanity—and Lucas—in the process…

      

      

      

      
        
        Semi-Broken works best if read as part of the Harper Hall Investigations series (Book 1: Semi-Charmed; Book 2: Semi-Human; Book 3: Semi-Twisted). This book is intended for mature audiences. This book is not intended for anyone who doesn’t enjoy smart, kick-ass (literally) heroines and potty-mouthed, alpha werewolves, and who doesn’t appreciate a plethora of nerdy pop culture references. For the rest of you: happy reading!
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      Watching the woman he loved marry someone else could make a man do some pretty crazy shit. And watching her have a baby with the monosyllabic douchebag?

      Well, now that could make a man do some semi-suicidal shit.

      Lucas Cooper was walking, talking, breathing proof of that fact at the moment.

      He could almost see the headlines now: Former Vampire Crimes Unit police detective arrested for impersonating a doctor and kidnapping a mental patient.

      Awesome. His mom would be so fucking proud.

      Lucas ran a finger under the starched collar of his stolen lab coat and frowned at the girl through the tiny barred window on the triple-chained cell door. “Are you sure that’s her?”

      To his left, Dr. Violet Marchand pulled the girl’s medical chart out of the plastic sleeve on the door. Flipping through the first few pages, she said, “That’s her. Not what you expected?”

      Hell no, Lucas thought. Hospital security had described her as a brutal killer. He’d been expecting to see someone larger, more imposing, dangerous-looking. Less…delicate and feminine. “How long has she been in solitary?”

      “Since her last escape attempt.”

      Lucas glanced at her, incredulous. “That was over six years ago. She’s been in this cell ever since?”

      Violet shoved her glasses up with her index finger. “Yes. She’s actually very lucky. When supernatural patients don’t respond to treatment, they’re usually…eliminated.”

      Lucas wasn’t so sure that anyone stuck in this place could ever be called lucky.

      The psych ward at Midvale Prison was pretty much upstate New York’s version of Arkham Asylum. It was dark, it was scary, and it reeked of foulness Lucas didn’t even want to contemplate. Human patients would never be expected to live in such conditions. But the only humans at Midvale were the ones paid to keep the monsters in check.

      Midvale was a vampire facility.

      Seemed there were limits to the rights vamps had earned so many years ago when they came out of the coffin. Criminals and crazies, as far as Lucas could tell, didn’t have any more rights than cockroaches.

      It was shit like this—this place—that had forced him to walk away from his job as a detective with the VCU. There was no real justice for any paranormal beings, only what the humans wanted them to think they had.

      No wonder shapeshifters like him remained firmly in the shadows, refusing to let humans know they even existed.

      Lucas turned his gaze back to the prisoner. She sat on the concrete floor next to the bolted-down bed, her ankle shackled to the steel frame with a heavy gauge chain strong enough to keep an ox immobile. The weighty links looked ridiculous encircling her slender ankle. Like a Chihuahua wearing a Rottweiler’s collar.

      From the bed linens to the tank top and loose draw-string pants she wore, everything in the room was gray, faded and cold-looking. The only splotch of color was the girl’s hair. The thick, chestnut waves tumbled around her nearly bare shoulders, the ends almost reaching her waist. Her head was tipped down, so that mass of hair obscured her features from his view.

      She looked young. Small. Alone.

      “Why is she chained to the bed?” Lucas asked. “Seems like overkill in a maximum-security facility.”

      Vi sighed. “According to Dr. Daniels, she’s prone to violent rages. Her behavior is…unpredictable. They keep her under with Thorazine most of the time.”

      Lucas had seen patients subdued with Thorazine before, but they generally weren’t completely catatonic like this one. “They drug her every day? That can’t be good for her, right?”

      “No, it’s not,” Violet murmured. She glanced back down at the chart and frowned. “1600 mg a day…that can’t be right. I’ve had two-hundred-pound psychotics that I only gave 800.”

      Lucas didn’t say it, but if she was what they thought she was, she was probably three times stronger than the average two- hundred-pound psychotic.

      Violet continued skimming the chart, eventually looking like lava might start pouring out of her ears at any moment. “The original dose administered was 200 mg a day, which was a reasonable starting point. Dr. Daniels,” she said, spitting out the name with the kind of venom most people reserved for talk of Hitler and flesh-eating bacteria, “increased it by 100 mg a day until she was taking 1,600. No other dose had affected her. Even if she’s a dhampyre, that much Thorazine could destroy her liver and kidneys. She’s lucky to be alive.”

      Yeah, alive, but gorked out of her mind on Thorazine, chained to a bed frame in the lowest ring of hell. This girl was in no way lucky. He ran a hand through his hair in frustration. “Why is she here at all? Humans shouldn’t have any idea what she is.”

      Shit, he’d only found out dhampyres—genetically engineered half-human, half-vampire hybrids—existed a year ago.

      When the woman he loved married one of the fuckers.

      “According to Harper’s research, she was arrested by the human police for murdering a vamp in Harlem. She, uh…” Vi paused, swallowing hard, “…ripped his head off. Literally. That’s when the Harlem Vampire Crimes Unit was called in. Because she’s not a vampire, but obviously not human either, they completely avoided the courts and brought her here. All she would tell them when they brought her in was that she worked for Sentry. She didn’t even know they’d folded.”

      The demise of Sentry had been a huge, huge deal in the paranormal community. Sentry had been older than even the most ancient immortals. For centuries, they’d policed paranormal activity, eliminating vampires and shifters and other things that went bump in the night without prejudice. That all changed when vampires came out of the coffin.

      Once humans knew about the existence of vampires, all bets were off. Sentry was tried in the court of public opinion and found to be severely lacking. They folded like a cheap card table soon thereafter.

      This girl’s time with Sentry obviously overlapped with the vamps’ big coming out party. She must’ve been out on assignment when her whole world came crumbling down around her.

      And then they locked her up and pumped her full of enough Thorazine to drop an elephant.

      And vamps wondered why shifters didn’t want humans to know they existed?

      “How do we even know this is his sister?” Lucas asked.

      Violet adjusted her glasses and smirked up at him. “He has a name, you know.”

      Lucas was well aware that he had a name. But speaking the name of the fucker who’d married the woman he loved felt like gargling broken glass, so it was just easier to think of him as douchebag, or asshole.

      The luckiest douchebag asshole on the planet. Not that he was bitter or anything. Nope, not at all.

      But Violet just continued to throw her all-knowing smirk at him—the kind of smirk that only really smart people could pull off effectively—and waited for him to answer, so he sighed and finally said, “How do we even know this is Riddick’s long-lost sister?”

      Her answering smile was a little annoying. It almost looked like she was proud of him for saying the asshole’s name. Well, fuck that noise. He growled at her and she rolled her eyes.

      “Geez, chill out,” she said, tucking a wayward strand of icy-blond hair back into her complicated-looking up-do. “We don’t exactly know this is Grace. Harper’s research suggests this is her. She wanted to be sure before we told Riddick. Didn’t want to get his hopes up.”

      That sounded like Harper Hall, all right. She’d want to shield her husband from the pain of seeing his sister in a place like this if at all possible. She was always thinking of others first. It was one of the things he loved most about her.

      Lucas gave himself a sharp mental slap across the face. Don’t go there, dumbass.

      He cleared his throat. “Fine. What’s the plan?”

      “I’ll talk to her. See if I can get my hands on her complete records, not just the garbage in this file,” she said, pinching the file between two fingers and holding it away from her as if it were a bag of steaming dog crap. “Her doctor is a quack. There’s more to her hospitalization than meets the eye and I intend to find out what they’re hiding. Harper suggested I bring you because she was hoping you’d be able to pick up any scent that might link her to Riddick, you know, genetically.”

      And he believed that was true. If she was related to Riddick, even a few times removed, he should be able to smell it. Werewolves were talented like that. What he didn’t believe was that Harper’s motives for sending Violet on this little mission with him were purely practical.

      If he knew Harper—and he did—she was trying to be a matchmaker on this one.

      People in love always wanted everyone around them to be in love, too. It was a fucking obsession for them. Well, it wasn’t happening. Not this time. Not with Violet.

      Been there, tried that.

      Violet, despite her propensity to blurt out inappropriate comments when she was nervous, was ridiculously adorable, pretty, and charming. And as one of the only shrinks in the state of New York who specialized in treating the paranormal community on an outpatient basis, she was also in a unique position to understand the…complications of his life.

      So, in a fit of desperation to move on with his life after Harper gave birth to Riddick’s baby—a baby that could’ve been, should’ve been his, damn it—he’d gone out with her on a few dates.

      It didn’t take long for Lucas and Vi to realize they made better friends than lovers. Besides, Vi was too damn smart and intuitive for her own good. She knew where his head—and heart—were right away and she’d wisely ended things before either of them could get in too deep.

      “Fair enough,” Lucas said. “Are we doing this here?”

      Vi motioned for the guard at the end of the hall. “No. Let’s move her to an interrogation room. It’s been several hours since she’s had any drugs. She should come out of her Thorazine coma soon, I’d think.”

      In a whisper, she added, “And remember that you’re supposed to be a doctor. I don’t want anyone to know you have ties to the VCU. It makes people in places like this jumpy.”

      Well, that shouldn’t be a problem. Especially since he didn’t have ties to the VCU anymore.

      The guard fumbled with a ring of keys on his belt as another guard approached with a wheelchair.

      One guard waited with Vi in the hall while Lucas pushed the wheelchair to where the girl was sitting. The other guard unlocked the chain on her ankle, then leapt back as if a girl on enough Thorazine to take down a charging rhino could jump up and snap his neck. The other guard looked jumpy as well. All because of a girl who couldn’t be more than five-foot-five, or weigh more than one-twenty soaking wet. What a bunch of pussies.

      Lucas stared down at the top of her dark head for a moment, not knowing exactly where to grab her in order to get her in the wheelchair. Finally, he slid his hands under her arms and lifted, probably too roughly because she was even lighter than he’d anticipated.

      When he tried to ease her into the wheelchair, she surprised him by gripping the lapels of his stolen lab coat in two white-knuckled fists. She lifted her head slowly, her eyes pausing on his chest first, then moving to his throat and chin, and finally, latching onto his.

      His breath lodged in his throat. Jesus. She was beautiful. Delicate, knife-edged cheekbones, full pink lips, dark-winged brows, and eyes bluer than any he’d ever seen.

      And those eyes were full of pain. If he had to guess by looking into them, he’d say her age could be measured in centuries, even though he knew she was only in her early thirties.

      Lucas was accustomed to people needing him. He’d been a cop, for God’s sake. People had relied on him for years. But this woman needed him in a different way than anyone else ever had. He could read it clearly in those blue, pleading eyes of hers. This was a matter of life and death. Hers. The protective instincts he’d tried so hard to bury leapt to life in response to her unspoken plea.

      He knew some kind of reassuring words were probably in order, but he certainly couldn’t find them. At a complete loss for the first time in his life, all Lucas could do was stare down into her eyes, hoping to convey that he would help her any way he could.

      Suddenly, her head fell against his chest and she went limp in his grip. He slid one arm around her waist, the other behind her knees, and lifted her as gently as possible. He glanced at the wheelchair, then started for the door without looking back at it again. For some reason, he couldn’t make himself put her down just yet.

      The guards and Vi parted, letting him pass.

      “Um…the wheelchair…”

      Vi let her sentence drift off when Lucas shot her a sharp look.

      She cleared her throat. “He’s got her,” Vi assured the guards as she hurried after Lucas.
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      It took an hour for her to shake off the effects of the Thorazine and look at them with anything resembling comprehension. And as she glanced between Vi, Lucas, and the two armed guards outside the prison interrogation room, she seemed to understand that she’d simply gone from being chained to a bed to being handcuffed at a table.

      Not exactly an improvement in circumstances. And she clearly wasn’t too happy about it.

      Her eyes landed and stuck on what was probably a nice, darkening bruise under Lucas’s right eye. He smiled ruefully at her and touched a finger to the place she’d nailed with a flying elbow when he’d finally managed to pull her off the guard she’d been wailing on. “Yeah, you did that,” he said, no trace of judgement in his voice.

      Hell, he would’ve done the same if he’d been in her position. Even though he’d most likely have a dandy black eye the next day, he was oddly proud of her for putting up such a valiant fight while still trying to overcome the effects of the drugs pumping through her system.

      Beside him, Violet cleared her throat. “It’s a common occurrence, I’m afraid. Some patients react…badly when they’re coming off certain drugs.”

      Lucas snorted. Badly? Best he could tell, she’d broken one guard’s arm and another’s clavicle, in addition to dotting his eye. She’d reacted like a fucking world-class MMA fighter. It’d been magnificent.

      Vi leaned forward. “I’m Dr. Violet Marchand,” she said, her voice calm and smooth. It was her I’m-talking-to-a-demented-psychopath voice. Lucas knew it well. She’d used the same tone when she’d dumped him.

      The girl jerked her chin in Lucas’s direction. “What’s your name?”

      A chill—not a bad one—skated down his spine. Jesus, that was some voice she had. It was the direct opposite of Vi’s carefully modulated tones—low, raspy, sexy as all hell.

      Vi elbowed him in the gut, snapping him out of his stupor. “Lucas. Lucas Cooper,” he answered.

      She didn’t reply, just continued to shift her gaze between them slowly, methodically, unblinking. He’d seen that kind of careful assessment of a room and a situation before.

      Lucas drew a deep breath in through his nose, catching her scent. Hospital-grade soap and laundry detergent. Warm female skin. And beneath all that…

      Yep. If her ever-watchful gaze didn’t give her away, her scent always would.

      He was sitting in front of Noah Riddick’s little sister.

      When she remained silent, Vi prompted, “Can you tell us your name?”

      “Don’t have one.”

      Vi’s gaze shifted to Lucas, and he could tell she was thinking the same thing he was. Was the girl weird, crazy, or just being purposefully evasive?

      “You don’t have one?” Vi asked gently. “What do people call you when they want to get your attention?”

      Completely devoid of emotion, she said, “My designation is 754821.”

      Lucas swallowed a growl. She’d been a prisoner her whole life. Abandoned as a baby by a father who couldn’t care less about her, raised and trained by Sentry to do their bidding, then left to rot in this hell-hole when Sentry folded. She’d never had a life. Probably didn’t even know what a normal life entailed.

      Suddenly he wanted to track down every last member of Sentry upper management and beat the ever-loving shit out of them.

      When Vi’s pointy little elbow jabbed him in the ribs again, he realized he must’ve growled inadvertently. Shit, if he didn’t get hold of himself, he’d wolf-out in front of them and risk ending up in a padded cell of his own.

      He gave Vi a nod to let her know he was fine (at least, he would be fine) and she turned back to the girl.

      “Well,” Vi began, her voice shifting to warm and friendly, “754821 doesn’t have a very nice ring to it. How about we just call you Seven for now?”

      Lucas shot Vi a curious look. Her sharp return look let him know she didn’t want to hit the poor girl with the news that she was Grace Riddick at this point. Whatever. He imagined psychology was a tricky thing, especially in this case.

      Seven shrugged. “Fine.”

      Taking that as a positive, Vi continued, “Why are you here, Seven?”

      Seven’s gaze moved back to the guards outside the door, then up to the camera above them, before landing on Vi once more. “I killed someone.”

      Well, at least she was honest, Lucas thought. Most prisoners proclaimed their innocence until the bitter end.

      Vi nodded and glanced back down at Seven’s file. “Walter Finnley. Can you tell me why you killed Mr. Finnley?”

      “It was my job.”

      “When you worked for Sentry?” Vi pressed.

      Seven gave a short nod.

      “Do you know why Sentry wanted you to kill him?”

      Seven shook her head, but Lucas knew why Walter Finnley was on Sentry’s hit list. The fucker had been an ancient vampire with a penchant for draining children. Seven had done the world a favor by offing the bastard. Which brought up another interesting point.

      “How’d you manage to kill a centuries-old vampire all by yourself?” he asked.

      Those amazing blue eyes narrowed ever so slightly on him. “I was very good at my job. Very good,” she said flatly.

      He grinned at her. He couldn’t help it. Having seen her fight while still under the effects of Thorazine, he’d bet that she’d been a hell of a lot better than just very good at her job.

      Vi elbowed him again and he turned in his seat to glare at her. “Damn it, woman, that hurts!” he grumbled. “Stop it!”

      “We’re here to do a job,” she hissed back, “not find you a pretty girl to flirt with!”

      “I’ve already done my part of the job,” he retorted. “She’s exactly who we thought she was. Now we’re only waiting on you to finish your job. It’s not my fault you’re slow as Christmas.”

      She stuck her tongue out at him, which he thought was pretty damned immature for an Ivy-League-educated shrink, before turning her gaze back to Seven. “So, Seven, you were a slayer for Sentry?”

      Seven met Vi’s gaze steadily. “No.”

      Vi glanced at Lucas, her brow knit in confusion. Most humans didn’t know much about how Sentry had been organized. Everyone knew they’d used seers (like Harper) to track supernatural threats, and slayers (like Riddick) to eliminate them. But Sentry employed more than just seers and slayers. Empaths were used as interrogators and human lie detectors, and watchers (certified geniuses with a gift for strategy and logistics) helped guide seers and slayers to their supernatural targets.

      So, if Seven wasn’t a seer, slayer, watcher, or empath, and had been on an assignment to eliminate an ancient vampire when Sentry dissolved, that would mean she’d been a…

      Holy shit.

      “You were a cleaner,” he murmured.

      Those blue, blue eyes locked on his. Her expression gave away nothing, but a sudden, slight tension around her mouth and a subtle stiffening of her shoulders gave him his answer.

      Vi glanced at him. “What’s a cleaner?”

      He gave her a very subtle shake of his head. Vi didn’t need to know that kind of shit. Hell, he wished he didn’t know that kind of shit.

      Harper’s mother, Tina Petrocelli, had been one of Sentry’s best and brightest empaths. She’d once told him all about cleaners. Wraiths, she’d called them.

      No one ever saw them. They were only called in when everything went bad. When there was a threat no one else could eliminate. A situation no one else had the stomach to deal with. But we all lived in fear of them. If you botched up a job so bad a cleaner needed to be called in, all you could do was take a few deep breaths, pray, and kiss your ass goodbye.

      If slayers merely killed supernatural threats to humanity, cleaners nuked every trace of their existence off the face of the earth, including any unfortunate humans who might have seen too much or knew too much.

      Tina was one of the toughest women Lucas had ever known. He had ten inches in height and about a hundred pounds on her, but even he wouldn’t want to cross her in a dark alley. And when Tina had told him about cleaners? There’d been fear in her eyes. Genuine, gripping fear.

      Anything—or anyone—who scared Tina was not to be taken lightly.

      Vi cleared her throat. “And you’re aware that Sentry is no longer operational?”

      “Yes.”

      “Who told you?”

      “Dr. Daniels.”

      Lucas frowned at her. Was it his imagination, or did her jaw tighten and her voice get harder at the mention of her doctor?

      Vi looked similarly concerned, but let it go to ask, “Did Sentry tell you what you were supposed to do if they were ever shut down?”

      Seven’s gaze shifted to Lucas. “We were all supposed to die.”

      Vi and Lucas blinked at her in stereo.

      Well. That was a bit of a conversation-stopper, wasn’t it?
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      Several very pointed questions later (it seemed Seven was no more likely to inadvertently divulge information than her brother—the monosyllabic douchebag), Lucas and Vi learned that in case Sentry was ever exposed to the public, the cleaners were supposed to eliminate each other, one by one. When only one was left, that lucky SOB was supposed to off himself/herself.

      A couple of things occurred to Lucas at that point in their conversation. The first was that Seven probably had no idea she was a dhampyre, and most likely, neither had Sentry upper management or the other cleaners, seeing as she was alive and all. And second…it was entirely possible that Seven’s incarceration had saved her life. While the other cleaners were out offing each other Highlander-style, Seven was safely locked away in her own private hell.

      Maybe she was lucky, after all.

      “Do you know anything about your history?” Vi asked Seven. “Your family?”

      “My father put me in foster care. I was adopted, then I was sold to Sentry.”

      Sold. Like farmers sold cattle at market.

      Jesus.

      But Seven was either a master at masking her emotions or…she just didn’t have any. Lucas certainly hoped it was the former. He wasn’t willing to leave Seven here, but neither was he willing to drop a sociopath off in the middle of Harper’s life, especially with a brand-new baby in the picture. Riddick’s sister or not, he couldn’t risk little Haven’s safety.

      Vi opened her mouth to ask another question but was interrupted when a man thrust the interrogation room door open with enough force to rattle the walls.

      The guy was around six feet tall, weighed probably two-forty. He had the kind of beefy arms and saggy-around-the-middle appearance that told Lucas he’d been an athlete in his youth. But now, at fifty or so, what had once been muscle had long since degenerated into flab. Intelligence flashed in his cool, gray eyes, though. As did cruelty, Lucas immediately noticed. This was a guy who enjoyed the power he wielded. The illustrious Dr. Daniels, Lucas presumed.

      He crossed his arms over his chest and stared down his hawkish nose at Vi. “So, little girl,” he began, his gravelly voice adding extra menace to his tone, “you think you can waltz in here and talk to my patient without my permission? The Council will hear about this.”

      Seven’s eyes narrowed on him and she hissed under her breath. Lucas blinked at her, nonplussed. She’d shown absolutely no signs of aggression throughout their entire interview. Until now.

      Vi straightened to her full height—which still made her look fun-sized when standing next to a burly guy like Daniels—and shoved her glasses up with her middle finger. Somehow Lucas doubted that particular finger choice had been unintentional.

      Anyone who didn’t know Violet Marchand might have feared for her safety in a situation like this. But Lucas knew her well. He settled back in his chair and crossed his legs at the ankles. Vi was going to hand this guy his ass in a minute, and Lucas planned to enjoy every minute of it. Too bad he didn’t have any popcorn.

      “Oh, I don’t just think it. I know I can walk in here and talk to your patient without your permission, Dr. Daniels,” she said in her icy-smooth voice, putting just enough derision on his title to let him know she thought it—he—was a joke. “And the Council already knows about this. No one told you we were coming because we didn’t want to give you a chance to clean everything up and make yourself look respectable. What we’ve learned—what the Council will learn—is that you’ve been keeping this woman in what amounts to a drug-induced coma for years on a dose of medication that could’ve killed her.”

      Shock lit the guy’s expression for a split second before his ego took over once again. “You’re acting on behalf of the Council?”

      Lucas winced. The condescension in his tone wasn’t going to sit well with Vi. He almost felt sorry for the loser. Almost.

      Vi offered Daniels a smile that could cut glass. “The head of the Council? Hunter? I was in his wedding party last month. His wife? Mischa? One of my dearest friends.”

      The funniest part of that? Other than the shocked-shitless look on
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