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Chapter One

Chloe knew the very minute her car engine
coughed and died what the problem was. Her gaze whipped instantly
to her fuel gauge.

“Oh shit! Oh shit! Oh
shit!” she exclaimed, fighting her car and trying to guide it
toward the curb with the momentum that was dying like the engine
had.

Except way slower.

She actually managed to go up the curb
because she could barely turn the damned wheel with no power.

When that little piece of her disaster had
played out, she looked around to assess her situation, panting for
breath from the accelerated rhythm of her heart.

Dismay didn’t begin to describe her
feelings.

She was in an industrial area--which she
already knew--because some a-hole had ordered food and she’d been
sent to deliver it.

Then she’d gotten lost.

She’d been late so she didn’t get a damned
tip and if that wasn’t bad enough she wasn’t going to get anything
from the restaurant either because the meal was free if the
delivery was late.

Now, she was out of gas--before she’d just
been low on gas--in the middle of an industrial park--mostly
deserted of human habitation at this hour--except for a couple of
buildings under construction, one of which she could see ahead of
her.

Somewhere between a half a mile and a
mile.

Because she could see it was quitting time
and she’d already seen several trucks tear out, throwing geysers of
dust and gravel into the air, and take off in the other
direction.

Her dismay deepened at the realization that
they were strangers, construction workers, and men. As scary as it
was to consider approaching any of them when she knew a lot of men
in the business were ex-cons, though, it was scarier to realize she
was going to be totally abandoned and on her own.

In the middle of no woman’s land.

Grabbing her purse and phone, she scrambled
out of the vehicle and rushed around the back to get her gas
can.

It was totally empty, unfortunately.

So unexpectedly light, she nearly threw it
over her shoulder when she grabbed it and lifted.

A truck passed her while she was getting the
can out and anxiety hit her in the chest like a sledge hammer. She
jumped and whirled, but they’d already shot past her.

Briefly, she debated whether to try to chase
them down or go with the original plan.

She dismissed that with an effort when she
heard the sound of someone approaching.

He--it--landed about two arm’s lengths in
front of her even as she turned.

It looked like it was between six and seven
feet tall and it was hairy all over.

It didn’t look like an ape of any
description despite her mind’s nearly instant connection with Big
Foot.

It was horrible.

Sucking in a sharp breath as it launched
itself toward her, she screamed so loud it rattled her own
eardrums. She could hear the sound echo off the nearest
building--like screaming into a canyon.

Then she threw her phone at it.

Because it was in her hand.

Then she swung the gas can towards its head
and hit it hard enough she jacked its head sideways with the
blow.

It wasn’t dead, though, and she wasted
valuable time beating it on the head with the gas can, screaming
her head off, before the thing managed to disarm her by snatching
her weapon away from her.

Whirling instantly away, still screaming
despite the fact that she was starting to get woozy from
insufficient air intake, she leapt away like a gazelle and kept
leaping mindlessly--instead of running.

The truck that had passed her, she
discovered, had stopped and a gang of men piled out.

Indians--Native American.

“Help! Help!”

Then they did the strangest thing.

They ripped their shirts off, baring their
upper torsos, like she was watching a male strip review.

Her mind went perfectly blank.

And then way blanker when the ‘men’ abruptly
became the same thing she already had in behind her.

Either shock slowed, stopped her, or the
monster just caught up to her. It grabbed her even as she tried to
veer off in an entirely different direction and lifted her clean
off her feet.

The instant she left the ground, she made
like a cat--gyrating to make contact with feet and fists and
fingernails. She managed to connect with an eyeball or a nose--it
was yucky wet and apparently sensitive--and the thing abruptly lost
its grip on her. She caught herself as she slammed into the ground
and scrambled away on hands and feet, unwilling to waste the time
it might take to shove herself upright, regain her balance, and
run.

Abruptly, an arm snaked around her waist,
lifted her from the ground and then the beast that had grabbed her
twisted and set her on her feet behind him.

He let go of her before she could gain her
balance.

She landed on her ass that time.

The discovery that the beasts that had come
out of the truck were fighting the first beast didn’t comfort
her.

The first even halfway cognizant thought to
tumble through her mind was that they were fighting over who was
going to eat her.

As vague as that thought was, it inspired
her.

She managed to get up and look around for
the safest direction to run, but one of the beasts snatched her off
her feet, slung her across one hairy shoulder and then took off at
a jog. The move knocked the breath out of her, stunning her. By the
time she managed to drag in a decent breath to fight off the
darkness swarming her vision, he stopped, dragged her from his
shoulder and set her on her feet.

Fortunately for her, he retained a grip on
her shoulders. Her knees buckled and, for some strange reason just
setting her on her feet was enough to snatch consciousness
completely away. She felt herself falling into the deep, black pit,
heard the voices of several men, and then lost even that tenuous
hold on consciousness.

* * * *

Consternation filled Joseph when the woman
collapsed.

“Is she hurt?” Cade asked
sharply.

“I haven’t had the chance
to check--she didn’t seem hurt,” Joseph responded with a mixture of
indignation spawned of guilt and concern.

Cade opened the backdoor of their dooly.
Taking the woman from Joseph, he climbed into the backseat and
gently settled her on her back. She came around while he was
checking her ribs. “Does this hurt?” he asked, pressing
lightly.

It didn’t, but it still pushed the air from
her lungs and Chloe grunted.

He settled a hip on the seat beside her,
studying her, trying to decide if she was injured or just mostly
scared. It wasn’t easy making any kind of assessment when she’d
totally bowled him over the second he got close enough to drag a
whiff of her scent into his chest. That had hit him like a ten ton
wrecking ball. “Do you need to go to the hospital?”

Chloe stared at him, sorting the
kaleidoscope of images that were churning in her head. Trying to.
The question redirected her toward self-examination, though, and
she tried to figure out if she was hurt.

Or rather injured.

She was hurting--no doubt about that--but
she had no idea whether it was ‘battering and bruising’ or serious
damage.

She did know one thing, though.

She didn’t have the money to go to a
hospital.

She didn’t have insurance.

“I think I’m ok,” she said
a little weakly, then added carefully, “I was attacked.”

A gleam of amusement flickered in his eyes.
“From where I was standing, it looked like you were doing a pretty
good job of defending yourself.”

She didn’t know that she was in the mood to
see the funny side of it--yet--possibly ever--but ….

He was wowza with that faint smile playing
about his lips.

Even half dead, she noticed that.

He had a nice mouth--hard, well formed.

A rush of … crazy went through her. Like a
wall of attraction had just mown her down, her hoo-ha commenced to
fluttering madly. Her throat dried up as her nether regions
flooded.

And maybe the weirdest part of that was that
the amusement vanished from his eyes and heat replaced it--just
that fast. A faint frown drew his dark brows together. “What are
you doing out here alone, Little Puma?”

She was too wowed to take exception to what
sounded suspiciously like criticism. “Working. Had a delivery, but
I got lost and burned up the last of my gas.”

“Ah! That’s why you were
armed with the gas can!” He looked around. “Joseph! See if you can
find Little Puma’s gas can.”

One of the men standing outside left.

“I threw my phone at him,”
Chloe said as she abruptly remembered it. “And … I lost my
pocketbook somewhere ….”

“Liam--see if you can find
them for her.”

He returned his attention to her. “How are
you feeling now, Little Bit? Any better? Any worse?”

Chloe felt her face heat. “I’m Chloe.”

His gaze flickered over her strawberry blond
hair and settled on her pale blue eyes. He swallowed with an
effort. Even banged up she was a knock out. “I’m Cade,” he murmured
finally.

Chloe wondered if it was a traditional
Native American name, or just the name his mother had picked for
reasons of her own.

It didn’t sound like a Native American name
to her.

He absolutely
looked Native American,
though, all three of the guys from what she could
recall.

She hadn’t actually gotten a really good
look at the other two. “I think I’m going to be ok,” she responded
to his question finally, struggling to sit up.

He watched her--like a hawk--but he didn’t
try to help or to persuade her to lie still.

It sucked that she felt really bad by the
time she’d managed to sit up.

He helped her with the seatbelt and then
settled in the seat beside her as the other two men returned.

“It’s empty,” Joseph
announced.

“We need to get her some
gas, then,” Cade said neutrally.

Joseph flicked a look over the two of them
as Cade fastened his seatbelt, and then left without another word.
Setting the empty can in the bed of the truck, he headed around to
the passenger seat of the front.

Liam returned while Joseph
was getting into the truck. Climbing into the driver’s seat, he
swiveled around and handed Cade her phone and her
purse. “Where to?” he asked in their native tongue.

“Gas station,” Cade
responded succinctly. “I’m not happy she’s
refusing to go to the hospital, but I’m thinking we might have a
fight on our hands if we ignore her determination not to,”
he added with a touch of amusement.
“She seemed pretty fiercely determined to guard
her territory to me.”

Joseph’s expression
hardened, but he knew they couldn’t afford to create a scene with
the number of humans bound to be at the hospital. If she couldn’t
be coaxed, he couldn’t think of anything they could do at that
point to get her there. “Definitely an
alpha female.”

Cade grunted.

He thought that was probably inarguable, but
he still had no intention of allowing her to have her way entirely.
If the hospital was out, they would just camp at her place to make
sure she was alright.

He glanced at her a couple of times, trying
to decide whether to breach her personal space at that
juncture--meaning just met her but intended to have her.

Because he did.

And that determination went well beyond the
fact that he had just claimed her in combat.

He was still shook by the intensity of the
wave of attraction that had hit him like a bomb going off.

But if she actually was
alpha, he was really going to have a fight on his hands taming her and he thought
discretion might be a good idea until he could slip up on her blind
side and mark her.

She was human. It wouldn’t be like marking
one of their own--wouldn’t ‘take’ the same way, but rumor had it
they were still highly susceptible to Wolfen pheromones. And he
planned to find out--sooner rather than later.

Slipping an arm around her after a moment,
he encouraged her to lean against him.

She stiffened at first, but by the time they
reached the nearest gas station she had relaxed more and more
heavily against him and finally fallen asleep.

That worried the shit out of him, too.

By and large, he kept his distance from
humans--especially the females.

He didn’t want to be tied to one when he
could see there were serious complications for the males that had
tried it.

He had cause to regret that decision now. He
would’ve liked a better understanding at the moment.

She’d been scared half to death, he
supposed, battered as much by her efforts to defend herself against
a foe she didn’t have a chance in hell of beating or escaping as
she had been by the crazy bastard’s attempt to take her, but he
couldn’t tell that she was wounded--couldn’t see anything.

He didn’t know if there was any chance that
she’d been battered hard enough to injure her internally or
not.

She didn’t seem to be fading that he could
tell and it seemed she would if that was an issue.

The urge to give her some of his enzymes to
protect her was nearly overwhelming--despite the scent of the
bastard that was emanating from her--but he couldn’t imagine that
she would allow it, let alone welcome it, when he had yet to mark
her.

And he was reluctant to try anything that
could end up with her getting hurt worse from fighting him.

That thought did harden his resolve,
however.

He was not going to take the chance that she
would succumb to something he couldn’t see or discover with his
senses.

He was going to mark her and give her his
enzymes to help her recover.

He was just going to have to watch for an
opportunity to overpower her in a way that would prevent
injury.

And that should be soon--on several
counts.

The priority being her health and
welfare.

The second being the need to leap before she
was able to recall she had seen him--all of them--in half shift and
wasn’t likely to allow him anything once she did.

Certainly not if he hadn’t marked her.

It was doubtful he could expect total
capitulation, but he thought he could count on her being more
receptive.

* * * *

They left Chloe in the truck when they got
back to her car.

She still felt strangely lethargic and, at
the same time, cold.

The temperature outside wasn’t warm, but it
wasn’t cold enough, she didn’t think, to account for the
shivers.

Finally, realizing the only thing she
actually felt up to was a long, hot shower, and she couldn’t do
that until she got home, she gathered her things up and began to
struggle toward the door.

Cade met her there, helped her out, walked
her to her car, and helped her climb in.

Confusion immediately filled her when she
discovered he’d helped her get into the passenger’s side. By that
time, though, he’d walked around, opened the door and adjusted the
seat, and then got behind the wheel.

She gaped at him. “Uh ….”

He draped an arm across the back of the
seat. “You know you aren’t in any condition to drive yourself,
right? Besides that, I’d rather not take the chance that the
bastard that attacked you has traced you to your place. I’m going
to drive you. I need the keys and directions.”


Chapter Two

Chloe stared at him blankly for several
moments, trying to decide if that actually made sense.

It didn’t to her because
all she had to hear was the suggestion that the bastard who’d
attacked her might be there waiting for her when she got home to convince her
she didn’t want to arrive alone.

Nothing else really registered after
that.

She dug around in her pocketbook for the
keys, placed them in his palm, and settled back to search for her
seatbelt while she gave him directions.

By the time he’d started
the car it occurred to her to wonder how the guy could get to her
house and how this guy would know or suspect that.

“You really think he
might? How would he know where I live?”

He flicked a glance at her before returning
his attention to the road. “The contents of your purse were
scattered--maybe an accident--maybe he was looking for the info on
your driver’s license? Why take a chance when I’m willing to make
sure you’re safe?”
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