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Chapter One

“Rrrow! Here kitty,
kitty!”

“Ooh baby! Gimme some of
that milkshake!”

Eva’s lips tightened. She didn’t know
what the Neanderthals thought they were doing, but if they had any
notion she found their catcalls and ‘clever’, thinly veiled
references to sex thrilling, they were badly mistaken.

She pretended deafness like she
usually did. She didn’t need to look. The annoying bastards raced
to the edge of the floor they were working on every time any of
them spotted a female and hooted at them.

Not for a minute did she think they
had a clue of what any of the women looked like, or that they
targeted her specifically because they recognized her. They must be
on the twentieth floor by now. She knew damned good and well they
couldn’t see her well enough to know what she looked
like.

At any rate, she was racing the clock.
Glancing at her watch, dismay flooded her and she began to walk a
little faster. It was almost closing time. If she didn’t get her
deposit in, sure as shit she’d have a dozen bounced checks first
thing in the morning.

As if she afford
one bounced check with
the fees the bastards charged!

They’d have her in jail by lunch for
check kiting.

To her horror, she saw the guard
locking the door as she set her foot on the bottom step. “No!
Wait!” she cried out, racing up the steps. “It’s all made out!
Please! Let me make the deposit! Please, please! I swear it won’t
take more than a minute!”

The security guard jerked his head at
her, nudged his chin, rolled his eyes.

Poor man, she thought, thoroughly
repulsed. She’d never noticed he had face twitches, certainly not
something this severe. She’d begun to think the poor man was having
some kind of seizure when he froze.

Then she heard someone call out behind
him. “Let her in.”

“Thank you!” she gasped
when the security guard, looking totally pissed off, turned the key
and opened the door for her.

She raced inside, glancing down the
row of clerk windows to see who might be open.

That was when she discovered half the
people inside were laying on the floor face down and the other half
were standing with their arms up and looking really awkward. Shock
rolled over her. She stared at them, trying to figure out what was
wrong with the picture.

Someone grabbed her from behind,
sticking something cold and hard to the back of her neck. “I’ll
handle that deposit for you,” a sneering male voice murmured almost
in her ear.

Eva gripped the deposit bag harder
when he grabbed it. Briefly, they wrestled for possession, but of
course the bastard was way stronger than her.

“Bitch! I will shoot you
if you don’t let go.”

It flickered through her mind to
wonder whether being robbed when that was every cent she had was
worse than being dead, but her fingers seemed to lose strength at
the threat.

“Let’s get out of here!”
he bellowed to someone she couldn’t see, nearly deafening her.
Almost simultaneously, the bank alarm went off.

Or maybe the alarm went off first and
then the guy bellowed, because he followed that by gripping her
just beneath her breasts, lifting her off her feet, and turning her
toward the door.

Eva’s knees turned to
water.

“Walk, bitch!”

Eva was dangling from his arm like a
string puppet, arms and legs flailing weakly while she tried to
command them to match his movements out of self-preservation. From
behind them, she thought later, a shot rang out. She jerked all
over as if she’d been struck, but it was the guard that had let her
in that let out a grunt of pain and slid to the floor. The man
carrying her tripped over the guard’s foot and nearly did a header
out the door. He managed to regain his footing, however, and leapt
down the stairs with her flopping limply from one arm.

He shook her, but instead of shoving
her away or releasing her, he hung onto her doggedly. “Bitch, I’m
gonna make you sorry if you don’t quit this shit,” he
growled.

She was sorry already, she thought.
Really sorry.

She glanced around hopefully when they
hit the sidewalk, but although there were several people that
stopped and stared before they took off, nobody rushed to help
her.

No real surprise since the bastard was
waving a gun around.

* * * *

Colt bared his teeth at the jackass
but there wasn’t an ounce of humor in his eyes. “Real smooth, man.
You think she’s gonna run up here and lay down for you?”

The comment wiped the grin off of
Donald’s face and replaced it with something even uglier. “Mind yer
own fucking business, Cochise.”

“Cochise was Chiricahua
Apache. I’m Lakota, Dumbass.” How the situation might have
escalated from there was anyone’s guess, but both men were
distracted when they heard the bank alarm go off.

Colt switched his attention then to
the ground below them, listening intently. A handful of moments
after the alarm went off, he saw the woman dragged from the
building—the bank—she’d just entered by a man holding a
gun.

“Holy shit!” Donald
exclaimed, moving closer to the edge to get a better view. “Bank
robbery!”

Half the crew heard him and, all of
them that could, raced to the edge of the floor and stared
down.

Colt sprinted across the decking
toward the ladder, hooked his boot heels on the sides, fireman
style, and slid down it. Taden and Dane, his pack mates, were right
behind him. Two floors down Colt decided that just wasn’t fast
enough. Going into half shift, he began leaping from one open floor
to the next until he reached the fifteenth floor, where the walls
were already up, then he headed to the lift cage shaft and bounded
from floor to floor until he landed on the top of the cage at the
ground floor level.

Neither the woman nor the bank robber
were in sight by the time he hit the street. He went into full
shift then, however, and charged toward the bank. He caught her
scent as soon as he checked the steps to the bank and followed
it.

The cops had arrived by that time and
blocked the street off at both ends. Colt threaded between the cars
and bounded over some of them to reach the other side of the
street. The scent led him down the alley on the other side.
Thankfully, it grew stronger as he raced along the narrow
track.

He knew if he didn’t catch up before
the bastard got away with her that she was very likely going to be
dead.

But he didn’t want to think about
that.

Dismissing it with an effort, he moved
from a brisk lope into a dead run.

And then he spotted them about a block
ahead of him. The burglar was struggling to get her into a car. She
was resisting for all she was worth.

He knew the bastard was going to shoot
her as soon as he saw him give up on getting her into the car and
shove her away. Almost as if time slowed, he watched her float
toward the ground and the bank robber swing his gun into position
and point it down at her.

He wasn’t close enough, yet, to
interfere, he very much feared. Gritting his teeth, he threw
everything he had into the next bounding leap and then launched
himself at the gun hand, dismissing the fear that he might fall
short when he realized there was no more time. He managed it or she
died.

He uttered a howl of challenge as he
leapt that acted on the man like a rifle shot.

He whipped around. His eyes widened
like saucers, and his gun hand followed.

Thankfully, Colt had judged the
distance perfectly. He clamped his jaws down on the man’s forearm
as he slammed into him. The weight of his body carried the arm to
one side just as he pulled the trigger, sending the projectile past
the woman and into the pavement perhaps two yards from
her.

Taden and Dane knocked both of them
aside as they launched themselves toward the open door and
scrambled into the vehicle where the second robber sat. He fired
his weapon. Fortunately, he was too scared to take the time to aim.
The bullet grazed Dane and went into the man Colt was wrestling
with. He let out a grunt/yelp of pain and surprise and slumped
toward the ground.

That was when Colt discovered their
woman had bolted.

* * * *

Eva, luckily for her, was operating
entirely on her survival instincts—too shocked to even attempt to
gather her wits to reason through the situation. She didn’t
actually fight the man who’d grabbed her, but she used her weight
to resist his attempt to simply haul her off. She thought, under
other circumstances that that would’ve been sufficient to thwart
him. She wasn’t a big woman, but she worked out five days a week at
her local gym and she was more muscular, she thought, than the
typical woman—unless that woman happened to be a dancer, gymnast,
or something of that sort. Not average anyway.

Unfortunately, the man was either
hopped up on something or his adrenalin was pumping go-juice like
crazy—maybe both. He swung on to her as if he couldn’t command his
arms to let go or his brain had locked onto that one thing and
wouldn’t let his arms release.

He dragged her across the street to an
alley and down it, traversing several blocks before she spotted a
car ahead of them, running, waiting in the alley for him with the
other gunman—the one she realized must have shot and possibly
killed the bank guard.

Her legs jellified as the
possibility—likelihood—of imminent death assailed her.

Her captor spit all over her in his
rage—like he was foaming at the mouth—jerked her up and shook her.
“I ain’t gonna keep telling you, bitch!” he snarled.

He already had about a dozen times,
but she didn’t interject that voice of reason. She thought it might
be like pouring gasoline on a fire.

He dragged her all the way up to the
car and opened the door.

Realizing passive resistance just
wasn’t going to cut it anymore—she reacted to the moment of
truth—Eva grabbed the edge of the door and planted one foot against
the edge of the seat.

It took him several moments to realize
she wasn’t going in because she was using the leverage she had to
prevent him from shoving her in. He knocked her hand lose. While he
was shoving at her foot, she grabbed the edge of the door
again.

They played the game of ‘stuff the
cat’ in the bag for several rounds before he lost his mind, uttered
a growl of frustration and rage, and flung her away.

With all of her resistance tied up in
pushing back, Eva had nothing to catch herself with. When he
stopped pulling and pushed, she flew backwards toward the ground.
Dismay and desperation filled her. He was going to shoot her now
and she couldn’t bring up a scenario in her head where she hit the
ground and ricocheted away from the bullet and ran.

A canine growl distracted her, both of
them, and she whipped a look toward the sound in time to see this
absolutely enormous …. Her mind screamed wolf, but at the same time
dismissed it. They were in the middle of the city ….

Then the time loop closed and
everything went from slow motion to fast forward. The enormous
beast hit the man hard enough to drive him into the car, clamped
down on his gun arm and …. Her eyes squinted instinctively when she
hit the ground, but her shock was so profound it kept her running
on her instincts.

She’d caught a glimpse of her bank
deposit bag as it fell from the man’s waistband, where he’d stashed
it. Scrabbling along the ground crab-like, she grabbed the bag,
shoved to her feet, and took off in the direction of the
bank.

She managed to make it almost a block
before darkness fell around her like a thunderclap. Blinking a
little frantically, struggling to see, Eva staggered toward a
dumpster and burrowed under the clutter around it before the beast
of darkness reached up inside of her and snatched her from
consciousness.

* * * *

Colt knew as soon as he dropped the
man and looked for their woman that they were running on borrowed
time. The cops would arrive in mass at any time. Summoning Taden
and Dane, he searched the ground until he found her scent. It
confused him since it led off in the same direction they’d come—the
direction the cops would be coming from—but it was strong enough to
suggest it was the most recent. After a moment’s hesitation, he
tore off after her with Taden and Dane on his heels.

They found her lying on the ground
beneath boxes of refuse, limp and unresponsive, and his heart
nearly failed him.

He moved around her uneasily,
anxiously licking her face, struggling with the urge to summon his
man-skin.

The cops were virtually on top of them
by that time, though—and if they went into a panic, they were
liable to shoot her.

Fortunately, they’d spotted the
running car and were totally focused on that.

The woman made a sound—sucked in a
sharp breath like someone coming up from the depths of water. Her
eyes moved behind her lids and her eyelids slowly
opened.

Colt licked her across the
mouth.

She wrinkled her nose and started
spitting and he sent Taden and Dane a wry look.

“Good doggy,” she croaked
a little hoarsely. “Don’t eat me.”

Taden snorted, shook his head, and
took off.

Dane followed him.

Colt knew he needed to get back before
the crew noticed the ‘yahoos’ had disappeared, but he wasn’t as
reassured as he wanted to be. He waited until she began struggling
to push herself upright and then he nuzzled all over her in search
of a wound.

Relieved when he didn’t find one, he
allowed her to fight him off and, with great reluctance, left
her.

She was safe, he told himself. The bad
man-children were dead or close enough and the cops were close by.
They would take care of her.

He thought she had just fought so
hard, and been so frightened, that that was why she had lost
consciousness.

Pride swelled inside him even though
they had done nothing to claim her and he knew they were facing an
uphill battle to convince her that she belonged with
them.

She was perfect—even if she was a
man-child and not one of the people.

* * * *

“Hold it right there and
don’t move!” a man bellowed at Eva when she finally managed to sit
up and started trying to get to her feet.

She froze, zeroing in on the man that
had bellowed at her wide eyed.

“Come out of there, hands
up!”

Eva felt her jaw slide to half mast.
“I … uh …. Freeze? Or come out?”

His face reddened. “Get on your
feet!”

“Can … uh … can I use my
hands?”

“Get up! Now! Don’t make
me shoot you!”

Oh my god! The urge to cry assailed
her. She didn’t know if he was going to shoot her for putting her
hands down or not. She struggled trying to get up without using her
hands and he abruptly stepped closer, grabbed her upper arm,
dragged her out and then slammed her down on the pavement face
down.

Another cop appeared and helped to
wrestle her down and wrench her arms out of the sockets. “She one
of them?”

“She’s got a bank
bag!”

As scared as she was, Eva couldn’t let
that pass. “It’s mine!” she said indignantly.

They ignored her and finished cuffing
her and they each grabbed an arm and hauled her to her
feet.

They took her damned bank bag, the
thieves!

“That’s mine!”

“It’s evidence!” the cop
snarled at her.

“But … I need it! When
will I get it back?”

“You’ve got other things
to worry about right now, ma’am. We’re going to book you for bank
robbery.”

Eva gaped at him. “I didn’t! I was
just trying to make a deposit.”

“So what were you doing
hiding behind the dumpster?”

“Trying not to get
killed,” Eva snapped.

They stopped talking, stopped
questioning her and continued to haul her back toward the street in
front of the bank. Eva argued with them all the way there, hopeful
to the bitter end that she could convinced them not to take her to
jail.

She didn’t know if it was a good thing
or a bad thing, but one of the police dogs that had ‘treed’ her
flashed by as the cop shoved her into the back of the cruiser,
snatched her bank bag and took off.

The cops abandoned her and took off
after the dog.

She was really tempted to leap out of
the car and take off herself, but she was surrounded by cops and
she was handcuffed.

And before she could actually make up
her mind whether to risk getting shot in the back or not, a female
police officer approached her, shoved her back in the seat, and
slammed the door.

Damn it!

It was probably just as well, she
decided after the initial frustration and disappointment hit her.
She was still so weak and wobbly she probably wouldn’t have managed
to get far anyway.

After a moment, she lay down on the
seat sideways and cried about her money bag. She was going to be in
trouble for sure if she couldn’t get that damn money in the bank to
cover everything that was about to come out of the damned
account!


Chapter Two

The cop unlocked her cell. “Step
forward.”

Eva stared at the woman with suspicion
and distrust. “What’s going on?”

“You’re being transported
to the hospital to be checked out.”
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