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  Chapter 1




  Banks were one of Jordan Sparks’ least favorite places on earth. Not only were they boring and sterile with little to offer in the way of décor, but every time she went in one she had to wait. But waiting wasn’t the worst of it. The worst part was the waiting for that one customer in the line who had to ask the teller every silly question in the book. So, what should have been a short wait, really ended up being an extra ten to twenty minutes. This was especially true on Fridays.




  Jordan had tried to thwart the wait this afternoon by leaving work at noon but it didn’t work. The little old lady with the four hundred checking account questions left her waiting in line once again. Well, she and two other bored looking customers. She amused herself by trying to imagine different people in line having sex with each other but after a while, even that didn’t amuse her.




  She shifted from one foot to the other and felt something heavy in the small of her back. A rush of embarrassment sent heat to her cheeks as she remembered she still had her gun. For a moment she thought about taking it back to the car but the prospect of rejoining the line in the back changed her mind. It’ll be okay. No one will notice. Just be cool.




  Movement drew her attention to the front of the bank.




  Masked robbers entered the First Eastern Bank of Florida and Jordan and everyone around her stood there stunned. The elderly security guard by the vault was so shocked he didn’t seem to know what to do. A pale teller shook violently and ducked behind her window. Gun shots shattered the silence as the largest of the robbers fired shots into the ceiling. It was an attention getter and worked. No one could ignore bullets.




  The librarian looking woman in front of the teller screamed. That caused the rest of the customers to fall to the floor and cover their heads. When Jordan realized she was the only one still standing, she lowered herself to the floor so as not to draw too much attention from the robbers. She felt as though she’d been caught in a very bad television drama.




  There were three gunmen. They all wore black t-shirts, black jeans, work boots, and ski masks. One was clearly taller and more powerful than the others. His t-shirt strained around a huge chest and heavily tattooed biceps. He was also the only one wearing black leather gloves. The others appeared to be wearing blue latex.




  “Everybody stay on the ground!” the big gunman roared.




  One of the other gunmen ran to the half door that led to the tellers and the rear of the bank. “Unlock this fucking door!” A banker closest to him stood by the drive-through window frozen. Her face was so white it looked like an ice sculpture. He glared at her and blurted out a barrage of swear words. His teeth were sharp and stained yellow, like a longtime smoker who never brushed.




  When the woman still didn’t come to let him in, he fired off several rounds into the lock until the manager finally rushed over. The manager held his hands up in surrender. “Please, please stop!”




  The ruined door fell off its hinges and the gunman crashed in. He rounded up the two tellers, the ancient security guard, and the bank manager. He forced them to the back of the bank where the vault was located. Jordan’s heart ached with fear for their safety. She touched the handle of her handgun concealed behind her back. None of the robbers had seen it yet. She knew she could shoot one of the three remaining men but not all of them, before being shot herself. Even if she could kill them all, there was still the one who’d just taken the other bank personnel hostage. No, she’d have to wait.




  The biggest and presumed leader of the gunmen was staring at her. He’d seen her suspicious movement. She averted her gaze and looked at the floor. His heavy boots approached but Jordan didn’t dare move. He crouched down by her and she heard all the customers around her crawl away.




  “Why aren’t you lying on your belly like the others?” he asked in a barbed, evil voice.




  The man was a monster; a great hulking current of barely restrained power. A tiny, shameful part of her was fascinated by his imposing presence. Another tiny part was disgusted by her interest. This man was scum, a parasite in the blood of humanity. She must be crazy for being curious about him. A moment passed as she considered grabbing her gun. But this wasn’t the right time. He was too close and she didn’t want to start a shootout. Jordan brought her hand around from behind her back. She started to lie down.




  “Freeze,” he snarled. “Don’t you fucking move.”




  Jordan kept her eyes down and stayed very still. The gunman was close, very close. She could feel the heat radiating from his body as he leaned in and unholstered the gun from behind her back.




  The two other gunmen had their weapons trained on the rest of the customers. One of them looked up with interest. “What’s going on over there?”




  The big gunmen pulled the clip out of her gun and tossed it to one of his companions. “This woman’s got a gun. It’s nothing to worry about, just got a pea shooter.” He placed a hand under her chin and lifted her face to look at him. “Good thing you didn’t try to use that, baby. No silver bullets, no dead werewolves. Got it?”




  Fan-fucking-tastic. Werewolves. As if things weren’t bad enough, these criminals were all werewolves. How much better could things get? A blade of pure hatred filled her heart. Werewolves were lower than pond scum. “Yes, I got that.”




  He examined her empty gun. “Why do you have this in a bank?”




  “It’s for my job.”




  “Are you a cop?”




  “No. I’m a security guard.”




  “You a guard for this place?”




  “No, a high end women’s clothing store.”




  He grinned and cocked his head to one side. “You going to be a good girl, or am I going to have to tie you up?”




  The prospect seemed to excite him. Yuck. “Just take what you want and get the hell out of here.”




  His cruel, dark eyes searched her face. He seemed to be sizing her up. He seemed unsure if she was just talk or perhaps something to be wary of. “And what if what I wanted was you?”




  Before she could spit in his face an alarm sounded. Heavy silver bars descended from the ceiling and covered all the windows and doors. One of the gunmen lowered his weapon and ran over to the bars as if he could stop what was happening. He tried to lift them but his efforts were useless.




  The bars locked into place with an audible click. Shots rang out from somewhere in the rear of the bank.




  The gunman who’d taken the others into the back ran out alone. His yellow eyes blazed with murderous rage. “What the fuck is going on?”




  “Security system got tripped,” the werewolf near the bars replied.




  Jordan’s heart twisted in her chest and her stomach dropped. All she could think about were those poor bank people possibly shot and dying in the vault. Both horror and a terrible calm filled her. Every person in this place was dead if she didn’t do something. Being a security guard and a shifter herself made her the best chance for saving at least some hostages. She just hoped her knowledge of Brazilian Ju-Jitsu would be enough to overpower the lead werewolf. Werewolves were very leader oriented. If she could bring him down the others might lose their determination and give up.




  The leader was standing a few feet behind her. Jordan scrambled to her feet and pounced on him. In a few strong, swift movements he effortlessly threw her off. A potent combination of his aggression and her nervous excitement brought on the change. Jordan’s back felt bulky and heavy as it stretched and elongated to accommodate her quickly changing form. She fell to her knees as a few sparks of pain ignited her muscles but they faded after a few seconds. She had to get out of her clothes or they’d be torn during her transformation. Her hands shook as she quickly unbuttoned her jeans, kicked off her shoes, and lowered her jeans and panties to the floor. Another current of pain rushed through her body, an agony so fierce and profound it robbed her throat of its scream. As fast as she could, she removed the rest of her clothes and tossed them aside. She could feel her human body give way to the fierce tiger within. A moment later she was all tiger and ready to fight.




  The leader of the bank robbers changed too, but he didn’t turn into the werewolf she was expecting. Instead his massive body morphed into no mammal she’d ever seen before. Well, at least not in the flesh. For a few fleeting seconds he could have been any one of the big cats; a panther or a lion perhaps, but then she realized he was something entirely different. When his change was complete he was a terrifying cat with long, fearsome teeth and huge rippling muscles. His coat was a light chestnut with strange speckled markings along the shoulder and back. But worst of all, he had to be somewhere close to eight hundred pounds. What she was seeing didn’t seem possible. She’d only seen his kind before in prehistoric books as a kid. He had to be a saber-toothed tiger…but how?




  Even as a tiger, Jordan knew fighting this creature was suicide. His huge blade-like teeth hung dangerously over his lips and the strange spots on his arched back belied a cat that hadn’t existed for over ten thousand years.




  He stood before her panting from the effort of the change and waited for her to attack. Jordan knew this fight was over, at least in animal form. She closed her eyes and willed herself to be human again. When her transformation was complete, she gathered up her clothes and dressed as fast as she could. The saber-toothed cat and his werewolf buddies stared at her the whole time. What a disgusting bunch of losers. When she was dressed the leader changed into a human again.




  He stood before her proudly naked. Surprisingly he’d even removed his ski mask. His body was a fortress of heavy muscles. From his hard, cruel face to his enormous flaccid cock he was the most imposing thing she’d ever seen. She forced herself to look away. He seemed flattered by her interest and took his sweet time putting his clothes back on.




  Boy, how she hated him. She tried one last time to resist by taking advantage of him as he dressed. As he laced up his boots, she punched him in the jaw with everything she had. He barely seemed to register her assault. His head snapped to the side but that was about it. In retaliation he grabbed her by the offending fist and flipped her. Then he grabbed her throat and lifted her up. She was suddenly suspended in mid-air. His dark eyes narrowed. “No, no, girlfriend, that’s enough. We’ll have no heroics here. You misbehave again and I’ll have to find a way to punish you so all the hostages get the message. Do I make myself clear?”
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