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      I glare out over the club, playing with my father’s stopwatch in my hand. My gaze keeps ﬂicking to the calendar on the wall, but the pulsing music overwhelms my senses. Even my eyes feel like they’re bouncing to the beat in my skull. My lip lifts in a slight snarl.

      How does anyone get work done when this is all they listen to?

      “Lobo?” A man ﬁnally asks.

      He’s thirty minutes late to our meeting. I can’t forgive that kind of tardiness. Turning slowly, I drink in the man. He’s older, and his hair is thinning, while his lips are thin. He also has that kind of ‘constantly moist’ look, made worse by the fact he’s sweating.

      “You’re late,” I say without looking at my watch.

      “Well ... timing can be ... difﬁcult. You understand, Mr. Lobo,” he says, wringing his hands out.

      “You’re late tonight, late on my payment. A shame since you’d be a good man to keep around,” I continue, my voice soft despite how harsh it is.

      “That’s not a nice joke, Lobo. All I have to do is call for my men and-”

      “You won’t,” I answer. “Or I’ll burn this entire club down just to enjoy the view. Do you think the colored lights will dance in the smoke? That people will scream louder than the music. I noticed you keep all the secondary entrances locked, barred even. If you escape, a rather big ‘if’ since I won’t leave you in any shape to walk..., do you think you’d survive jail?”

      “You wouldn’t,” he whispers, his face paling either further.

      “There is a shockingly long list of things I’d do. Best to keep me happy before I go ...” I roll out my neck and flash my gold, green eyes at him. “Feral.”

      He stutters and whines about not having enough time to pay me back. And how badly his club is doing a hundred lies. Then he mentions a ‘hunter’ he can use.

      The kind of lawman who works just within the law because the people he’s after are always worse. It’s the final straw.

      I drag out my knife, cut the man’s wrist, then do what I came here to do. His safe is easy enough since he’s screaming the code, begging me to save him. I pull out everything, the cash, the deeds, the fake I.D.s, the jewels, and stuff them into a bag.

      By the time his backup arrives, I shift into my other shape. A dire wolf. Four feet from the bottom of my paw to my shoulder, a head larger than any living wolf today, longer teeth, and a thicker, longer body.

      

      It’s easier to kill in this form. One or two bites and a person isn’t going to be getting back up. Not to mention my hide is tough enough to handle most bullets without problem. I easily set a fire to cover my tracks and head out through one of the windows, my claws catching on the fire escape on the next building to slow myself before I land in one of the many puddles formed by the rain.

      

      People start screaming and running from the building, coughing, and yelling ‘fire’ again and again. As I start to trot away, red catches my eyes. A girl with wine red hair and a shimmery slightly lighter red dress drops out of the same window I did. She clings to the fire escape on that side of the building until she coughs. I watch her descend, adjust the bag around me, and sink deeper into the shadows.

      

      When it comes time for her to drop from the fire escape to the ground, she stares for a long moment. She hisses out a curse, shakes the ladder to try and get it to drop, then rolls her eyes and does her best. The second she drops she yells and kicks off one shoe.

      

      She coughs again and tries to drag herself away from the window as it shatters, raining glittering, deadly sharp pieces of glass down. Something in me is drawn to her, won’t let me leave her when I can tell she can’t move. A man pulls himself from the shadows and comments on what a ‘sweet little thing’ she is.

      

      She kicks him in the balls with her good foot and snarls. “I’m not sweet.”

      “You will be once I take care of you the right way, Red. You’ll purr for me,” he promises despite gripping his balls with one hand.

      He grabs her ankle and the red of her hair clouds my vision. Heat and hunger rip through me and I know just how to satisfy it. I throw myself at the man and tear him to pieces, welcoming his screams until he’s little more than another puddle on the ground.

      

      Turning, I find the girl on the ground, somewhere between consciousness and dreaming. Releasing a howl, I walk to her, then gently bite her wrist, guiding her over my back. With things, all squared away and what I deem a fair trade from the business owner complete, I head back into the dense woods surrounding this town, back to where I belong, with my winnings intact.

      

      Thanks to his failure to pay, I’ll be able to take care of myself for months. After all, off-the-grid living doesn’t cost much and now I even have a house guest to share my space. The girl’s hair tickles the fur on my neck as I weave through the dense forest to my home.

      By the time she wakes up, she’ll be comfortable, she’ll see the ‘gentleman’ air I can project with ease and then we’ll figure out why I can kill without reason until it comes to this not-so-sweet woman.

      My eyes flick to her again, the way the moon collects in her hair, how the shadows sharpen her face into something fierce and grim. Every wolf needs a woman in red.
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      I rub the back of my head. My chest feels congested, my headaches, while my ankle is throbbing and pulsing through my body. But I don’t feel hard concrete under me, and I have no idea when I passed out.

      Probably in the hospital, I think, but I don’t hear any annoying beeping or side conversations. It’s quiet. Shockingly quiet. I slowly open my eyes and don’t ﬁnd the overpowering white lights of a hospital either.

      The lighting is low, almost candlelit, but at the same time, there’s nothing ‘warm’ about this place. The walls are all a pale gray without any pictures or décor. There are some plants and a few side tables that look like they exist just to take up space since nothing is on them.

      
      I notice a T.V. on a stand with some DVDs on it, a chair that’s black leather, just like the couch I’m apparently on, and a silver coffee table in the center of the small room. This whole place is industrial as hell. I sit up, holding the back of my head, and spot a kitchen just past what looks like a half-divider between the rooms. It’s currently being used as a counter based on the three matching vases that look expensive based on the traditional blue and white patterns on them. They also have gold veins running along cracks.

      Slowly, I stand up, feeling the ache in my ankle further, but the chill of the ﬂoor as well. It’s white and gray marble.

      Everything matches, it’s cohesive and the only real sense of colors comes from the plants in the corners, the bits of art I can see on some of the walls, and the bookshelf that looks like it’s organized by color.

      The windows are either tinted like crazy, or it’s dark outside without any kind of light to see. I hiss between my teeth as I try to take a step and grip the edge of the couch as I walk behind it. I don’t know who took me, but I know I’m not supposed to be here.

      My friends must be worried sick.

      “You shouldn’t be standing, Red,” A low, husky voice says.

      I turn and ﬁnd a large man standing in a doorway I hadn’t noticed. He has to be at least six foot four considering his head is nearly brushing the top of the doorway.

      He watches me with intense hazel eyes that seem more gold than brown.

      
      He’s attractive, that’s for sure. Tan skin that’s tight over the thick muscle of his biceps, dark, half-curling hair, a straight nose, full lips, and ... it looks like he’s charting my every breath, my every heartbeat.

      I take a slow breath. “Where am I? Who are you?”

      “Sit back down,” he orders instead.

      I bristle at the order. I’ve had men ordering me around my whole life. My father, teachers at school, and older men I didn’t know. It’s always suggestions, orders, then threats. This man won’t be any different.

      “You took me from the club, didn’t you? So why should I do anything you say?” I ask, trying to ﬁnd my purse and the taser that’s in it.

      “Because I’m worried you have a concussion and I know your ankle is twisted. If you sit down, we’ll ice your ankle and I’ll answer all your questions,” he offers, still not moving. No, his massive hands are gripping the top of the doorframe above his head.

      When he stretches slightly, his white shirt raises, showing some impressive abs. He’s so big he doesn’t have to barter with me. He must know that. He could pick me up and toss me right where he wants me. So why isn’t he?

      “Name ﬁrst,” I whisper.

      “Most people call me Lobo. My real name is less impressive. It’s Cole.” His answer is blunt, and honest, but stirs dread and horror in me.

      Lobo, the Lobo is at the top of the FBI’s most wanted. I’ve watched so many true crime shows on him. No one has ever described him. He doesn’t give anyone the chance. His body count is anywhere from forty to over one hundred depending on who you believe and how many missing persons cases mention him. He’s ruthless
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