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Ravique stood ready outside the arena watching the last match before it would be his turn. It was clear who the winner would be. Mithera didn't become clan leader by resting on his laurels. A seasoned warrior, Mithera defended his position with honor, skill, and impressive strength. Rumors were rampant through several tribes that he was blessed by Mother Sun herself. His bronze skin and gold-flecked hair seemed to cement the notion, despite the deep black depths of his eyes. If Ravique had not seen his just rule over the last decade, he would think the cold determination on his face would mean an equally cold heart. But he had been watching these humans for many years; ever since the tribe chief had rescued him from a snare trap while he was hunting as a child. Ravique was usually much more diligent on his paws but the wildcat spirit was too cocky back then. Luck had favored him that Mithera was the one to find him struggling against the rope as it cut through fur into his skin. It favored him even further that the man had forgiven Ravique's panicked bite as the snare was worked free.

It was that first taste of the man's blood that truly ensnared him and Ravique had watched the man ever since. He knew the tribe held these games every year to select who would be the one to finally bond with the unmated leader. There had been many times when Ravique thought the man would be lost to him forever with how many men and women took up the challenge but Mithera's skills always won out.

He'd entered their ranks as a lost soul, weary from his travels and looking for a safe place to settle down for good. The tribe welcomed him with open arms. He was declared one of them quickly, as Ravique's preternatural skills made him invaluable to the humans. Skills he wouldn't dare use against his beloved. Mithera deserved a fair match; to be beaten with as much honor as he lived and ruled by.

Loud gasps snapped his attention back to the match. Mithera's usually stoic face was twisted in rage as he held his opponent in a painful chokehold in one arm and the other hand bent his wrist at an obscene angle. The sickening crunch of bone made the crowd fall silent. A dagger dropped from the man's hand and into the dirt.

No guards intervened until Mithera shoved the man face down and planted his foot on his back. "This man is forever banned from the games." Mithera's smooth voice might as well have been the crack of a whip for as fast his guards moved to drag the man away. The chief picked up the tiny blade, his eyes sparking with fury. Now, Ravique could see the slash of red on Mithera's chest. Right over his heart.

Ravique's mouth watered as he watched the crimson liquid make its way down, curving around the chief's nipple before slipping under the rumpled fabric of his tunic. The cat was torn about where to direct his fury: to the cheat who cut what belonged to him or to the waste of that delicious blood.

"Next!" Mithera tossed the dagger to the side, the blade sinking deep into the soil with such casual precision, Ravique had to adjust his hardening shaft before stepping forward. "Ah, Ravique. You have never participated in these games before. Come forward."

Ravique gave a respectful nod and obeyed and the hungry crowd closed behind him. He tried to ignore how he was appraised by the chief. His skin was darker and frame smaller but Ravique did not lack for muscle and enjoyed the twitch of Mithera's lips as he tried not to smile. The human clearly approved.

"Are you the last?"

"I am."

Lifting his chin, Mithera shamelessly stared at him further before stepping back. "When you're ready."

Feeling his heart quicken, Ravique did his best not to seem too excited to finally feel Mithera's skin; even if it was to best him in a fight. His steps were measured and steady despite aching to pounce and claim what was his.

The rest of the tribe was silent as they circled each other, crouching to brace for a possible attack. Ravique studied his opponent with greedy eyes, waiting for a single twitch of muscle to predict Mithera's first move. The human was skilled, showing nothing and Ravique's eyes wandered to the seeping wound. Sweat mingled with the blood leaving a light pink trail to stain the last remaining white of the chief's tunic. He longs to trace that stain with his tongue, feel that broad chest shudder as he slowly takes the man apart...

The impact shocked him but Ravique was able to recover, unable to resist smiling as he stroked his sore jaw. He didn't come this far for a pampered ruler. Ravique desired a warrior worthy to take as a mate. He would meet this skill carefully, tempering his more unnatural strengths to hide his true nature.

Whenever Mithera tried to pin him, Ravique would give a good show of struggling to break free. When positions were reversed, he played to the chief's strengths before backing down. Ravique even allowed him the honor of first blood when a feint at a tackle clipped his temple and split his skin. When their eyes met after breaking apart again, both breathing heavily and covered in cuts and bruises; Ravique caught the wild glee in Mithera's eyes. The flash was so different from the calm rage when breaking the wrist of a cheater or the amusement from realizing who his last opponent would be. This was Mithera having fun. Not being challenged, subdued, or triumphant; this was glee in as pure a form Ravique had ever seen in all the years he had observed the human he had chosen. It was almost a pity they couldn't do this dance forever but Ravique had other movements in mind for the delightful chief to whom he owed his life.

They lunged for each other for what Ravique had decided was the final time. The cat took the brunt of Mithera's full weight to his gut before forcing the exhausted human into a tight hold. The throng around them collectively held their breath as Mithera struggled against him for a concerning amount of time before tapping out.

The crowd didn't know what to make of this outcome; a newcomer claiming such a coveted position left vacant for years? It was shocking. Unheard of.

"Well fought." Mithera held out his hand, his smile gleaming in the shifting tones of sunset. "Your skills are impressive."

Ravique clasped Mithera's wrist and gave a firm shake. "I hope I will continue to impress, my chief."

Their chuckles were drowned out by the roar of the tribe around them. The noise was enough to startle Ravique out of reveling in the feeling of Mithera's skin on his palm but the golden chief raised their clasped hands in victory. They couldn't share another syllable as they were surrounded by attendants who would prepare them for the evening feast.

The women who bathed him and tended to his wounds were stern but reverent; ensuring every bit of dirt and sweat was scrubbed away with meticulous care. There were mutters and knowing smiles exchanged between them as they rubbed scented oils into his skin on every part of his body except his penis. "This is great for the skin but doesn't taste very good." One of them said, setting off a series of giggles before they left him alone with fresh clothing.

Ravique held up the tunic, trimmed with detailed gold embroidery, and dyed the same shimmering black of Mithera's eyes. He was happy to dress himself. The women were nice enough but there were much more desirable hands he wanted to touch him.

When he stepped outside the tent, he was escorted by a pair of friendly guards who were excited to join the festivities and hoped the gods would bless their union with strong offspring. Ravique barely held back a purr at the thought of Mithera's stomach swollen with his kittens and raising little warriors of their own. He forced his mind to the present otherwise Ravique would make a fool of himself before he could officially make his claim.

Music and laughter filled the air and Ravique smiled to see the people who welcomed him celebrating his victory. Some were already deep in their cups and he hoped they would try to behave themselves so the guards wouldn't have their night ruined. Such an occasion was a chance for everyone to celebrate.

As they approached the dining area, Ravique's senses were trained on the sweet aroma of Mithera; even through the roasting meat and steaming bread. His human was also wearing a gold-trimmed tunic but dyed the bright blue of a summer sky. Mithera's skin and hair gleamed, likely from the same
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