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 Setting the
Scene

In a world where shifters were rampant and
humans were clueless as to their existence, the shifters of the
land were ruled by the Masons – the royalty of the shifter world.
For the most part the Masons were kept isolated from other
shifters, preferring their work and commands to be carried out by a
force known simply as the “Elite.”

No shifter wanted to come to the attention of
the Elite. It usually resulted in death, or at the very least
coercion into their illegally run underground cage fights, or sold
into prostitution. Once marked by the Elite, very few escaped and
even fewer talked about it. There were rumors, thousands of them,
of a resistance movement that were fighting both for freedom from
oppression and helping those who had come to the Elite’s attention.
But nothing seemed to work against the ruling family’s armed
forces.

In a harsh world the toughest fighters were sent
to the Souterrain, home of the largest underground fighting club
for shifters. Here, shifters of all kinds were injected prior to a
fight to ensure they didn’t shift in front of the audiences of
humans that thronged to one of the few places where you could see
two men fight to the death. It was bloody, barbaric and humans came
in droves to wager money on their favorites and to scream for more
blood.

And it was in this world, the world of the
Souterrain, that Carlin found Lucas. Now all he had to do was get
him out.



Chapter One

Carlin growled under his breath as he watched
the scene playing out below him. As one of the three Alpha fighters
of the Souterrain his rooms afforded him a perfect view of the
fighting ring – something Carlin rarely paid attention too. But his
eye had been caught by a particularly delicious hunk of manhood
days before, and when Carlin had found out the man was the nights
draw, he found himself drawn to watch.

“Checking out the competition, Alpha?” Brian,
Carlin’s trainer appeared at his elbow and Carlin stifled a start.
He was usually a lot more aware of his surroundings and he hated
anyone sneaking up on him. Brian had a key to his room but it
didn’t mean the man was welcome in his space.

“Appreciating the scenery,” he snapped. Brian
turned towards the glass, looking down at the fight that was coming
to a close.

The ring, for the want of a better word, was a
mixture of a cage/arena area. The fighting pit was set lower than
the audience that sat around the edges on tiered seating, and was
ringed with bullet proof and shatter proof glass. The men went in
with bare hands and bare feet, clad only in shorts. Only one came
out under his own steam.

As Carlin watched the rabid fans, he saw that
his object of lust had his opponent on the ground, and the man
wasn’t getting up anytime soon. Lucas, Carlin remembered. The man’s
name was Lucas. As per the rules of the fight, Lucas looked up at
Martin, head of the Elite unit who sat in his own glass enclosed
space above the audience, waiting for a signal. Most fights were to
the death – it’s what the audience paid to see. But in some cases,
if the downed opponent was a favorite of the guards, or had fought
particularly well, then Martin would allow the man to live.

But not today.

Carlin saw a look of pain flash across Lucas’s
face as Martin shook his head. The man had to die. Usually at this
point, the winner would make a big show of smashing the downed
opponent around – make a spectacle of the kill. Lucas wasn’t like
that. Carlin saw the man take a deep breath, murmur something
quietly, and then after a long moment of hesitation, he broke the
man’s neck with a quick, efficient motion.

“He’s not going to please the crowd if he
doesn’t make more of his kills. He’s got the looks, but his
attitude is going to have to harden up,” Brian observed. Carlin
ignored him. He was too busy drinking in the sight of the
winner.

Lucas’s face was a grimaced mask as he stood to
receive the screams and applause from the crowd. He was smaller in
build than Carlin’s massive frame, but not by much. Carlin
estimated the man was around 240 - 260 pounds, and he stood at
least six foot four in bare feet. His long dark hair was coming
adrift from the tight braid the man had falling down his back.
There wasn’t an ounce of fat on his body, and as Lucas stood there,
his face impassive, his muscles gleaming with sweat and blood,
Carlin wanted him. He wanted him with an urgency he’d never felt
before.

“Tell the guards to escort Lucas to my room when
he’s cleaned up,” Carlin said to Brian. He didn’t get a lot of
perks being an Alpha but he could order any of the lower ranked
fighters to his bedchamber if he wanted to.

“I hear he’s a bit of a fighter outside of the
ring,” Brian said with a sly chuckle and a glance down at Carlin’s
impressive erection, clearly evident in the sweat pants he wore.
“Are you sure you wouldn’t rather have someone you know – Simon or
Brutus for example? They’d be a lot more compliant and both have
been asking after you.”

“I said bring Lucas,” Carlin snarled. “I don’t
need a discussion about it.”

“Yes, Alpha,” Brian said with a smirk and a
touch of sarcasm. “Whatever you say, Alpha.”

Carlin let go of the anger he was feeling as he
heard Brian close the apartment door behind him. He didn’t have a
clue why he was drawn to Lucas, but he couldn’t stop watching him
as the man left the ring. He saw Brian hurry to meet the man by the
doorway and lean up, whispering something in Lucas’s ear. The scowl
that crossed the man’s face turned the visage from interesting into
positively hot, and Carlin grinned as he thought of all of those
delicious muscles submitting to him as he fucked the man into the
mattress. Lucas could fight all he wanted, but Carlin would not be
denied.

/~/~/~/~/

Lucas stormed into his own small dormitory room,
anger and pain pouring through his body. He hated his situation,
hated being a fighter for the freaking Elite. But what he hated
more was having to kill his opponents. Lucas believed that all life
was precious, and having to take anyone’s life was hard, even if it
meant sparing his own. Lucas had resigned himself to the fact that
the only way to get out of his situation was to work his way up
through the ranks until he became an Alpha fighter. As an Alpha
fighter he would only be called on to fight in exhibition matches,
and there had been rumors that some Alphas could fight for the
right to be free. In the kill or be killed world of the Souterrain,
Lucas had no choice but to be the best if he had any chance of
seeing the outside world again. But he didn’t have to like it.

Hurrying into his small, but functional shower,
Lucas pulled off his shorts and stepped into the hot water, glad
there were a few small things he could still enjoy. Lucas knew he
wouldn’t be expected to fight for another week, and had been
looking forward to some down time – a chance to pick up new
fighting techniques from his trainer. He noticed his leg work
wasn’t as strong as it should be, and in a no-holds-barred fight,
he had to be on the top of his game. He also planned to get plenty
of food and rest so that he would have an advantage when he went up
against his next opponent.

His dreams of resting immediately were thwarted
though, by that weasel Brian.

He’d been called to an Alpha’s room. The Alpha
Carlin.

Lucas didn’t need Brian’s leer or suggestive tone
to know what that was all
about. Alpha fighters had the right to call anybody to their room
when they had an itch to be scratched. It was something that most
of the men Lucas fought with seemed to appreciate. If they
performed well in the bedroom then the Alpha might be inclined to
share a meal, or coach them on their fighting technique in return.
The food Alphas were given was apparently the real deal, as opposed
to the processed shit that lower ranked fighters had to contend
with. Of course, there was no guarantee. Some men were turfed out,
sent back to their rooms after an hour of solid fucking and not
even a thank you to keep them warm.

So far Lucas had managed to stay out of the
limelight and away from the Alphas. He’d seen them of course –
three big brutes of men, who lorded over the others like…well, the
Alphas they were. The three men did their workouts with their own
personal trainers, men like Brian, and none of the lower ranked
fighters were allowed to watch. In fact, in all things – eating,
sleeping and training, the Alphas were kept apart from everyone
else. Lucas was longing for that type of freedom for himself.

The only time an Alpha Fighter had anything to
do with the lower ranks was when it came to fucking. Clearly the
three Alphas weren’t any use to each other in the bedroom
department. So when an Alpha got horny, then an order was given and
the requested body was escorted to the appropriate room. It didn’t
matter if the body was willing or not, an Alpha fighter’s orders
could not be ignored by any of the lower ranks. Carlin had
apparently gotten horny watching him fight, and now Lucas had to go
and scratch that particular itch.

“Fucking typical,” he muttered.

Knowing that he really didn’t have a choice in
the prison he was in, Lucas washed himself roughly, and dried
himself off. The drug they’d given him before the fight was wearing
off and Lucas appreciated the increase in his sight, hearing and
sense of smell. He hated taking the inhibitor drugs, but they were
another Souterrain rule that he had no choice but to obey. It had
taken him years longer than most to learn to shift, and while Lucas
didn’t know why, having never met his parents, he hated it when
that ability was taken away, even if it was only for a short while.
Unfortunately shifters were more inclined to want to shift when
they were fighting and as that was strictly forbidden in the ring,
the drugs were a necessity to keep the paranormal secret. Otherwise
the strictly human audience would get more of a spectacle than they
had paid for.

Looking through his meagre closet, Lucas pulled
out a relatively new pair of jeans. There was no way he was going
to willingly give his ass to anyone, Alpha or not, but maybe he
could placate the guy with a decent blow job. Lucas prided himself
on being able to suck a guy’s brains through his dick, and if the
Alpha fell asleep afterwards – well, a sleeping man couldn’t give
an order forcing him to stay, and Lucas could get out with his ass
intact.

Stepping over to the mirror, Lucas snorted when
he saw the mess his hair was in. For a moment he debated leaving it
as it was – it wasn’t as though he was out to make an impression on
anyone. But, on the other hand, he didn’t want to give the
impression he was in any hurry to make his appointment either.
Every minute he delayed, his own shifter powers were returning and
Lucas knew he would need them if he needed to fight his…what? Lucas
snorted.

Carlin wasn’t a client because he wasn’t paying.
He wasn’t a lover because Lucas had never met the man. It was
hardly a friends-with-benefits sort of arrangement that some of the
lower ranks indulged in. It was an appointment for sex, nothing
more. But if the guy wanted anything more than a blow job then
Lucas would fight him, and to hell with the fact the other guy was
an Alpha. Maybe this meeting could be his ticket to the Alpha
ranks, or his death. But Lucas didn’t care either way. The only
thing he had left after the Elite picked him up, was his pride and
he wasn’t going to be a fuck toy for anybody.

Pulling out his leather braid, Lucas worked it
quickly through his long hair, pulling the long strands back so
that they were clear of his face. Long hair could be used as a
weapon against him when he was fighting, and Lucas had got into the
habit of keeping it tied back from day one at the Souterrain.

“Lucas? Lucas! What the hell’s taking you so
long? The Alpha’s waiting.” Fucking Brian. Banging at his door,
yelling loud enough for everyone in the complex to hear him. Lucas
strode over to the door in four long steps, yanking the door
open.

“Shut up,” he said fiercely. “I don’t need
everyone else to know my business.”

“It’s an honor to be called to an Alpha. You
know that, pup,” Brian said and Lucas felt uncomfortable with the
gleam in the man’s eye. “You putting anything else on, or can we
go?”

Running a quick look down his body, Lucas
debated for ten seconds flat. He was only wearing the jeans he
slipped on but he didn’t think the number of clothes he wore, or
didn’t wear were going to make much of a difference to the outcome.
Jeans were quick to remove if he needed to shift and a shirt and
boots would just get in the way.

“I’m fine,” he said shortly. “Let’s get this
done.”

All the way down the hallway Brian was
twittering in his ear. Remember to keep his head bowed, don’t look
the Alpha in the eye or he was likely to take it as a challenge.
Souterrain rules said he had to submit, and submit gracefully.
Lucas barely heard the trainer. He knew all the rules regarding
Alphas – they’d been drummed into him when he first arrived at the
wretched place. There was only one thing that Brian said that
piqued his interest. Apparently Carlin had ordered in food for two
people. There could be a chance he was going to be fed first. Lucas
didn’t mind that. Fighting made him hungry and… yes he could admit
it, more than a little bit horny. It was a shifter thing he
couldn’t ignore. Didn’t mean he had to do anything about it
though.



Chapter Two

Carlin knew he was behaving like an idiot pacing
up and down the floor of his small apartment, but he couldn’t stop.
How long did it take for one man to have a shower for fucks sake?
He’d ordered food for the both of them. Having been a fighter for
more than five years, Carlin knew that Lucas would be hungry –
hopefully for food and sex. But if the bloody man didn’t get his
skates on then Carlin would eat alone and get straight to dessert
when Lucas arrived.

About to call Brian and find out where his
errant fuck had gone, Carlin caught the sound of people outside of
his door. He threw himself on the couch and picked up a book. He
didn’t want Lucas thinking he was waiting for him or anything.

Brian came in, Lucas a few steps behind him.

“Alpha Fighter Carlin. This is Lucas, ranked
fifth after today.”

Carlin was surprised. He’d heard the man had moved
swiftly up the ranks, but he didn’t realize that Lucas was so close
to a shot for an Alpha ranking. In theory, one more fight
and he might have to
fight Lucas in the ring. For a moment Carlin was tempted to send
the man away. He did have some conscience, even after so many years
of being a fighting machine. He didn’t want to have to kill someone
who had been in his bed.

But then Lucas stepped past Brian, and Carlin
was caught in angry eyes. Silver eyes. Something tugged at Carlin’s
brain – the eye color had some significance, didn’t it? But then
Lucas’s scent hit Carlin’s nose and any rational thought fell
straight out of his brain.

“Leave, Brian,” Carlin said, standing up and not
breaking his stare with Lucas. He knew his body radiated the power
he was famous for, and guessed he might look intimidating, as he
heard Brian whisper to Lucas as he scurried out of the door, “I
told you not to stare at an Alpha. You’re dead meat pup.”

“Better dead than a fuck toy,” Lucas snarled –
his comment for Brian, but those silver eyes stayed fixed on
Carlin.

“I agree,” Carlin said, his voice dropping as he
got closer. Before Lucas could react, he reached his hand around,
grabbing Lucas by the nape and pushing the man’s face into his
throat. Whatever Lucas was going to say was muffled by Carlin’s
skin, although the man was kicking, punching and doing everything
he could to get free.

“Sniff, damn you,” Carlin said urgently.
“Fucking sniff, and then I’ll let you go.”

Carlin felt Lucas quieten, although his body
still stayed rigid in Carlin’s grasp. Lucas’s deep inhale was the
only sound in the room. Carlin knew the moment Lucas had worked out
what Carlin was trying to say. It’s not as though he had any words,
Carlin was totally stunned by this new development, and he knew
that if Lucas tried to fight him off again, Carlin would let him
win.

You never hurt a mate.

Not that Lucas was fighting at the moment.
Carlin caught the ghost of a whimper and then Lucas came closer,
his hard body matching Carlin muscle for muscle, arms wrapped
around Carlin’s shoulders, his nose buried in the crook of Carlin’s
neck. Carlin left the hand on his pup’s nape and used the other to
grab hold of Lucas’s denim covered ass, pulling the man against his
erection that was threatening to burst.

Someone groaned, Carlin wasn’t sure who. He was
too busy hanging on, humping against Lucas’s hard body, his need to
get inside the man escalating with every second. He dropped his
head into Lucas’s neck and took a long deep sniff. The man’s scent
was intoxicating – a blend of spices and an underlying thread of
citrus. But there was something more.

“You’re not a pure wolf shifter,” he said, then
immediately wished he’d kept his mouth shut as Lucas went from
horny to pissed off in a split second. The man stepped away,
Lucas’s face a mask once more as he hugged himself around the
chest. Carlin wanted to hold him, but knew that for the moment his
arms wouldn’t be welcome. He wanted to fuck the man and never leave
his side, but he guessed that was
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