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Chapter One

 


Bella cast a gaze over the patrons in the
quiet bar as she stepped through the door. Her cougar was pacing
inside of her, betraying the nerves she tried to control. She
needed something to take the edge off tonight—something more than just a
drink.

Nearly all of the men in here
were shifters, her nose told her that much, and there were more
than a few interested looks thrown her way as she took a seat at
the beat-up wooden bar.

“What can I get ya, darling?”
the handsome bear of a man behind the counter asked with a
smile.

“Just a draft beer, thanks,
anything in a wheat ale if you’ve got it.”

She took another scan around
the room as she waited for her drink until her eyes locked with a set of deep
emerald green. The man had just stood from his stool on the other
side of the bar, throwing down a couple of bills—no doubt getting
ready to leave before his gaze caught hers. The intensity in his
expression would have frightened most women, but she wasn’t most
women. He slowly walked towards her, never releasing her from his
stare just as a true predator would. He also pushed to the limits
of her personal space, stopping close enough that she could feel
the heat from his body and she could smell the spicy musk of his
scent.

He was lucky that his
particular
scent was causing her inner cat to sit up and purr—if it hadn’t,
this man wouldn’t have been the first Bella had taught a lesson in
manners to.

“Hi,” was all he said in a
low, deliciously rough voice.

“Hello,” she smiled, blatantly
taking his measure. Bella didn’t like to play games, and she wasn’t
interested in talking tonight. He was a tall drink of water, well
over six and a half feet, not to mention the sheer muscle mass of
him. She guessed that his beast was a feline species of some sort.
He moved way too gracefully to be anything else. His dark blond
hair fell in thick waves to his shoulders, and those deadly green
eyes were surrounded by long dark lashes that would have made any
woman envious. His face wasn’t classically handsome—it was a little
too angular for that, but it was arresting all the same. He had a
wildness about him that seemed to eclipse the norm, even for a
shifter, and it called to her deep inside.

Bella had an instinct that this man would
give her the ride of a lifetime, and that was exactly what she
needed right now to distract her from what she would face tomorrow.
She needed a male who could make her forget everything for a few
stolen hours. Just enough time to satisfy needs that she’d been
avoiding for far too long, and then she’d go back to her
life—putting the needs of those she loved above her own. It was the
price she had to pay for being who and what she was. Bella had
always known what her purpose in life was, and she had always had
to fight harder than anyone else to make it a reality.

“You have a room?” She leaned in
close enough so that her lips were brushing his ear, and she could
hear the deep breath he took, drawing her scent in.

“I do, little cat.” His
nose brushed against her neck, sending a shiver along her spine,
“Join me?”

Bella didn’t answer him with
words. Instead, she boldly followed her cat’s instincts and ran her tongue
lightly along his neck, tasting him.

He growled low in response before grabbing
her hand in his and heading straight for the hotel lobby entrance
on the other side of the bar with her in tow. Seconds later they
were in the elevator. He pushed the button for the top floor, and
then he turned back to her, his eyes lighting up with a desire that
was ferocious. He stalked her until her back was flat against the
mirrored wall, and then he leaned in closer, his lips hovering over
hers, barely brushing the sensitive skin. His hands caught hers and
slowly raised them to above her head.

“Stay.”

Her first instinct was to snap
at him—she wasn’t one for following the orders of others—but when
his large hands began to trail back down her arms, brushing along
the sensitive sides of her breasts, she quickly lost track of her
agitation. Her nipples were now hard points under the material of
her shirt, and she almost held her breath in anticipation of his
warm hands making full contact. He dipped down and nuzzled along
her jaw and neck, and finally, when his strong hands covered her breasts a small
groan escaped them both. What was it about this male? Bella was
just as comfortable with her sexual needs as any other grown
shifter was, and she knew how to satisfy lust. But the feel of this
man’s skin against her own was more than mere lust—it was a
revelation.

She couldn’t hold still any longer. It was
time to take what she needed. Her hand came down to tangle in his
soft, thick hair, pulling him up so that she could taste his mouth.
She knew from the low rumble that came from his chest that his cat
wasn’t too pleased with her trying to take control, but when she
licked his lips his mouth finally descended upon hers with a
vengeance. His kiss was deep, and aggressive and overwhelming.
Bella absently noticed the “ding” of the elevator doors opening,
and then his hands were on her ass, lifting her up, her legs
wrapping around his trim hips as he turned and carried her down the
hall.

Bella could feel the hot, hard length of
his cock pressed against the core of her, and she shamelessly
ground herself closer, chasing the pleasure. Her aggression only
made his kisses more desperate, but when he pulled his mouth away
she growled in displeasure, which seemed to amuse him.

“Grab the key card out of
my back pocket.” His hands on her ass pulled her tighter to him,
his shaft hitting her clit just right, causing a moan to escape her
lips.

She reached around and grabbed
the card from his pocket, and he turned so she could slide it in
and turn the handle. He pushed them through the door and let it
slam behind them, and her back was up against the wall once more.
Only this time his hips were the ones grinding against hers as his
hands burrowed under her shirt and tore it off over her head,
letting it drop to the ground. His mouth was back against hers,
licking and sucking as both their hands fumbled at the buttons on
his shirt. She was aching to feel his hot skin against hers, almost
desperate for it, really. Her cougar was yowling in her head for
her to rip the material, and finally, when his chest was bare, one quick slice with his
shifted nail and her bra fell open.

Clearly, he must be a breast man,
because he paused for a moment to take them in before his hands
closed back over them, squeezing and teasing the taut nipples with
his thumbs. Her legs fell away from his ass as she struggled to
stand. They were both panting hard as she opened the button on his
jeans, carefully lowering the zipper until she revealed the thick
root of his cock. Bella ran her hands around to his perfectly
rounded ass and pushed the thick material down until it was at his
thighs. She bit her lip when his long, hard, shaft was freed,
bouncing against her covered leg, the plump head already wet with
pre-cum. Her hand reached out and wrapped around his thickness,
causing him to moan, his hips jerking as she tightened her
grip on the silky-smooth skin and slowly stroked up to the tip
before working back down.

His hands quickly found the
opening on her own jeans, but instead of pushing them off, he
simply freed them enough so that those long fingers of his reached down
and slid in between her soaked folds.

“Fuck, you’re so wet,” he
growled before rubbing the pad of one finger in circles around her
aching clit.

Her hand was still stroking up and down
his cock, and when his fingers dipped lower, finding her entrance,
Bella groaned, biting down on his shoulder. Fuck, she needed his
cock inside of her.

“Pants off,” she panted
and released him.

In seconds, he had her jeans
and panties stripped and his own thrown across the room as he knelt
in front of her. The intensity in his eyes was enthralling as he
growled again and then lunged at her. She wasn’t
frightened,
though. On the
contrary, she knew she was about to get fucked and fucked good.

His arms scooped her
up, and then
they were both bouncing on the large king sized bed. Immediately he
moved down her body, his hands pushing her legs wide open and up as
he settled himself in between them. She didn’t even have a second
to anticipate what he was about to do before his mouth descended
upon her pussy, licking and nibbling over every single inch. Two
thick fingers plunged into her core, thrusting in and out as he
sucked her throbbing clit in between his lips. It was a full-on
assault of sensations, and before she even knew it, her entire body
was coiled in preparation to come, her hands tightening their grip
in his hair as she pressed her hips harder into his mouth, and when
he bit down on her clit she screamed as the orgasm echoed through
her core. The waves of pleasure ebbed over and over again until his
mouth finally released her.

“Holy fuck,” she whispered
as her eyes closed and she struggled to catch her
breath.

“Nah, we’re just getting
to that part,” was his cheeky answer as she felt him kiss his way
back up her torso until his weight settled in between her
thighs.

Bella could feel the throbbing heat of his
cock pressed against her pussy. She was so wet now that it
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NOTHING WILL STOP HIM FROM CLAIMING WHAT’S HIS.
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