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Chapter One

 


The beat of the music made the floor
vibrate. The strobe lights flashed, creating a maddening effect.
Lee lifted his arms toward the ceiling, and swayed his hips. He
mouthed the words to the popular song, allowing the rhythm to wash
over him and obliterate any thoughts and worries he still carried
from the long day at work.

The animal within him stirred. Tossing
and turning, it gathered energy from the pulsing tones and climbed
to the surface as if awakening from a long sleep. Lee’s blood
pumped faster. His vision refocused, throwing everything into sharp
contrast, from the shimmering contents of beverages in clear
glasses, to the glittery eye makeup of a random stranger. The club
smelled like sweat and alcohol. Bodies pressed together, swaying,
moving. Glass shattered somewhere followed by a chorus of “Oh!” and
loud laughter. All around, people enjoyed a night out, oblivious to
anything more than what lay a few feet from them. Unaware of the
hunter in their midst.

Lee licked his lips. His cock
twitched. It’d been too long since he’d prowled the night for a bed
companion. Focused on his work as manager of the shifter bar Moon
Point, sometimes he forgot to have fun, to give into his baser
instincts. Normally, he’d go home, relieve himself, and fall asleep
until the next day. But he was a puma, a night prowler. And
tonight, after he’d closed Moon Point, he knew driving to the
countryside and going for a run wouldn’t be enough. He was
restless, yearning for something more which he could only describe
as the need for company, for the feel of skin against skin, for the
gentle caress of caring hands, if only for a few hours.

It was time to hunt.

Lee glanced around and caught the eye
of a handsome stud with dark, puppy eyes. He grinned. The stranger
looked away, then back at him, a small smile playing on his
lips.

Game on.

Swerving his hips, Lee started to make
his way toward the man and stopped. The hint of a welcoming scent
caressed his senses. A desert breeze mingled with rare wildflowers.
A spark lit up his core, sending a shiver of excitement through
him. The top of his ears tingled. Lee spun. His heart froze, then
resurged, pounding frantically.

Alkaline.

He’d never been formally introduced to
the lion shifter, but he knew him on sight. He had to. One didn’t
manage a bar in one of the seediest neighborhoods of the city
without knowing the local gangs. Besides, Alkaline wasn’t exactly
easy to miss. At six-foot-five, with shoulder-length red-blond
hair, a matching beard, and slightly tanned skin, he stood out
wherever he went.

Lee watched him move. His cock
twitched. There was nothing submissive about the male specimen
coming in his direction, parting the crowd like some kind of god.
Alkaline exuded power, force, and unbridled passion.

Their gazes locked and desire rushed
through him. Hell, yes. This was just what he needed. A real
challenge. Lee extended his hand and Alkaline took it. The lion
pulled him close with a firm tug. Hand on his waist, Alkaline
guided him to the music.

Lee sucked in his cheeks to keep from
laughing. Hell would freeze over before he was the one following.
He pushed back, forcing Alkaline to release him. Then, rolling
forward, he placed his hands on Alkaline’s hips and took the
lead.

The lion snarled. His amber eyes
flashed a warning. Lee didn’t retreat. His cock thickened inside
his jeans, rubbing against the material. Abruptly, Alkaline dipped
him slightly backwards, threaded his fingers in his hair and held,
forcing Lee to stare at him.

His puma growled. Bursting through his
defenses, it forced his vision to change. It turned sharper, more
attuned to the man in front of him, from the tiny wrinkles in the
corner of his eyes, to the small mole above his brow, to the thin
coat of sweat which made his face glisten.

Alkaline glared at him. Lee’s blood
pressure spiked along with his raging libido. He wouldn’t be the
first to drop his gaze. He pursed his mouth. The music changed and
someone slammed into them, breaking the connection.

They both moved at the same time. Lips
clashed. Hungry. Hard. Lee’s fingers threaded into Alkaline’s long
reddish mane and Alkaline rested his hand on the nape of Lee’s
neck, bringing him closer. Their tongues entwined, desperately
seeking for more, until the air ran out of their lungs and they
broke apart panting. For a second, they gauged each other, and Lee
wondered if he looked as bewildered and as consumed by lust as the
other man.

Just when he was about to speak,
Alkaline grabbed his hand and placed it over his erection. Lee
groaned.

“I need to have you, now,”
Alkaline said.

Without releasing him, the lion
shifter guided him through the venue and to the bathrooms in the
back. Several of the women waiting for the restroom glanced their
way and a few giggled. Lee winked at them and followed Alkaline
into the men’s room. He noticed a guy at one of the urinals, but he
paid them no heed as they stumbled into a stall.

No sooner had the door closed Alkaline
was on him. Lee’s mind went blank. The world around him vanished.
The mad beat of the music outside revved him on, while he pulled
Alkaline’s shirt from his pants and caressed his smooth, taut
stomach. Pushing him against the door, Lee jammed his cock against
Alkaline’s, his loud intake of breath telling him Alkaline was as
turned on as he was.

Their hips undulated, their bodies
instinctively reacting to the blazing fire within their veins. Lee
brushed his lips across the hollow of Alkaline’s neck, tasting the
salty skin, before skimming his teeth across the tender
spot.

“Fuck,” Alkaline swore,
digging his nails into his shoulders.

Lee reached inside Alkaline’s pants
grasped the other man’s thick length, and ran his thumb across the
wide head, spreading the pre-cum seeping from the tip.

“Mine,” Lee
growled.

The words came out of nowhere,
startling him. Mine? What the hell was that supposed to
mean? Sure, he was having fun, but mine?

“Suck me,” Alkaline
demanded, forcing him to focus again.

Lee shoved his thoughts aside.
Definitely the heat of the moment, he decided. Kneeling, he pulled
down Alkaline’s zipper and underwear. Red and throbbing, Alkaline’s
cock stood out proudly. Lee’s mouth watered. He buried his nose
into the reddish-blonde nest of pubic hair and inhaled. Pain
radiated from his chest across his limbs. His nails shifted into
claws and he bit back a surprised gasp. What
the—?

Mine.

Lee closed his eyes.

Mine.

Loud and clear, the single word came
from somewhere deep within his soul, searing him with a fierce
possessiveness that urged him to claim the man before him as his.
Lee clenched his teeth. The tip of his fangs grazed his lips. He
breathed deeply through his nose and nuzzled Alkaline’s
cock.

My mate.

He blinked. Emotions washed over him,
a violent mixture of fear and euphoria. Alkaline. His mate. He
wanted to cry for joy, but Alkaline tugged on his hair,
persistently demanding attention.

Alkaline was his mate. Lee swallowed.
Alkaline. Leader of the Claws. A mafia-like group that ruled
over gambling circles, prostitution, and drug dealings in the
neighborhood. His puma had chosen the most dominant, Alpha, male
specimen it could find to be his mate.

He was royally fucked.

“Are you gonna suck me or
are you gonna make me beg?” Alkaline said, his tone
flat.

Lee scowled. He’d blow him, all right,
but at his own bloody pace. Slowly, he ran the flat of his tongue
from base to top, sliding across the crown and finally dipping over
the slit. Alkaline let out a string of curses. Lee
grinned.

“Should I continue?” Lee
asked, glancing up at Alkaline. “Or would you like to
beg?”

The lion snarled something
unintelligible. Lee grinned. He had him where he wanted. Teasing
Alkaline, he leisurely licked the bulbous dickhead, before finally
wrapping his lips around its girth. Alkaline’s hips
bucked.

“Yes, that’s it, kit,”
Alkaline muttered, encouraging him.

Lee’s heart skipped a beat at the
endearment, but he pushed it aside. Keeping his hands on the lion’s
taut ass, he eased his way down the large shaft until it hit the
back of his throat. Alkaline groaned and wound his fingers into
Lee’s hair, though whether to try to control his movements or
because he needed to hold onto something, Lee couldn’t
tell.

He set his own pace, dragging his lips
across the silken skin to the mushroom tip. He circled it with his
tongue and lapped at the drops of pre-cum before hollowing out his
cheeks and sucking hard to the bottom again.

“Fuck, kit. You’re good at
this.”

Lee moaned. Alkaline’s digits dug into
his scalp. He picked up his speed, taking him faster and deeper
each time. The lion’s breathing changed into harsh, urgent gasps
and whimpers.

“Just a little more. So
close.”

Acting out of instinct, Lee grasped
Alkaline’s balls and squeezed.

Alkaline grunted and then his seed
shot forward. Lee swallowed everything he gave him. Finally, when
he was done, he looked up at his mate.

Grabbing his bicep, the lion pulled
him up and smashed his mouth against his. Pleasure burned across
every one of Lee’s nerve endings. His cock throbbed and he pressed
himself to his mate, drowning in his unique scent, eager for more
than just a quick fuck in a public bathroom.

“Let’s get out of here,”
Lee whispered, hoarsely.

Immediately, Alkaline backed off. Lee
paused. His mate’s amber eyes had grown darker, the black irises
more vibrant. For a split instant, he saw the animal within him.
Strong. Proud. Then it was gone, locked behind an impenetrable ice
door. Lee dropped his arms to his side. Alkaline fidgeted with his
clothes, setting them right.

“Listen, k—” Alkaline
cleared his voice. “It was fun, and you sure know how to give a
blow job, but I gotta go.”

Lee froze. “Excuse me?”

Alkaline ran his fingers through his
hair and smirked. Lee glared at him. His temper started
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