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        To all those who were told for so long they were supposed to be a certain way, only to discover they were created for something more, something greater…to be their own person! Be you, baby. You are awesome!
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        She didn’t realize she was his.

      

      

      Tinder Quartin is a tigress who’s a mercenary, taking the jobs she wants. Protecting a man, she despises for his past transgressions but needs, she is introduced to another shifter who isn’t at all like she is used to. He’s different, stronger, faster, so much more dangerous. But she isn’t without skill and leads him away from his target.

      Snyder Hedges can’t get a bead on the scent that has his tiger nearly out of control. For the first time in his life, he disobeys an order and tracks the scent instead of his target. Finding her again, near another male, he nearly attacks them both, but again, she protects the other and he realizes she is his mate.

      She’s hard to keep in his sights but he isn’t about to let her go. When others come for him, she is there to assist him, making him all the more confident they are meant to be. In his mind the only option is to survive, and he will let her know she is His Tigress.
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      The man sat in his chair before the wall of monitors. Between his legs was a woman giving him a blowjob. Rather enthusiastically if he wanted to think about it, which he wasn’t inclined to do. She wasn’t important but she was looking to remain in his favor and so he allowed it. After all, gods were supposed to find pleasure in the flesh when and where they wished it. And it wasn’t his fault she didn’t want to accept she was going to be killed after this. If she longed to try and change his mind, she was able to attempt.

      She would fail, much like the others. For a moment, he tipped his head down to look at the top of her black hair as she bobbed up and down on his cock. A tiny flicker of something flashed before it was gone.

      He paused before actually touching the back of her head, instead, returning his hand to the arm of the chair and his gaze to the multitudes of screens before him. Beneath each one resided a label, type of creature, age, and gender. The banks of monitors were divided up by continent and there were six. He himself, was holed up on the seventh.

      The top screen for each was of a woman. One he’d fucked and gotten pregnant with his seed. Now that the children had been born, it was time for more experiments on the shifters he’d fucked. He despised shifters, one took the only woman he’d ever loved from him. however, as a god among men, he wasn’t blind to the fact that he could improve humans if he could give them some of the traits from the shifters, and yet, make sure to maintain their humanity, not the animalistic urges their kind had. Nothing more than savages with how they lived. Fucking and killing the two important things in their lives.

      He’d kidnapped them, only felines, he didn’t want to work with any other kind. He knew cats and their biology, if he could get this to work with them, then it would be time to branch out. So he’d sought after the women, worked hard to pick the ones he wanted and sent in teams to take them without thought or regard to those with them.

      Then he had them transported to what would be their final homes. After they birthed him a child, an enhanced child, they were separated. No fool got between a mother and her cub. And he couldn’t risk the struggle they would put up to get back to their child. So while a mother may be on the North American continent, their child was on another one.

      Interesting was that there was only one female among them. All the rest of the cubs were males. The female was impressive to watch as she grew. cunning and vicious, she took no prisoners when the time came to fight. Not that the males were any calmer, just to look at her he wouldn’t expect it from her.

      He had two lions, a leopard, a tiger, a cougar and a puma.

      The plans he had for them.

      There it was, the stimulation he needed to find his release, his excitement.

      Digging his hands into the thick hair of the woman swallowing his cock, he yanked her hard against him, forcing her to take his length as he pumped ropes of his cum into her. The thought of this actually being a success had pushed him over the edge. There had been many trials and many, many failures. But at five years of age, this lot looked like they would make it. Time to start cultivating them into the weapons he wanted.

      The choking and sputtering of the woman irritated him and with a quick wrench, he snapped her neck before letting her slip from his cock, eyes open and unseeing as she lay between his legs, his seed, dripping from her mouth.

      Standing, he put himself away after shaking off his cum and her saliva then stepped over her, moving closer to the monitors. After staring for a bit longer, he picked up a phone on the wall.

      “Start on the women. Tomorrow we start on the offspring.”

      

      Twenty Years Later

      The whipping monsoon winds and rains didn’t do anything to dispel him from his post. Nothing would. Nothing could. The man he was after had holed himself up in the home not far from there, surrounding himself by lights and modern technology with the hopes all of that would keep him safe.

      Were anyone else after him, it should be enough.

      Not for me.

      As he stood there, staring through the night, he watched the house for any sign of movement. Nothing. Now was as good a time as any.

      Using the storm as cover, Snyder Hedges slid from his spot and made his way closer to the man whose life he was going to take. Normally he went solely by a number. But lately he had been given a name. Not sure why and he didn’t care. The storm raged and he ignored it like he did everything between him and his target.

      He wasn’t sure and he didn’t give a damn enough to ask who he was or why he was marked for death. He was a soldier and he followed orders, it was plain and simple like that. Seconds before he stepped from cover, he paused again, something skated along his skin, sending impulses that he’d never experienced before.

      Giving his processors time to catch up and explain to him what was going on, he waited. Again, not so concerned with time because this storm wasn’t going to let up anytime soon and there were hours yet before the household would be waking.

      His ears stained to hear any sound that wasn’t what he was expecting as his nose scented for something. Anything. The blood in his veins, simmered and popped with awareness and something more, need.

      Without any warning, his fangs extended and his cat roared to life within him, nearly taking over. Shocked, he didn’t move.

      Wrestling himself back under control, he shook himself. He needed to get checked out when he got back to the compound, because something within him was definitely off. Sure he was in control, he again, headed on his way. At the door, he stared at the wall, seeing deeper through to where the wires were and with a single punch, pushed through the siding and yanked out the electrical, instantly disabling the system.

      He heard the electric door unlock and he stepped in after opening it. There wasn’t any need for a light, he had the house plans memorized and his sight didn’t need more enhancement. Lifting his head, he scented the air before setting off.

      At the stairs he took them three at a time, soundlessly, until he reached the third floor where his target resided. Again, that wave of craving hit him and his gums burned with the effort to keep his fangs contained.

      Another scent, this one, undiluted from the wind and rain, fell to him. Rich. Succulent. Feminine. Arousing.

      His cock swelled and he turned his attention an entirely different direction. Everything within him commanded he go this other direction. It wasn’t until he found himself five steps down that hall and hand on another doorknob, did he realize he’d listened to the beast within him. The beast that normally was under the strictest of control. And he didn’t lose control.

      Opening the door, he scanned the room, checking all of it to make sure no one was there. The smell was strong as the burning in his blood raged stronger. He didn’t see anyone however and no one could have gotten by him. The window wasn’t open as the rain continued to pound on the glass.

      His mind, typically sharp and never wavering from a mission, felt slow and sluggish as he tried to put it back on the task at hand. But for once, it warred with the solider side, the beast a much stronger force than it had ever been within him. At least, a much stronger rebelling one. There had been smaller things before, like wanting to run free, wanting to disobey orders because he hated taking them.

      I’m a fucking solider. I take orders because that’s my job. This beast within me is to be conquered and never allowed to take over fully.

      Unfortunately, it wasn’t listening. It had latched onto the arousing scent of this woman and wanted to fuck her. Bite her. Protect her.

      She didn’t smell like anything he’d scented before in his life. Human but not. She was more. Perhaps like him.

      The thought she may had a chip in her person that could kill her if someone wished to do so to her, pissed him off. For that reason, he backed out of the room and closed the door. The body cam on his suit projecting all he saw and he knew there would be questions why he deviated from his path. Between now and then, he would come up with a lie. They wouldn’t suspect anything, for he was their perfect solider, and even though he’d been distracted by her, his heartrate hadn’t changed, nor had his breathing.

      They weren’t monitoring the state of his cock. At least not right now. They had before, wanting to see how he was when he fucked a woman, so they would bring him one, in his cage and study him with her. He had learned how to please a woman but all he did with them was in a clinical sense. Nothing he craved.

      Not like the beast within him longed for with the owner of this scent.

      He deliberately turned his head back down the hall and to the door he needed to reach. Left hand on the butt of his sidearm, he reached out with his right and turned the knob. Like the other door, it wasn’t latched and swung right open.

      His right eye calculated distances and dimensions of the room he entered as it also gave him exit locations. At first it had been a distraction, but he’d learned to work with it, he still depended more on his feline sight than anything. The bed was against the left wall and he turned and fired at the man sleeping there.

      The second slug had just penetrated him when the attack came from above, slamming him to the ground, weapon skipping away from him. His teeth rattled from the force of the hit. Anger flared, at himself and his attacker. A low roar poured free from him as he bucked up, seeking to dislodge the soon-to-be dead assailant. Only he learned there wasn’t anyone there on him.

      Once again on his feet, scanning the room his eyes relaying to him, he was the only one there. As in completely alone in the room. Not even a dead body in the bed.

      “Update.”

      “Working.” He didn’t give more than that, he didn’t have time. right now he had to make sense of what was going on.

      After confirming the lack of a body in the bed, he checked the room once more. Still nothing. Blinking twice, he listened and heard a faint scratching underneath the harsh pounding of the rain falling on the house.

      Trap door.

      That was the only way whoever had jumped him could have gotten away. But the question remained, who it was and how they’d masked their scent that he wasn’t aware of anyone else there with him.

      He found the door and yanked it open, peering into the small passageway he scowled, he wouldn’t fit, his shoulders were too broad. This was for a smaller person. Holstering his weapons, he whipped around and left the room at a run. They may be trying to escape, but he could get to them still.

      “Update.”

      That robotic voice filled his ear once more and he bared his teeth before ripping it out of his ear and tossing it into the first puddle his heavy boots hit as he dashed outside. His beast egged him on, encouraging him to move and hunt like a cat is supposed. To go after his prey, find it, corner it, kill it.

      Around him the world shook and trembled as it was in awe of nature’s fury. The winds whipped around him, pelting him with rain not that it mattered, he wasn’t able to be any wetter than he was right now.

      His tiger was in charge and it halted him. Whipping his head up to the left, he released a low warning growl as lightning flashed, illuminating a woman’s silhouette.

      He couldn’t see any more than her shadow because of the momentary light, even his feline gaze couldn’t make her out. However, it knew it was the woman from the room. That scent had been burned into him and his cat had found it, somehow, through all the rain and smell of smoldering items from lightning that struck to close. It latched onto her.

      Rationality fled. Human thought processes vanished. He was nothing more than the beast that moved through his DNA.

      Mine! The cat snarled and together they jumped in her direction. He ran harder than he’d ever gone before, determined to overtake her. Halfway up the hill, he shed his human form and released another roar as his powerful bounding strides carried him with ease through the foliage between him and her.

      His woman.

      Hitting the top of the hill, he looked around and bared his teeth in anger. Gone. Again. No sign and no scent of the woman who’d been here.

      Fury streamed from him as his roar echoed amongst the thunder, reverberating through the stormy night.
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      Tinder Quartin smiled at the man she brushed by, carrying the plates she’d plucked from the table she’d just finished cleaning off. He responded in kind, the strong scent of arousal pumping from him.

      She ignored it, just like she did that smell from the rest of the males she was around. Horny seemed to be a natural state with them. One she wasn’t sure what was about. She tended to overhear the other females talking about the different men and how they either wanted them or had had them.

      Pushing through into the back of the small diner, she set the stack of plates in the basin of scalding hot water. She bit off her annoyance. The boy who was supposed to be cleaning, had vanished again.

      “Pol?” she called out to the fry cook.

      “Raj went outside about five minutes ago.”

      What is it with men and the need to be gripping their cocks all the time? Christ, I haven’t seen a kid so involved with his own piece of meat between his legs before.

      “I’ll be back.”

      Pol shook his head and waved her on, he wasn’t about to get in it. So long as the work got done, he didn’t actually give a fuck who did it.

      She pushed outside and lifted her nose to the wind, sorting through the multitude of scents that drifted past her nose on the breeze. Latching onto the male, she hugged the shadows and made her way back by the dumpster. Sure enough, there he was, hidden from the view of most unless they actually made their way around to his side. He had a hand braced on the old dented and rusted container.

      The air was full of the pungent stench of his lust. She curled her lip in disgust at the sight and sounds of him jacking himself off.

      “Fuck yes, Tinder. That’s it, take my cock while I fuck you.” More grunting. “That’s it, bitch. Watch me come on your skin.” He released a low keening cry, hips bucking as he came against the dumpster.

      Fucker was thinking about her?

      That was to much.

      “I think the fucking bit actually works better if there is a woman there not just your hand,” she commented drolly.

      He swore, jumped, and his skin flushed, deep red as he faced her, his flaccid cock hanging outside his pants, shrinking as they stood there.

      As if he realized what he was doing, he gulped and shoved his dick back into his pants. Yanking them up best he could.

      “You have a job to do inside, Raj. Pol doesn’t pay you to stand out here and play with yourself. And I have no desire to be in your fantasies.”

      The red flush of his embarrassment, leaked away, his brown skin unnaturally pale as he gazed over her shoulder. Whirling, she looked on as a man watched the two of them with murder in his eyes.

      “Mine,” he growled, his canines lengthening. “You will pay for giving to him that which is mine,” he sliced his gaze to the boy. “And you will die.”

      Now the scent of urine filled the air.

      As disgusted as she was by what Pol was doing, it went against everything within her to stand there and let some stranger kill him. No matter how fucking sexy he was anyway. And dude had it going on.

      He had dark chocolate hair, a chin she wanted to nibble on and flick her tongue along. What is wrong with me? Muscles were poured into his clothing and she ground her jaw as a wave of hunger slammed into her like the rain pounded the earth in her monsoon season.

      Eyes locked on her, she made sure he watched her as she shifted lightly. “Go,” she ordered Pol.

      Anger snapped in his hazel gaze as he snarled, one that brought her animal from lustful awareness to deadly predator in seconds. She scented again and couldn’t make him out, but that didn’t disguise the danger pouring off him in undeniable waves.

      The air shifted and blew to her from him. More information came this way and only with experience was she able to maintain her expression. This was the same man that she’d attacked in the manor house early this morning. The one who’d shifted into a tiger and came after her.

      “You think by distracting me, that you will save your lover? You are wrong. Death is death, it matters not when it will happen.”

      She canted her head, forcing her attention to leave the sex appeal and hone in on the danger.

      “What makes you think one, you’ll kill either of us and two that I had sex with a boy?”

      He flashed fang in her direction, and she knew he teetered on the edge. She had to get him out of here or he would do as he’d claimed, kill her and go after Pol to exact more revenge.

      Time for a different tactic. She was good but something told her she wasn’t going to be a match for this tiger in his prime, who had an edge and wasn’t like any other shifter she’d met in her life. Aside from rogues, most she met had a good lock on their control.

      Not this one. The line he teetered on was severely frayed.

      I don’t know if he’s pure tiger or what.

      “You think I won’t?”

      No, she was pretty damn sure he would. For whatever reason he’d locked on to the fact she’d fucked Pol, which were he old enough he still wasn’t her type, and not one she’d touch with any sort of pole. Now this one before her. Him, she’d like to climb like a tree and grind her pussy to his face.

      “So, let’s go somewhere and you can tell me what my punishment will be.”

      “I know you are up to something.” Words were still deep and graveled.

      Holding her hands out to her sides, looking as small and innocent as she could pull off, she neared him. The closer she got, the more her feline went crazy, wanting to be fucked by this man. Padlocking her beast for a moment, she did her best to make sure none of the cat leaked free.

      “No. But you have to understand, I am scared. You show up out of the blue and threaten my life and his. I don’t even know who you are.” She flicked her tongue over her lips, noting the possessive way he followed the movement with his sharp eyes.

      He snagged her by the front of her shirt as she neared. It took a massive hold on the animal within to keep from reacting to the swift action. Her cat was fiercely protective and even though there were more than enough streams of need pulsing through her right now, the understanding of protecting her was first and foremost. This man, this being, yanked her right to him, wedging her between his spread legs.

      Oh god, just where I want to be. Only without clothing and with his cock pushing into me.

      He burrowed his face into the side of her neck and inhaled deep. She trembled and this wasn’t anything she could hide. The rasp of his tongue along her hypersensitive skin coaxed a whimper from her throat.

      “You don’t smell like him.”

      “I didn’t touch him. I work with him and was coming to bring him back inside.” She struggled to keep her eyes open as he burrowed his nose between her breasts. Fuck, now her pussy was winning and she knew he’d be able to smell her desire.

      “I smell your arousal.” He drew back and held her gaze, his flaming with desire. “Now.”

      “I’m not attracted to boys.” His eyebrows slashed down and she swallowed once more. “You’re definitely no boy.”

      Without another word, he tossed her over his shoulder and took off utilizing speed she wasn’t aware he would have been able to hit carrying her.

      Fuck. I’ve heard about some who were experimented on and can do more than others. Is he one of them? And why am I letting him take me somewhere I don’t know where to possibly fuck then kill me?

      Hopefully it would be in that order.

      The world rushed by at an alarming speed. And for her, a shifter, to admit that said a lot. She was used to having an edge up on humans, but this…

      I’m more like a cub just finding her feet compared to him.

      Tinder had always prided herself on being controlled, calculating, and more.

      This man tossed that all away, leaving her with nothing more than a raw need and ache below her skin.

      He stopped as abruptly as he had started, causing her hair, that had been ripped free, to settle in a soft caress around her eyes and face.

      Her tumble to the ground wasn’t all that graceful but her limbs weren’t entirely responding to her brain’s function. At all.

      His amber gaze burned over her. He narrowed his eyes and stepped forward. She lifted her chin, not willing to go without a fight.

      “You’re bleeding.”

      Not the statement she’d been expecting.

      “Happens when branches smack me at the speed you were carrying me.” She pushed up, brushing her hands off before her. “Not sure why this bothers you as you wanted to kill me a few moments ago. I’m still not dead, just because there is a bit of blood trailing down my face. Shouldn’t take away from whatever joy you get from killing women.”

      He bared his teeth. Deep within her, her own feline responded in kind.

      A muscle jumped in his jaw.

      Damn hormones. All she longed to do was sidle up to him, push up on her toes, and lick that same muscle. The desire to have the salty tang of his sweat on her tongue was as strong as the desire to hunt and kill the man who’d murdered her father.

      Her captor closed the distance between them, his expression a bit unsure. Reaching for her, she held immobile as he ripped off a med pack from his body-molding outfit. As gentle as he’d been fierce, he cleaned the wound.

      “You’ll heal.”

      “Pointless if you’re just going to kill me.”

      Flashing eyes locked on her. “I’m not going to kill you.”

      She didn’t blink.

      “Are you not pleased by this?”

      “There are things worse than death. As I’m not sure what my future is, I’ll withhold judgment.”

      The corner of his mouth twitched but that was it. Nothing else from him to show emotion, just a deadpan expression. The moment between them passed and he moved again, placing himself directly before her once more. Sucking up the oxygen she had been getting.

      So, close his heartbeat called to hers. Enticing her to follow the comforting cadence of his own organ. She swore it was on a visceral level that he drew her.

      None of it made sense.

      She had a mission. A purpose.

      And he’s not it. Although, yet, he wasn’t like the other men she’d met.

      “Don’t.”

      One dangerously rumbled word.

      She lifted an eyebrow. “What? Don’t what?”

      “Think about other men. I will kill you both.”

      She licked her lips. His gaze darkened as he watched her.

      “Well? Are you going to kill me now that you took the time to clean my injury, or are we waiting for something else to happen?”
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      Snyder Hedges couldn’t stop staring at the woman before him. Flawless, smooth dark skin unblemished by any form of makeup. Full lips he wanted beneath his, and a haughty expression that didn’t seem to be good for anything other than keeping his dick rock hard. She was lithe and muscular. There was far more to her than she portrayed.

      His beast wanted to mark her. He’d long since ditched the com in his ear. His mission was a bust and he didn’t give a fuck. He wanted the woman before him.

      Her tone had been partially teasing, partially unsure. He couldn’t explain it. When he’d seen her and smelled that boy’s seed near her, he’d lost it. More than ready to kill them both for this transgression, her standing up for him and telling the kid to run, set him on his heels.

      Now that he had her alone, he wanted her naked and beneath him as he fucked her. Wanted those pouty lips to pant and part as she screamed his name. She was too far from him again so he eliminated the space between them once more.

      He sank his hand into her hair, gripping so she couldn’t escape and angled her head back, exposing her throat as well as her lips. She didn’t look away from him but held his eyes with golden ones of her own.

      Another dip of her tongue along her mouth had his cock kicking hard again.

      “I’m guessing something else is going to happen then, instead of my impending death?”

      Saucy with a hint of bitch. He couldn’t wait any longer, he kissed her. Slammed his mouth over hers and was met instantly by her openness. No shyness in her, she reached for him and wrapped around his neck with slender arms, pressing tighter to him. A sexy purr vibrated up from her chest and rolled over him, like explosions going off.

      Her taste was pure sin and he wanted more. Eyes closed, he lifted her in his arms and walked her until a tree was at her back.

      “I’m going to fuck you,” he rumbled against her lips.

      “Then shut up and get to it,” she panted, grinding against the thickness in his BDU’s.

      It didn’t take him long to have one leg free for her or his own heavily swollen cock exposed. He nearly shot his load when her strong hand curved around his dick, joining his. Two pumps were all he could withstand before he lined the head up to her entrance.

      “Watch me,” he commanded.

      It took her a moment to comply.

      Gazes locked, he pushed into her. Didn’t slam, no, he pushed with a single continuous stroke until he was fully seated in her pussy.

      Her fucking tight and wet pussy.

      He’d not even begun fucking her and he already couldn’t recall anything better than what he was experiencing at this moment. She tightened her muscles around him and rotated her hips.

      “Fuck me, already.”

      The low throaty beg was nearly his undoing. He reached between them and put the pad of his thumb along her swollen clit, rotating it in small circles. Her lids fluttered and her panting increased along with the motion of her lower body.

      Slow, steady strokes were barely maintained as he waited for her to come all over him. He knew she waited for him and he didn’t want that, he wanted her to come, hard. Increasing the speed of his rotation on her nub, he lost himself in the sensation as well as the look of complete bliss on her face.

      Snyder flicked a nail over her clit, and she splintered, coming apart in the sexiest way possible. Her eyes were liquid heat, her full lips parted, as she arched, taking him in all the way.

      “Oh yes,” she screamed.

      Her pussy milked him and he let go. A low roar exploded from him as he got in five powerful strokes before he stiffened and came hard within her. No one had been able to do that to him before. But nothing about this woman was what he had come to expect from the weaker sex.

      Nuzzling her neck, he nipped and laved as she continued to shudder around him, still thrusting as she rode out the rest of her orgasms. Then it hit him. That same scent from the forest, the one he’d been hunting, her, all of it. This was the same scent of the person who had ambushed him in the house.

      Indecision warred within him. Not for long, because the human side of him, the soldier, knew he had to interrogate and bring her in as an enemy combatant. If he didn’t kill her outright.

      He remained on that path for about five seconds as that was the time before she flexed her pussy walls around his cock, still buried to the hilt inside her, dug her nails into the nape of his neck, and released a purr that completely derailed any thought other than marking her, claiming her, and impregnating her.

      She opened her eyes, allowing him to witness the hazy focus as desire swarmed.

      “More.”

      It wasn’t a beg or a plea. It was a command and one he had no problem following.

      One word that finished ensuring the beast would remain in charge. These animal instincts hadn’t ever been present within him to this extent before and he didn’t have the strength to battle them back, nor did he particularly want to.

      Digging his hands into her soft hair, he angled her how he wanted it and renewed his assault until all she did was vibrate and purr. An act which pushed fire into his veins.

      “I’m going to fuck you again,” he rumbled against her full lips. “Then—”

      “I know. You’ll kill me.”

      She didn’t sound to put out by that. In fact, there was excitement in her tone.

      “I should.” Even he heard the hunger in his tone, not the anger.

      “But?” Her gaze remained unflinching as she licked her lower lip. As close as he was, her tongue brushed along his as well.

      “Fucking you is more important.”

      The bite of her nail increased. “What are you waiting for?”

      He couldn’t answer that.

      “You’re mine.”

      “I belong to no man.”

      Fury boiled and he withdrew from her snug heat, repositioned her so they were on the ground and she was on her knees before him. He pushed his hand on her back, lowering her chest to the ground and sticking her ass up further. Seconds later, he slammed home into her.

      The woman beneath him, bowed her back and cried as she dug her fingers into the soft, loamy ground beneath them. “Yes,” she hissed.

      He couldn’t see her face and reached up with one hand to push her hair all to one side, exposing the slender curve of her neck. His gums burned as his canines pushed through.

      Snyder flexed the grip of one hand along her hip. The tips of his claws drew blood on her dark skin, and he growled. She bucked back into him, taking his cock fully once more. Dragging his fingers down her spine, he dipped his head and swiped his tongue along the ridges pushing up against her skin.

      Her entire body trembled even as she mewled over and over, working with him, rotating and pushing to keep him as deep as possible at all times.

      “Tell me you’re mine,” he demanded.

      She shook her head, shifting back closer still.

      He wanted to stop and roar until she capitulated to his command. But his hips refused to stop thrusting into her. He couldn’t get enough.

      This woman before him, taking the full length of him and by all accounts asking for more, was intoxicating. No way he let her go.

      She shattered again beneath his thrusts and he could no longer hold back his own release. He tipped his head to the sky and roared in time with his release. His shaft jerked and pulsed as he filled her with his seed.

      In his mind, she was standing on the edge of a lazy moving river, her hands resting on the protruding belly housing and sheltering his first child. She had a small private smile on her face as a gentle wind ruffled through her hair, moving the soft strands.

      She shifted beneath him pulling him from the visions of his future. Lowering his head, he nuzzled the nape of her neck, inhaling deep and imprinting his soul with her scent.

      “Fuck,” she mumbled, arching into his touch all over again.

      “I plan on it.” Another long, lazy pull of his tongue on her skin. “Where do you sleep?”

      Had he not been what he was, he would have missed her ever so infinitesimal tensing. But he was what he was, and he did catch it.

      “Do not lie to me.”

      “I don’t know you. I may have let you fuck me but I’m not stupid enough to give you the location of where I sleep.”

      “Why not?”

      She moved forward and the second her heat no longer surrounded him, he wanted to grip her shoulders and slam back inside her.

      Where I belong.

      She got to her feet, a bit shaky on her legs but not hiding from his gaze. He acknowledged her trembling with arrogance and pride.

      “No woman would to any man. It’s not safe.”

      She didn’t have anything but the utmost sincerity on her features.

      Discontent rose as she reassembled her clothing. He followed suit, the scent of their combined juices of his hand after he put himself away, was nothing short of perfect.

      “When will you tell me?”

      “Never.”

      He drew back as if she’d smacked him. “You’re mine.”

      Her full lips drew up ever so slightly. “Leave the boy alone. I have to get back to work.”

      A crash sounded behind him and he whirled, prepared to defend her from any danger. Nothing came of it, but his senses told him they were being watched. And his senses weren’t wrong. He turned back.

      She was gone.
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      Tinder kept herself downwind from the predator out there, obviously looking for her. She didn’t bother waiting to see what had made the noise in the forest, she knew. Another shifter named Jayden that had taken it upon himself to keep her safe.

      Down in her bones she recognized that he’d done this to give her a chance to get away from him. The tiger was wicked fast and didn’t seem averse to using that cat-like swiftness to get what he needed from people.

      She wasn’t overly worried about Jayden being caught. He was a cheetah and even the tiger’s enhanced speed she didn’t think could match the fastest land creature. Jayden had come with her to India in hopes to find the information she needed on the person who killed her father.

      The man she’d protected last night was a scum sucking bastard, but she needed him alive to extract information from him.

      They weren’t lying when they said dead men tell no tales. She needed this one to sing.

      Good thing she could say about this most recent experience, was she got sex out of the afternoon. Amazing, spine tingling, toe curling, out of this stratosphere sex. Bad thing, it hadn’t sated her, only made her long for more.

      Even from this distance, she could easily identify the lines of anger in his expression. I still don’t know his name. Allowed him the most intimate of possession with my body and have no clue what to call him. Something deep in her chest wanted to reach out to him and smooth the lines away.

      With a strong mental reprimand, she backed away further until she was safe to shift and run. Despite telling her sexy stranger she had to go to work, she didn’t return there. Instead she rendezvoused with Jayden and together they made their way to the safehouse where the stashed body of one Martin Craig waited.

      Side by side and without missing a beat, they both emerged and shifted smoothly to human as they strode to the door. He cut his green eyes toward her.

      “Fucked him then.”

      Even the light memory; not that she’d forgotten, was as effective as if he touched her himself with his big strong, calloused hands. She gritted her teeth. “Given you made a statement but not a question, I will be ignoring you.”

      He waggled his brows at her. She rolled her eyes right back as he reached by her to open the door.

      Her eyes burned as Martin’s stench reached her. She’d always been sensitive, even for a shifter, with her nose, for all scents and people. The evil that permeated from his pores churned her gut and made her struggle with the urge to vomit.

      Jayden was stoic, like always. She wondered if anything bothered him.

      They stepped all the way in the largest of the two rooms and there he was. Sitting on the sofa. And she reined in her beast again. Combined with the scent of his evil she could pick up on the smell of his seed. She faltered, recalling the male’s reaction with the young man by the dumpster.

      Jayden shifted in front.

      “Perimeter check, Tinder.”

      Bless him, he understood her discomfort.

      “Why don’t you go,” the asshole said. “I’d rather watch her instead of your ugly mug.”

      “The one hunting you is coming, she has better range of surveillance.”

      “Then you should get better equipment. She stays.”

      A low rumble escaped her before she could control it. Low enough Martin wouldn’t be any the wiser, but Jayden heard it no problem. “Go ahead.” She drew even with him, again in full control. “Mr. Craig and I need to talk anyway.”

      With an easy shrug that belied the anger churning in the cheetah, he left to do the outside patrol. The moment the door closed behind him; the scent of arousal thickened the air. She locked down her reaction to him because it would be bloody. If a female tiger didn’t want to mate, she would maim or kill without hesitation. And this piece of shit before her, would die twenty ways to Sunday before she allowed him to touch her in such a manner.

      He leaned back, arms spread along the top of the couch, showing off his flat stomach. The man was in good shape, but he was scum who didn’t think he was.

      “What did you need to talk to me about? How about you come sit beside me?” He ran a lecherous gaze over her.

      “I’ll stand.” She coolly arched a brow at him and looked down her nose at him like he was an unruly child that needed a timeout. “This one who is after you, he’s different. Much more dangerous. Do you know him?”

      She showed him a photo that Jayden had snapped while she was escaping. If she’d not been a shifter and able to scent one, any lie, or two the smell of fear rolling from him, his expression would have told her Martin Craig knew exactly who was sent to kill him.

      “I need a name.”

      “No, I don’t… I can’t.”

      “I suggest you do and can, Mr. Craig. He’s fucking amazing so I need to know all I can to best keep you safe.”

      He lowered his arms from the back and cupped his face, leaning forward and moaning. Seconds later, he puked all over the floor and she hissed, and she tried to filter the stench.

      While she despised this man with every fiber of her being, she was analytical and logical enough to realize for the moment this piece of shit scum had uses to her. Barely hiding the disgust and disdain for his ass, she blinked and waited for him to regain his floundering courage.

      She didn’t rush him, however, nor did she help him.

      “What about this mess?”

      “I suggest you talk while you clean.”

      His eyes flew wide. “I’m not cleaning them.

      “Your vomit, you clean. We’re here to keep you alive not make your life easier.”

      A mutinous glint filled his gaze. “So, if I don’t?”

      She shrugged. “Then you don’t. Just keep in mind the worse the smell, the more animals are attracted. We don’t need tigers coming after us because you think you’re above cleaning up after yourself. In the meantime…what do you know?”

      The edge in her tone came from asking about the shifter. As sure as she was standing before this piece of shit, her shifter was coming. For him or her, she wasn’t sure, but he was coming.

      That much she would bet her life on.

      “Tinder.”

      Jayden’s voice skated along the comm she wore. Unusual sure but even more so was the concern in his tone. Simultaneously, her feline went from irritated pacing to full attack mode.

      “Protect the scum,” she commanded as she bolted from the safehouse.

      Her beast lent her speed and while it wasn’t the same as the male, she’d just had his dick so far inside her nothing would be the same again, but she wasn’t slow. Her fangs punched through her gums, the blood metallic and warm, wasn’t enough for her to slow down. It was, however, enough for her to get her head on straight.

      She neared and found the tiger shifter facing off with three others. Tinder didn’t even slow, just camouflaged herself and moved to attack from downwind.

      He maybe after her but he did hold off on killing her, at least for the moment. She reasoned, she owed him a life.

      

      Who the fuck are they?

      Even as the question moved through him, he realized, he could have been looking in a mirror. Similar outfits, different colors but the similarities were enough. The poise and movements from those there. The trio there were dangerous. None more so than the lithe blonde between the two larger men. He could smell it on her. She was like him. not tiger but feline, and more. Different. Unique. Deadly.

      “Come with us quietly and it won’t hurt.” The man on the left said, holding his weapons on Snyder with calm efficiency.

      “No. You want to kill me, you have to work a bit harder than that.” He could eliminate the two on the end and then face the woman. Unlike the one he’d fucked earlier, this one did nothing to him in a sexual way.

      He shifted slightly and was moving before the blonde could warn them. He’d just ripped the head off the second when the blonde went down in a heap. A tranq bolt coming out of her neck.

      Behind her, holding a side arm, an automatic rifle slung across her chest, as she holstered her pistol, as if it were an extension of herself, was his mystery woman. His woman. She ran a heated gaze over him, not paying any attention to the downed blonde.

      “More are coming. We need to move.”

      “Where the fuck did you come from? Where did you go and what fucking male has been around you? Christ woman, why do you always smell like some man’s seed when I see you?”

      He skirted the downed woman and jerked his closer by the front of her shirt, slamming his mouth over hers, demanding her submission. She purred and opened for him, welcoming him and not trying to get away.

      “Who the fuck are you?” she asked when he finally allowed her some air.

      “Yours.” Quite honestly that was all he needed her to know. He was hers and she was his.

      “I can’t call you that.”

      He quirked a smile at her. “I’d love for you to call me that.”

      “Surely you have a name.” She stepped back and dropped by the blonde and began checking her pockets. “I mean you’ve fucked me, ate my pussy, surely I’m entitled to know your name.”

      “What are you doing? You didn’t kill her, get away from her.” The last thing he wanted was this shifter coming awake and injuring her.

      She deftly secured the blonde’s hands behind her back, but she paused over one wrist. “She’s harmless right now. Interesting.”

      There wasn’t anything in her tone now that leaned toward sexual teasing or the like, so he shifted closer, still keeping alert for the other’s she’d said were coming. “What is?”

      “This mark on her wrist.”

      “Lots of people have a mark. Why is that one so interesting?” He hadn’t looked down yet, choosing instead to keep his head on a swivel.

      “Because someone went through a lot of work to make it look like there’s nothing manufactured about it, but it’s natural. They did a good job, but not good enough.”

      That was a cold smack of reality. “Watch,” he barked out the command and switched places with her.

      There was no mistaking the low feline growl that reached him the second he rested his hand upon the unconscious woman. Meeting the brown gaze across from him, he lifted a brow in quiet question. All his woman did was hold his stare, send him a killer one back and slowly, pet her hand along the body of her automatic rifle.

      Fuck she’s hot.

      He took a deep breath and lowered his eyes to see what he was scared to find. Sure enough, it was identical to the one he had on his wrist. Carefully constructed to look like a mark that he’d been born with, but the person hadn’t done the job as well as they could be done now days. Technology was ever improving.

      As he tried to wrap his head around the fact, he wasn’t alone, her claws ripped free and she went for him. Snyder leapt back but his woman went at the other one, her own roar, low and deadly.

      He swept up his woman in one arm and stepped back as the woman on the ground, glared up at them both. She was leopard. Eyes shifting from leopard and back once more. She didn’t move though, and he wasn’t sure if that was by design or because she actually couldn’t.

      She glared at him with a jeweled gaze. He placed his woman down and waited.

      “We should have killed you.”

      “Should get better men,” the woman at his side snarled.

      “Tinder,” she spat.

      His heart kicked up, how did this intruder know his woman’s name? Were they both part of a plot against him?

      “Kelly.” Her tone was just as warm and inviting as walking naked outside in the Arctic during a blizzard.

      Ignoring the female on the ground, he tipped up that set chin of his woman. “Tinder?”

      “Irrelevant. Are we bringing her or killing her?”

      He sliced his gaze back to the restrained one. Confusion simmered before it was masked by disdain.

      “Never figured you to answer to any male, Tinder. Get you a man? Some brats?”

      “I don’t but you weren’t trying to kill me.” A shrug. “This time. So, it’s not my call. His decision affects your life.”

      “How do you know her?” He curved his hand around Tinder’s upper arm.

      “May as well kill me. Failure isn’t accepted among my group. Be aware, the ones coming are after me too, now.”

      “Why him?”

      Snyder appreciated how she continued gathering intel, but he hated how she ignored him. He flexed his grip to no avail.

      “Ordered to.” The woman rose and even with the knockout drug in her, she was still graceful.

      Tinder smacked his hand from her, fury turning her gaze glacial. The one called Kelly smirked as Tinder stepped back further.

      His beast pounded at him to make her understand. However, as Tinder was currently back at his side, the human side retained a bit more control and didn’t answer to that primal desire. His priorities were once again intact.

      “Who sent you?”

      “Like your pissed off woman said earlier. Irrelevant.” She looked down her nose at him. “Are you killing me or cutting me free to give me a weapon.” She tipped her head up for a moment. “We have no more than twenty minutes to put distance between this place and wherever we’re going.”

      He had questions; she could provide answers.

      “Let’s go,” he commanded.
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