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      Oh shit, he was here. Zara Hunter sucked in a nervous breath and plastered a calm look on her face that she definitely didn’t feel.

      There were alphas, there were alphas, and then there was Logan Reese. King of the Ring, he controlled all the paranormal fight clubs in the city with an iron hand—including the Scarlet Moon, the club he’d just walked into with an expression that could only be described as pissed off. A cadre of heavies followed in his wake.

      “Shit,” her brother, Kylan, breathed. “We are so fucking screwed right now.”

      Zara had to agree with him. Owned by her father, the Scarlet Moon wasn’t one of the premier clubs on the circuit and, if she was honest with herself, was more on the shabby side of shabby chic. It turned a profit, usually, but it wasn’t popular enough to rake in any kind of big money. Which meant that it was well beneath the notice of the big man himself.

      Until, of course, daddy dearest had eloped with his latest squeeze, leaving Zara and her brother to deal with the club. Within half an hour they’d come to the realization that not only had their father taken off with his “secretary,” but he’d also helped himself to the protection money owed to the king. Of course, they called it something different…but everyone knew what it was. They paid their dues and they kept their club, and their bones remained unbroken. That might change tonight.

      “How are we going to get out of this?” Kylan’s voice held an edge of panic as the big man turned and fixed them with a hard, blue-green gaze. He looked so intimidating that Zara’s knees trembled.

      “We pray. We really fucking pray… and we hope he’ll cut us a little slack,” she murmured softly as Reese walked toward them.

      He was a big man. Not as tall as some, but broad-shouldered and packed with muscle. She’d seen him fight a couple of times, and his sheer brutality in the ring had scared even her. They said he was a lion shifter, but he didn’t look the type. His hair was shaved close to the scalp rather than long and flowing like most lion shifters, and his eyes were the wrong color. Blue, not gold.

      He was a predator, though. There was no missing the look in his eyes as he stalked toward them. His unusual gaze studied them both, and she fought the urge to squirm. He was dangerous and angry, so why the hell did that send a thrill down her spine?

      “Hunter?”

      He stopped in front of them, eyebrow raised in query, and almost instantly dismissed Zara to look at her brother. Her anger flared for a moment. Of the two of them, Zara was the more dangerous. She might not be a shifter like Ky, the gene somehow managing to pass her by completely, but she was way more dangerous when she was pissed off. Except against a bad boy cage fighter who twisted his opponents into pretzels and probably ate chain link for breakfast.

      “Zara Hunter.” She took a little step forward and offered her hand. “You’ll be dealing with me. This is my brother, Kylan. He looks after our fighters.”

      Reese’s gaze transferred back to her, narrowing a fraction before he gave a curt nod. For a second she was struck dumb as a wave of lust stronger than anything she’d ever known washed over her. How the hell could he be so scary and so fucking hot at the same time?

      Reaching out, he took her hand and shook it before letting go. His grip was firm but not the painful knuckle-cruncher she’d braced herself for. Most shifters liked to impress their strength on everyone around them, so she’d expected pain, if not to hear her bones creak. But…his touch was businesslike and professional.

      “Good, so you’re the one who will tell me exactly what you plan to do to make up for the money stolen from me.”

      She swallowed and nodded. “Yes sir, I am.”
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        * * *

      

      Zara Hunter was not what Reese expected. When he’d been told one of his club managers had fucked off with last month’s payments and left his kids to pick up the slack, he’d expected one or both to wheedle and whine, pleading with him as he ordered bones broken and the club handed over to new management.

      Stealing from the king wasn’t allowed, and he needed to send a message, but fuck it…he hadn’t expected one of Hunter’s kids to be a damn woman. And certainly not one as fucking hot as Zara.

      Petite, she filled out the sheath dress she wore to perfection, the dark silk wrapped lovingly around lush curves. Her dark hair was cut short, a pixie crop that framed delicate features and showed off the graceful curve of her neck before it flowed into shoulders revealed by the wide neckline of her dress.

      He flicked a glance back up at her face and felt his lion, hidden deep inside, growl possessively. Large, dark eyes watched him carefully. There was no fear in her expression, a fact that eased something deep in the center of his chest. Almost everyone he knew looked at him in fear because of his appearance. But for some reason, he didn’t want her to.

      Instead, he wanted to wrap her up in his arms, to keep her safe…from everyone but him.

      The trouble was, he was the one she needed keeping safe from. Especially if she brought out the wild side of his nature. If she caught the interest of his lion as well…heaven help her.

      Ignoring the growl deep within him, he brought his mind back to business and looked around the club. It had been allowed to fall to rack and ruin but that wasn’t his issue at the moment. These two were. Nodding to one of his men, Gage, to accompany the brother, he indicated that Zara should precede him.

      “Let’s take this discussion somewhere a little more private, shall we?” he suggested, watching her face carefully.

      She was good. Her body language gave nothing away, and if he had to play poker with her, he’d come out of it a losing man. But there was just an edge in her scent—and a look there in the back of her eyes—as she nodded.

      His cat growled, the predator’s interest caught.

      She was nervous and trying like hell to hide it. The urge to pull her against his larger body almost overtook him as she nodded and turned, presenting him with her back. Unable to help himself, he slid a lingering look down her figure from the gentle curve of her neck through delicate shoulders, which narrowed into a waist so small he could probably get both hands around it, then flared out into full hips… Lust took him on a joyride as he imagined gripping them from behind while he powered into her.

      “This way, sir.”

      Her voice brought him back to reality and he followed like a puppy in her wake as she walked through the club. Even though he looked around—giving every indication he was the mean SOB interested in the running of his empire like normal—afterward, he wouldn’t have been able to tell you a thing about the place.

      He would, however, have been able to tell you everything about Zara’s legs and the towering, “fuck me now” heels she had on. Even in them, she barely came up to his shoulder, which made him realize what a tiny little bit of a thing she was.

      “Just in here.” She stood aside to let him precede her into in the office.

      Usually he would have stood back but he was a big man and the office, as it turned out, was a damn closet. Generally, that wouldn’t have bothered him. Using his size to intimidate someone was nothing new. He did it all the time in the ring and with some of the less savory characters on the club circuit. Using his size to intimidate a club manager, albeit a temporary one, of a club that owed him money? Fucking obligatory. Using his size to intimidate a woman who he’d just caught the scent of fear from…not happening.

      If fear was all he’d scented from her, he wouldn’t have forced the issue. However, as soon as he’d identified the emotion rolling from her pores, another scent joined it. This one he knew but hadn’t expected… the sweet, hot spiciness of arousal.

      He blinked and looked at her quickly. She didn’t manage to look down in time, and he caught a glimpse of the heat that filled her eyes.

      Fucking… hell. Little miss calm and collected was into him. She might fear him, but there was a healthy dose of desire mixed in there as well. His cock leaped to attention. Desire he could work with.

      Stepping into the room, he looked around, deliberately not watching her as she appeared to debate whether to step into the small space. Come on, babe, he urged her silently. I’m not the big, bad wolf, but I can eat you better than him.

      One small step followed another, and he was aware of each and every one as she joined him in the room, even clicking the door shut behind her. Locking her in with him. He suppressed the grin that wanted to crawl over his face and leaned his ass back to the edge of the desk, allowing her the single chair if she wanted.

      “So…want to tell me what you had in mind for repaying this money?”

      The question was light, but his gaze remained fixed on her face. He might not be coming down on her like the asshole they both knew he was, but he still wasn’t going to let her off from a month’s money scot-free. The businessman in him wouldn’t allow that. What he was really interested in, though, was what she had in mind to redress the balance.

      Panic flared in her eyes for a split second before she got it under control. Good girl. He found he liked that he could read her so easily if he was quick and watched her before she shut the reaction down. Undoubtedly, most didn’t and missed the little clues.

      “Well…”

      She grew bolder and crossed the small space, standing by his side to pull some files from the desk behind him. His gaze riveted on the soft curve of her throat, where her neck met her shoulder. What would she do if he leaned over and placed a kiss there? Jump and freak out…or let him pull her into his arms?

      “I went through all the accounts I could find. James…my father,” she corrected herself, “covered his tracks well. I found a second set of books going back a few years.”

      She looked sideways at him, and he was caught by her dark eyes. “I’m afraid he managed to make off with a lot more than just a month’s money.”

      He folded his arms, using the movement to cover his surprise. But then his mouth ruined the whole act. “You know and you’re admitting that to me? Knowing that it increases your debt?”

      Her mask slipped a little, worry creating a tiny crease in the middle of her brow and she caught her lower lip between her teeth. That little lip bite almost cracked his composure, forcing him to bite back a groan.

      “Yes, sir.” She nodded. “You’d find out anyway as soon as your accounts people go through all this, so I figured it was best to be totally honest with you. Kylan and I had nothing to do with the management of the club before James skipped the country, but he’s left us to pick up the can for it.”

      Anger flared in her eyes, and gold leeched through the dark brown. Logan froze for a second, shock coursing through him. Then he shot a hand out to clamp down over the back of her neck. He dragged her closer, parting his thighs to bring her within their cage.

      “You’re a shifter?”

      “No, sir!” she gasped, hands flat against his broad chest as she tried instinctively to struggle out of his hold. A small growl, more a snarl, stopped that. Ignoring her squeak, he ran his nose up the side of her delicate throat, breathing her scent in deeply as he did.

      “You smell like a cat. A lion shifter…” Like me.

      “I’m not.” The little catch in her voice, breathy but not afraid, turned him on all the more. “Not really. Mom was human so I didn’t get the shift capability. Ky did.”

      “Really?” He didn’t let her escape his hold, hunched over her to breathe the scent directly from her skin. “You’re definitely a cat. It’s buried, but it’s there.”

      And his cat wanted her… More than that, he wanted her. Here, now. On the desk, against the wall…any way he could get her.

      “Talk. Now.” His order was rough as he eased his grip. “How are you repaying what your family owes me?”

      “We don’t have anything of value.” She took a tiny step back when he let her go, watching him. “He took everything. But we’re both happy to work to pay the debt off. More than happy. Ky’s an excellent fight manager and I’m superb with admin…”

      She trailed off, worrying at her lower lip again and it was all he could do not to swoop in and crush her mouth beneath his. He wanted to, and no one would stop him, not even if she screamed. They’d probably assume he was making her pay for her father’s theft.

      He would. But he wanted her to come to him first.

      Tilting his head back, he looked at her. “What if I told you there was a way for you to pay off your father’s debt?”

      “What way? I’ll do anything. Whatever you need.”

      Hope flared in her eyes and he felt like shit for what he was about to suggest.

      “Anything?”

      He didn’t move from where he was, watching her like he was a hawk, not a lion shifter. Surely she had to have realized what he was getting at? She hadn’t struck him as naïve. How could she be, working in a place like this?

      Watching her as he was, he saw the moment realization filtered through. Color flooded her cheeks and she looked down, breaking eye contact. Before he could reach out to tilt her chin back up again, she flicked him a glance up through her lashes. The look was hot, dark, a little bit shy…and so erotic the blood dumped out of his brain and straight to his cock.

      “What exactly are we talking?” she asked softly, not moving toward him, but not trying to escape either. “One time, one night…more?”

      Fuck. He hadn’t expected a question like that. But then generally he didn’t write off debts for sexual favors. He could have any woman he wanted. Okay, most women. They flocked to his power and position like bees to a honeypot. Not this one, though. Somehow he got the feeling that no amount of status and money would sway her opinion. And he wanted her so badly he was prepared to use any advantage he had.

      His lips quirked. “Depends on how good you are. Come here.”
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        * * *

      

      Shit. This was actually happening.

      With no other options, Zara hesitantly stepped forward into Logan’s embrace. His hands smoothed over her hips as she stepped between his spread legs, hers coming up to rest on his shoulders. Like this, with him leaning back on the desk, they were nearly at eye level, bringing home just how big he was.

      “I’m here,” she murmured softly, looking into eyes so blue she almost missed the thin ring of gold around the center. A full lion shifter then, with his power carefully leashed. A tamed beast in the palms of her hands.

      He didn’t say anything, merely watched her. Then, slowly, his hand slid up the center of her back. The slightest pressure urged her toward him, easing her against his big, hard body. She swallowed. Every part of him was hard from the solid muscles in his chest and shoulders, to the thighs of steel on either side of her hips, and especially the long, hard bar of his cock where it pressed against her soft stomach.

      She gasped and the edge of his lips quirked up. Before she could fully register the movement, he leaned forward and crushed his mouth down over hers. His kiss was hard and dominant, and one she had no defenses against. She parted her lips at his demand, moaning in the back of her throat as he thrust deep.

      He tasted of expensive whiskey and man, with a warm spicy undertone that something deep inside her registered as his lion. Like the heat of the desert exploding over her tongue. She whimpered and moved closer, sliding her arms up around his neck. He might not technically have given her much choice, but she also wasn’t naïve. Sex with a hot as hell guy was infinitely preferable to his goons taking her and her brother outside and “dealing with them”…

      And Logan Reese really was hot as fuck.

      She kissed him back, taking control of the kiss for a second. He rumbled in the back of his throat and then slid the hand on her back up to fist in her short hair, holding her head still. She gasped as he pulled away to murmur against her lips.

      “My way, kitten. Not yours. Understand?”

      Oh, my… She shivered as a wave of arousal rolled up from the tips of her toes all the way to her scalp, not missing all the bits in between. Her clit ached, her pussy clenched in need and liquid heat slipped from her to dampen her panties. His nostrils flared and the fire in her cheeks rose to the same intensity as the sun. Fuck, he was a cat, he could smell everything about her.

      “Seems kitten has needs,” he murmured, kissing along the extended line of her throat. Unable to move, she was held captive by his hand in her hair while the other explored the curve of her waist. It slid upward. Cupped her. With a soft sound of pleasure in the back of her throat, she arched into his touch.

      “That’s it,” he rumbled against her throat, tilting her head to the side to nip her ear. She shivered in his hold. “So responsive. So delicate.”

      His thumb rubbed over her nipple, hardened under her dress, and moved downward. “I wonder if you’re as responsive other places…”

      Head still pulled back, she sucked a hard breath in, all her attention on his hand’s progress south. Flattening his palm on her quivering stomach, he pushed to put a little space between them. Her body ached, every cell attuned to him as he cupped her mound, shoving hard fingers between her legs. Even through her dress, she could feel the heat of his touch, her clit throbbing.

      “This. Is mine. Isn’t that right, kitten?” he growled, his voice thick with his cat. “All mine to fuck how I want.”

      “Yes, sir.” She barely got the words out as he pressed, the relentless pressure against her almost making her come on the spot. Shit, had any man ever brought her so close to the edge so quickly with barely a touch?

      “What was that?” He pulled his hand away and she whimpered.

      “It’s yours…” Her voice was so soft she could barely hear it herself, but he heard. She knew he did. “To fuck as you want.”

      “Good.”

      He pulled her dress up, sliding that big hand beneath the fabric. She whimpered in need as blunt fingertips brushed the sensitive skin of her inner thigh. A tease. The touch wasn’t hard enough or anywhere near where she needed it. But she daren’t move. Every time she did, he paused, drawing little circles with his fingertips on the insides of her thigh. When she stopped moving, he carried on again until he reached the lace edge of her panties.

      “Hot.” His fingertips traced over the lace and damp satin. “And naughty little kitten is already wet, isn’t she?”

      She tried to nod but stopped at the pressure of his hold. Her neck was beginning to hurt, but she wouldn’t have moved if a herd of wild horses had stampeded through the office. Not with where his hand was.

      “Yes, sir.”

      It seemed to be the right answer because he rumbled in approval and shoved her panties to the side. Thick, blunt-tipped fingers swept through her cream, sliding against the slick flesh until he found her clit. He circled and rubbed, driving her arousal higher and higher until the room was filled with her pants of need and desire.

      “What do you need, kitten?” he asked, sliding his grip down to the back of her neck. She sighed in relief and tilted her head back to its normal position, only to be captured by his gaze. “Do you want this?”

      He pulled her forward, claiming her lips. Not hard, not erotic, just learning the shape of her mouth. But as he did, he found the entrance to her body, teased it, circled it and dipped the tip of his finger just inside. She squirmed, parting her lips to try and entice him in at the same time she bore down on his hand. Just a little more something…a bit more sensation, that was all she needed, and she’d be there.

      “Oh no, you don’t.” Abruptly, he pulled back, leaving her high and dry, tottering on her heels as her body cried out for release.

      “Wh…” She blinked and snapped her jaw shut as he turned, lifting her with ease to put her down on the desk where he’d been sitting a moment before. His face hard, he shoved her dress up over her hips, parted her thighs, and before she realized what he was about, tore her panties right off her.

      “Hey! Those were my favorites!” she complained, not moving as he hooked the office chair with his foot, dragging it closer to drop down into.

      “I’ll buy you some more.” Hard hands on the insides of her thighs parted her further and she flushed deeply. She was naked from the waist down, only her holdup stockings and heels on her lower half. With him sitting in front of her, he had a front row seat, her pussy open and exposed for his perusal.

      “Perfect,” he muttered and leaned forward.

      He ate her pussy with the same intensity that he’d kissed her mouth. One long lick swept her from slit to clit, then he closed his mouth around her and sucked. A soft keening rose from her throat to fill the room as a hot wash of pleasure flooded her body. He didn’t let up, nipping and licking, then sucking until she thought she’d go insane.

      “That’s it, kitten,” he urged, a breath away from her throbbing and sensually abused clit. “Come for me. Come all over my tongue and I’ll fuck you so hard you’ll feel me for weeks.”

      She bit her lip, determined not to be that easy, but as soon as his tongue touched her clit again she shattered. Hard shards of pleasure cascaded through her, stealing her breath and taking control of her body. Strung out, she clutched the sides of the desk, bearing down on him to ride his face. More sensation, until it was too much. Her clit throbbed, pussy clenching as he growled and shoved his tongue deep, fucking her with it to collect every drop of her release.

      A cry in the back of her throat, she tried to pull away but he growled, standing and turning her over in a casual display of strength that took her breath away. A foot kicked her legs further apart, leaving her spread over the desk, her ass in the air. The sound of a buckle and a zipper sliding down came from behind her and she caught her breath.

      Heat and need filled her again, impossible given how hard she’d just come, but there. Hands flat on the desk in front of her, she arched her back and rocked her hips in invitation.

      “Oh yes, just like that,” he breathed, moving into position behind her.

      She caught her breath as the thick, broad head of his cock pressed against the entrance to her pussy. Her eyes widened. Fucking hell, he was huge…far bigger than she’d expected.

      “Shhh, you can take it.” His words were accompanied by continuous pressure. Holding her breath, she tried to relax and felt her body give, the soft tissues of her cunt wrapping around him as he pressed further in. He didn’t give her any let-up, no backward motion of his hips to ease himself into her. Just pushed and pushed until he’d buried the thick length of his cock deep in her needy body.

      “FUCK!” The barked snarl behind her was filled with heat. His cock pulsed in her tightly stretched pussy, the fit so snug she could feel the beat of his heart through the large veins on the underside.

      Then he started to move and her eyes crossed. The friction as he pulled back was exquisite, but nothing compared to the sensation as he thrust back in again. Harder and faster than his initial penetration. She’d come, so her juices slickened his shaft and made the ride easier each time he pumped into her until he’d set up a hard and fast motion.

      Feminine moans were joined by masculine groans in the air of the room, both punctuated by the rhythmic slam of the desk into the wall. He fucked her hard and fast, bent over with her ass in the air.

      And she loved every second of it.

      “You feel so good, kitten.” He leaned over then nipped her ear. “So tight and wet.”

      As he spoke, he snaked a hand around her hips and between her legs. His clever fingers found her clit, but this time there was no exploration. He found it and rubbed over the tiny bundle of nerves at the same pace he fucked her. “Are you going to be a good girl and come all over my cock?”

      She opened her mouth, feeling the rise of tension in her core. Her pussy clenched around him, absolute need rising up to overwhelm her. It wasn’t possible, she couldn’t…not this soon.

      But she was. The hard slam of his cock in her cunt and his fingers on her clit conspired and swept her over the edge before she could argue. She screamed his name, body shivering as it came apart and came hard over him.

      He growled, voice dark with heat and need, and pounded into her as she clamped around him. Each thrust was harder than the last, but not smooth. They were erratic and primal until, finally, he shoved into her one last time and stiffened. He roared, his cock jerking and pulsing within her as he bathed her inner walls with spurt after spurt of his hot seed.

      They stayed locked together for long minutes, the sound of their ragged breathing loud in the silence of the room before he leaned forward and placed a kiss on the back of her neck.

      “Excellent, kitten. Keep it up like that and you’ll soon have repaid me.”

      She nodded, resting her head against the cool wood of the desk.

      The trouble was, now that she’d had Logan Reese, she didn’t want to ever repay that debt.
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      “Chris and Niko want out of their contracts.”

      Zara Hunter sighed at her brother’s announcement and looked up to where Kylan was framed in the doorway. His expression mirrored her own frustration and he shrugged. “They say they won’t work for a woman. So they want out.”

      She bit back the retort that sprang to mind and rubbed between her eyes. In the male-dominated world of the paranormal fight clubs, the fact that she’d been running the club for years under her father’s name didn’t matter one iota. To them, the mere fact she was female meant she was incapable of running anything other than a kitchen. No matter what she had upstairs, all they cared about was that she didn’t have the required meat and two veg between her legs.

      Logan hadn’t minded she didn’t have a dick and balls. In fact, he’d more than liked that she didn’t.

      The thought popped into her head before she could stop it and she had to pause for a moment to get herself in order. Logan Reese, the King of the Ring, owned all the fight clubs in the city and ruled them with an iron fist. So when her father had run off with the last three months’ takings, leaving her and Ky to take the rap, she’d expected both of them to end up in a shallow grave somewhere outside the city limits.

      She hadn’t expected Logan to offer her a deal; pay off their debt… in his bed.

      She hadn’t expected to agree.

      But then, Logan was hot as fuck, and so far, a bed hadn’t been involved.

      Just the desk she sat at. He’d taken her on, and across, its surface. Erotic memories of a few nights ago assaulted her and she sucked in a breath as heat rolled through her system.

      Fuck… She had it bad. Dragging another breath into her lungs, she put the memories from her mind and focused on her brother.

      “Well, technically, they don’t work for a woman. Their contract is with the Scarlet Moon.” She indicated the room around them and, by extension, the club beyond. The club their family had run for years before Daddy Dearest had fucked off with his “secretary” and put the whole shooting match at risk. Good thing Logan had seen they’d had nothing to do with it…

      Ky’s set expression told her he wasn’t convinced. For fuck’s sake, common sense was so rare around here it should be classified as a super power. With another sigh, she levered herself up from the chair in front of the desk, abandoning her reports. “Get the men together. I see we’re going to need a dose of cold, hard logic.”

      Sweeping past him, she walked through the club proper, her heels soundless on the carpet. At least they didn’t stick anymore, not since she’d appropriated some of the takings to get the place cleaned up last month. The Grand they might not be, but at the very least their patrons didn’t need to wipe their feet on the way out rather than on the way in.

      She skirted around the cage in the center of the club and headed for the doors at the back of the room. On fight night, it was where the fighters made their entrance and led to the changing and training rooms in the basement. Now though, the banners were all down, and the walls were bare until the afternoon before fight night.

      She strode through the doors, forcing Ky to hurry to catch her up. She might not be a fully functional shifter, but she was stronger and faster than a normal human. Blood always showed somehow.

      Her heels rang out on the stairs as she headed down them. Within a minute she was walking through the training room, fighters pausing their training as she passed.

      “Gather round,” Ky bellowed, trailing in her wake as she headed for the ring against the wall at the end of the room.

      Her pace didn’t alter as she mounted the steps and turned to face them all. The Moon had a stable of fifteen fighters, and she had to admit, they weren’t the best. In fact, some were really scraping the bottom of the barrel. But they all had to start somewhere and at least, if they were good, the Moon got some revenue out of them before they were poached by one of the bigger clubs.

      “Good morning,” she started, her voice calm and level as she looked around the small gathering.

      Keep it together, she reminded herself, careful not to show any emotion. In a room of mixed shifters, all predators, showing fear or anything like it was a complete no-no. If they associated her with prey, she was done for. No, she had to be the alpha, up to and including dry humping the fuckers if she had to. Her gaze fell on Niko. He was a big-ass werebear, so she really hoped it didn’t come to that.

      “Rumors have reached my ears that some of you have decided you want out of your contracts.” Rather than pussyfooting around, she went straight for the jugular like the cat she should have been. The one Logan claimed to scent… “I’m here to tell you that no contracts will be renegotiated at this time.”

      There was muttering and shuffling of feet but she ignored it, looking each and every fighter in the eye. “The Scarlet Moon has always and will always be run by a member of the Hunter family; be that my father, my brother or me—”

      “Won’t fight for a woman.”

      The comment came from somewhere in the masses, so she couldn’t be sure who the speaker was. It didn’t matter. Whoever had spoken, she still needed to address it.

      “You don’t fight for a woman,” her voice sliced through the air, a whip of ice and steel. “And if you do, you’re in the wrong fucking game. You fight for yourself, your brothers and your club. And it’s the club, not me, that your contract is with, and by extension, the Shifter Fight League run by the king. Now, I don’t know about you, but the king is not a man I’d want to piss off.”
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        * * *

      

      Oh yes, Zara Hunter was glorious. Absolutely glorious.

      Shoulders resting against the wall and his face shadowed by his hoody, Logan Reese watched the petite woman control the room with ease.

      She might claim not to be a shifter, but she was all alpha female and it showed. Half the fighters in the room wouldn't meet her gaze and the other half were so deep in lust he could practically taste it rolling from their pores.

      His cat snarled as his temper rose, but he kept both in check. They could look and lust after her all they liked, but if any of them laid a hand on her, he’d take it clean off…and their balls for good measure.

      Zara Hunter was all his. End of story. She just didn’t know it yet.

      He altered his position as his body reacted to her voice and the sight of her curvy figure highlighted by the lights above the practice ring. The spotlights would have washed any other woman out, but with her dark hair and feline-lined eyes, they worshipped her instead. The harsh lights molded to her generous figure and caressed the length of her legs.

      He bit back a groan and readjusted himself. She had those “fuck me” heels on again. Thank god for baggy training pants or he’d be broadcasting his desire for the petite club manager to everyone.

      At the mention of his name, the crowd quietened down. Clever move to remind them that all clubs, and by extension all fighters, owed fealty to him. Without his permission, no shifter could fight. Of course, that permission was usually assumed and taken for granted…but he could withdraw it if he pleased. And a fighter without his permission was a one-way trip to a shallow grave out past the city limits.

      Eyes narrowed, he took note of the trouble makers as the crowd dispersed and went back to their training. He'd let her deal with it in her own way. For now.

      Zara made her way down the steps from the ring, and he pushed off the wall to approach. Her eyes flashed a warning as she clocked a fighter stalking toward her and then widened as she recognized him.

      “Logan? What are you doing here?” she asked as she hurried toward him. The tight skirt and the sway of her hips distracted him for a second before he focused on her face. Was that a hint of a smile there? Pleasure to see him?

      “I thought I’d drop in and see what your training facilities are like.”

      He swept a glance around the room, very much aware of her next to him. She was so small and delicate, soft and curvy, he felt like a brute next to her. And a pervert for the erotic thoughts rolling through his mind.
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