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"The bra too," he says. She nods and reaches an arm behind her to unhook her bra. It all but flies from her, proving his theory about her bra being too small to be accurate. Her nipples are pink and quickly perky in the cold air, just begging to be sucked.

"Hand me all your clothes please," he says, adding further humiliation as he waits for her to gather the rest of her clothes and give them to him. She bends down, offering the perfect view of her round ass and slightly wet pussy lips. Her fingers brush against his and she yanks her hand back as if he's burned her. She wraps an arm over her breasts and covers her shaved pussy with her free hand.

"I'm not hiding anything, you see," she says adamantly, her eyes still glistening, so pretty in her humiliation. He wants to parade her outside like this, naked and crying quietly. Maybe he'd let a couple of strangers finger her pussy after he's taken her virginity. His mouth waters at the thought.

He shakes his head and hands the clothes to Damon, who makes a big show out of patting down the material. He steps behind her and make sure she's not looking when he presses her panties to his nose and inhales deeply.

Carlos grins, understanding the impulse. He's certain that the young woman smells delicious.

Her eyes are glued to her feet and he takes the opportunity to study every inch of her, drinking in her creamy white skin, the soft curves of her full breasts, her flat stomach and tiny waist and rounds out with her full hips and ass. She looks so soft and so, so fuckable. He commends himself for his patience.

Time for the finale.

"I suppose you're not hiding anything in your clothes," he starts and watches as she breathes a sigh of relief. "Did you hide anything in your pussy?" he asks, clicking his tongue in disappointment.

"What?! No!" she gasps, her panicked gaze meeting his eyes at last. "Of course not!" she cries plaintively. She shakes her head, her soft curls spilling over her eyes.

"Do you want to go to jail, Tanya?" he asks finally, fingers on her chin to lift her face up and stare at him. He wants her to believe that he's really going to do it, that he's really going to hand her over to the authorities if she doesn't do exactly what he says. Her big blue eyes show nothing but panic and despair, and he almost gives up his plan altogether, the slight pull of his conscience telling him that there's a better way to court her.

Thankfully, it's just that. A fleeting thought. The image of her with her legs spread wide and his thick, black cock pounding into her pink pussy is enough to banish what little scruple he has, which really isn't much to begin with.

Her eyes glisten. "No," she whimpers, shaking her head lightly from side to side.

"I don't want you to go to jail either, but I have to make sure you didn't take anything that doesn't belong to you," he says rationally. "And you still have to be punished for stealing the cigarettes-"

"But I didn't-"

He hushes her. "We found it in your bag, Tanya. The same bag that's been with you for the entire weekend. You could've taken it out at any time, but you didn't. Maybe you want to get caught." She blinks a few times and shakes her head. "It doesn't matter. What matters is the this, Tanya. And you have the cigarettes in your bag, money's missing from the cash registry, and you don't want the police to be involved, right?"

He can feel her heartbeat quicken. Her breath rises and fall quickly. She nods.

"Which is it, Tanya? Do you want us to handle this here and then put the incident behind us completely, like it's never happened, or should we call the police?"

Her answer is barely above a whisper, more like a sigh, accepting her fate.

"What's that? I can't hear you," he's grinning now, unable to keep the glee from his voice. This is all unfolding so perfectly, and her reaction is even more exquisite than he could've ever imagined.

She swallows the lump in her throat and squeezes her eyes shut. "I want you."
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Chapter 1: ​​Or A Wolf
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Stupid.

What she's doing now is mind-numbingly, spectacularly idiotic. She knows it, but she can hardly call another day off without losing her job, and her job is the only reason why she hasn't been dragged, screaming and trashing, into an Omega centre.

Tanya pauses for breath and stares at the snow-coated cars surrounding her, praying that the cold Winter air is enough to hide her scent. She has doused herself in almost an entire bottle of Alpha cologne in a last-ditched attempt to hide her scent, but doesn't know if it's enough.

Another man bumps into her on the road and the contact of his bare arm against hers send a shiver down her spine. A faint feverish, sweet scent carries to her own nose and she knows it's not enough. She turns back around, thinking that it would be safer if she didn't go to work at all, but then stops. She needs the money. She won't be able to get her medication if she doesn't go. She sighs and turns back around.

Traffic is scarce thanks to the frigid weather and her high heels feel like lead shoes on her feet as she trudges through the thick snow that has materialized over the day while she wasn't paying attention. Who could blame her? She's in the middle of a crisis.

She knows she's only delaying the inevitable. Her palms are wet from nervous sweat despite the chilling wind and she hastily wipes them on her scarf. She's soaked that scarf in perfume that's capable of hiding the nectar-sweet scent from her sweat. She draws in a deep breath and considers, not for the first time, that she should hand herself in.

She is tired of hiding, of getting headaches from the suppressants. She's tired of having to work with the two insufferable idiots at her job in order to get paid just so she could afford the headache-inducing suppressants.

She knows it's just wistful thinking on her part. Her parents sacrificed their lives in order to ensure her freedom.

She shakes her head. It is too late for her to hand herself in to the authorities in any case. She has been on the run ever since she presented, getting black-market suppressants that allow her to keep her Omega-status from being found out. It is a new drug, one that found it's way into the market originally as a suppressant for Alpha's Ruts, but was later unintentionally found out to be able to hide an Omega's distinguishing scent. To any other shifter, she smells just like a Beta.

Right now, she smells both Beta and Alpha. The cologne gives the impression that she has just been with an Alpha. Any irregularities in her scent is easily dismissed by her animal. Her parents are tigers, apex predators. When they found out that she's an Omega, they were understandably heartbroken. She is their only child, and the only were-tiger for miles. The government has been trying to take her away ever since she was a baby. Her being an Omega child means that they have an even better excuse to steal her.

A lot of people back home knows that her family are were-tigers. They are immigrants, and low class, not really worth a second glance if not for the fact that weretigers are almost extinct. Werewolf hybrids are werewolves themselves, and with less and less weretigers around, it is not surprising that they are a dying breed.

When she was younger, she remembered being ashamed that her parents worked as janitors in her school on occasion. Her peers looked down on her for it, and they teased her mercilessly. As she grew older, her grades did not show much improvement. Everyone was so certain that she was going to continue their legacy once she grew old enough to work. In a way, they aren't wrong. Sometimes, she helps her parents after classes so they would be able to finish their work faster and return home.

Her peers stay away from her the same way they knew to stay away from trash. Parents warned their children about her. Weretigers bite werewolves, they say, conveniently forgetting that weretigers are almost at the verge of extinction because werewolves have been hunting them down like animals during the Great Hunt, where apex predators other than werewolves were exterminated like pests. People were convinced that predator shifters other than werewolves are violent, savage beasts, unable to keep their animals in control. The amount of misinformation that flooded the society was horrendous. Papers about how weretigers, werelions, werebears, and other predator shifters all grow up to be serial killers, rapists, thieves, and murderers were published on once reputable journals. Newspaper reported sightings of weretigers who banded together to murder and cannibalize helpless pups, werelions who rapes their young, and so on.

It is a miracle that her parents manage to survive at all. The laws that keep them safe now are put in place only recently, but the stigma of weretigers being savage, inferior shifters remain.

It is only a matter of time before they're be captured by the government and exiled. Children are taught not to be associated with them because their existence is fleeting, the same way children are taught not to be friendly with Omegas. They'll be taken away and you'll never see them again. It is a waste of time, socializing with the likes of her and her family.

But then, as she grew older, she starts being more beautiful, taking the best features from her parents. Her mother's blue eyes but brighter, her father's brown curls but softer. She was fourteen and has a complexion that made grown men weak in the knees by just looking at her. Her peers started to grow friendlier with her. She was suddenly invited to slumber parties and Alphas were suddenly paying attention to her, asking to help carry her books, offering to pay for her outings, and even bringing her little tokens and food.

She wasn't sure what to do with the attention, but appreciated the gifts. She brought the food back for their family, sells the token to help cover bills.

The teachers eyed her with distrust, suspecting something that they cannot confirm, not before she presents. She was fourteen and smells more desirable than any Beta in the school.

Her parents started looking for getting their hands on suppressants. She was their only child, the light of their lives. They won't give her up without a fight.

At night, they prayed that she would present as a Beta instead of an Omega, and all would be right in their world. Alas, things did not go as they had hoped...

...

Tanya is sixteen-years-old and cleaning the hallway when she is cornered by the devilishly handsome Alpha. He's the quarterback college student who had spent the past year there coaching younger students. She hasn't caught his name, but has been hearing hushed, excited whispers about him from her friends. He is, apparently, 'smoking hot' and 'a fucking stud in bed'. He is also one of the few Alphas who have not attempted to court her, perhaps due to the fact that they have quite a significant difference in age. She tries to convince herself that the tight feeling she feels in her chest every time he glances at her is contempt.

She hates how he looks at her with pity and hates how even before she's pretty, he's always been kind. He's never deliberately bumped into her, never stolen her pencils, never called her names, and never told her she's trash because she's tiger. She hates how her eyes are glued to his sculptured bare back every time he takes off his clothes in the field, even though she knows he is older and is probably busy dating everyone but her.

She hates the way he makes her breath catch at the mere sight of him and she hates that he's going to graduate before she does.

"Like what you see?" he asks when he catches her staring at him in the hallway in the midst of pretending to clean a window pane that is already shining. She's helping her mom and dad with their work today. The sooner they're finished, the faster they can go home. She drops the rag in the bucket and wipes her palms, suddenly painfully aware of how different they look, him in his smart new clothes and her in clothes that are torn in more than a few places and slightly too big on her slight body. The shirt hangs off her frame and her pants are sagging a little. She's used one of her father's ties to keep them from falling. They always buy clothes that are a little bigger. It's not as though they can afford to update her wardrobe every time she grows a little taller.

She is aware that he's staring at her and blushes a bright pink. She suddenly finds her shoes incredibly interesting. She wishes she had worn her newer pair. The ones she's wearing are torn at the sides and she can see her mixed-matched socks underneath the material.

"Shy little thing, aren't you?" he teases.

She shrugs and tries to will her blush to go away. "I'm not shy," she says even though she is.

He chuckles. "Sure you're not, kitten."

She flinches a little at how easily the nickname spills from his lips. "I'm a tiger, not a cat," she says defiantly, looking up from her feet to lock gazes with him. She has gotten a little better at socializing ever since more people has begun paying attention to her and wanting to spend time with her, but she's still painfully self-conscious.

His smirk widens, pleased by the eye contact. "Sure thing, kitten."

She hates how much better looking he is up close.

"See you around, kitten," he says, turning his back to her. She spies something peeking from his collar that she has been curious about for the past few weeks. She knows what it is.

On the spur of the moment, perhaps so that he wouldn't walk away from her so quickly, she says, "Won't you get in trouble for the tattoo?"

He whirls around, surprised and charmed all at once. "Do you want to see it?" he asks, as if glad that someone's noticed.

She swallows the lump in her throat. She flashes him a look from under her lashes, hot and heavy as she breathes out, "Yes."

He stalks towards her and takes her by the arm. Before she can change her mind, he's pulled them both into the janitor's closet. The heavy smell of disinfectant makes her scrunch her nose, and then, it's completely forgotten because he's taking his shirt off.

She is immediately mesmerized by the hard muscles on his back, sinewy and perfect, like sculptures she's seen in her textbooks. The muscles on his chest ripple as he pulls his shirt over his head, and then settles perfectly. Her heart is stuck at her throat. She has to force herself to focus on the tattoo because she feels so close to passing out. She knows he's going to be the most beautiful man she's ever going to see.

His tattoo is intricately done, lines and curves that are delicate but deliberate. The splash of orange and black that colors his skin is beautiful, complimenting his tanned skin.

"It's not finished," he admits with a smile that's almost shy when he puts his shirt back on. She congratulates herself for not whimpering as he covers the perfect nakedness of his torso with the shirt.

"What is it?" she asks, her curiosity peaked despite her embarrassment. He's close enough to scent. She blushes at the inappropriate thought. Scenting is what lovers do. They hardly know each other.

"Tiger," he says.

Her eyebrows arch all the way up her hairline in surprise. She echoes his answer back to him numbly. "Is this some sort of prank?" she asks, suddenly wary. It has been years since she's been bullied, but the wounds are still fresh. Children can be particularly cruel. She waits for the door to burst open and for the camera flashes. Maybe she's misjudged him.

"No," he says quickly. "My mother is- was a weretiger," he confides quietly and she sees the fresh pain in his eyes.

"I'm sorry," she says automatically, sensing from the dismay in his expression that the loss is fresh.

"My father is a Lord, and he's married to a werewolf. That's why I'm here instead of in some fancy boarding school for the disgustingly rich." Something clicks in her mind. Shifters tend to gravitate towards their own kind, and even though he's all wolf, half of him - the dormant half - is still tiger and it wants to connect.

But it's all too neat, too perfectly wrapped up. She frowns at him in disbelieve and can't help but lift her finger to his back, wanting to feel the tattoos on his back. "Can- can I?" she asks. She wants to know if they're real.

"Sure," he says and she's not sure if she imagines the tremor in his voice when he takes the hem of his shirt and tug upwards so she can feel for herself.

Her soft fingers touch his back lightly. She feels a tremble through his back where she's touching him. The colors are real, still raw and red at the edges. It requires special material to make ink that stays on a shifter's skin. Most of the time, they heal too quickly. "Why a tiger?" she asks, softly trailing her finger down the small of his back. He could've just gotten his mother's name tattooed on his back.  She hears his sharp inhale and pulls her hand away as if his skin is suddenly electrified. "Tigers are savages beasts, dangerous, and heartless," she recites quietly, remembering the words from the history textbooks. "They represent uncertainty and unpredictability. Lone creatures incapable of playing well with others," she bites the inside of her mouth. Some days, she hates that she's different.

It takes a moment for him to find his voice. "Tigers are primal, unpredictable, and fierce. They're raw emotions and power.  Lone creatures, but at the same time, capable of building packs. Such strength, such potency... I find them captivating." He looks at her as he says this, his expression so intense that it is all she can do to not look away.

Her eyes are glistening and she has to stop herself from preening at his high praises. Her animal loves what he's saying and wants to rub itself all over him. Gathering some semblance of control of her body, she breathes in deeply. "They're also hunted like prey," she points out. There is more than a little anger in her tone when she says this because it's true. Even now, even with the laws banning the outright slaughter of weretigers, their deaths are still seen as an inconvenience instead of an injustice.

He shrugs. "I can't apologize for what my ancestors did, only for my own actions. When I'm in charge, I won't let any shifter be discriminated against."

"When you're in charge?" she shakes her head. "You're very certain of yourself, aren't you?"

"Like a tiger," he grins.

"Or a wolf," she counters, bringing up his actual animal.

He tugs the shirt down. "Maybe you'll get a tattoo of your own, one day," he says.

She shakes her head. "A tattoo of a wolf? Free and power-hunger, taking everything they want without repercussions? Pack animals that take down those who're outnumbered?" She stops herself, certain that she's said too much already.

"Not all wolves are like that," he snarls.

"No one's talked to me unless a teacher forced them to my whole life. And now people are trying to be nice to me left and right cause I'm pretty?" she tries her best not to cry and seem weak in front of her crush, but it's inevitable. She bites the inside of her mouth to keep her from whining.

"I'm not talking to you cause I think you're pretty," he says.

Her bottom lip trembles. "You don't think I'm pretty?"

"No! I mean, of course you're pretty! You're gorgeous! I'm just- I just-" he combs his fingers through his hair in exasperation and exhales loudly. He looks suddenly apprehensive. "I've wanted to be friends with you ever since I started teaching the kids here and heard that you're a weretiger. You're just so... detached sometimes and I didn't know how to approach you."

"Okay," she says almost involuntarily. "You're talking to me now. What do you want to know?" she asks with more than a little bitterness. She almost liked it better when she thought he was talking to her because she's pretty.

"I really like you, Tanya."

The words escaped her mouth almost involuntarily. "Because I'm pretty?" She doesn't know why she's trying to make this so hard for the both of them. He likes me!  she thinks gleefully. Another part of her thinks, He knows nothing about me. She takes a constricted breath and listens to the more rational part of her, the part that's no fun at all. She says, "I should leave."

He grabs her by her arms and pins her against the door. "Don't," he says.

Desire clenches like a fist in her gut, as surprising and about as welcome as a sucker punch. "You can't tell me what to do just because you're an Alpha," she says.

"I'm not!" he looks so frustrated, like he's trying to say all the right things but they're all coming out wrong.

She continues to stare haughtily at him as he crushes her with the weight of his body. He's rock solid, muscles rippling as he grips her wrists and clasps them over her head. He hesitates, just for a moment, his eyes searching hers as if trying to find some sort of answer in them.

Then, he presses his lips to her mouth.

The kiss starts off soft, like a test, his tongue brushing against her lips, teasing and testing, waiting for her to push him away. Only, she doesn't. Her body trembles and she feels her surprise turn into something else entirely.

She moans and the sound seems to break something in him. He's suddenly crushing her with his weight, gripping both her wrists with one hand and using the other to grip her by her hip. His tongue spears into her parted lips, tasting her virginal desire and his hand wanders up her waist until he's cupping her breast.

Abruptly, she remembers that her bra no longer fits and she's forgone it in favor of a sports bra that morning. He pushes it out of the way and fists her soft breast.

She lets him take the lead, let herself be kissed to the point where her brain short circuits and she's incapable of a single thought.

All-too-soon, he's drawing back, lips kiss-swollen, eyes hooded, and breathing heavily. He fists his hand in her hair and tilts her head back so he can nip at her throat. His body presses her backwards until she's pressed against the wooden shelves. The wooden cabinets dig into her buttocks behind her, and in front, his hips ground against hers. He's rock hard, pressing urgently against her like she's his salvation.

His sucks the soft flesh of her neck, kissing a ring of bruises around her like a mark of possession. Urgent need flows through her body, and before she realizes what she's doing, she's wrapped her arms around his neck and is moaning loudly, the sound echoing in the tight space.

She's glad that she decided to stay back and help her parents with cleaning up, even gladder that there's rarely anyone in this section of the building after classes.
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