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Office affairs aren’t always messy and complicated. But they often are. In these four standalone stories, these women find that out the hard way as they fall in love – and in lust – with men in their office.

This bundle contains:

Rabbit Shifter

Mina is a capable, independent Rabbit shifter who has proven her worth over and over despite her timid-prey nature worth. She is one of Howl's best programmers. She has a good job that pays well and everything she wants in life.

Everything changes when Howl hires Derek, a predator shifter, a Werewolf. They promise her that he will stay away from her. They don't want a lawsuit on their hands, and putting a predator shifter in the presence of a prey shifter in a confined space is a sure way to get one.

Mina has never liked being told what to do, so naturally, she tries to get as close to him as possible. The man is an enigma, powerful and a highly-sought-after expert in his field, capable of working anywhere he wants. He has no business being in a small company such as theirs. She's sure he's hiding something and is here for nefarious reasons. So, she breaks into his office and finds out exactly what he's after only to find that the reason he's here is not at all what she expected. He's here for her.

And she's basically offered herself up on a silver platter to him.

She is in so much trouble.

Start Reading Here

Troubled Affairs

Verity is comfortable with her current job and had not requested the transfer to Shang Qi, a place that is well known for it's advanced technology, beautiful mountains, and sprawling Werewolf population. Acting as secretary to a neurotic, unhappily married woman does not appeal to her, no matter how her foreign-office chiefs assure her that it is worth the trouble. Unfortunately, she has little say in the matter.

The job turns out to be even more troublesome than she had feared and the biggest problem isn't Mrs. Addams, but the woman's attractive husband, an Alpha Werewolf whom she can't help but feel drawn to. It makes no sense to her that his own wife appears insistent on thwarting his plans and antagonizing him every moment they're together. To make matters worse, Mrs. Addams appears to be having an affair with another man, a Panther Shifter who makes his interest in Verity all too clear.

There's more than meet the eye to all the tangled relationships at her new office and Verity finds herself in the middle of all of them.

Start Reading Here

Werewolf Bells a Cat

John Kingsley did not intend to fall for his best friend's younger sister. She is only here for a short while, interning with his office while she waits for the semester to start anew.

John is an honorable man and a proud Alpha Werewolf. He knows better than to covet that which is meant for another and she is promised to another, a respectable Cat Shifter like herself, one of the purebloods. She will be married to someone like her.

But he wants her. And he's prepared to be underhanded to steal her and make her his own.

Start Reading Here

One-Night Stand

During a work trip with her dashing boss, Luna fulfils one of her darkest fantasies by sleeping with him. She has had a crush on the Werewolf for a long time, but everybody knows he isn't looking for a relationship. She thought, naively, that he would be different with her, but the only thing different about her is that he does not even remember her name the next time they see each other in the office.

Luna is a capable woman who has overcome countless adversities to get where she is. She can get over this- get over him, too.

It is, however, much more challenging to overcome the fact that their one night of passion had resulted in long term consequences.

"I can't get you pregnant, my ass," she sneers at the pregnancy tests scattered on her bathroom floor.

With nowhere else to turn, she decides to marry her best friend, only to have the same man who had rejected her so callously interrupt the wedding and steal her away.

She thought she loved him and this will be the happily ever after that she wanted all along, but she couldn't have been more wrong.

Start Reading Here
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Mina is a capable, independent Rabbit shifter who has proven her worth over and over despite her timid-prey nature worth. She is one of Howl's best programmers. She has a good job that pays well and everything she wants in life.

Everything changes when Howl hires Derek, a predator shifter, a Werewolf. They promise her that he will stay away from her. They don't want a lawsuit on their hands, and putting a predator shifter in the presence of a prey shifter in a confined space is a sure way to get one.

Mina has never liked being told what to do, so naturally, she tries to get as close to him as possible. The man is an enigma, powerful and a highly-sought-after expert in his field, capable of working anywhere he wants. He has no business being in a small company such as theirs. She's sure he's hiding something and is here for nefarious reasons. So, she breaks into his office and finds out exactly what he's after only to find that the reason he's here is not at all what she expected. He's here for her.

And she's basically offered herself up on a silver platter to him.

She is in so much trouble.

...
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Everyone tells her to stay away from the new guy at work. He's trouble, they say. He's aggressive and violent, used to getting his way and doesn't know the concept of getting in trouble because he's rich and powerful. He has a history of losing his temper and breaking things- hurting people. Rumor has it that he left his previous job because he had punched the CEO. Then again, the official records claim he left because of irreconcilable differences. Mina always thought that was only a term used for broken marriages.

The general consensus is that he's not a safe person for her to be around.

It's frustrating to be singled out like this, to be told specifically to stay away from someone as if she's a child who doesn't know any better and needs to be warned to steer clear of strangers. It's frustrating, really, to be reminded why she's being treated differently from everyone else.

And yet, she can't keep the bite from her voice when she asks, "Why hire him if he's such a liability?"

The answer is, of course, money.

He's really good at his job. Upper management says if they don't hire him, their competition would snatch him up in a heartbeat. They're paying a ridiculous amount of money for him and he's the best in his field. He has the Midas touch in that every company he's ever worked with has turned into multi-million dollar businesses and it's a miracle he had taken the job with them in the first place. She's sure that someone of his caliber has had offers from much bigger corporations, most of which are capable of paying even more than their modest company is able to.

Mina doesn't really know what kind of work he does, honestly. She sees his face in the news sometimes and she thinks he does something like greenlight projects and come up with ideas to make investors throw more money at the company that he's working at. She doesn't get involved with things like that.

She works together in a team of twenty programmers. They're a fairly moderate-sized company. There only used to be five of them, Finick, Tom, Johnson, Alek, and her. They met online and decided to start working together and before they knew it, they were creating games that were making more money than they knew what to do with. None of them have any business acumen whatsoever, so they agreed to be acquired by a company that is able to put their talents to good use. They've expanded impressively in the three years that they've worked there.

They aren't just five strangers from all over the state working together online, now.

They work in a big office, in an impressive, bustling city.

She hated it at first. It was a big change from being surrounded by her sprawling family in her hometown, where the most exciting that has happened to it was- well, it was her earning enough from one paycheck to build a playground for all the children and a basketball court for the school. She had also started a foundation for children, a small fund to encourage parents to send their children to school and not keep them at the farm all the time. She still sends money for the foundation, but it's not like she's the only person making money. Families with enough to spare donate to the cause as well. The money is scarce, but it helps keep food on the table during cold winter months. Her family still get gift baskets every once in a while addressed to her.

She's twenty-one and the youngest member of the company. She didn't think they would hire her if not for the fact that her team had stuck up for her and told them that if they didn't want her, they're going to their competition. They conveniently left out the fact that companies other than Howl's had already looked into acquiring them and changed  their minds when they saw Mina.

"You don't- it'll be easier if you didn't include me in the meetings," she told the men, who are all at least five years older than her and looked at her like she's the little sister they never had.

"Don't be fucking stupid. You're the best out of all of us," Tom said.

"We'd be screwed without you," added Finick.

"Yeah, we'd get fired within the week."

She doubts that, but it's good to be appreciated.

She can't blame the companies for not wanting to hire her. Some of them can't hire her.

Predator shifters are employed in cities and it's considered a Shifter's Rights Violation to hire a Prey shifter when you already have Predator shifters on payroll. There are ways around it, mainly if the company is small and the predator and prey shifter have agreed to work together, but big companies generally stick with hiring exclusively predator shifters to avoid the hassle altogether.

They don't really want to limit themselves to only being able to hire prey shifters by hiring them, not when prey shifters aren't known for leaving the safety of their homes, their quaint family businesses. She is an outlier, an anomaly. She had dared to be different and she was sure that she's being punished for it. Except the money is really, really spectacular. They continue making games and they're not 'indie' any more. They have the budget and manpower, the experience to come up with more complicated games, lore and game mechanics that would have taken their small team years to complete takes them half the time, a quarter, and then even less when the company is able to expand and hire more and more people.

She's the best programmer they have, innovative and a little bit of a perfectionist. She would spend nights in the office sometimes, so involved in her coding work that she would forget to eat and her colleagues would leave her food on the table.

The HR department isn't one that Mina is familiar with, though.

She's never gotten in trouble with anyone before. She's quiet, even now, preferring to keep to herself and get the job done.

"Mina doesn't have to agree to anything," Finick insists.

"What don't I have to agree to?" she asks, corner of her lips curling up slightly, amused but confused.

"Hiring Derek," Alek states. He has his laptop with him and is busy typing away. Sometimes, she wonders if he's even more of a workaholic than herself, but Alek never stays past working hours (not that he has to) and is normally late for work. She thinks he might be working on a side-project that he isn't telling anybody else about, but she tries not to pry.

"What's wrong with Derek?" she asks, certain that she's missing something, but no one is telling her what she needs to know. She has heard from the grapevine about him, but his work and hers are worlds apart. She doesn't think there's going to be any sort of problem with hiring the man, questionable temper aside. "I don't see what the problem is," she says, standing mulishly despite repeated requests to sit down and make herself comfortable. None of her friends are sitting down and she knows that they're only here for her. She doesn't want to waste time making herself comfortable, not when Karen from HR is wasting all their time reassuring her that her job is secure and there's nothing to worry about with their new hire.

"There's nothing wrong with Derek," Karen insists.

"Then I don't see why I need to be here," she continues.

"You need to sign these," Karen pushes a thick pile of paper towards her.

She starts towards the paper, squinting a little at the tiny font. Do they do this on purpose? Print all these clauses in the most eye-straining font possible and hope that nobody has the time or patience to read them.

"She doesn't need to sign anything," Finick continues  to be outraged for her sake. She just wish that she understood where he's channeling that anger from and if she needs a bit of that for herself.

"Why-" she stops asking when she reads the papers in front of her. Her mouth opens and closes, and opens again. "Ah," she exhales, if only to make sure that the ringing she's hearing is actually external. It's not. That must be her panicking internally. Well, as long as she still looks presentable externally, the situation can still be salvaged. There isn't another shifter in the room with her, so they won't be able to smell her panic. She clears her throat and murmurs a soft, "I see."

She does see. They can't fire her because she's an asset to the company. She'll be stupid to quit. The money is too good and it's not like she has anywhere else to go. The company knows that. It's still kind of a shitty thing to do, though.

"Does he know I work here?" she asks and immediately feels stupid for asking. Of course he knows. The acquisition was big news and they have her face on magazines quite often. Not many big companies have prey hires and they like to brag about inclusivity by plastering her face all over any major events even though they weren't big before the guys and her joined.

"It's the ears," Tom's wife said to her. "Men dig it." Tom gets a little upset with Louisa when she says things like that to Mina. "Just because you guys don't tell her, doesn't mean it doesn't happen," Louisa says and tells her not to trust men who looks at her lecherously, who tries to be too friendly too quickly and touches her inappropriately. Louisa teaches her where to kick them to make them hurt most and arms her with pepper spray and a taser that she tells her to hide from Tom, who abhors violence of any sort. She signed them up for defense classes and drives her to all the lessons.

She wonders if she would need to use any of those lessons now.

"Yes," Karen reassures them. "He promises that it wouldn't be an issue. He will be working on a different floor, so there should not be much interaction between the two of you." She continues to quote lines from a paper in front of her that has it all in writing and the man's signature at the bottom of the paper. He has a very nice John Hancock, all cursive and fancy and bold, inked like it was done with one of those fancy fountain pens that Tom had bought with the first paycheck they had gotten. The font and terminologies make her eyes water, but she hands the paper to her friends and they skim through it together.

The law that she had read about prior to joining the company had been overturned. They no longer have to jump through quite so many hoops to hire both predator and prey shifters in the same company, though it's still expected for both parties to be in agreement.

Howl will be one of the first company to make use of this new initiative to allow prey and predator shifters to work together.

Though Karen is right. She spends most of her time with her friends behind large screens and she hardly leaves the office. Their paths don't have a reason to cross, except for extenuating circumstances.

"You will be introduced when he starts working here," she says, citing one of those extenuating circumstances. "But seeing as your job scopes and responsibilities are so different in the company, there really is very little reason for either of you to meet beyond that."

"What if he does anything?" Johnson demands, ever the pessimist.

"No one's going to do anything," Karen reassures them. "He's agreed to stay away from you," she says, her expression and her tone softening when she finally looks up at Mina.

Mina's hands are stuffed inside her hoodie's front pocket, so none of them can see that she's trembling a little already. Still, the thought of them sitting the man down and telling him specifically to stay away from her doesn't feel right. Feels like bullying, honestly. What if she's the one who's going to be making a fuss and get in his way? Did they ever think of that? "I don't need coddling," she says, if only so that she doesn't look like an utter coward.

"Even so," Karen says, and Mina waits for her to continue explaining her self, but she stops there and looks back down on the papers. She pushes the relevant pages to her, where she's supposed to sign on the dotted lines.

The guys sounds like they're riling up for an argument, but she is already bent over the desk and putting her own signature next to the Werewolf that she's supposed to be working with.

Working in the same company with, her brain clarifies helpfully, but that doesn't make here feel any more relieved. It's not that Predator and Prey shifters can't work together, it's just a little cruel to expect them to. It's like putting a rat in a locked room with a starving cat and telling the cat to play nice.

She flips the page and keeps signing.
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Chapter Two
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"Are you sure you want to be here for this?" Finick asks quietly.

She can't hardly hear him over the headphones she still has around her neck, but he had asked her the same question at least five times now, so she repeats the answer she'd been giving him all morning. "Yes, I'm fine."

"Are you sure? You look kind of pal-"

"I said I'm fine!"

His concern is unnecessary. She knows the guys feel a kind of responsibility towards her since they brought her into the company and convinced her to uproot her life and come work with them. Honestly, she would have been happy to get her share of the buyout and continued working remotely. She doesn't mind small projects and reduced pay, but they were adamant that she come into the city and work with them, greener pastures, faster cpu and processors. It's more the latter that prompted her to make the move in the end. Faster computers means more work gets done, which means more money, which means she can help more people back home.

She had done a little bit of research after signing all the papers promising not to sue if anything were to happen.

Derek Santouria is thirty-six-years-old and something of a celebrity. He is a tech tycoon and an avid gamer himself. He is responsible for several best-selling blockbuster games and movies and has a hand in a lot of different ventures. The man is really good at making a lot of money.

He is also very good at making enemies. For every success story she reads about him, there is an accompanying tabloid piece calling him a terrible person who cares for nothing but himself and making a profit. There are reports of him being charged  in court and going to jail and news articles about him betraying his colleagues, selling classified information to advance his career... There's even a few bold claims that he's killed his competition in order to get to where he is at now.

There are so many conflicting reports of him that she doesn't know who to believe.

Staying away from him sounds like a fine plan, though, and she shouldn't lash out at Finick just because he's being overbearing.

"I'm sorry," she sighs. She knows Finick and the others are just trying to look out for her, but it feels a little bit disingenuous at times because she knows they don't really understand the whole Shifter thing. To be fair, there isn't much information readily available for non-shifter-kind. Everything is sort of hush-hush, need-to-know, basis. It's only recently that Predator and Prey shifters have started integrating into the non-shifter parts of the world and things are changing, albeit slowly.

Maybe it won't be as bad as everyone dreads. After all, they've come a long way from home and it's only people like her, shifters who are a little bit different, who can make it big out here. Maybe he isn't much of a Werewolf at all. She's heard of those. Some of them can't even shift into their full form. And then there are shifters like her, with her rabbit ears and panicking little heart that's already trying to beat it's way out of her ribcage. He's not even in the building yet.

Or maybe he is and is just taking his sweet time to get up to their floor. It's almost noon.

He wasn't there when she arrived, though. She would have smelled him from the vents, or something along the hallway. The reception desk too, probably, if he had to sign in there. Maybe there's a different entrance for higher ups? She chews the inside of her cheek. That hardly seems fair.

Geez. She hasn't even met the man and already, she's judging him for things that are entirely out of his control.

She'll be cool. Slouch in her hoodie and listen to man introduce himself like a proper contributing member of the company and then they can put this all behind them and pretend that everything's fine. Because it is. Fine. Everything's fine.

The door opens and a large man steps into the meeting room with more grace than someone of his size should rightfully have. She should have prepared herself - mentally - for his size. Werewolves, after all, all tend to be rather bulky. She's just used to seeing them from further way.

Derek moves towards the desk and it becomes increasing obvious to her that no one has any right to be that big. It's inconsiderate. He'll probably break chairs from his sheer bulk and all those rippling muscles, and he's taking up way, way too much space.

By the time he's stopped moving she can feel something fluttering in her core. It's not fear. She tells herself in a wavering inner voice. He's just really big. Anyone would be intimidated.

He is wearing a suit, which is just ridiculous. Didn't anyone tell him that the dress code here is casual? He shouldn't be wearing such formal attire. It's making the rest of them look bad. He opens his mouth and-

Oh.

His voice.

"Thank you for having me in your team," he says in that deep tone that makes her heart hammer madly against her chest.

This is fine. She's fine.





	
[image: image]


	 
	
[image: image]









[image: image]



Chapter Three
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It's been a month since the introductions were made in the office and things are perfectly fine.

HR is right. Their work responsibilities are so different that she shouldn't have worried about crossing paths with him. In fact, in the entire four weeks of them being in the same building, she hasn't seen the man once. He's like a ghost to her. Sometimes, she would go into the elevator after he's gone and catch a whiff of his scent. She catches his scent in the cafeteria and occasionally at the reception desk, but he doesn't linger long enough for his scent to stick to anything permanent and she never actually sees the man. She's never realized how huge their office is and how many other companies they've shared it with. She's never really thought of it, really. Until now, that is.

Not that she's disappointed or anything. It's just- He didn't even look at her during the introduction.

It doesn't matter that he's here, though. As long as they got their work done.

She still isn't sure what it is that he does. She knows he gets his own office, which is really unfair considering they've been here for years and haven't gotten private offices. Not that they need it. Open spaces are more conductive work environments for employees like her who has to work in a team. The open space means they can just yell out instructions and ideas to each other.

It's just-

She had imagined running into him at the reception desk in the morning, or being stuck with him in the elevator where she would have to drink in that distinctive and dizzying Werewolf scent, musk and pine and freshly dug earth. It would just be the two of them and he'll talk to her in that ridiculously deep voice and he's so tall that she would have to crane her neck up to look at him and...

"I'm going to go grab some air," she says abruptly to no one in particular and dashes past the programmers all lost doing their own thing towards the elevator.

She doesn't really have a destination in mind when she got in there, honestly, but her hand must have grown a mind of it's own because she's pressing the button to the sixtieth where she knows his office would be at. It asked, oddly enough, for the security code and she types that in without thinking too. She only knows the code because she's- well, she doesn't have a good reason for that other than the fact that she's nosy and sometimes she gets bored with typing line after line of code. She entertains herself by snooping around the company's internal emails to see what everyone else is up to. Jenny from accounting is sleeping with Killian up at Marketing and they sneak up to the rooftop sometimes. Thomas down at the reception desk sometimes sneaks in his own orders when upper management sends him out to collect lunch for them.

She knows the code to his office because she's been reading his email exchanges with the others in the company. It's not weird. She's just being careful.

She also wishes that he wasn't so careful, though.

If they could have a proper conversation, maybe they can actually be friendly with one another. And the forms making sure that he doesn't get in her way is kind of demeaning. She wants to clear the  air and tell him that she's not afraid of him, so he doesn't have to avoid her.

That is, if he's avoiding her, which she thinks he is because Finick, Johnson, and the rest of the team all seem to have managed to form some sort of opinion of the man despite the fact that they don't have any more reason to spend time with him than she does.

All in all, she has a lot of things she wants to say to him and she can't voice any of them to the man in question because there's no reason for them to talk to each other.

Her solution?

She's going to go to his office and talk to him there.

Mina frowns at the empty seat where his personal assistant should be. It's better that there's nobody here. Less chance of her getting turned away. A part of the (the reasonable little voice in her head) wishes there was someone there to stop her from making what could be a terrible mistake. She knocks on the door.

No response.

She knocks louder to absolute silence.

It's fine. She knows the combination to his door too. She types the code into the panel and it beeps green. The door pushes ajar automatically and she can't help the small smile that has found it's way to her lips at the ease at which her plan is coming together.

Good thing everyone here is so obsessed with technology, getting everything automated, and then recording all of their passwords online.

It's only when she steps into his office that she realizes the flaw in her plan. There's a real risk that he could return unexpectedly while she's still inside and it would lead to an awkward line of questioning with no hope of escape. The thought makes her mouth feel dry and sticky. She's never been good with confrontations and has never really gotten in trouble with anyone- anywhere before.

The office is saturated with his scent, thick and heavy.

Perfect, a little voice in her head whispers. She tells it to hush and looks around the office.

The man has been here an entire month and he hasn't personalized his office at all. If not for his scent clinging to office chair and desk, she would have thought the office was unused. There are no photos, no framed degrees on the wall, no magazine covers with his stupid handsome face on it, not so much as a knick-knack on the glass desk that revealed an iota of the owner's personality. It's completely devoid of character.

Maybe he's just a really boring person.

The office itself is fancy, yes, large enough to have maybe four, six of their programmers with all their stuff in here with space to spare. He has one of those standard computers that can't really do much beyond open spreadsheets and respond to emails, a clean trashcan, and a few more pens than anybody needs. Fountain. She knew it.

The chair looks really expensive and huge. She moves towards it without thinking, settles into it, and is immediately impressed by the thick, buttery leather. Her feet doesn't even touch the ground.

She feels powerful sitting in it, and briefly indulges herself in the fantasy that this is her office, that her job is impressive enough to merit a coded door. She would buy a plant for the corner, something huge and green and a flower plant on the other corner. Or maybe she should just get two of the same plants so that it would match? Johnson's wife took up quilting last year. She would hang one of her gifts on the empty wall. The computer needs to be upgraded to one of her units so she can get work done. The fountain pens can stay. She likes them.

She leans forward and grabs one. It's far too large for her hand, but she likes the weight of it. The first drag of the tip across the paper is intoxicatingly smooth. Oh. She gets why he has so many now and why he signs with them. If she had pens like this, she would do all sorts of calligraphy with them. Not nice calligraphy. She has atrocious handwriting, but she bets everything would look like art if she uses these fountain pens.

The faint sound of people outside of the office makes her look up, ears perking up to discern the voices of the people she's hearing.

Derek's talking to his personal assistant about getting him the accounts for the different departments for the past six months and updates on-

Wait. What was she supposed to be doing in here again?

She's not.

Mina has made a terrible, terrible mistake. She stands and looks around in panic. Maybe she could climb out the window? She scrambles off the office chair that really doesn't have a right to be this high and immediately loses her footing and faceplants on the floor.

Which is of course, how he finds her.

She is so ashamed.

She sees his shoes from where she's laying shamefully on the floor and she scrambles up to make herself presentable. She looks up and up and up, lamenting his height and her lack thereof.

"Hello," he greets, looking almost amused at her as she tries to maker herself presentable.

"Um. Yes, hello," she says, combing her hair back. Her ears are folded back in embarrassment and she tries to make herself puff up a little so she doesn't look so timid and out of place, like she's caught being somewhere she has absolutely no right to be in, but her palms are clammy and her mouth completely dry and she has other things to worry about, like how she's supposed to explain her presence in his office.

"What're you doing here?" he asks, which is what she was afraid of, because she has no reason to be in here.

"I was looking for something," she says and then immediately regrets it because his next question, obviously is:

"What are you looking for?"

"The computer," she waves at it vaguely and flushes at the look of disbelief that he gives her. "I'm um... IT? I'm here to get it- your computer upgraded." Yes, that sounds convincing, right? She's totally got this.

He arches a perfectly trimmed brow and says, "I wasn't aware that the programming department also did troubleshooting."

"Sometimes," she lies, grateful that her voice remains steady despite the hammering of her heart against her ribcage. His eyes leave her face and he begins to examine the rest of her, as if taking inventory. He focuses a long time on her ears, which only makes her fold them back more.

"I see," he hums. "And did you find what you were looking for?" he asks.

He really does have a really nice voice. She also can't help but notice that he's really strikingly handsome.

The same strikingly handsome face is staring at her expectantly now, waiting for... something.

Oh wait. He asked her something, didn't he? What was the question?

"Uh- Yes, I did." She swallows because her mouth has gone dry again. She bites her lip, hoping it's the right answer to whatever his question was. Then, she realizes that he's still staring at her and the silence is stretching a little too thin, but she can't find a way to break it. If she thought his office smelled good, smelling him in person is even better.

"You know, they made me promise to stay away from you," he says, moving towards his desk.

She nods numbly. Oh, right. She wanted to talk to him about that, but she can't seem to form the words to articulate the mess of thoughts going through her brain at the moment. "They made me sign the forms too," she finds herself saying. "I found it kind of crude," she murmurs.

There's nobody else outside of his door, which means he must have sent his personal assistant away on an errand before he came in here.

"We uh- we should talk about that," she says and circles around him until she's at the door. She is tempted to apologize for snooping and back out. Then, she remembers why she's here and powers through. She closes the door behind her and leans back against it, palms flat on the smooth wood. "I'm here to talk to you about that," she tries again, hoping that by repeating herself, she would remember the specifics of what she's here to discuss with him.

He stares at her, eyes wide. "We shouldn't be in the same room together," he says. There's a hint of alarm under the steel in his tone. "And you shouldn't have closed the door."

She frowns. They're going to have a conversation and closing the door seems like the natural thing to do. "Why?"

"Because," he growls, exasperated.

She watches in confusion as he squeezes his eyes shut for a handful of seconds. When he opens them again, his expression has hardened. She wonders if she's made a mistake, closing herself in the same room at him in spite of the nature of their animals. "It's fine," she says out loud the mantra she's been repeating to herself for the past month.

"Suit yourself," he grumbles.

She nods and takes a deep breath. His scent is still overwhelmingly powerful in the small office and it's beginning to mix with hers, which makes something throb sweetly somewhere deep in her abdomen and- maybe she should have left the door open a little.

"What did you want to talk to me about, then?" he asks. He is sitting very still behind his desk and looking like he would much rather be anywhere but here, which is unfair, really. She hasn't said a thing to him. "I assume you didn't really come here to fix my computer?"

"Why? It's a new computer. There shouldn't be anything wrong with it. Did you do anything?" she narrows her eyes at the computer in front of him. It's one of the standard units that's given to all the higher ups. A little bit better than the ones downstairs, maybe, but it's new enough that it shouldn't be giving him any trouble.

She moves behind the desk without thinking and wiggles the mouse to get it out of sleep mode. The computer asks for his password and she types that in deftly so she can get to the start menu.

"What's wrong with it?" she asks. "Is it slow? It seems to be doing fine. Ah, wait. Never mind. I see what the problem is. They gave you an antique and dressed it up pretty so it wouldn't look old. That's sneaky," she grins, wondering who down at IT had equipped himself with a new unit and gave him his old computer. "They probably thought you wouldn't notice," she tells him in a low tone and wonders how many times they've done this, switched out computer hardware components to unassuming colleagues.

"Mina."

"I can probably make it run faster once I get rid of all the bloatware. They didn't even bother formatting this before giving it to you," she rolls her eyes. "They've even got all their games in it still. No wonders it's slow. It's such an easy thing to uninstall everything too. They've gotten sloppy. You should ask them about it, scare them a little."

"Mina."

She hums distractedly at the sound of her name, but is too busy clicking away on his computer to pay attention to him. At least until she feels his nose in her hair, breathing in her scent.

"Mina," his voice is a low growl that makes her whole body shudder and it takes a moment to realize the reason her body is shuddering is because she's pressed so closely to him. Or he's pressed so close to her?

"Oh, I'm sorry," she says, pulling away quickly, but his hand grabs onto her wrist to keep her from escaping and she's suddenly looking up at his face and he's so close.

"Don't be," he growls and she doesn't understand what he's saying at first.

She is still thinking about it when his lips are suddenly against her own and he's lifted her up into his lap, pulling her in until she's suddenly straddling him on the too-big chair and her hands are still trapped in his much stronger fingers and he's holding onto her so tightly and kissing her and they're so close that it's hard for her to remember why this is a terrible idea.

He groans, or maybe she does, and he must be able to smell how aroused she's gotten from just the feeling of his lips against her, or maybe it's all of him pressed so close to hers, because he lifts his hips up slightly and-

Oh, he's so hard for her already and she doesn't know what to do with that information other than to part her lips and moan and now he's kissing into her mouth, licking and tasting all of her before she even has the chance to draw another breath. He's everywhere at once, seeping through her skin and soaking her brain and-

"That's it," he growls. "Nice and sweet and perfect for me, little bunny."

His hands are on her hips now and he circles them around until he's cupping her ass. He makes a strangled noise that muffles her own when he finds her tail, normally hidden in the too-large hoodies that she's so keen on wearing all the time.

"Going to take you right here," he says, rolling her hips down, teaching her how to undulate them against the bulge that appears to be growing bigger and thicker with each passing second and he's kissing down her neck now, tugging her hoodie to the side so he can suck the pulse at her neck.

"Oh, but you- ah- you shouldn't- maybe-"

He shuts her up with another kiss and her body feels like it's on fire. It's not even that she's never been kissed before, which is true too because she hasn't been kissed before, but she's not sure if it's supposed to feel like this. It's crazy. They're barely breathing now. "Kept smelling you all over the fucking place," he growls, biting her lower lip before putting his attention elsewhere, his hands still gripping her ass hard, pushing her down and up, and then the tip of his erection touches just the  right spot between her legs and for a second, she thinks that she's going to come just like this but the practical part of her brain is still telling her that this is a horrible idea and they really should be stopping-

"Derek- We- we shouldn't," she tries again. She doesn't know the man and she's fairly sure she's here to talk about how working with him isn't going to be a problem because they're both stronger than their biology, than their animal nature.

He's not listening to her, not even close, too busy smelling her and licking her, biting every inch of skin he can reach, which isn't much because the hoodie is pretty thick and she's always been rather shy, so when he growls and tugs the hem of her hoodie and yanks it up her head, she's completely unprepared for her sudden state of undress. In his rush to take off her hoodie, he had managed to strip her of her shirt as well, leaving her in only her bra, and the sight of her makes him growl low in his throat, an animal sound that makes her freeze up, the rabbit part of her wanting nothing more than to run. Most of her - the part that's winning - demands that she stay right here and let him do exactly what he's been doing with her because it felt really good and maybe that part of her knew this was going to happen when she barged into his office uninvited and made herself at home.

She plants her hands on his shoulders and doesn't allow herself to be distracted by the rippling muscles she feels underneath the palms of her hands. He's really made of muscle everywhere. It's unfair. How much time does he spend at the gym? Does he workout at all, or do the muscles come just from him being a Werewolf?

"You have no idea how- how distracting your scent is-" he closes his mouths over her neck once more, hands curling around the back of her head to curl into her rabbit ears and tug them back, forcing her to expose more of her neck to him. "Here," he growls, biting lightly, like he's trying to have a taste of her. "So potent. So good- Yes, just like that." His free hand is still tugging her tail lightly, coaxing her to lean her weight down on him, to rub against his cock just so.

"No, no, stop- you can't-" she whimpers, though her heart isn't really in it. "We shouldn't- they said we shouldn't even be talking," she starts to sound a little hysterical because here's a stranger touching her, taking off her clothes and licking all over her and the only thing she can think of is how much she loves it and as much as she wants him to keep going, she recognizes that this is not completely sane behavior on either of their parts. She has never done something like this before and she doubts he's the kind of man to ravage strangers who waltz uninvited into his office. There would have been so many lawsuits. "We're going to get in so much trouble," she murmurs finally, wriggling her upper body as much as she could to try and dislodge him- herself from him, but it only seem to make him grow harder to her, his hands squeezing her ass, mouth greedily kissing down her neck.

He breaks off from her neck with a wet smacking sound and he blinks as he looks at her face. She regrets to much being the voice of reason when he starts to nod and says, "You're right. Of course. We shouldn't- I shouldn't," he runs a trembling hand through his hand and she hates that he's no longer holding her so tightly, immediately missing the feel of his palm on her ass when he releases his other hand from her.

She is free, but frozen for several seconds before she manages to get her brain to recognize that she's no longer being held in his lap and therefore has no reason whatsoever to remain in it. She scrambles off as quickly as she is able, blushing as she struggles to tug her shirt out from her hoodie and yank it over her head. Her hands are still shaking after she gets her hoodie on and she quickly stuffs them in the pocket of her hoodie.

This is the closest to sex she has ever gotten with anybody. Sure, she's kissed before and the boys that she dated in college were very handsy, but she's never let any of them get close enough to do this to her before. She's never really been that interested in sex, never gotten so riled up that she thought her heart was going to beat through her chest or so breathless from her lungs forgetting how to breathe and her having to manually tell herself to inhale and exhale.

She is still standing by his chair, unsure of where to go from here.

He reaches for her, and for a moment, she thinks that he's going to draw her to him again. She tells herself she's not going to stop him a second time. She's going to bare her neck and let him do whatever he wants with her- to her. The whole building could find out and she wouldn't care. It's fine. Serves them right for trying to pretend that they know better and trying to keep them apart. They're lucky she's not one of those more curious shifters. They would have gone to Derek much earlier.

He seems to think better of touching her at the last second and curls his fingers into a tight fist before pulling his hand back.

"I'm sorry," he says, not meeting her eyes and sounding like he means the apology, which makes things worse, somehow.

"I'm not," she says, puffing her chest up a little. She's breathing hard and she knows she must be quite the sight, cheeks red and pupils dilated, her lips kiss-bitten red and red bruises blossoming on her neck.

He doesn't look up at her when she says this. In fact, he isn't looking at her at all and she hates that even more. "I shouldn't have done that," he says.

Something sharp and painful hits her in her chest. It's an imaginary pain, she knows, but she grimaces anyways. "Why did you do it, then?" she demands, and then following that, "why have you been avoiding me?"

She does look up at her then, his eyes wide and earnest, like he can't quite believe she exists. She struggles to meet his gaze. It's so intense, like he's staring straight into her soul. "I- I assumed it's something you would have wanted," he says. "I was- I was told-" he sounds so unsure of himself, which is unlike everything she's heard about him.

Everyone has been singing praises about what a capable, articulate, and compelling man he is, what a great addition he is to their company. He isn't so self-assured now, stumbling over his words and licking his lips as he struggles to find the right things to say. "What were you told?" she hums.

"I was warned that you would be afraid of me," he says. "I didn't want to impose."

"You wouldn't be imposing," she says. "I wanted- I wanted to talk to you."

"Yeah?" he sounds so pleased about it. "I wanted to talk to you too," he says. "I um- I knew about you before I joined the company. I wanted to get to know you, but I didn't know how. I hope that doesn't come off as being too... too much."

"That's a little intense," she confesses. She doesn't know what she's supposed to do with this information. It's a little odd, a little bit worrying, if she thinks too much about it, honestly. She files it away for later, which is to say that she's very likely to not think about it at all.

"I'm sorry," he hums low. "I would rather there be no secrets between us," he murmurs and reaches out for her again.

She meets him in the middle this time, extending her hand out so he can curl his much larger fingers around hers. He tugs her closer and the silence is so intense that she feels like she needs to fill it with something, so she says, "I really like your scent." It's not what she intended to say at all. Stupid. Stupid.

"I really like your scent too," he says.

Emboldened by his declaration, she continues, "I don't like that they told us to stay away from one another like they know what's best for us. They don't know anything about us."

He huffs out a laugh and pulls her in until she's standing between his parted legs. "I almost didn't sign the forms when they presented it to me, but my lawyers have assured me that they can't really do anything to enforce it."

She likes that. "Can we spend more time together? I'd like to know..." Would it be weird for her to want to know everything there is to know about him? "Umm... you? I'd like to know you," she says, fidgeting with a loose strand on the inside of her hoodie. That sounds marginally better.

"I'd like that very much," he says and she beams at him, pleased that he doesn't find her peculiar or silly.

"Okay," she says and blushes when she realizes his face is getting closer and closer to hers. She is glad her hands are interlinked in the pocket of her hoodie. She wouldn't have known what to do with her fingers otherwise.

He pulls away before their lips could meet and she wonders if she's misread him. She knows she hasn't had much experience with this kind of situations, but she was ninety-percent certain that he was going to kiss her and then for him to put his hands on her shoulders and push her away abruptly is a very unexpected and jarring thing for her. "Maybe we should- we should take it slow for now," he suggests, which is the stupidest thing she's ever heard in her life, but he's looking at her so earnestly that she can only nod numbly at him.

Patience is probably a good thing.

Probably.
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She sees him a little more after that, less from the corner of her eyes like some sort of ghost haunting the offices and more in the shared space in the building. The only place that she has never caught him in is the recreation room where they would sometimes use during the evenings to drink and mess around with the game consoles, or maybe get a catnap or two. She wonders if such places are beneath him. Upper management never uses the rec room. Then again, she's noticed that the programming department uses the room most of all and they're often rather rambunctious about it. They sometimes use the consoles here to test out their games.

They're working on getting rid of all the bugs of a new game that's supposed to be released in a month and nobody's getting enough rest, least of all her.

She wishes she had clarified what he meant by taking things slowly. She's fairly sure he didn't mean that they wouldn't be spending any time together. She quite enjoy spending time with him even though they spent most of the time with their hands on each other, touching everywhere at once. It's really very inappropriate, come to think about it.

She supposes it makes sense for him to say that they should be taking things slowly.

She wishes she had gotten his number, but work is busy enough that she doesn't really have much time to think about anything other than the game they're trying to perfect.

It's not that she is trying to work harder than everyone, it's just that they all have a life to go back to. Her friends, the ones who had convinced her to work in the company, all have families nearby. Finick is the only one who's remained unattached, but that's by his own will. He's a good-looking man and is very charming, but he isn't willing to settle down with anyone and sleeps around a lot. At least he steers  clear of flirting with the people at work.

"He's asked about you, you know?" Finick says, offering her his half-eaten box of fried rice.

She passes her stir-fry noodles to him in exchange. "He has?" she tries not to sound too excited by the prospect. She doesn't need to ask who 'he' is. They had just been talking about Derek. She thinks she had done a good job at bringing him up into their conversation subtly. She doesn't want to sound like she's fishing for information about him. Then again, she doesn't need to feel too guilty about that, since he was the one who said they needed to know more about one another.

They probably shouldn't be eating in the rec room, but it's late enough that there's nobody else around to chide them for it. She normally eats alone and waits out the traffic of people making their way home before making her way back herself. Finick would walk her to the station sometimes, and occasionally, Johnson's wife would talk him into driving her home. He already drives her to work and she doesn't want to be a burden to the couple, especially since Elly has just had her daughter and needs all the help around the house that she can get.

"What did he want to know about me?" she asks, and then quickly follows that up with, "he could have asked me himself!"

"Well, he doesn't want to make you uncomfortable. And there's all those forms he had to sign, remember?"

How could she forget? That didn't stop him from touching her in the office. She can still feel his lips on hers, like a brand on her skin that she can't ignore no matter how much she wants to. The reminder of him is clearest at night, when she's touching herself and wishes it were him instead, his large hands touching her, making her feel good as he rubs against her skin.

She shudders at the memory.

"As if a piece of paper would stop him," she bites out before she can help himself.

Suddenly, she has Finick's full attention. He places the box on the table and leans across the table. "What's he done, Mina?"

Her cheeks go red. "Nothing, nothing," she says quickly. Derek probably had the conversation with Finick prior to the incident at the office if he hadn't brought it up to the man.

Perhaps a little too quickly because Finick continues to look suspicious. "He hasn't hurt you?"

She thinks of his hands on her tail, on her ears, tugging, shifting her on his lap until she's almost riding his cock if not for all the clothes in the way. She thinks of his lips on her neck and the bruises that had lasted for days afterwards. "No, he hasn't hurt me," she says quickly before Finick lets his imagination get the better of him. "Don't be ridiculous."

"Is he, you know, in breach of contract? Has he been following you? Anything inappropriate?"

"No," she admits bitterly. "He hasn't come near me at all."

He looks at a complete loss now. He doesn't see what the problem is.

"It's just..." she can't put into words how he makes her feel, confused and frustrated and... something else that she has been trying very hard to not think about. "The way he looks," she ends up saying. She wishes the windows would open and she could throw herself out one of it.

Finick's expression clears as if a fog had lifted. He averts his gaze from her sheepishly and rubs the back of his neck. "Ah, I see," he says. "Have you maybe tried talking to Elly about it?"

"No!" she says quickly. "Elly's busy with the baby," she says and then narrows her eyes at him. "Why would I want to talk to Elly about it? There's nothing to say," she says and her voice has gone a little shrill and panicked.

"Tom's wife would probably be able to help you with this too?" he suggests.

She grimaces. Louisa would be so disappointed in her, especially since she's taught her so many things about being careful with men who ask for too much too quickly. "There's nothing to say," she insists.

He nods. "But um... everything I've read about shifters say you should stay away from him, right?" he hums.

She shrugs and says mulishly, "I guess."

She puts the rest of the fried rice on the table and isn't surprised when Finick snatches it up and inhales the whole thing. He has a black hole of a stomach. She suspects it has to do with his upbringing, with having too many siblings and not enough money. Like her.

It's a thought that cements her decision to not do anything about Derek. She'll leave him alone, like he's so adamant on leaving her alone, and then they'll live their separate lives. Her job is good and her life is good the way it is. She earns enough that she can send money home and make sure nobody goes hungry ever again. It would be selfish to sabotage that just because she's confused.
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The thing with new game releasing is that there are so many public appearances involved.

The company, at some point of hiring Derek, had forgotten what a vital part she plays in their campaigns. They don't ask her to answer questions, only that she keeps the hood of her jacket down so that the rumors about her not actually being real would be dispelled. There's always one or two of those articles about that a year.

Apparently, her being so shy and timid around the press adds to her appeal.

She sticks close to the team.

They seem to have failed to take into account that Derek would be present during all of these meetings and she'll be in the same room as him until it's too late and they're all lounging in the rec room, the game playing in the screen in front of them and reporters finding different parts of  the furniture to settle on comfortably as they conduct the interview.

Derek and the rest of the PR team answers most of the questions, but it's important for her and a few programmers to linger around in case there are some questions that would require more in-depth knowledge. She's impressed by Derek's knowledge of the whole thing despite joining the team so late, though. There's a magnetism about him that makes everything that comes out of his mouth sound believable and makes everyone cling to every word.

More people around means their scent aren't quite so concentrated, though, and she finds herself relaxing into the couch she's decided to settle into.

At least until the line of questioning turned to something that is directly related to her.

"-the first company to hire a predator shifter despite having a prey shifter in the team. How has the working experience been like?"

All eyes are on her suddenly and she sits up from where she had been sinking into the couch. "Um...." she rarely has questions directed towards her. Most reporters have learned from prior experience asking her questions that she tends not to answer. Her normal solution of turning to her team mates wouldn't work this time because the question is so personal and she can't say 'no comment' like when they try to ask her about her past because that's private. She turns to Derek, eyes wide in panic, and there's an odd shift in the man. She sees his nostrils flaring, like he's breathing in the scent of her distress and he's enjoying it. She shakes her head and tells herself that she's just imagining things. "It's been nice," she says at last. "Derek is very kind," she continues without breaking eye contact with the man. Cameras flash at her and she turns from him, the spell breaking. She tucks her hands into her hoodie and slumps into her seat, hoping her body language is enough to let them know that she's not going to answer any more of their questions.

The reporters are used to her being taciturn during these things. They always send the same few people to conduct these interviews and they don't get much usable quotes from her, so talking to her is mostly a waste of time that could be used asking other members of the team who could give better, more in-depth questions.

Derek's expression softens. "Mina is an exemplary programmer and has been very accommodating in regards to my presence. I am lucky to be on the same team as her," he says as if they are more than acquaintances who merely share the same workplace.

She doesn't look at him at all as he carefully maneuvers the conversation back to the game that they're trying to get people riled up about.

She doesn't know if it's his scent or all those nights she pulled trying to get rid of all the bugs in the game, but she ends up falling asleep before the press conference is over. This too, is normal. There is, apparently, a hashtag dedicated to all the times she had fallen asleep during these public briefings. She can't help it. She sleeps in this same couch several times a week.

She wakes a little when Finick drapes a blanket over her and tells her he's left her dinner on the table and she should eat when she wakes up some time in the middle of the night. She mumbles something close to an agreement and he nods.

"Try and go home tonight, alright?" he says.

She burrows deeper into the couch. It's nice and warm and she's going to stay here forever.

The guards are used to her staying the night and makes sure to leave the purifying unit on, but they don't bother coming into the room. The lights are dimmed when she wakes and at first, she doesn't understand why she had woken up in the first place. It's late and the glowing clock on the wall tells her it's close to midnight. She would normally sleep until almost morning, grab a quick shower, and then make coffee and wait for everyone to come into the office.

She doesn't understand why she had woken up at all until she realizes she's not alone. Panic doesn't have the chance to seize her before the stranger in the room speaks.

"Don't be afraid," Derek murmurs, somewhere in the corner of the room, as far away as the space would allow, but still there. "I just- I wanted to see you."

"You said you wanted to get to know me and then stopped talking to me," she doesn't mean to sound like she's pouting, but she is really upset about being ghosted by him so abruptly, especially when it felt like they had such a connection during their brief meeting.

"I'm sorry," he hums. "Work took up too much-" he starts, and then stops in the middle of the obvious lie. "I panicked," he confesses. "I wasn't expecting to fall for you like that and I didn't know what to do with myself. I've never felt like this with anyone else before."

She wishes it was bright enough for her to see him. He sounds sincere, but he had sounded so sincere the last time too. She pushes herself up and reaches for the glass of water that Finick had left for her.

"I'm just-" he starts, and then stops entirely, at a loss for words.

She wonders which part of him is true, the suave, confident man in front of the reporters or this fumbling, slightly awkward man who doesn't seem to know the right words to say. Which part of it is the act?

"I didn't want to want you," he says and that shouldn't hurt as much as it does, but he continues. "It wouldn't make sense, the kind of relationship that the two of us would have. Prey and predator shifters working together is enough to cause uproar. If they find out about us, we would never hear the end of it. You would never hear the end of it, and that's not the kind of life I think you would want," he says.

"You don't get to make that decision for me," she says, but he's not done yet. He's clearly put a lot of thought into this while she was pretending nothing had happened, which makes her feel a little terrible, honestly.

"I saw you in a magazine before," he says. "And I thought you were the loveliest creature to ever exist. So I tried to learn more about you and the more I could find out, the deeper I fell," he runs a hand through his hair ."I convinced myself that you weren't really that perfect and then I found a job here so I could keep convincing myself of that. But now I can't stop thinking about you. I wanted you so badly... I missed you, and then I told myself if I could just have a taste, that would be enough and I would leave you alone. But the first time you touched me, I knew how wrong I had been. I would never been able to stop wanting you," he says, moving closer to her with every word.

He drops to his knees gracefully and pulls her face into his hands. she thought he would kiss her but instead, he said, with great solemnity, "There will never be anyone else for me but you. If you say yes to me this once, I am never going to let you go. Do you understand that?"

It's a lot, but their first time together was a lot too. And she gets the gist of what he's warning her about. Their relationship is unprecedented. Perhaps there are other couples out there like her, predator and prey. But none of them are as high-profile as they are. At least none of the public relationships are. If they end up being together, the press would have a field day with them. Everything that they do together will be scrutinized and discussed in length. Things- things are going to be different. Even the law about prey and predator shifters working together have only just been updated to allow such a thing. "Change is always going to be difficult," she says slowly. "But I'm capable of adapting to changes," she nods confidently to herself and then to him. "And I wish you had talked to me about all these," she chides, still a little bitter about the cold shoulder she had gotten from him for the past several weeks.

"I'm sorry," he says. And then, "You- you smell really good," he murmurs awkwardly, as if disarming her with compliments would be enough to make her forget about how terrible his behavior had been.

She bites the inside of her cheek and doesn't say anything. She doesn't think she can say anything. Her head is filled with all the things he had just divulged to her.

"I'm sorry," he repeats. And then, "I promise I won't do anything you don't want me to."

She sits up straighter at that. He is close enough for her to see him better in the dark, but her night vision has never been the best. He's a little more than a blur to her. The things she wants to do to him doesn't need her to see him clearly, though. "Does that mean you'll do what I want you do?" she tries to sound teasing, but the words turn out more suggestive than she had anticipated and she finds herself flushing furiously. Now, she's glad for the cover of the dark to hide her embarrassment from him.

There's a long silence that she worries is never going to end, and he'll decide that she's asked for too much and she isn't what he had built her up to be, but she finds that she doesn't particularly understand how he's built her up at all, considering what little they know of each other. Everything they've learned are done through computer screens, words penned by people who think they know better. She wishes she could tell him that she might not be that same person, but she thinks it would be easier to show him.

"Yes." He says it like an exhale, a promise.

"I want you to touch me," she says because she had been thinking about it the entire time he had been ignoring her. And then, because her heart is already trying to beat it's way out of her chest, she adds, "Just a bit." She's not sure how much 'a bit' is, but they've touched each other quite a fair bit last time.

He exhales harshly, almost a laugh, and she wonders if she should take it back. If he's going to laugh at her, she should probably take it back and pretend she hasn't said anything at all. But when he speaks, his voice is a little strained. "I need you to be more specific."

She licks her lips and tells herself that it's too late to back down. And regardless, she doesn't want to back down, she wants to keep going. "Here, I think," she says, fingers on the pulse point by her neck, where he had kissed her last time. "I liked what you did last time," she confesses. "Sometimes, I touch myself at press on the bruise and pretend it's you," she tells him and hears him make a sound from the base of his throat that is very much like a snarl. "But only a little bit."

His expression shutters. "This is a terrible idea," he says.

"Why?" she asks, perplexed. "It was nice last time," she continues. "If you want, I can do it to you too, so you can know how it feels?" she offers. And then, because he seems adamant on remaining exactly where he is and not moving at all,  she says, "You promised you'd do what I want." As soon as the words leave her lips, she feels guilty. She shouldn't coerce him into doing anything he doesn't want to. Her ears fold back and she opens her mouth to tell him that he doesn't need to do it if he doesn't want to, but that seems to be the opposite of his problem because he says,

"If you let me touch you like that, I don't know if I can stop."

She chews on the inside of her cheek. "You don't have to stop," she says, exasperated by why he's holding himself back from doing something he obviously wants to.

That seems to be the right thing to say because his lips are suddenly pressing at the pulse on her neck and he's kissing her. It's gentle at first, just a press of his lips, and then his lips part and he's sucking the skin there, like a vampire thirsting for blood, but not breaking skin.

She didn't think it would feel so good the second time around. So much better than if she's touching herself. She gasps and reaches out to grip his shoulders so she wouldn't lose her balance. His own hands come up to rest heavily on her hips, steadying her. His lips travel down her neck, trailing scorching kisses all the way down. He reaches the dip between her collarbones and she thinks she can feel his tongue darting out and tracing it.

"Oh," she gasps and then moans something else as she tries to push closer into him. One of her hands become tangled in his hair and one of his has wrapped  halfway around her thigh. It would be so easy to sink down into his lap and press all of herself against him, but he keeps her exactly where she is, his grip on her rock solid despite her wriggling.

"Careful," he murmurs into her skin before beginning his ascent up the other side of her neck.

"I am careful," she argues automatically, her voice high and breathy. She angles back slightly and slides her hands from his shoulders to fist the hem of her shirt. "I'm very careful," she murmurs, drawing her shirt up over her head to grant him access to more of her. His hands feels so good on her and she bets they would feel even better on bare skin.

"You said just a bit," he murmurs, kissing down her neck and between the valley of her breasts, sucking more and more bruises on her skin. She would touch those too, if he decides to ignore her again.

"I've changed my mind. I want you to touch me a lot," she says because if prior experience is anything to do by, he would stop talking to her after this and the only thing she'll have left are the bruises. It would be nice to have more of them.

"Bunny-"

"I'll touch you too," she promises him because that only seems fair. "It'll be-"

"Bunny you know we shouldn't," he says, beginning to stand. He's still holding both her hands, so she has no choice but to rise with him. Every nerve ending in her body curls in on itself, shocked and bereft by the sudden lack of sensation. "I don't want to do anything you would regret," he says lowly when they're both on their feet again. His thumb rubs across her knuckles before releasing her.

A shameful lump grows in her throat. Right. She keeps forgetting how different they are. He'll probably be embarrassed to be seen with her. Or worried about getting in trouble with the company. "Do you regret it?" she asks, the words rushing out of her in an embarrassed half-mumble.

"No," he answers immediately with absolute certainty.

They look at each other, both trying to understand something. The air between them feels different than it had before. "I don't regret it either," she whispers.

He nods, his Adam's apple moving as he swallows. "There are- there are cameras in this room," he says after a moment. "It's why management isn't too worried about people sleeping in here." And then, because she keeps trying to get closer to him, he continues. "I don't want anyone else to see you."

She freezes. "You don't want anyone to see me... with you?" she asks, hurt seizing her heart, making her lower lip wobble. She remembers his warning, of course, about how dangerous it is to the first predator-prey couple in public spotlight. A small part of her can't help but wonder if he finds her beneath him, if he's ashamed to be seen with her.

"Oh, not like that, bunny," he softens, pulling her to him like he can't resist  wanting to soothe the hurt on her face. "I don't want to share any part of you with anyone, least of all the security guards looking at the camera feed," he clarifies.

"Oh," her expression brightens significantly. "Oh, I can- I can turn off the security feed here," she offers. "Everything's online here and I'm very good at that stuff."

His pupils dilate until the black of his eyes is all she can see and she wonders if he's one of those shifters who's capable of turning their entire bodies into that of their animals. He probably is. He seems like the sort. Then, he shakes his head and says, "That's probably not a good idea."

Her face falls. "Oh. Okay," she says. It was just an excuse to get rid of her, then. He wasn't actually worried about being caught by security. He probably doesn't even want her and everything he's said to her was a lie. Some sort of twisted story to scare her off, but he didn't count on how she would react. She shouldn't have forced herself on him like some sort of desperate little-

"I'd like to take you home," he says, interrupting her thoughts.

She blinks up at him, the words taking a while to settle in. "Home?" she echoes.

"Yes," he nods, and then, because it's too easy for her to misunderstand. "Your home," he says. "It's very late, and I don't want our first time to be some stolen moment in a couch that has probably seen better days."

"Oh," she can't keep the note of disappointment from her tone.

"And I would like to bring you out on proper dates first," he says. "We could have lunch together. I know a few places that are more discreet," he hums. "And I have so much to show you, tell you. I don't want you to think that I'm just interested in the sex."

She doesn't mind if it's just the sex, but she knows enough to know that it's not the right thing to say. Louisa did teach her that she should have more self-respect and not just let anyone take advantage of them, even when that anyone is Derek and he smells so perfect and wonderful and his hands and lips are capable of making her feel so good all the time. "Okay," she says at last. "I like- I like the sound of that. I've never been on a proper date before," she says, because she's never really had the time. The guys at college who touched and kissed her hadn't really been interested in bringing her to nice restaurants and fancy places. It's not like they have the money to.

He does something with his face again, like she's said something wrong, but she can't begin to phantom what she would have said to make him think that, so she ignores it.

"Okay," he says, pulling her closer to him until their chests are pressed together and every exhales pushes her breasts up against his chest. It's a little scary, how tall and big he is compared to her.

"Okay, "she echoes breathlessly. "One more kiss?" she asks.

He crushes their lips together.

He drives her home afterwards, insisting that her home is on the way to his own place of residence. She knows this to be a lie because he's very rich and rich people don't live in the part of the town that she does. She doesn't really care about her apartment much beyond being a place to rest her head. She spends most of her time in the office anyways.

The gesture is really sweet, though, and she doesn't think twice about getting into his fancy car. The people at her office offer to drive her home all the time too. It's too late to take the bus and she doesn't really feel like walking.

She naps a little in his car and wakes to the feeling of his lips against her neck.

"Time to go, bunny," he hums.

No one's called her that before, but she doesn't really mind it. "Thank you," she says but tilts her head back so he can kiss her more. He sucks another bruise on her neck before pulling away and she hates that bit the most, where he pulls away from her. It's very late, though, and she wants to get back to the office tomorrow in case new bugs show up for the game. That tends to happen no matter how much they beta test the game prior to release.
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