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​​​​​​​​​​​​​​​​​​​​​​​​​​​​​​​​​​​​​​​​​​​​​​​​​​​​​​​​​...

When Anita defends herself against an Alpha Cat Shifter who attempts to coerce her into submitting to him, she is sentenced to a Rehabilitation Facility for Feral Cats. She is far from feral, but is left with little choice but to comply with the unfair decision. Loneliness eats away at her in the quiet cell with nothing to keep her company but her own shadows and the noises in the dark. She languishes there, thinking she would never see the light of day again...

Except that doesn't happen. The warden of the facility finds her and offers her salvation in the form of a little more freedom within the confines of the facility. She can mingle with other prisoners who are there for lesser crimes. She is wary of the kindness offered by the imposing Alpha Werewolf, who promises he wants nothing in return except for her company and conversation.

He is a powerful man, a good Alpha with enough influence to have anyone he wants. She doesn't know why he's paying so much attention to her or why he's choosing to spend time with her. The man is frightening and captivating in equal measures and she doesn't know what to do with him- with everything he's offering her.

Everybody wants something. She just has to figure out what he wants from her... before she starts falling for him.

Maybe it's too late already.



	[image: ]

	 
	[image: ]





[image: ]


​​​​​​​​​​​Chapter One
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Anita sits on the edge of her cot and listens to the soft tap of approaching footsteps, her cat ears swiveling to the side to better hear. The footsteps are too even to be Danny, the man who brings her meals, and too loud to be Johnathan, who walks with a hitching step and a cane. Those are the only two visitors she gets in the quiet and dimly-lit part of the prison cell and she wonders if it would be too terrible to hope that there is another prisoner being escorted here. At least she would not be as lonely. The nights are long and eerily quiet and she never knows where the noises are coming from.

The footsteps stop outside her cell and the stranger peers in at her. She can sense him without looking at him. There's a presence about the man that warns her not to meet his gaze head on, that she needs to be careful. The man's attention on her feels like a physical weight that she isn't able to shake off.

"Hello, Anita."

She almost turns to see, but it isn't safe. She has to stay still, stay calm. The man is an Alpha and her prior experience with an Alpha has taught her that they are nothing but trouble. She doesn't need more trouble in here. She doesn't even know if she's capable of getting into more trouble. This already feels like the maximum amount of trouble anyone could get into.  

"I had hoped that my staff would be able to take care of you in here, but perhaps that was a little too much to ask from them, given the circumstances."

The circumstance here includes her being a prisoner being held by the will a broken system that had deemed her to be guilty. The fact that this isn't called a prison, but a rehabilitation center provides little consolation.

"Anita?" He's gotten closer. She can tell by the way his voice has gotten clearer. "Are you listening?"

Only in a vague, detached way. Time passes so slowly here, like a river of molasses being pushed down by the current into the ocean of thick liquid that has already overfilled.

Blink.

It's suddenly time for another meal.

Blink.

She's standing under the shower with water over her face and dripping down her chest and into the drain, swirling and bubbling with the soap she has been given.

Blink.

It's morning and someone's talking to her.

"It's nine thirty-five in the morning," the Alpha says. "You're in the Jabur Rehabilitation for Feral Cats. Your name is Anita Kirk and you are eighteen-years-old.” 

She almost flinches. Eighteen years old and she's fucked up her life already. "I know where I am," she says, fracturing the silence. She presses her hands against her eyes, hoping to quell turmoil inside her skull. "I know who I am.”

“Do you know why you’re here?”

“I know why I'm here," she says, the words falling out of her. It's the simple fact that she's here at all that's bothering her.

"Do you know who I am?"

That should bother her as well. Her own misery pushed back, she faces her new tormentor, turning to look at him. In her head, she had imagined horns of a devil, a cruel smirk and a judgmental gaze. She finds none of those. Shadows lay across the stranger's face and curls around his form. He is wearing a suit that feels entirely out of place here, but it fits like a second skin, one of those tailor-made designs that only the rich can afford.

There is, oddly enough, something familiar about his face. She doesn't know why. She doesn’t know him. She would remember him if she did. His is a face that is hard to forget. As fearful as she is of what he is, she can't help but find him aesthetically pleasant to look at. She would remember someone like him if she had met him out in the world. Perhaps he's someone she had come across from work. Then again, it is hard to imagine a man like him spending time at a workplace like hers. It's the only place she goes to, other than her home. Of course, it would be just her luck that it's at her workplace where she-

"Anita?"

She blinks. He's still there. His eyes are the brightest thing about him, a predator in the night, catching sight of prey and waiting for the right time to pounce. Even though he doesn't have ears or a tail like hers, it is easy to see what he is. There is something feral and wolf-like about him despite the way he keeps himself meticulously groomed, short hair and clean-shaven. He wears his human suit well, but the animal in her recognizes him as the apex predator that he is. Her heart betrays her by beating faster despite knowing he can't get her in here.

"Do you know who I am" he repeats.

She shakes her head.

He tilts his head very slightly. "Are you sure?"

She frowns and nods. He has a very distinctive face, like he belongs in some sort of modelling magazine. Perhaps he's a celebrity and he's disappointed she hasn't the first clue who he is. She hopes he doesn't take offence.

"Pity," he hums and there is something dangerous about that too. 

She feels like she's failed some sort of test. It sinks in the bottom of her stomach. She wraps her arms around herself and turns her gaze elsewhere, her interest in continuing the conversation dissipating.

"James Buckner Wolf," he says, breaking the silence that had descended on them. "A pleasure to meet you, Anita Kirk."

She casts her gaze to the desk pushed against one side of her prison cell and pretends she can't see him from the corner of her eyes. She pretends he's not there at all.

"I am the- shall we say, owner of the facility," he continues, standing by the door. "Has Irvin gone through the rules with you?"

She nods. She recalls Irvin talking a lot in her general vicinity on her first day here. All the rules and regulations floated over her head and she felt like she's walking three feet behind her own body, watching herself stumble through a search to make sure she isn't carrying any weapons on her body. She's pale and trembling, the youngest Cat in the facility and certainly the one with the worst offence.

She remembers being moved through door after door, around corners and through corridors. Empty cell after empty cell casting accusing gazes at her. Nobody else is trapped within these walls because no other Cat have fucked up as badly as she did.

Vaguely, she recalls reading an article about how this Rehabilitation Center used to house the worst prisoners. The foundation of the building is strong, but it is also old and no longer structurally sound to house as many prisoners as it had once been used to do. There is also the fact that it isn’t very effective. The walls are not tall enough and prisoners used to escape with an alarming frequency. They have since built a new place to house the worst of society. Now, it is used to place Cats like her, shifters that society doesn't know how to deal with, so they put them out of sight and hope for the best.

The guards who had brought her there and looked at her with pity in their eyes. She wishes they had enough pity to let her free.

"Do you know why you're here?" Alpha James asks.

She nods. "I hurt someone." No point denying that.

"Yes," he grins with all of his teeth and she doesn't understand why he looks so pleased about it. Everyone else had been a mixture of horror and pity. Horror, because she had hurt one of the untouchables, an Alpha. Pity because they know even if her actions are justified, she's going to be punished for it. "A shame you didn't finish the job."

She turns to him then, surprised by what he's saying. "I don't think you're supposed to be encouraging that," she whispers and looks around herself, expecting to find some sort of recording device. There's no electronics in here. She would have felt the buzz of it under her skin. Another reason why she preferred to stay inside her house, where everything is just the way she likes. It's not too bad here. She was expecting something more depressing. Her holding cell was worse than this. The people sharing the holding cell with her had been wary of her, twitching every time she moved. The toilet there did not have a door and the bed did not come with a blanket.

Her jail cell here makes her feel more human. She even has a bathroom with a door that closes.

"Perhaps not," he says cryptically, but that does not make it any less true. "I am certain that Harrold deserved what you did to him. Unfortunately, I did not hear about the proceeding until the very end," he says, like that's supposed to mean something.

"There were a lot of people there," she says, shaking her head. There were a lot of lights too, reporters taking pictures of her and writing all sorts of things into their little notebooks. They had written all sorts of things about her. She had read a few that her lawyer had brought her as reading material, knowing how miserable she is in her jail with nothing to do. Everyone wanted to read about the Cat Shifter who fought against an Alpha and won. 

The whole thing is a sham. Most cats are loners. They're not even supposed to have Alphas. Harrold is a fraud and if she had the chance, she would do it all over again. Her lawyer told her not to say that in front of the jury.

"I was one of the Alphas who voted against your imprisonment," he says.

Oh. She supposes that's why she was supposed to recognize him. "Thank you?" she says quietly. A few Alphas had tried to defend her actions, but it's a few against the many who wanted her to be made an example of. Alphas are supposed to be untouchable. The fact is that she had hurt one of them. She isn't allowed to get away with it no matter how justified her actions are.

He looks a little bit pleased and she doesn't know what she's said to delight him. "I am not the only one who was against it. Alas, Harrold's family has more hold than I had hoped," he shrugs. "However, seeing as you are under my care, I am allowed to make a few adjustments to your stay here. Something that will make your stay here more comfortable, perhaps?”
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