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​​​​​​This book contains:

Alpha Werewolves & Little Kittens

Aria is eighteen-years-old. Her favorite food is fish. She enjoys long naps whilst curled up at high places. She's a Cat Shifter with more cat-like characteristics and physical proof of her animal than most Shifters, which normally means she should be put in a special facility, but her parents want her to be human, so she pretends as much as she can.

Until she's caught in an act of public indecency that causes everything to fall apart.

Now, she's under the care of two Alpha Werewolves who keep her as a precious Pet, one that they would cuddle and pamper- and fill up in all the right places, making her purr and keen as she nuzzles up to them, helplessly under their control.

Start Reading It Here!

Alpha Werewolves & Little Rabbits

Anastasia is a prisoner in a cell with a Master who has little use for her except to admire her pretty rabbit ears and cute bunny tail. There's not much use for her beyond being aesthetically pleasing, really. She's a very pretty little thing. Her Master reminds her of that every time he shows her off.

The last thing she expects to happen during one of the sessions is a rescue. The man- the Alpha Werewolf in charge of breaking her out of her prison cell doesn't want to keep her in a cage. He wants to claim her- to own her in a way that nobody has before.

And the worst thing about it all is just how much she wants to let him do exactly that.

Start Reading It Here!

Alpha Werewolves & Little Lies

When the Werewolves attack the wererabbit sanctuary. Sierra is quickly hidden away. Newly eighteen, she's one of the youngest of the nest and is supposed to be kept hidden until she's old enough to be mate, but she’s not hidden at all.

Instead, she's in the library with no protection at all. Two Werewolves find her and convince the terrified wererabbit that in order to keep her safe, they have to mark her and cover her with their scent and she is naive enough to believe them.

All Sierra knows is that she’s never felt this good before as she surrenders to them completely.

Start Reading It Here!

Alpha Werewolves & Little Angels

Damian finds himself feeling a peculiar combination of horror and awe as he stands in front of the glass cage. Inside, there is a creature- a person- a lovely young woman with large, trusting eyes, red lips pursed in curiosity as she peers at him. Her giant white wings flare out behind her, like an angel. Except she is not.

He knows she's not because there are papers in his office that tells him exactly when and how, she's made.

He can already tell what a disaster this will be to handle when the wolf inside of him rears it’s head can claims her as his own.

And that’s before he sees the other Alpha Werewolf who’s already claimed her.

Start Reading It Here!
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The whole place smells like wolf. It was a scary scent for her to get used to at first, given her cat nature, but now, it feels safe- she feels safe knowing that the wolves here love her. She finds Oliver asleep, just as she had suspected, in the bed with a book on his stomach, as if he had fallen asleep in the middle of reading. It smells even more like him in here, the thick scent of wolf and musk and danger that makes the hair on her arm stand.

Cautiously, she brushes the back of her hand on his cheek, feeling the soft prickles of his stubble. His mouth parts and she feels like leaning into lick into his mouth to taste him. He fell asleep on top of his blankets, but he is still warmer than the rest of the house.

She chews on her bottom lip in indecision, and then climbs up onto the bed to curl around his side, making a space on the bed and on his body for her. She pushes the book out of the way and rests her head on his chest, listening to the sound of his heart. His arms lay limp on the side for several seconds, and then she feels him stirring awake, his heart beat jumping, and then calming again.

"Good morning, baby," he murmurs as he wakes, curling a hand on the back of her neck.

"Kitten," she corrects and licks her lips. He smells really nice, sleepy and calm and content. She wants to wrap herself in his chest and never leave.

He lifts her up a little, shifting her body so that she's on top of his chest. "Kitten," he rumbles, combing his hand down her long hair, pausing behind her ears where it feels the nicest and scratching there.

She smiles, pleased, and then surrenders to her instinct to lean in and capture his lips, showing her gratitude to him with her body. Their lips part, both eager to explore each other. His mouth is as warm as the rest of him- warmer.

He slides his palms up her thigh and parts her legs, guiding her to straddle his hips. When they part for air, she leans her head back, offering him the smooth expanse of her neck, guiding him to mark here there. His mouth latches onto the pulse on her neck greedily, his hands on her hips holding fast, and then his other hand curl around the base of her tail, holding it firmly, but careful not to yank.

She normally doesn't like having her tail grabbed, but he's holding her so firmly and she wants to give in to him. It's easy to close her eyes and just let him do whatever he wants with her- to her.

She moans as he sucks a bruise on her neck and her body moves without thought, grinding and gyrating lazily, rocking back against his hardened manhood. She's no longer a virgin, but the length pressing against her body is slightly worrying. Angelus's cock had be nowhere near as thick.

She closes her eyes and moans when he uses his teeth on her skin, biting gently, appealing to the animal part of her that wants to be dominated and claimed. It's a beautiful pain, one that she craves and surrenders to easily. She rakes her fingers over his scalp, tugging his head to the other side of her neck to mark her there as well.

He groans. "If you keep doing that, I'm going to breed you, Kitten," he says, pulling her off easily with a hand on the back of her neck, like he's scolding a misbehaving kitten.

"No," she pleads, hands fisting on his shirt, trying to pull herself closer. "Please," she whines.

"You're- you don't know what you're asking for, Kitten," he warns.

She can feel his cock between pressing against her bum, so hard and ready already. He bucks against her when she leans down and she mewls at him plaintively. "Please?"

"Kitten," he whispers but his grip on the back of her neck loosens enough that she is able to lean in and press her mouth to his cheek, rubbing their skin together.

"Please," she whispers, though she knows she's already won. She can feel his teeth on her flesh, teasing, tasting. "I want. I want. I want," she pleads. It's the most she's said ever since that first day, when she was still so confused and disoriented.

"What do you want, Kitten?" he growls into her hair, his voice rumbling in her bones. His free hand strokes the small of her back like he has no control over his own limbs. "So pretty. My pretty baby," he rumbles and there is a tone of awe in his voice, like he can't quite believe he's holding her close, which is just ridiculous because she loves cuddling up close to him. They're just doing more now.

"Pretty Kitten," she corrects, frowning sternly at him for a second because she's not a baby. She's eighteen now.

"The prettiest kitten," he chuckles and she preens, immeasurably pleased by the compliment. "We'll make pretty cubs together, won't we, baby?" he murmurs, talking mostly to himself now, his hands touching everywhere.

"Pretty kittens," she whispers, mouthing his neck the way he's mouthing hers, tasting the salt and desire on his skin. He tastes like power and Alpha and very much like a fertile male. She likes it, her animal loves it.

Start Reading It Here!
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"Oh!" Miyah shrieks and Anastasia hears one the men spank her inner thighs with loud, echoing smacks. Her pale skin reddens instantly upon each impact and she cries out a few more times before she is silenced with a cloth stuffed into her mouth.

The scent of arousal is so thick in the air that she can't help but be affected by it, heat growing between her own legs and a pressure in her core that is impossible to ignore.

She flinches when the man smack her right between her legs too, two men spreading open her pussy lips to hit her roughly between her lips, right at her pussy hole and her clit.

Anastasia grimaces in sympathy, hands reaching between her own legs in defense. It looks like it hurts and the muffled wails take a more desperate level.

He does it again and again while the others take sick pleasure in pinching and pulling her nipples, twisting to make her sob as the mixture of pain and pleasure jolts through her body.

Anastasia's ears twitches when she hears the wet noise that is the man sliding his fingers into her hole, thrusting in and out roughly for a few times before using forefingers from both hands to spread her hole open, presenting the glistening pink hole within.

Miyah shakes her head, eyes wide as she peers down at her own body. There are hands everywhere on her, rubbing her skin, pinching pink flesh until they'e bright pink and irritated. The smell of arousal is so thick in the air that she wonders how the men are able to breathe, basked so heavily in it.

Fingers slide into her hole, the men reaching into her heat to contribute to the stretch and the cloth in her mouth falls out as she cries out, hips bucking violently.

Anastasia's heart is hammering so hard in her ribcage that she fears it would escape. His fingers pull away abruptly and then she's being penetrated by one of the men who hasn't had his turn earlier.

She screams from the suddenness of his intrusion and there's a hand over her mouth, stopping her from making more noise. They may be underground, but people can still hear them down here if they're loud enough. They put hero n the table, tired of having to lift her up, and then she's fucked by one men after another, filling her up without letting her catch her breath between turns.

One of the men fucks her mouth as another fucks her pussy, holding her body between them and using her like a ragdoll.

Anastasia is sitting at the edge of her bed, licking her lips and hands lingering between her own legs, wondering what it feels like to be filled like that. She certainly sounds like she's having the time of her life, gasping and whimpering in pure bliss as the men continue to use her body.

Start Reading It Here!
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Sierra is frightened of falling. She's aware that she's afraid of a lot of things, but right now, the most prevalent fear is of falling off the chair, so she wraps her arms around his neck and clings tighter to keep from stumbling off and he makes a low, rumbling noise that seems to reverberate through her bones and make her entire body shake.

To her surprise, he gives a sudden lick up her neck and she giggles. "Tickles," she laughs. It feels a little bit like when the puppies she babysits gets too enthusiastic with her and licks her all over, but he's bringing his mouth lower, tugging her strap over her shoulder so he can lick down her chest.

"Sweet little thing," he hums and she can feel his lips curling up into a pleased smile as he continues to lick and tease her. She wriggles in his lap, shifting her legs over the chair carefully so she doesn't fall, but she needn't have worried. He has both hands on her waist, firm and steady. She knows he won't let her fall. "Lovely, lovely, little thing," he hums, sliding his tongue over her nipple. The warm wet touch feels strange and she tries to yank herself back straight away, but he's holding her too tightly, his fingers curling around her waist so big and sturdy that he is able to wrap all around her. "Such a small little thing," he growls and there's something animal about his eyes that makes her whimper fearfully, but he doesn't stop this time, distracted with licking and teasing her nipple that's quickly pebbling in the open air and the wetness of his tongue.

Now that she's gotten past the shock of having his mouth on her nipple, it starts to feel really good. He keeps lapping over it, sucking the nub into his mouth and nipping at it lightly, making her start a bit as she rests her hands on his shoulders. She supposes it feels kind of nice too and she starts leaning into his touch instead of trying to pull away. The more he suckled on her nipple, the better it feels, pleasure tingling all the way to her toes.

"Anh, ah," she gasps, clutching to him, partially scared of falling but mostly wanting him to continue. "I ah- I don't have milk," she whimpers, blushing brilliantly.

He pulls away with a grin. "It's not milk I'm after, darling," he says. "But you would look so nice when you come into milk, wouldn't you baby? Your belly nice and round from carrying pups," he murmurs.

She glances at him questioningly. She's not going to be carrying pups, she opens her mouth to say, but his fingers pinch her nipples and she lets out a mewling sound instead. There's a low growl from beside her and she turns her head to see that Jacks is watching them, head bent curiously as he watches. It makes her blush harder, her cheeks going red. "You- you shouldn't," she whispers, trying to tug her dress up and cover her modesty.

He covers her hands with his and guides her hands to her straps to 'help' her tug the dress down, his grip firm and dominating.

She whimpers  and tries to struggle free, but she is still afraid of falling so she doesn't really struggle too hard.

He stands up and set hers on the table, pushing aside the books and laying her on her back as he tugs the dress down to her waist, exposing her breasts. His sharp claws make short work of her clothes, tearing through them easily.

"Stay still, darling. My claws are very sharp," he hums.

She nods but can't stop herself from trembling as he tears off her clothes, cutting them into pieces on the floor. "What- what're you doing?" she whimpers fearfully.

"I have to mark you all over or the others will come get you, darling," he explains.

She whimpers and stays still when he tugs her pants off, stripping her undies and leaving her bare.

"Look at her cute little bunny tail," Jacks steps in closer, as if wanting to touch her, but Killian growls and warns the man away. "Alright, alright, I'll wait my turn," he says, holding both hands in the air in mock surrender.

Start Reading It Here!
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Liam knows he's made a mistake letting Damian close, letting him spend time with her- any time with her at all.

She's too innocent and has no concept of boundaries. Once she realizes that Damian isn't going to hurt either of them, she opens up to the Alpha completely, being just as clingy to him as she is with himself.

He's not jealous. He's just concerned.

The other Alpha has taken to her frighteningly well, letting her cling to him and subjecting himself to her whims.

The first time he saw her crawl into his lap, he almost had a heart attack, afraid the older Werewolf would hurt her. Then, she does the unimaginable and tucks her face in his chin. She does it with him often, but it's a thing that only family is allowed to do. Necks are vulnerable spots.

To his horror, not only does the stronger Alpha not react badly to it, he practically begins purring and rubbing his scent all over her.

He wants to tell her to be careful, warn her about getting too close to him, but that would be unfair. None of them would be here if not for him.

She's playing with her new toys on the floor when Damian returns from work. The Alpha rarely goes to his own floor now. When he's not working, he comes up here with new gifts and food for her. She beams upon seeing him and stands up too quickly. She knocks her head on the side of the table, a loud noise accompanying the bump.

There's several moments of bleary blinking, and then she sniffles and starts crying. "Anh, ahh," she sobs, wiping her cheeks with her hands.

Damian's closer, so it makes sense for him to be at her side first, swooping her up and into his arms, but it still doesn’t stop him from feeling jealous.

"Daddy," she cries, clinging to him unhappily while he rubs the bump on her head, sniffing her and checking her for injury. She sniffs, and then corrects herself, "Damian, Damian. Hurts, Damian," she whines.

There's no blood and she smells mostly stunned, not hurt.

"It's okay, baby," Damian hums. "It's okay, Daddy's here. Poor baby," he says, cradling her to his chest. "Shh.. you're alright. Just breathe, puppy. That's it. Shh..." he coos at her.

She clings to him, her loud sobs turning into sniffles. Her feathers are all ruffled, as it tends to do when she's feeling out of sorts. A part of him despises that she no longer needs him to soothe all her hurts now that Damian is more than willing to fill the spot.

"That's it, little angel. Good girl," he says.

She whimpers and nuzzles up to him, cheek brushing up against his to cuddle close. She's learned to use her wings better, curling the span of her white wings around them both.

Liam knows her well enough to anticipate that by the time she calms down, she would be hungry again, so he sighs and goes to the kitchen to get food ready.

As much as he hates how dependent she had gotten on Damian, Liam has to admit that he is dong exactly the same thing, counting on the more powerful man to keep them hidden, to provide what they need and ensure that she won't be found out. Without him, neither of them would be here at all. He doesn't even like thinking about what would have happened if Damian weren't there, if he didn't fall for his little angel the moment he set his eyes on her.

That obsession is important to keep her alive.

Knowing that and accepting it are different matters.

When he returns to the room, he finds her curled in his lap on the couch, clinging to him tightly, little sniffles escaping her.

"I can feed her," Damian offers when she makes no move to leave his side.

Liam's grip tightens on the bottle. It's a new formula, one that tastes much better than the one he has been giving her prior. He gives it to Damian, who pushes it between her lips.

She tries turning her head away, stubborn about being fed, even now, but he holds her still and growls low in his throat until she gives up. The formula enters her mouth as she bites on the rubber nipple and she coughs, milk leaving her mouth and dripping down her neck chin and neck, leaking from the corners of her mouth.

Damian shifts her in his lap a little and licks away the milk dripping out, purring low in his throat. The sound tickles her and she giggles, her hurt forgotten.

"It's nice, isn't it?" he hums. "Good girl. Finish your drink."

Start Reading It Here!
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The whole place smells like wolf. It was a scary scent for her to get used to at first, given her cat nature, but now, it feels safe- she feels safe knowing that the wolves here love her. She finds Oliver asleep, just as she had suspected, in the bed with a book on his stomach, as if he had fallen asleep in the middle of reading. It smells even more like him in here, the thick scent of wolf and musk and danger that makes the hair on her arm stand.

Cautiously, she brushes the back of her hand on his cheek, feeling the soft prickles of his stubble. His mouth parts and she feels like leaning into lick into his mouth to taste him. He fell asleep on top of his blankets, but he is still warmer than the rest of the house.

She chews on her bottom lip in indecision, and then climbs up onto the bed to curl around his side, making a space on the bed and on his body for her. She pushes the book out of the way and rests her head on his chest, listening to the sound of his heart. His arms lay limp on the side for several seconds, and then she feels him stirring awake, his heart beat jumping, and then calming again.

"Good morning, baby," he murmurs as he wakes, curling a hand on the back of her neck.

"Kitten," she corrects and licks her lips. He smells really nice, sleepy and calm and content. She wants to wrap herself in his chest and never leave.

He lifts her up a little, shifting her body so that she's on top of his chest. "Kitten," he rumbles, combing his hand down her long hair, pausing behind her ears where it feels the nicest and scratching there.

She smiles, pleased, and then surrenders to her instinct to lean in and capture his lips, showing her gratitude to him with her body. Their lips part, both eager to explore each other. His mouth is as warm as the rest of him- warmer.

He slides his palms up her thigh and parts her legs, guiding her to straddle his hips. When they part for air, she leans her head back, offering him the smooth expanse of her neck, guiding him to mark here there. His mouth latches onto the pulse on her neck greedily, his hands on her hips holding fast, and then his other hand curl around the base of her tail, holding it firmly, but careful not to yank.

She normally doesn't like having her tail grabbed, but he's holding her so firmly and she wants to give in to him. It's easy to close her eyes and just let him do whatever he wants with her- to her.

She moans as he sucks a bruise on her neck and her body moves without thought, grinding and gyrating lazily, rocking back against his hardened manhood. She's no longer a virgin, but the length pressing against her body is slightly worrying. Angelus's cock had be nowhere near as thick.

She closes her eyes and moans when he uses his teeth on her skin, biting gently, appealing to the animal part of her that wants to be dominated and claimed. It's a beautiful pain, one that she craves and surrenders to easily. She rakes her fingers over his scalp, tugging his head to the other side of her neck to mark her there as well.

He groans. "If you keep doing that, I'm going to breed you, Kitten," he says, pulling her off easily with a hand on the back of her neck, like he's scolding a misbehaving kitten.

"No," she pleads, hands fisting on his shirt, trying to pull herself closer. "Please," she whines.

"You're- you don't know what you're asking for, Kitten," he warns.

She can feel his cock between pressing against her bum, so hard and ready already. He bucks against her when she leans down and she mewls at him plaintively. "Please?"

"Kitten," he whispers but his grip on the back of her neck loosens enough that she is able to lean in and press her mouth to his cheek, rubbing their skin together.

"Please," she whispers, though she knows she's already won. She can feel his teeth on her flesh, teasing, tasting. "I want. I want. I want," she pleads. It's the most she's said ever since that first day, when she was still so confused and disoriented.

"What do you want, Kitten?" he growls into her hair, his voice rumbling in her bones. His free hand strokes the small of her back like he has no control over his own limbs. "So pretty. My pretty baby," he rumbles and there is a tone of awe in his voice, like he can't quite believe he's holding her close, which is just ridiculous because she loves cuddling up close to him. They're just doing more now.

"Pretty Kitten," she corrects, frowning sternly at him for a second because she's not a baby. She's eighteen now.

"The prettiest kitten," he chuckles and she preens, immeasurably pleased by the compliment. "We'll make pretty cubs together, won't we, baby?" he murmurs, talking mostly to himself now, his hands touching everywhere.

"Pretty kittens," she whispers, mouthing his neck the way he's mouthing hers, tasting the salt and desire on his skin. He tastes like power and Alpha and very much like a fertile male. She likes it, her animal loves it.
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"Oh, oh," she whines, legs wrapped around her lover's head as he licks between them, the flat of his tongue rough and perfect, sending sparks of pure pleasure up her spine and making her breath hitch.

The bright sun glares down on their bare skin and she has a second of shame at doing this in broad daylight with the possibility of someone catching them in the act, but she can hardly help herself.

She skipped class to go on a date with him and there must have been something wrong with her because he's touching her in the car with the roof down and she's letting him without trying to push him away. She's never done this before, never even touched herself because she's always been so shy about it and her parents are both cat shifters too and they would be able to smell her.

She only just turned eighteen a day ago and he said he had a present for her. Angelus is kind of a pretentious name, especially for a Werewolf, but she likes him anyways. He's a lot older than she is. At least twenty years older, to be precise. It's why their relationship has to remain secret. People wouldn't understand the kind of love they share for each other. She's not sure if it's love, like, Love, but she likes him well enough and she doesn't mind that she has to keep their relationship a secret. He brings her out on dates and spends time with her, keeping her company. Her parents are always busy with their work and barely has time for her. Not that she minds. Too much. She knows they love her and would give her anything she wants. But sometimes, she wonders if she's just a burden to them and if they would rather have their freedom back, to when they didn't have her. She wishes they could spend more time with her.

She's ostracized in school because of her cat ears and tail. They think it makes her less... human. Maybe it does. It's not like she knows any other life to compare hers to.

Her parents are cat shifters too. That's  probably why the cat genetics in her is so strong that she resembles one. She wishes she was one of those huge shifter animals. Some of the Wolf shifters in her class have very cool wolf eyes and powerful wolf hearing. Despite her fluffy cat ears and tail, she doesn't really have much strength. If anything, her bones are particularly fragile and even though she's lithe, she's also quite weak so she's no good in sports. She can run pretty fast, but she normally prefers to just lay in the sun and enjoy the heat against her skin.

Sometimes, she wonders if she's just a particularly lazy cat or if it's in her genes.

They've just enjoyed a big breakfast in the restaurant and he should really drive them somewhere more discreet, but the parking lot is pretty empty and she's too lazy to argue when he starts touching her. It helps that it always feels really good when he starts touching her like this.

A flush of heat rushes to her cheeks and she peers down at the mass of hair on his head between her legs. It makes her look rather silly. "I don't want to get ca- caught," she gasps, a surge of pleasure overcoming the fear of being seen.

"I'll hear if someone comes," he says, kissing the inside of her thigh, his voice husky and heavy with lust. When he looks up at her ,the color of his eyes is a shade darker than usual, the bright green so dark it's almost like night has fallen in his pupils. "I want you so bad, baby," he says.

She trembles, still unused to to hearing that even after weeks of being with him. "Okay," she whispers, trying to sound confident and sultry, but failing miserably because her voice is trembling and she is blushing so brightly.

They are in the back seat of his convertible and he has her clothes off in record time, busy kissing and licking every inch of her. She feels so exposed out here, but they're parked in the corner of the lot, where most people don't get close to, so she isn't too too worried about getting caught. The idea of it makes her skin burn and her heart thump faster. Public nudity is frowned upon, but not exactly illegal in this part of the world. They are a mostly-shifter community and it's understandable for them to lose control every once in a while, especially when some shifters experiences things like heats. She's never had one yet.

He's busy kissing and licking between her wet pussy lips, getting her ready so he can finally fuck her. She wonders if she should stop him. It's her first time, after all, and shouldn't that be more special?

She wonders if her parents would be disappointed in her if they find out, but shakes her head an thinks, 'no'. They hardly care about what she does and just barely tolerate her existence in their lives.

"I've been waiting so long for this, baby," he hums. "You're so perfect."

He penetrates her with a single finger, sliding the thick digit into her virginal hole and she feels tears in her eyes. It feels good, but too much already and she knows they've barely gotten started. It feels so good. He curves his finger and slides in deep enough that he brushes a part inside of her that hurts and she kicks out accidentally. He is quick enough to catch her by her ankle before she manages to kick him in the face.

"I'm sorry, baby," he says. "I didn't meant to hurt you," he rumbles, kissing her ankle, his gaze burning her naked skin. "I need to spread you open a little more so you can take my cock," he explains like he's talking about something completely pedestrian. If not for the way his eyes are glowing and the grip around her ankle is tight enough to be hurting, she would be insulted. But she knows he's trying to hold back so he doesn't fuck her right away.

She bites the inside of her cheek and blushes brighter. "Okay."

"Think you can take another?" he asks but he's already sliding a second finger inside of her hole, pushing past the first and getting her wall to open up for him. She whimpers and throws her head back, clenching her eyes shut against the glare of the sun. She wishes they had a roof, at least. It feels much, much too open out here. She reminds herself that they are the only car in the lot and Angelus says nobody comes to this restaurant except to make out at their parking lot. She didn't know that. Then again, she's a virgin, so there's a lot she doesn't know. It's not like her peers tell her anything. They think she's weird because she's a cat shifter and having cat ears just makes things even worse. The wolf-majority school has so many rules about her kind that it is easier to just leave her alone.
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