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...

​​​​​​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.

...
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​​​​​​​​​​Chapter One
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"I've never been too interested in courting myself," Theodore says. 

"Really? You always do seem to be rather enamored with your own reflection," John teases. It takes a moment for Theodore to get the joke and he rolls his eyes. "You are young yet. There's no rush for you to be mated," John says to his oldest and closest friend. 

"You're thirty-five. Don't talk as if you're fifty." 

John shrugs. "There's no need for you to rush. But my pack expects certain things of me." They have expected him to marry ever since he had brought stability to the territory, but none of them are quite brave enough to bring it up to his face, preferring to let the press speak of his bachelorhood as if it is something to be coveted. His own packmates don't even whisper it in the halls, what with his temper and propensity to take advice as insults. He is aware of that particular shortcoming of his, but doesn't see the point in changing for the better. It is not as though there is anyone here for him to fear. 

"Unreasonable expectations, really," Theodore says, a sentiment which he agrees wholehearted with. 

He knows his pack only wants what's best for him, wants him to be happy, but love is not something that can be rushed. 

"But I can't really help you out unless you're interested in meeting the women that my parents have been trying to get me interested in," Theodore continues and he looks as though he is only half joking. 

"Really now?" he hums. 

Theodore shrugs. "They think all this travelling is bad for me and I should settle down." 

"Well, I for one, is a proponent to all your travelling," John says. 

Theodore snorts. He makes an effort to visit him whenever he is in the territory, a trip that is required less and less of him now that he has gotten that promotion he had been gunning for ever since he started working at that investment company a few years ago. It is a decision he had made after giving up on politics altogether, a decision John doesn't understand, but does his best to respect nevertheless. The man can be as ruthless as he is and is capable of climbing up the ranks and being Alpha of his own territory.

Perhaps it has something to do with him being enamored with the current Alpha, a female cat shifter with a sharp wit and sharper claws, though when he last brought Josephine up, he had thrown a fit and declared that he would rather be chaste than sleep with an ice queen like her. A tall promise, seeing as he has a reputation of having one-night-stands with anyone who's willing. 

He is twenty-nine and has years to find a suitable mate. There's not really a need to rush these sort of matters... at least not for someone like Theodore, who is perfectly content travelling around and spending the night with anyone who's willing. 

Cat Shifters are generally not known to be so promiscuous, but Theodore is making a name for himself in his office, mainly that he wine and dines them with the kind of charm that makes it difficult for them to hate him afterwards. Rumor has it that he is amazing in bed. There is a bet in the office of who is he going to bring to bed next. Laura, the new intern, is top of the list, if his personal assistant is to be trusted. Incidentally, Viviana's name is also on the list. It is rather impressive that she hasn't succumbed to the man's charm yet. He buys her flowers every time he drops by the office. 

John would normally nip this kind of behavior in the bud. He doesn't condone office romances. The previous few experiences they have had regarding that had shown him just how messy they can get, but Theodore has a way about him that makes it less of a nuisance and more of an office entertainment that everyone partakes in. The fact that he doesn't actually work here helps as well. And he knows his friend well enough that any effort to stop him would be seen as a challenge. 

They are sharing a light lunch together in a cafe that offers coffee as black as coal. Their respective cups sit on small heating pads, ensuring that they don't lose their warmth. They are outside and every exhale condenses the air in front of them, creating little puffs of clouds. They should have stayed indoors, but both of them are too proud to admit being affected by the temperature.  

"I dread the day Inara  comes of age. We are already looking at several potential suitors, if you would believe it." 

"Your sister?" he asks. Theodore rarely brings up his sister, though when he does, he always does so with a loving and somewhat protective tone. 

Theodore nods. "Darling little thing," he sighs. "But a little naive. Too trusting. Mother didn't like having her off at college, but she went anyways. She's stubborn. Insists on experiencing things for herself. There's no need for her to go to school or find a job, honestly. Her prospective husband is going to be someone of great means." 

"Because of your bloodline?" he hums and he must not have been very successful at hiding the note of disproval in his tone because Theodore pauses at bringing his cup to his lips. 

"Oh, you don't do that here, do you?" 

John shakes his head. "We're not really that keen on all the blood purity thing," he confesses. He would know. He's one of the people who helped get rid of the whole thing. There had been a movement, back before he was in charge, to screen people's genetics and figure out who had more shifter blood in them, thereafter putting those people on pedestals that he did not believe they belonged on. "What's she like?" he asks, not wanting to speak further of blood purities and such. 

"Ah yes, I keep forgetting you haven't met her yet," Theodore murmurs. "Here. I have a picture of her on my phone," he continues. There are multiple pictures of her on his phone and the one he shows John has her laughing brightly, her canines showing. That is not the most distinctive feature about her, however. That would be her eyes, a lovely shade of green with pupils are dark as the abyss. Theodore slides a picture to the left that shows her from further away and John sees her ears. They are impossible to miss, being that they are lovely cat ears protruding over her blond curls, and shortly after, he notices the tail peeking from under her sundress. 

His mouth goes dry. 

"Lovely, isn't she?" Theodore brags. "Father wants to make sure that his grandchildren would inherit her features. And I suppose her suitors are hoping for that as well." 

"Is there-" John pauses, trying to find a way to ask this without sounding ignorant or insulting. "Is there a reason for that preference?" he asks. 

"She's lovely, isn't she?" his whole demeanor turns challenging, body tense and eyes bright, like he's ready to fight for his sister's honor and all John did was ask what he thought to be a harmless question. 

He'll find out more about this later on. For all Theodore has visited him in his territory, he has only gone to Theodore a few times. He wracks his memory and does not recall seeing anyone with any cat-like characteristics. Then again, he had not been to the Cat's territory for a while. The land there is stable and Alpha Josephine has done a good job at keeping everyone in line. The last time he was there must have been years ago and those were not the best of circumstances. He had met challengers on that land with fights that ended in death. 

He frowns at his friend and tilts his head in a considering manner. Theodore himself does not look very cat-like at all. "Of course," he says at least, breaking the tense silence that has fallen between them. "She's perfect," he adds, though he had not meant to say that part out loud. 

Nevertheless, it pleases Theodore. "She is, yes," Theodore relaxes. "We have to be careful with the people we're allowing to court her," he says. "The wrong sort would take advantage of her and stifle her. But we don't want someone who lets her have her way too often either. She gets too much of that at home already. She's to be married to a respectable Cat."

"She looks a little too young to be married," he hums, not knowing what else to say. It's clear the man is incredibly protective of his younger sibling, but there's a certain level of obsession there that's vaguely worrying. There is a flavor of wrongness to it that settles uncomfortably in the pit of his stomach. 

"She's turning nineteen in a few weeks," Theodore says. "She's a free spirit. I wouldn't have her marry into one of those old families who thinks it's right to lock up her sort in glass cages." 

"That sounds illegal," he says, unsure if the man is speaking in metaphors or if he is being completely serious about the cages. 

"It's unfortunately quite common practice where I'm from, though it's generally quite frowned upon and isn't something that outsiders are aware of." 

"I see," he frowns. He doesn't really see. It is barbaric, like the sort of thing that he would attempt to change if he were in charge. Perhaps he could reach out to Alpha Josephine, who leads the biggest pack in the East Coast and see what she has to say about the practice, but the woman rarely does anything without being offered anything in return and he has nothing to offer her. Nothing that he is willing to give, at any rate. She is a smidge power hunger, wanting more land, more power, more territory and influence. 

Theodore has never shared that aspect of his life to him before and John wonders if it is a deliberate move on his part. After all, what they do is hardly the norm, and it is bad taste to interfere with the dealings of another Alpha's territory. "Does she have final say to who she chooses to marry?" 

"Of course," Theodore smirks at him like he's passed some sort of test. "If she doesn't like the man we have chosen for her, she is more than welcomed to choose another. It is her life and her future, at the end of the day." 

He nods. That is good, at least. He returns the man's phone to him reluctantly, wishing he could take a copy of the picture for his own perusal. It is a want that surprises himself. He has not been interested in the opposite sex for a long time. He thought himself beyond such things, honestly. 

"Theodore!" a woman's voice called and Theodore looks up, eyes lighting in delight. 

"You're early!" he exclaims with a smile, rushing to stand and embrace the older woman tightly. She is a little shorter than him with hair just as bright. The familiar resemblance is clear not just in the way their eyes are the same vivid shade of green, but in the amber of their hair. "You should have let me know you're here. I would have come get you!" he says. 

"We're fine," the woman says, putting an emphasis on the 'we' in a way that makes Theodore stiffen and grow suspicious. "We went to shop for a bit and find everything that Inara needs." 

"Inara's here? What did she need to get? I could have done that. It's dangerous for her to be out on her own." 

"Oh, don't be a drag, darling," she scolds. "She's not alone. She's with me. And if you think your sister isn't perfectly capable of defending herself, then you bring that up with her yourself, isn't that right, Inara?" 

Said young woman steps up from behind Theodore's mother, two cups of coffee balanced precariously on a tray. She has purchased a dozen doughnuts and several slices of cake and she nods with a bright smile as she places the tray on the table. 

He has never seen anything lovelier. When John meets her gaze, the young woman turns away, cheeks flushing red. She is utterly captivating, an old world sort of beauty that knights would battle dragons for. The pictures did not do her justice. Her blond hair curls softly, framing her captivating face and her full lips is faintly swollen and red as she bites at them nervously, just begging to be kissed by someone. She's dressed well, a button up blouse made with material that is a touch loose to be comfortable. Her jacket appears well-worn in places and there appears to be an oil staining the sleeve of her jacket. At one glance, it would be impossible to figure out what she is. Her ears are kept hidden under a soft rabbit fur beanie and her tail is nowhere to be seen. 

"John, this is my mother and my sister." 

John rises calmly and shakes hands with both of them, careful not to let his touch linger on the younger woman. He is glad to be warned of their protectiveness of the young creature earlier. He would not have known to play at feigning aloofness otherwise. 

"Pleased to meet you," he says with sincerity and pulls out the seats for them. 

"So polite," Mrs. Killstone smiles and takes her seat, beckoning her daughter to follow. 

"What brings you here, if I may ask?" 

"I'd like to know that as well," Theodore does not appear overly elated by their sudden appearance. 

"Inara's been accepted for an internship position here," Mrs. Killstone says. "We were hoping she could stay with you." 

"Of course," Theodore responds immediately before the first half of her answer catches up with him. "An internship? Here? I thought we agreed she would stay close to home?!" 

"You and father agreed. I've agreed to no such thing," Inara speaks for the first time. Her voice holds a soft lilt that warms his cold heart and makes him want to hide her away. It is frightening, how affected he is by the young girl whom he has only met for the first time. "If I find an internship there, everyone will just fall over themselves trying to suck up to me because of you and father," she says. "I want actual experience." 

OEBPS/d2d_images/chapter_title_above.png
)

“}i\ W





OEBPS/d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_left.png





OEBPS/d2d_images/cover.jpg
Alpha in 3
| S~ the Office =

)%

j\/\laréwolf
Pdls a Cat

e . . W
(/) o 'ﬂ ) /_\






OEBPS/d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_right.png





OEBPS/d2d_images/chapter_title_below.png





