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This 4-book bundle contain four standalone stories set in the world where magic, animals shifters, and love are abound. Here, you will find:

Rabbit Shifter Ready To Mate

Mira isn't afraid of her guardian. She has never been afraid of him even though nature dictates that she should be terrified of the Alpha Werewolf. After all, she is nothing more than a helpless little prey, a petite Rabbit Shifter with floppy white ears and eyes too large for her face. Then again, nature also thinks she should be afraid of everything, and she's made it her life goal to be fearful of nothing. Except her guardian's disappointment, it would seem.

At nineteen, she thinks she is old enough to mate with the Fox Shifter who has been courting her. The Fox Shifter is her own age and has been good to her. She thinks it would work out well... probably. She approaches her guardian about it. Mr. Wolf has always been kind towards her. He spoils her and babies her a little more than the others. He's protective of her, but she tells herself that it's only because she's the youngest of his wards.

But he does not take the request for her to be mated to someone else kindly.

...

"That's it, sweet," he hums. "Pretty little thing. I hear you've been doing well in your classes," he says.

She can't answer with his fingers pressing on her tongue, but she tries anyways, verbalizing a soft, "Yeah" that comes out as a muffled, "Ahh."

"Do you think I would let you go so easily, love? A nothing fox from nowhere?" he says. "Do you think he could make you happy?"

She blinks large eyes at him, confused about why his tone has turned so deep and chastising. When he pulls his fingers out from her mouth, he leans in and takes her mouth with his, tongue diving in, licking at her mouth as if he's cleaning her, as if he's imagining that the fox shifter had kissed her beforehand and he is trying to replace the scent until there's nothing but his own.

Start Reading Here

...

Cat Shifter Troublemaker

When Ginger wakes up and discovers that she's turned into a Half Shift overnight, giving her fluffy cat ears and a tail that tells everyone around her just what she is, she knows her life is never going to be normal again.

She didn't expect her family to sell her off to the highest bidder. Her time in captivity is short-lived as she's rescued by an Alpha Werewolf who has no qualms getting his hands dirty. It's not her fault, honestly, for falling for the man who saved her life. Too bad his heart belongs to another.

That doesn't mean Ginger is going to give up so easily. She knows they will be perfect together, he just needs to see it. Her dating life is absolutely disastrous. Her first date ends up in a country-wide search when everyone thought she had been taken again and her second date involves a man who is too interested rope and bondage without bothering with respecting limits.

Thankfully, she seems to have a guardian angel who appears at the opportune time to save her from her terrible life decisions.

Start Reading Here

...

​​​Tangled in Lies & Feathers

Sweet and naive Kali flies out to a foreign land to attend her sister's wedding. It's not often that she's allowed to travel so far from home. Her massive wings makes it hard for her to hide what she is and her guardian is overprotective, so this is an exciting adventure for her. She loves her sister and is looking forward to helping her with the wedding preparations, so she's horrified to find on arrival that Raine is having second thoughts about marrying at all. She has her eyes set on David Isbjorn, a predator shifter who had saved Kali at the airport and had subsequently stolen her heart.

While Raine is busy trying to ruin her own wedding and endear herself to David, Kali is scrambling to hide her blossoming relationship with the very same man whose single touch is enough to ignite all the senses within her.

If her sister ever finds out her betrayal, all hell will break loose.

As if things are not complicated enough, Kali soon finds that the foreign land is not as friendly as it had first appeared to be. The locals treat the two sisters with inexplicable hostility and there are rumors set to sabotage them at every step and ruin their relationship with one another.

It's up to Kali to unravel all the misunderstandings and lies while she struggles to juggle all her newfound responsibilities in a home that is not her own and navigate her first serious relationship with a man she barely knows.

And when more people appear in the residence, the winged shifter will realize that her troubles are only just beginning.

Start Reading Here

...

The Werewolf, The Mage, & The Cursed Town

When her guardian calls her for a favor, she drops everything to comply. Determined and focused on proving herself useful, she heads off on a journey that she is completely unprepared for. She is powerful, but inexperienced, stuck in an unfamiliar land where people are attacking each other for a reason that she doesn't understand, and her presence only seems to exacerbate matters. Then again, finding out the reason for the odd behavior of the people in town is exactly why she's here. There's a curse on the land that she's supposed to break, but she can neither identify nor locate the spell and castor, leaving her with nothing but questions and an uneasy feeling that gnaws at her throat.

Alpha Thorne is supposed to guide her, but she finds herself fighting an attraction to the charming Alpha whose softer side seems to only appear when he's looking at her, an anomaly because people has only ever looked at her in disgust.

Anna isn't used to the attention from the werewolf and she doesn't know what to do with the man who promises her his heart the first time they meet.

Start Reading Here

...
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Mira isn't afraid of her guardian. She has never been afraid of him even though nature dictates that she should be terrified of the Alpha Werewolf. After all, she is nothing more than a helpless little prey, a petite Rabbit Shifter with floppy white ears and eyes too large for her face. Then again, nature also thinks she should be afraid of everything, and she's made it her life goal to be fearful of nothing. Except her guardian's disappointment, it would seem.

At nineteen, she thinks she is old enough to mate with the Fox Shifter who has been courting her. The Fox Shifter is her own age and has been good to her. She thinks it would work out well... probably. She approaches her guardian about it. Mr. Wolf has always been kind towards her. He spoils her and babies her a little more than the others. He's protective of her, but she tells herself that it's only because she's the youngest of his wards.

But he does not take the request for her to be mated to someone else kindly.

...

"That's it, sweet," he hums. "Pretty little thing. I hear you've been doing well in your classes," he says.

She can't answer with his fingers pressing on her tongue, but she tries anyways, verbalizing a soft, "Yeah" that comes out as a muffled, "Ahh."

"Do you think I would let you go so easily, love? A nothing fox from nowhere?" he says. "Do you think he could make you happy?"

She blinks large eyes at him, confused about why his tone has turned so deep and chastising. When he pulls his fingers out from her mouth, he leans in and takes her mouth with his, tongue diving in, licking at her mouth as if he's cleaning her, as if he's imagining that the fox shifter had kissed her beforehand and he is trying to replace the scent until there's nothing but his own.
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The first time Mira meets her guardian, she thinks he's the most obvious Werewolf she has ever seen. It's not just the way he looks, big and imposing, with eyes that are slightly slanted at the edges and reminds her more of an animal than human. He broadcasts what he is in the way he moves. He moves like a predator waiting to strike and she feels every bit the prey that she is, her long rabbit ears folding back and close to her face, eyes darting towards her teacher and expecting him to keep her safe, but even Mr. Uther is frightened. She can scent the fear from the older man and her nose twitches at the unpleasant stench. She doesn't like it when people smell like panic and fear. There's a sour hint to it that makes her want to sneeze.

He keeps moving towards them and Mr. Uther takes a step forward, though it looks like it pains him to go in between her and the obviously dangerous man and he's fighting his instinct to run away. Mr. Uther is rabbit, like her, but he doesn't wear his animal so close to his skin.

She frowns and stands in front of Mr. Uther, curls her fingers into his much larger hands and says in a soft voice, "It's okay."

The older man glances down at her with a pained smile. "Right, of course it'll be okay."

She thinks they should probably meet him in the middle, but Mr. Uther isn't moving at all, the instinct to run so strong it's probably taking all of his self control to stay rooted in spot.

The sun is coming from behind them, catching the stranger at the right angle and making his shadow twist until it looks almost like there's a wolf trotting at his heels, growing bigger and bigger until it's around all of them and there's nowhere to run.

"Is this her, then?" he asks, grinning with all his teeth and looking like he's going to unhinge his jaw at any moment and just swallow her up. He probably means to look friendly and approachable, but her heart is beating at twice the normal speed and her palms have gotten all sweaty. She chews on her bottom lip and nods, her ears flopping around uncomfortably. She's not used to them yet. "Aren't you just the prettiest little bunny? Can you tell me your name, bun?" he says, his voice kept at a soft, friendly tone.

Her cheeks flare red and she tries to hide behind Mr. Uther, but the man as a hand on her back now, urging her forward. She stumbles a little as she moves towards the much bigger man, tilting her head up so she is able to look at him more properly. His hair is buzzed short and she kind of wants to reach out and touch it.

She has never been good with self control, so she reaches her hands out. He tilts his head and bends down. She hesitates only a second, then she's curling her fingers in his hair and rubbing his head. She lets out a soft noise. "You're so soft," she whispers, sighing contently, relishing the sensation.

"Am I?" he chuckles, his voice dropping into a smoky rumble. He makes an amused sound and bends his head, allowing her to rub her hands over his hair better, curling around the back of his head.

"Say hello to Mr. Wolf, Mira," Mr. Uther instructs, sounding both amused and horrified.

"Hello, Mr. Wolf," she says dutifully, forgetting to be scared of the big bad wolf when he cradles her hands and presses them to his cheeks. He's fuzzy there too. "Prickly," she laments and feels the way the muscles on his cheeks stretch as he offers her a smile that is more genuine than the one before.

"Hello, darling," he says. "What's your name?" he asks again.

She blinks wide eyes up at him. "Mira," she says. "I'm Mira."

"Mira," she hears Mr. Uther murmur like he's trying to say something else. He had said a lot of things to her before bringing her here. Mainly that she's not a little bunny now and she needs to be brave and that even though Mr. Wolf is going to look very frightening she has to trust him to know what's best.

"Is this okay, Mr. Uther?" she turns to Mr. Uther.

"It's okay," he says with a wobbly smile and a tone that suggest he would much rather be saying 'no, it's definitely not okay. Get away from the wolf right now.' She frowns at him.

"It's perfect," Mr. Wolf says, drawing her gaze back to him, his expression is soft and comforting and she chooses to look at him instead because his expression is nicer to look at. "You're coming with me now, okay? I'll keep you safe."

Mr. Wolf specializes in shifters with outwards characteristics like herself, with the animal part of them being the main part of who they are. Mira knows she's different than them, though. Most of them develop animal parts early in their lives and are completely human before that.

He has very kind eyes, so blue it's like staring at the sea. Her animal instinct is screaming at her to turn tail and run, but her tail is a fluffy, white little tuft of fur and she isn't just her animal anymore. She's going to be brave and be human. She's done her homework and Mr. Wolf is her best bet at a future that doesn't involve anything bad. She walks closer to him and hears his hitch of breath when she wraps her arms around his neck and holds on. "I'm under your care, Mr. Wolf," she whispers.

"Of course you are, darling," he says, standing to his full height and lifting her in the process. He adjusts his hold on her, putting an arm under her bum so she can settle on him comfortably as he stands. Their difference in height is imposing, but she'll grow taller in a few years and then she can be the imposing one.

"Well," Mr. Uther clears his throat a few times as he tries to get his bearing together.

Mira can feel the faint rustle of the stranger's breath against her neck. It's warm and soft, a bit like a caress, and forms a perfect rhythm with the slow rise and fall from where their chests are pressed together. The sensation is a soothing one . She loves hugs and the intimacy makes her close her eyes and fall into an easy rest.

...

"Well, that was... ahem, easier than I was expecting," Robin Uther says with an discomfited laugh. "She's an interesting one," he says.

"That isn't a word I would use," Theodore Wolf responds with a frown etched between his brows. She is a warm weight in his arms, the draught of her breath and hapless way she leans into his chest reminds him how much he had missed intimacy, as simple as it might be. "She is too trusting," he says. He is a Werewolf and an Alpha on top of that. Normal prey animals would run from him and it would take weeks, if not months, for them to be comfortable in his presence. And yet, here she is, relaxing and falling asleep in his arms like it's the most natural thing in the world for her to do seconds into their first meeting. "There's much for her to learn before she can be integrated into society," he says.

"It's why I called you," Robin Uther says. "That, and the fact that we've been getting calls to adopt from less savory operations..." He cowers a little when Theodore growls low.

"Thank you for calling me first," Theodore says, trying to soothe the man's nerves, but he doubts he's successful. Most prey animals fear him out of their survival instinct and it' s a good thing. "The sooner I take her away, the safer she'll be."

Uther nods and sighs. "I'll keep in touch if we get another one like her."

"Of course," Theodore nods, smoothing a hand down her back and dropping a discreet kiss on her shoulder before tangling his fingers in her hair. She's so soft and utterly too trusting. She smells soft and sweet in her slumber, a faint scent of honey clinging to her skin. She is entirely too enticing and he understands the fascination with someone who looks like her. It should worry him because it means more work for him in the future, but it also settles something in him. He doubt there would be more like her in the future, despite what the man says.

How often does a rabbit turn human, after all?
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"None of this makes sense to me," Keichi laments, sprawling over his notes dramatically. His hair is a vibrant shade of green that she knows is only possible due to the power of bleaching products and hair dye.

Mira frowns at her friend and grimaces when she sees fresh dye staining the notes that he's laying on top of. She tugs her notes closer to herself. She color codes everything and has been very carefully making additional notes by referencing the textbook that they're both supposed to be reading. "It's a little difficult," she agrees, "but I think it's quite interesting too... Is this because it's in a second language for you?" she asks.

Keichi shrugs and doesn't bother looking up from where his face is pressed against his papers. "I don't know. Maybe?" he grumbles. "I've never been very good with academics. Our family are all hunters and farmers," he says. "We have a huge farm back home with all sorts of things that we grow ourselves and export. It's a very lucrative business, but it's hard work."

She nods, having heard the story before. What she doesn't get is why his family has decided to move here if things are going so well back home, but every time she tries to bring up the issue, he would smell really anxious and change the subject, so she's stopped trying.

"I don't think you need to be trying to hard, though," he says, reaching across the table to rest his hand on top of hers.

She pulls her hand back instantly, her cheeks burning red. "Keichi!" she scolds, looking around to make sure no one has noticed the little faux pas. No one's looking at them. But she should be used to that, honestly. No one ever looks at her for long. They're all very scared of Mr. Wolf, who is careful to brush his hand to the back of her neck daily to make sure she carries his scent, though that's really unnecessary with the way she looks. Most half-shifts like her are under his protection and people who know what's good for them would leave her alone. It's taboo for anyone to touch her. Mr. Wolf would know the moment he scents her.

She knows it's important to keep her safe, but it also makes her days rather boring when she's not focused on studying.

Keichi's the only person who would sit with her and she knows that's only because he's not from around here and his family hasn't met hers yet.

"I um... I have to go to the lady's room," she says, her hand still feeling warm where he touched her. Her hand smells a little bit like him now and she excuses herself to scrub off the scent. Mr. Wolf says she shouldn't let anyone touch her.

"I'm sorry," Keichi says, waiting for her outside the bathroom with her backpack in his hand. They head towards their next class together. "Have you... have you talked to your guardian about... you know?" he asks, darting his gaze around to make sure nobody's eavesdropping on them.

They are all probably eavesdropping on them, but she doesn't tell him that.

She shakes her head. "I have to wait for the formal meeting for that. I'll talk to him tomorrow," she tells him and she can't help but feel a little bit upset that he keeps asking her the same things over and over, like she's too stupid to remember otherwise. He likes to tell her that she doesn't have to 'worry her pretty little head' about things she doesn't understand when they're studying for something. When she told him that it's unfair of him to dismiss her so easily and not explain things to her, he reminds her that it's not going to matter once they're together, she doesn't have to work anymore. Later on, when it becomes apparent that not only does she have no intention of failing her classes and dropping out, but she's actually doing better than him in all of their classes, his tone turns from patronizing to begrudging respect.

Still, he sometimes look at her floppy bunny ears and he forgets that she's more than her animal.

At the beginning of their tentative friendship, she worried that he doesn't see her at all, but the connections that being friends with her is able to garner him. They've been friends for a little over half a year now and he must have noticed how there really isn't much to gain by being friends with her. The others keep their distance from her, if only to make sure that they don't screw up, and him being friends with her makes it so that people are wary of being friends with him too.

He claims that it's fine and being friends with her is all he needs, though.

Keichi says the sweetest things, sometimes.

Except there are other times when he admits things that worry her. Most women, in his opinion, should have no more pressing concerns than looking nice for their mates, behaving submissively, and helping out with the house chores.

He promises that it's not like that for her, though, that he really likes her and he'll respect her decisions.

He has already introduced her to his family, though their conversations are done over the phone. Keichi's father looks a little like him, eager grin and dark eyes but with more facial hair. His mother doesn't look much like him, though. She hardly said a work to Mira over the phone and always seem to be busy with something. Keichi says he's not so close to his mom, but doesn't elaborate on that either.

She tries her best not to pry, seeing as there are a lot of flaws that he is able to look past in his effort to befriend her. They aren't able to hang out together outside of school hours, for one. Like the others, she is only allowed to leave the compound for her classes. She has to return to home the moment her lessons for the day are done.

Everyone has to adhere to their schedule very strictly.

It's for their own good, really.

A few years ago, Ginger had not returned home when she's supposed to and Kenneth realized instantly. Kenneth is the guard at their home and is a large bear shifter who would sneak her candy when nobody's looking. They were all pulled from their classes and hidden in the basement of their home, kept safe from an unseen threat as a hunt is called to find Ginger. The entire pack had to drop everything they're doing to look for her. Everyone had feared the worst, that she had been kidnapped and smuggled out of the country, where half shifts like her would sell for a pretty penny. It turned out that Ginger had just snuck out of school and went on a date with someone whom Mr. Wolf had not approved of. For good reason too, if he is stupid enough to allow her to deviate from her schedule thinking there won't be consequences to their actions.

His parents are very angry with their son, but Mr. Wolf's ire is more than a few weeks of being grounded. The young man is sent to live with a different pack until he learns his place and his family is placed under probation. They own a large supermarket chain in town and had been very careful to follow all the rules set out by Mr. Wolf since then.

Ginger was collared for a little while after and very apologetic for causing so many people so much trouble. The Cat Shifter is always getting in trouble, but this is the first time that she had really made Mr. Wolf mad at her. The collar is a pretty little necklace with a tracking device in it that lets him know where she is at all times. Ginger had her tail between her legs for the better part of the following few weeks and hadn't done anything like that ever since.

"Why do you have to wait for a meeting to talk to your guardian?"

"It's just the way it is," she says.

"Feels very authoritarian."

She frowns at the choice of work and bites the inside of her cheek instead of arguing with him. He doesn't seem to understand pack hierarchy, that Mr. Wolf is the Alpha around here and everyone respects his decisions.

"Don't you normally talk to him? I thought you all have meals together or something," he says.

"We do," she nods. "But serious discussions are saved for official meetings," she tells him patiently.

"Why's that?"

"It would make meals really stressful if we talk about official things when we eat all the time."

He considers this for a moment and then shrugs. "I don't really get it," he says but makes no effort to understand how her family works.

She chews on the thumbnail on her right hand when she settles into her seat in the classroom. "Are you- are you sure you want to court me, Keichi?" she asks.

"Of course, I do," he says.

"Is it just because you're tired of not being able to touch me? Is it a scent thing?" she asks without looking away from his face, wanting to ensure that he is answering honestly.

"It's not a scent thing," he says. "Though it would be nice if we could make out a little," he teases.

She frowns. She doesn't really get why he's so insistent on wanting to court her and her bringing it up with her guardian.

"I... I really like you," he says, turning his gaze from her. "I want to go on dates and hold hands and do things together without having to worry about your guardian biting my head off."

She flushes at the thought of being able to do all that.

"Don't you think it's unfair that you're almost nineteen and you've never kissed before?"

She presses her finger to her lips and thinks about how nice it would be to feel another person's lips against her. "I suppose," she murmurs.

"I want to be that person for you, if you'd let me," he says.

She flushes. "I'll talk to Mr. Wolf," she promises.
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Mira doesn't think she's ever been scared of Theodore before. There was that initial fear at the very beginning when she didn't know who he was, but after he let her touch his head so gently, she stopped being afraid. There's more the worry of disappointing him, of letting the man who raised her down, like the way Ginger had done all those years ago when she disobeyed him.

She's been very careful to follow all of his instructions, though. Even the ones that doesn't seem fair to an outsider. She knows that keeping her- all of them safe and sound, is his main priority and he works hard to give them a good life despite the complications that being half shifts would cause naturally.

They're all rather sheltered in a sense. Then again, they have to be, considering most people either romanticize them as the perfect docile mates, or use them to satisfy their own perverse desires.

The world is a dangerous place for people like them.

He lets them choose the classes that they want and set everything up for them so that they can experience a semblance of normalcy. The only difference between her life here and the one at her orphanage is the fact that at the end of the day, they have the protection of the entire Werewolf pack.

Growing up, she can see that she's doted on, the youngest of the group, the rabbit girl who trusts too easily and also can't be trusted to go off on her own. Mr. Wolf is always strict, demanding nothing less than what he knows they're all capable of. He's an Alpha, so he has a big pack of all sorts of Shifters, and he takes his job very seriously, dividing his time between taking care of all the prey shifters under his care and making sure that his territory is safe. Even then, he still finds time specifically for her, making sure she's happy and content.

Mira has never been scared of her guardian, except now she thinks she's asking for something that she's not sure if she can ask.

Keichi had been pushing for her to ask for this for a few weeks now and it's not just that scheduling these meetings would take time, but she's kind of been dreading what would happen if he says yes.

The others all tell her that it's awfully romantic of Keichi to want to court her despite what they are. Leta is her best friend and the closest thing she has to a sister here. She's two years older and thinks she needs to ask Mr. Wolf or he'll never let her have her freedom. Ginger, cat shifter who is even worse at impulse control than she is, thinks she should have asked months ago. Ginger demanded that she be allowed to date the moment she turned eighteen and have been going out with different men ever since, much to Mr. Wolf's chagrin, but he allows it because the men know what they're getting themselves into by dating such a wild cat, honestly.

Joshua, the gopher shifter who found his calling as a personal assistant at some fancy company, told her she fails a hundred percent of the things she doesn't try, which is true, but also the same advice that made her take more classes than she really should have that first semester in college. She's since figured out that there are only so many hours in a day and she will burn out if she tries too many at once.

Frankie, the deer shifter with massive antlers that catches on absolutely everything, recently found love with a Predator Shifter of some sort and is very invested in the outcome of her discussion and it's mostly curiosity that more than wanting what's best for her.

"Come in," Mr. Wolf calls out, voice holding that commanding permission that always had her obeying since she was a hapless young teen.

"Good afternoon, Mr. Wolf," she greets softly as she enters his imposing study. They don't normally come in here unless they're in trouble and she doesn't come in here at all.

"Afternoon, bunny."

She flushes at the nickname and watches him finish up with signing some sort of document in his hand before motioning for her to take a seat opposite his. She stumbles into her seat hastily and makes a startled noise when she sinks into the couch. She doesn't think she's ever going to grow up to be as imposing as her guardian.

"I've never had an official meeting request from you. I must admit you've gotten me curious," Mr. Wolf says and she nods.

It's the first time she's asked for such a formal thing. Her hands are clasped together in her lap, fidgeting nervously. "It's um," she is off to a weak start, but she's adamant on making herself heard. She meets his gaze a moment and he nods at her encouragingly. She swallows. "It's about the restriction on my courting."

She watches his face close off, every expression wiped away as he waits for her to go on. He's no longer looking so encouraging as he had when she first sat down and it makes her a little bit worried about what she means to say next.

"I know... I know it's for my own protection, but the others are allowed to date once they're eighteen and most of them have even gotten married with your blessing already and I'm... I'll be nineteen in two months and I haven't even kissed anyone before and there's..." she bites the inside of her cheek and keeps from bringing up Keichi. "And I think I'm ready," she rushes the words out, trying to say it all as quickly as she can. She had written it all out prior to coming in here, but her palms are clammy and her heart is beating too quickly and she's forgotten half of her very well-thought-out reasoning that would convince Mr. Wolf that she's ready to be courted.

"Plea- please?" she adds after a breath.

"You think you're ready now, do you?" he hums, picking up the weak point of her argument and focusing on entirely the wrong thing.

"I know I'm ready," she corrects hastily, puffing her chest out and looking at him straight. It's easier because he's looked away from her now.

"You have been good friends with Keichi for a while now, yes?" he says without looking up.

She doesn't ask him how he knows. Theodore knows everything about everyone. She swallows the lump in her throat and nods so hard that her ears flop up and down.

"Has anything untoward happened?" he continues.

She shakes her head equally hard. "You know I won't do anything without permission," she says.

"I suppose you've always been well behaved," he says. "You want to court the fox shifter?"

She tilts her head and wonders if it's a trick question. Is there a wrong answer? She nods cautiously.

"The same family who moved into my territory without introducing themselves? The strangers who have been living on borrowed time and have approached you without asking permission?"

"It's- it's not like that," she defends, feeling emotional and a little bit like a child being scolded. He's never raised his voice with her, never gotten upset with her before. Then again, she has never given him reason to be upset with her. She feel her eyes burn with unshed tears and she looks down to avoid his judgmental gaze.

"You want to get married to a fox cub?" he asks.

"Court," she corrects. "I want to try dating first." Her heart is beating so quickly in her chest that she can feel the blood thrumming in her ears.

"Courting leads to marriage, and marriage means you leave this family for good. They're not from here, are they? Which means you will marry and follow their family back where they're from and be gone forever. Are you that eager to leave?"

The thought of never seeing Mr. Wolf and all her friends- her family, here again makes her face pale. She shakes her head immediately, her heart hurting at the idea that she would have to leave them one day. "Keichi says I can visit whenever I want," she says. "And... and they're considering staying."

He lets out a loud roar that makes the walls around them shake, the foundations of the house struggling to keep upright at his rage. "The sheer insolence," he snarls low, his face shifting, darkening until she has to look away.

"Maybe it's different where they're from?" she whispers.

"And you believed him, did you? I thought I taught you better," he snarls low.

She flushes, feeling shamed for still not knowing how to tell when she's being lied to despite all her lessons. Part of being human is being smart and making good decisions,  and not trusting what people tell her at face value. She should have known Keichi had been looking for more than friendship. Or that he really isn't looking for friendship at all, but a way into Mr. Wolf's pack.

"I'm sorry," she whimpers, wiping her eyes with the back of her hand.

He sighs. "Come here," he says and when she is finally brave enough to look up, she sees that he's no longer angry. Or at least he's doing a good job of hiding his rage.

She pushes herself to her feet and stumbles to his side of the desk. He pulls his chair back and extends his arms in obvious invitation. She scrambles up and into his lap. It's not so difficult now that she has gotten taller, though she hasn't done this in a while. She settles into his lap and curls her arms around his neck, hiding her face there. His scent is always strongest at his pulse. She breathes in his familiar scent greedily.

"I'm sorry, darling."

"I'm sorry," she echoes, feeling so stupid. She knew in her gut that there was something wrong with Keichi, but she had ignored it because she wanted to have a friend.

"Did I frighten you?" he asks, large hand cradling the back of her neck.

She shakes her head.

"You know I would never force you into something you're not comfortable with," he hums. "You trust too easily and people take advantage of that. The only reason why I allowed Keichi's friendship with you is because I'm aware that the others are ostracizing you due to your relation to me." His voice is a low rumble against her chest. She misses the days where her breasts didn't get in the way of their proximity. She tries to press tighter against him and he lets out rumbling purrs that makes her whole body grow warm. "If I had known about his interest in you and what lies he had been telling you, I would have..." he doesn't say what he would have done, but his claws digging into her hips are enough to tell her that it's not good.

"Mr. Wolf?" she murmurs.

"Did he ask you to do anything you're uncomfortable with?" he asks in a gentle voice.

"No," she replies, although it comes out muffled because of the way she's pressed against his neck.

"Now, that's not quite true is it, darling?" he hums.

She makes a questioning noise that has him continuing.

"Asking me for this was very uncomfortable for you, wasn't it? I could smell your anxiousness for days. It's a rather unpleasant scent. Next time, I would prefer not to drag it out for as long," he warns and she flushes.

It's a horrible day when Ginger is right about something. She makes a point to never let the cat shifter know about this.

She feels heat rushing to her cheeks and nods, clinging to him tighter. His arms are so warm around her body, pulling her tight enough to force the air from her lungs and make her feel like she's being squished, but she likes this too. She likes the way Mr. Wolf holds her like he has no intention of letting her go. Her breath catches slightly, aware of how her entire focus is starting to constrict and shrink towards the feel of his heat against her body, the low hypnotic voice that etches into her skin.

"If he is following tradition, he would have had his family consult with mine and not ask you to do this in his stead. It is a very cowardly way out of them having to request formal permission to stay on my territory without providing me an offering," he continues in that low caressing voice, trailing his forefinger down her spine and stopping just above her tail.

She shudders and pulls away from him to put enough space between them so she can look up in his face. "What kind of offering?" she asks.

"A gift," he answers, reaching a hand up to her face so he can trail his forefinger across the tip of her cheekbone and along her jaw before using his thumb to gently brush against her lower lip. "It can be a favor for me to call onto in the future, or monetary compensation, a percentage of their earnings in exchange for a place within the pack. It can be also just be an oath of loyalty. I do not ask for much from my pack," he says, cupping her face. "To go above all that and attempt to get an in through you is an insult." There is rage in his voice, carefully kept hidden so he doesn't frighten her.

"Oh." Her face falls. She thought Keichi was her friend, but it turns out he had been using her all this time.

"Do you even know what courting entails, darling?"

She nods and thinks about what Keichi had said, with holding hands and making out. Her cheeks flushes. "Kissing and holding hands," she says.

He chuckles. "Is that all?" he asks.

She nods and jerks when his hand wraps around her waist, pulling her closer.

"Did you let him kiss you, then?" he asks.

She shakes her head.

"Has he touched you?"

She starts shaking her head again, and then remembers his hand resting on top of hers too quickly for her to yank her hand back. She had washed her hands right after to make sure that his scent doesn't stick to her skin, though!

"Where?" he asks.

"Just- just my hand," she says.

He hums contemplatively, reaching out to take one of her hands and hold it up before him. Her fingers are so small in his palm and she gasps when he brings her hand to his mouth and nose, breathing in as if he could still scent Keichi on her skin.

"Mr. Wolf?" she calls out tentatively. He stares at her as he leans down to lick her palm, his tongue wet and hot as it traces the lines of her palm up and up until he's licking the tips of her fingers. Her gaze drops as she feels the heat lick up her spine. He puts her fingers into his mouth, sucking her digits. The light scrape of teeth on his fingers makes her tremble. It's a little frightening, feeling his sharp teeth on her skin, but she knows he won't hurt her. She feels the soft caress of his tongue around her fingers, saliva coating them.

She's pliant when he lets her fingers out of his mouth and brings her hands to her own lips, wiping his saliva on her lips and then pushing in, urging her mouth open and sliding her two fingers as well as his two much larger digits into her mouth.

"Suck," he says.

She closes her lips over the digits and sucks dutifully. She imagines she can taste him like this, the scent of his tongue that is still clinging to her digits going into her mouth. It feels dirty, but also fills her with an unexplainable warmth.

"That's it, sweet," he hums. "Pretty little thing. I hear you've been doing well in your classes," he says.

She can't answer with his fingers pressing on her tongue the way it is, but she tries anyways, verbalizing a soft, "Yeah" that comes out as a muffled, "Ahh."

"Do you think I would let you go so easily, love? A nothing fox from nowhere?" he says. "Do you think he could make you happy?"

She blinks large eyes at him, confused about why his tone has turned deeper once more. When he pulls his fingers out along with hers, he leans in and takes her mouth with his, tongue diving in, licking at her mouth as if he's cleaning her, as if he's imagining that the fox shifter had kissed her beforehand and he is trying to replace the scent in her. His other hand tugs her ears and tilts her head, slanting their mouths better so he can reach deeper. She tries  to kiss him back and tentatively darts her tongue out to meet his, but he lets out a rumbling, dangerous-sounding growl and she's weak-kneed and helpless once more.

It feels like he's trying to devour her.

She would let him.
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​​​Chapter Three: Demonstration of Mating
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She thinks of Keichi and all the things he had said about wanting to be her first time and tries to pull away.

Her guardian's hands that have been holding her waist so carefully turns into a brutally tight grip, yanking her in so that there's not an inch of space between them. Her whimpers are muffled in his mouth and when he finally parts from her, she is panting for air.

He draws in an uneven breath and kisses her softly on the brow, and then tips her head back and presses another kiss on her neck, mouth opening up to kiss wetly. He sucks and nips at the skin, pulling her delicate veins to the top and rupturing them so that she would have a bruise the shape of his mouth. His teeth digs in when she tries to pull away again and she gives in too readily, hands first resting, and then curling around his shoulders as she tries to the cling to him.

"Mr. Wolf?" she whimpers when he pulls away, the love bite throbbing by the time he's done.

He ignores her questioning gaze and inspects the mark before seeming pleased with it.

She wonders if he does this with the others and dismisses her own thoughts. Of course not. She would have noticed. Mr. Wolf has always smelled so nice to her, so distinct and perfect that she would be able to tell if he had touched any of the others.

"Perfect," he says, carefully wiping away the tears that are clinging to her lashes.

"Perfect?" she whispers, still curled around him, too stunned to form words or even think of them properly.

"Do you still think you're ready to court, darling?" he asks.

She looks up at his azure eyes and licks her lips. "Um..." She's no longer so sure about anything.

He shakes his head. "Of course not," he says with certainty. "Would you have let a fox shifter do this to you?" he asks, and before she can ask him what he means, he has her spun around and pressed up against his chest, his legs curled around hers to spread them wide open.

"Mr. Wolf?" she whimpers.

"You wanted to mate, didn't you?" he growls low, fingers wrapping around her inner thigh and moving up and up until they're touching between her legs.

She's wearing pants, but they don't do much to protect her when he unsheathes his claws, doing away with them easily, the tip scratching a little at her skin and making her whimper.

"Shh.." he soothes. "You wanted to learn about mating, bunny. I'm teaching you," he says, nibbling the end of her ear, making a mess of her fur- of her, when he rips her pants from her legs. "He'll touch you a little here first, perhaps," he says, leaving the throbbing heat between her legs to cup her breasts.

"Oh!" she cries out, startled by the sharp pleasure that courses through her body.

"Maybe find a nice quiet spot and take your clothes off," he hums. "Would you let him?"

She shakes her head. "No, no, Mr. Wolf," she whimpers, hot tears running down her face as she sobs brokenly.

"No?"

"Not if you said I couldn't," she hiccups. "I'm a good bunny."

His breath is hot against her skin when he huffs. "Of course you are," he says. "The sweetest little bunny. Do you know how many offers I've had for you, bun?"

She shakes her head. She didn't think she had any, to be honest, and that's why he hasn't allowed her to be courted properly yet.

"They started coming in even before you turned eighteen," he snarls. "Hundreds a year, and thousand since you're of age. All over the world, people are trying to have their own little bunny," he growls. "I've turned away kings who think they can throw their weight around and make me give you up." He tugs her top up until they're above her breasts, and then yanks her bra down, revealing smooth skin and perky nipples. "And the impudent little fox thinks he can just waltz in here and steal you from me?" He pinches her nipples punishingly.

"Ah, ah," she whimpers, moving her hips and pushing back. She feels something hard pressing against her bum and then a sharp intake of breath from her guardian. "Mr. Wolf, that hurts," she whines, curling her fingers around his wrists and trying to tug his hand away so he would release her nipples, but he has them in a vice-like grip and isn't going to let go until he's ready. It doesn't really hurt, which makes her confused because of how tightly he has gripped them. His touch sends flares of pleasure straight between her legs and she's whining as she curls into him. "Anh, ah, ah," she gasps, feeling him roll her nipples between his forefingers and thumbs, pinching lightly, and then doing it again.

It feels so bizarre and so unexpectedly pleasurable that she can't wrap her head around why it should feel the way it does.

He releases her before it could really start hurting, and then his fingers are between her legs once more, spreading her open. "You're soaked, love," he says, pushing pussy lips open so he can circle the tip of his fingers at her opening. "Such a beautiful shade of pink you are too," he praises, fingers rubbing, teasing over the tight hole.

She can feel him pressing in, making her open up, and she rocks into his fingers without knowing what she's doing. Her whole body is suddenly so warm, sweat breaking out at her forehead. Tears burn in her eyes as she struggles to make sense of what she's feeling. His fingers slide deeper and deeper into her, disappearing inside of her body in a way that she doesn't know is possible. "Mr. Wolf, it's weird. Ah, anh," she mewls and he only growls deeper in response.

"It's good, darling. It's supposed to feel good. Can you feel my finger inside of you? You're so wet, so open already. I can feel your body slicking up, trying to get more," he rumbles low, the words going to her head and making her feel dizzy with want.

"Mr. Wolf," she cries helplessly.

"You have such a lovely little pussy, my dear little bunny," he hums, like he's talking about the weather.

She shakes her head again, trying to deny it. She is grasping his wrists so tightly that she thinks she is hurting him, but she doesn't have the strength to be anything more than a small nuisance to someone as strong as him.

"You've studied this, haven't you? You do so well in all your classes. I imagine you know how mating and sex works," he says.

She whimpers when he presses his finger all the way inside of her, the slick her body is producing making it so much easier. "I don't-" she shakes her head, too embarrassed to admit that she thought sex only happened when couples want to make little ones.

"Ahh, you're an innocent little bun, aren't you?" he hums. "I've kept you a little too sheltered, perhaps," he hums. "Do the others tell you what mating is about?"

She shakes her head. The older Half Shifters here don't talk to her about this sort of thing. "It's... It's only for courting," she whimpers.

"For courting, yes," he agrees. "But you need to learn too, hmm?" he says, the wet slick making it noisy as he pumps his fingers in and out of her. She doesn't know if it's supposed to sound like this, so wet and slick, a little bit weird.

She whimpers when he adds a second finger, the digit sinking into her hole together with the first, stretching her wide as they pushed their way inside her body slowly but firmly. Her hips are moving entirely out of her control now, an undulation up and down as she tries to take him deeper and make him stop at the same time. "It's weird," she insists, gasping when she feels him curl his fingers in her body and rub against her delicate inner walls.

"Easy darling," he hums, patting her thigh with his other hand as he fingers her open. "You're doing so well. So soft and sweet and open for me already," he murmurs against her neck, peppering her with more kisses that makes her brain short out. "Have you done this before, love? Touched yourself in your bed?"

She shakes her head. "I don't- I'm not-" she doesn't know what she doesn't and what she's not. She can't seem to form the words, thoughts flitting through her mind faster than she can grasp onto. "Please, Mr. Wolf," she whines, blunt nails digging into his skin.

"Shh..." he hums. "Just relax, love. That's is. You're so slick and open for me," he says. "You're going to have to be stretched more than this when you're finally ready to mate, of course," he says.

She shakes her head. "I can't- it's- ah, ah," she cries out, tears burning her eyes and trickling down her cheeks. She can't imagine taking anything more. His fingers are so thick already, filling all of her. "No, no," she sobs, pushing him harder.

"Shh... shh... just relax and let it feel good, my love." He plays with her nipples with his other hand, tugging and twisting one and then the other.

The tension in her body builds and builds with nowhere to go until it finally spills over and she comes undone, and it's so unexpected when it happens, when she comes apart completely, her orgasm rolling through her body so intensely that she thinks the must have passed out for several seconds. She can only feel the hot burn of pleasure, everything else falling away under the intensity of it. It takes control for a few breathless seconds, nothing occupying her mind by the pleasure of his fingers still inside her body.

When she is aware of her surroundings again, she realizes that he's talking to her, cooing and purring, whispering sweet things and telling her what a good job she's done even though she's hardly done anything at all.

"There we go," he says, licking her cheeks and cleaning way her tears. "There's my sweet bunny," he pulls his fingers free, her slick sticking to his fingers and making a humiliating sound, a string of slick connecting his finger and her pulsating pussy until he takes his fingers further away, and then sucks them into his mouth, licking them clean. She can't see him very well, but she can hear and smell what he's doing and it makes her body warm anew.

She feels utterly exhausted as she leans back against him, whimpering and mewling weakly, her pussy walls clenching around nothing, milking a cock that's not there.

When he pulls her body back and shifts her so he can seal his lips over hers, allowing her to taste herself on him, she whimpers but that too, is lost in his lips. It's a peculiar taste, but she finds that she doesn't hate it. She kisses him back this time, trying to figure out where she can catch notes of herself and if she can differentiate it from Mr. Wolf.

He groans, the rumbling noise making her whole body vibrate, and then pulls away so he can look at her.

"Such a pretty little thing," he hums. "How're you feeling?"

"Sore," she mumbles, her insides feeling weird and tense.

"Poor bunny," he chuckles, cupping her ass and tugging a rabbit tail teasingly. "Do you still think you're ready to court now?" he asks.

"Oh," she frowns, thinking of doing all this with someone else. It makes her tummy tense and her body feel weird. "I... I don't think so," she settles for saying at last, shaking her head and frowning.

He nods. "Of course not, darling. I would know if you were. Now, off you go. I have more work to do and you're too much of a distraction," he says in a soft voice, though she pouts at the implication that she is in the way of anything.

Her legs fold underneath her when she tries to stand, but Mr. Wolf is right there, pulling her right back into his lap. "I'm sorry, Mr. Wolf," she murmurs, blushing at how useless she's being. She frowns when she feels something hard against her bum and wriggles a little, trying to figure out what it is.

"You're making this really difficult, darling," he growls low.

"Mr. Wolf?" she tries to twist around in his lap, but he keeps his grip on her strong enough that she can't do more than wriggle in his lap uselessly.

"Just stay here a moment until you get your bearings, hmm?" he suggests.

"Oh, okay. Thank you, Mr. Wolf." He's so kind.

He winds an arm around her tummy and pulls her in close. His mouth closes over the nape of her neck again, sucking up a new bruise there. "If you're tired, you can sleep a while, love. I'll wake you when it's time for dinner," he says.

"Okay," she says. The heat of his mouth against her skin is very distracting, but she's tired enough that when she closes her eyes, it doesn't take long for her to fall into a restful sleep.
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​​​Chapter Four: Restful Sleep
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"Darling, time to get up," she hears in her ear and whines when teeth nibbles at the end of her rabbit ears.

"That tickles," she mutters.

"What, this?" the voice murmurs innocently, doing it again.

She tries to make a growling noise which turns into a yawn halfway through, something that the owner of the voice must find amusing because he keeps doing it. "Stop it, please," she whines, reaching out to steal her ears back. She grooms them hastily, combing them from the top of her head where her hair give way to fur and fluffing them all the way down to the tips.

"You should go have a wash before dinner, love," he says, nipping at the side of her jaw with his teeth. "You'll feel nice and clean after, hmm?"

She nods. "Sorry, Mr. Wolf," she says, climbing gingerly out of his lap. Her clothes have been righted, though her pants are torn in several places. She grimaces when she finds a wet patch between her legs and on her belly.

It's very warm. She probably sweat a lot. She feels bad for getting Mr. Wolf all sticky, but he's looking at her with an indiscernible expression.

"It's fine, darling. Go shower and I'll see you at dinner," he says.

"Okay," she blushes, and then buries her head a little in the nape of his neck, stealing a greedy inhale of Mr. Wolf. She feels better after the discussion with Mr. Wolf and her subsequent nap, like a weight has been lifted from her shoulders and she doesn't need to worry so much anymore. The thought of ending her friendship with Keichi is a little bit daunting, but mostly, she just feels relieved. She didn't know he was using her to get away with being discourteous towards Mr. Wolf and she doesn't want any part of that. She loves Mr. Wolf. "I love you, Mr. Wolf, "she says out loud, rubbing their cheeks together and sighing at the rumbling, purring noise coming from the base of his throat.

"Love you too, bunny," he hums, rubbing her back soothingly before helping her up. "Now go and wash up," he says.

She feels silly for the way her fingers are clutched onto his shirt and frowns at her fingers until she lets go.

"There's a good girl," he says. "Go on, love."

The house is empty when she leaves the office and she hurries to her own room, which is really only a few doors down. All of their rooms are close to Mr. Wolf's room, though hers is the closest. She knows it's so that he can keep an eye on all of them without being too overbearing.

Whilst standing in the shower, she's distracted by the assorted bruises and scratches on her body where Mr. Wolf had held onto her too tightly. Her pussy hurts a little where he had fingered her and after a short moment of consideration, she reaches between her legs and tries to touch herself. Her cheeks flame up and she whimpers a little at the burst of pleasure that goes up her spine at the single touch. She shakes her head and focuses on showering.

It's only when she looks at her reflection in the mirror later that she notices the bruises around her neck, black and red against her pale skin. It looks rather nice, she thinks.

She licks her lips and puts on a turtleneck to keep the love bites hidden. Her pants are all torn up and unsalvageable, so she tosses them in the trash instead of the laundry basket. It feels a bit like a waste and she loves- loved those pants.

The memory of what Mr. Wolf had done to her makes her blush when she looks at those pants. Her top isn't much better, with something sticky at her shirt, but it smells so much like Mr. Wolf that she can't bear to throw it away. She brings it into her bedroom and hides it under her pillow without thinking too much about what she's doing. She would be too embarrassed to process the thought process behind that, honestly.

She's in the middle of drying her hair in the communal dressing room when Leta and Ginger walks in.

"So?" Leta asks when she sees Mira. "Did it work? Did Mr. Wolf give you permission to be courted by Keichi?"

Mira shakes her head, trying to muster up a look of disappointment, but she can't seem to stop smiling. "It's okay, though," she insists.

Ginger preens, her cat ears perking up as she sends Leta a triumphant look. "I called it, didn't I?" she brags.

"Yeah, yeah," Leta rolls her eyes.

"Called what?" Mira asks, feeling like she's missing something.

Turning to Mira, Leta smiles and says, "It's nothing, bunny. Come here, your hair is all messed up."

She ambles over to Leta dutifully and lets the older woman fuss over her. Leta likes playing with her ears and doing up her hair into fancy braids. "It's for the best," she says cautiously. "Mr. Wolf says I'm not ready to start courting yet."

"Of course he would say that," Ginger sneers and walks closer to her, only to pull away with her nose scrunched up. "Ah," she tilts her head in a considering manner. "That's not all he said, is it?"

Mira flushes. She thought she had cleaned Mr. Wolf's scent from her skin completely, but she clearly hasn't done a good enough job if Ginger can smell him on her still.

Ginger huffs and folds herself into the chair beside them, far enough that she stops wrinkling her nose, but still close enough to talk to them without having to shout. Ginger really is very pretty, though they weren't on the best of terms growing up. She resents it when Mr. Wolf pays attention to anyone other than herself. Unlike the rest of them, who are mostly orphans who has been abandoned by their families young enough that they don't really remember them, Ginger came from a big family of cat shifters who were decent to her. At least they were until they tried to sell her to the highest bidder when she was sixteen.

Mr. Wolf lets her get away with a lot of things because he's so understanding of the trauma she had suffered in her youth. He used to have to come to school a lot because Ginger would start fights that she can't possibly win and it's almost always her fault because people generally know the people under Mr. Wolf's care and leave them alone. Ginger likes poking at things that are better left alone and picking fights with people twice her size just to see the outcome.

The only time Mira's teacher had called for a meeting with Mr. Wolf is so that they could suggest making her valedictorian. She had refused because she's not very good with crowds. Mr. Wolf was so proud of her and even prouder when she was accepted into university on early decision. She doesn't know yet what degree she's going to be pursuing, but she's always like computers and programming, so she's considering that career path.

In contrast, Ginger had dropped out after only a semester in her degree and spends most of her time at home. She didn't even want to attend college at first, but Mr. Wolf insisted that all of his wards get an education, or at least attempt to.

Mira may have spent the majority of her childhood on four legs and nibbling on green vegetables, but she's more human than Ginger would ever be. It's a little cruel, forcing Ginger to be something she's not. She hates studying. Mira tells Mr. Wolf about this when he tries to enroll Ginger into some sort of special school so she can try again. Mr. Wolf had not agreed with her at first, but Mira tried her best to make him see her point. Ginger is wild and free and Cat. She's more cat than Mira was ever Rabbit, which is an impressive feat considering Mira had spent the majority of her childhood as her animal, finding solace in the simple animal brain.

Mr. Wolf had listened and changed his approach towards the young woman, and Mira thinks Ginger knows about it.

Ginger used to hate Mira more, though. She used to tug her tail and yank her ears, make fun of her inability to form the right words and admittedly juvenile way of talking, but she's mellowed out now and no longer plays cruel pranks on her.

Ginger stares at Mira now and looks like is trying her best to keep her insults to herself. She says, "You'll understand when you're older, I suppose," she flips her hair and leans back like she fully intends to fall asleep on the chair. Her legs are folded underneath her and her massive tail wrapped around herself.

"You're only a year older than me," Mira counters weakly and Ginger scoffs.

"Mentally, I'm at least twenty years older."

"She has a point there," Leta grins.

Mira pouts.

"I'm really sorry about the Keichi, though," Leta says.

"I'm not," Ginger responds and Mira finds herself agreeing with her. "He's kind of a douche," she says.

"You don't even know him," Mira says, though she's not really defending him, more pointing out the truth.

"I have my ears on the ground," Ginger waggles her eyebrows at them.

"Oh! What did you hear?" Leta asks and then frowns. "And why didn't you say anything beforehand?"

Ginger grins that Cheshire-cat grin that makes the both of them tremble a little, the prey animals in them recognizing the predator in the room. "I wanted to see what would happen," Ginger says, which is her reasoning for about ninety percent of the things she does, honestly. "Do you want to know what I heard or not?"

"A bit late for that now, isn't it?" Leta scolds and then, before Ginger can change her mind, she quickly adds, "Yes, I want to hear everything," because gossip is what sustains them.

Mira is curious too. For all her faults, Ginger is better at making friends than any of them. It's something to do with the fact that she can take care of herself and people know that if they don't push back, she's just going to keep pushing and pushing. It's an admirable trait. "Keichi and his family owes like, a truckload of money back in their hometown and they've been trying to find buyers to their lands and all their livestock, but get this," she pauses and leans towards them. "They don't really own the lands or the livestock. It belongs to another pack, someone Keichi's dad had divorced so he can be with his new wife, who has like, her own baggage. She's twenty years younger than him, which," she rubs her hand on the back of her neck. "Is fine," she settles on saying. "Nothing wrong with liking older men." She glares at the two of them like she's expecting them to argue with her.

Leta shrugs. "I haven't got an issue with that and you know Mira's accepting of pretty much everything as long as Mr. Wolf says it's okay," she says when Ginger continues to glare.

She stops looking like she's readying herself for a fight, exhaling and the fur on her ears are no longer so puffed up. Ginger has more fur on her body than everyone here, not just her cat ears and tail, but tufts of fur on the back of her hands and ankles too. Her eyes are cat's eyes, yellow with dark pupils that turns into pinpricks when she's interested in something. It was a little disconcerting to have her around at first, but everyone is used to her now. Ginger would antagonize them, tease and play pranks, but she'll never hurt any of them.

"They're the traditional sort, and not traditional like Mr. Wolf is. They think of their mates are maids, basically," she says. "It's why the first wife left. The awful treatment and because he was cheating on her when they were still married. The judge ruled in her favor and she got to keep pretty much everything. It helps that Keichi's dad is kind of an asshole to everyone in town too. So they were just looking for an excuse to punish him. I don't really know what their gameplan with Mira is, but I suspect it has to do with getting Mr. Wolf to bully his ex-wife into surrendering her property? Or using Mira as a way to get loans or something." She growls low, "or they're gonna use Mira to earn money." Her expression turns dark, the memory of her family trying to sell her fresh on her mind. "Mr Wolf would never let that happen, Mira," she swears and there's a bit of hero worship when she says his name.

"Well, that's... something," Leta looks very disturbed by this and keeps glancing at Mira, wanting to make sure she's alright.

She is oddly fine with knowing all that. Mr. Wolf had told her as much, though not in so many words. "Keichi's just using me as a means to an end," Mira summarizes.

"You've very calm for someone who just found out that your boyfriend is a giant asshole," Ginger crosses her arms and leans back like she's disappointed by this, but Mira is starting to be able to see her tells. She's trying to be kind in her own way.

Mira's ears are folded down so she's actually a little bit upset, but she's worked through most of that with Mr. Wolf. "Keichi's kind of mean to me sometimes," she admits in a quiet voice. "I wasn't really sure how to say no to him without losing him as a friend, but I don't think I want to keep being friends with him anymore, so it's fine."

"That's a very practical way of looking at things," Leta says. "Good job, bunny," she hums. "But next time someone's mean to you at all, you should stop being friends with them instantly."

Mira nods.

She grins and is relieved to find Ginger looking pleased instead of upset with her.

"Mr. Wolf says his family should have asked permission to stay before coming into his territory and they've been terribly rude. I don't think they'll be able to stay here for much longer," she finishes.

Ginger nods, looking very serious.

"Are you worried about finding a match, Leta?" she asks.

Ginger perks up at the question.

"Not really," Leta answers easily. "Mr. Wolf says that I've been getting a lot of requests and he has someone looking through the shortlisted candidates. I'll probably start meeting them next month or something, but there's no rush. I'm comfortable right where I am," she says, braiding the end of her hair and twisting them up. She uses a few pins to secure her hair in place and smiles at her own handiwork. "Are you worried?" she asks.

Mira shakes her head. "I don't think I ever want to leave."

"You wouldn't," Ginger grins.

"What about you?" Mira turns to Ginger, who blushes bright red at both their attention.

She turns her nose in the air and tries to sound like she doesn't care when she says, "I'm already being courted."

"Oh!" Leta practically teleports in front of Ginger with how quickly she moves, hands on the chair and pinning her with a very serious look. "You have to tell me everything."

The man Ginger is being courted by is twice her age, which explains why she was glaring at them so hard earlier, and is some sort of Lion Shifter from overseas. He flew in to scent her and see if they will be a good match. They've been going out on dates ever since, always in public and always with someone from the pack nearby to make sure that he doesn't overstep.

"Mr. Wolf approves of the match despite the age difference?" Leta asks.

Ginger has that grin again, the one where she smiles like she has a secret nobody knows and she's going to keep it to herself because it's the kind of thing she does. "He would be a massive hypocrite if he doesn't," she says.

Leta huffs. "I'm not convinced by this theory of yours," she says.

"What theory?" Mira asks, feeling left out of the conversation again and not liking it one bit.

"Nothing," both of them say in perfect unison.

"We are sorry about Keichi, though," Leta says and it's obviously an attempt to change the subject, but Mira will allow it.

"I'm not sorry," Ginger says and Leta tugs  her hair harder than necessary, making the young woman yelp.

"Yes, you are," she says. "It was very rude of you not to warn Mira about Keichi. She could have gotten really hurt."

"But she didn't," Ginger says. "Keichi wouldn't do anything stupid. Mr. Wolf has like, half the professors looking out for her."

They both frown at that revelation. "What?" Leta is in her final year of university.

"What?" Ginger crosses her arms and looks defensive even though neither of them have accused her of anything. "Mr. Wolf has a big pack, the biggest that I've ever seen. It's not surprising that half the school is part of it," she says.

Yes, it is surprising because- well, because they have never met the entirety of the pack before.

"Why do you guys think everyone treats us with kid's gloves?" Ginger demands. "Chicken," she snaps, teeth sharp and dangerous.

"I thought people were just afraid of making Mr. Wolf upset." Mira admits. Leta nods her agreement.

"Well, that too, obviously," Ginger huffs. "But all the Shifters in the area have to either pay a sort of tax in order to stay, or join the pay and swear loyalty to Mr. Wolf."

"How do you even know all this stuff?" Mira asks, trying and failing to keep the awe and envy from her voice.

Ginger looks extremely pleased with herself for knowing something nobody else does. She has always taken pleasure in finding out secrets that are supposed to be kept that way, hoarding them like a dragon instead of the furry ginger cat that she is. "Ears on the ground, remember?" she teases instead of answering her question.

Mira juts out her bottom lip, upset that Ginger isn't sharing her methods. It would be helpful to know what she's doing to keep on top of things. Mira may be better with her studying and getting good grades, but when it comes to street smarts, Ginger has her beat by leaps and bounds.

Leta rolls her eyes at her friend's antics. "There's no use asking her. I've been trying for ages," Leta says. "In any case, there's really not much use knowing all these stuff. Mr. Wolf always knows what's best for us," she declares.

They agree on that, at least.

"All done," Leta declares after a moment. She's done Ginger's hair beautifully, curling them at the ends and combing them straight up front to accentuate her ears. Their ears are normally their most distinctive feature. Except for Frankie, of course, what with the antlers.

"I have a class to go to," Leta announces after a pause. "I'll see you both at dinner, year?"

Ginger pounces from her seat. "And I have- something important too," she blushes and they can all guess that she's going on a date.

"I'll do homework in my room, I guess," she says and leans up to nuzzle Leta, pressing their foreheads together. Ginger rubs her cheeks to Leta, and then Mira, before running out of the room, eager to get to her new boyfriend.

In Mira's defense, she spends a long while staring at her textbook afterwards, but she's having difficulty focusing. Every time she closes her eyes, she thinks about Mr. Wolf's arms around her, his lips against her skin and fingers inside of her. It makes her feel all hot and bothered, like the clothes on her skin are clinging too tightly and she can't focus at all.

She climbs up into her bed and takes out the shirt that smells so much like Mr. Wolf, bringing it to her nose and breathing deep so she can fill her lungs with his scent.

And if she touches herself for the first time that evening that requires taking a second shower, then nobody needs to know but her.



	[image: ]

	 
	[image: ]





[image: ]


​​​Chapter Five: The Fox Shifter
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"Hello Keichi," she greets her former friend the next morning in a tone that is icier than usual, though he does not seem to notice at all.

"Hi, Mira!" he greets. "So, did you talk to Mr. Wolf? Or have you forgotten again?" he asks with a bright laugh that grates her nerves now that she knows about him.

"I haven't forgotten anything," she sighs and looks skywards for bravery and patience. For an agonized stretch of time, no one seems to have anything else to say. Keichi finally notices that she is not treating him like her usual self.

She should have worked on a script for today, but unlike her talk with Mr. Wolf, she didn't really care for how this particular conversation ended as long as Keichi leaves her alone after this. He is still standing there with an expectant look on his face while she is struggling to find the right way to tell him that she knows he's up to no good and she is sick of being a pawn in his game.

In the end, it's Keichi who seems to tire of the silence and makes an attempt to break it. He does this by clearing his throat, and there's something about the gesture that reminds her how much she has allowed herself to overlook about the slightly older boy. He's always looked down on her and expected her to bend to his will. She supposes it's the fact that she's never had to put up with anything like this her entire life that she doesn't notice how toxic their relationship is.

Seeing him now without the rose colored glasses of him being a potential courting partner allows her to view him as the incredibly flawed person he truly is.

She thought she had been the one to trap him into the friendship and cause him to be cast out by his peers, but she wonders now if it is the opposite. If her friendship with him has made the others even more wary of her and they have merely kept their distance because they knew of how Keichi's family have been disrespectful towards Mr. Wolf and wanted no part of that.

She feels like an idiot. She should have seen his overture of friendship as a manipulation from the very beginning.

"Well, what did he say, then?" he asks sharply, his patience with her gone despite her having done nothing wrong at all.

She's so grateful that Mr. Wolf had rejected her request for him to court her. She would be utterly miserable with him. "You're being very rude to me, Keichi," she says softly.

Despite being out in the open, she feels as if all the air has been sucked out. Ginger was right. There are people in Mr. Wolf's pack all around them and they've stopped pretending to eavesdrop and have turned towards them- towards Keichi, the predator shifters among them pulling their upper lip back, baring teeth and snarling in that subvocal way that wouldn't be audible to the humans, but vibrate through her bones.

Keichi either doesn't notice or is doing a very good job at ignoring the threat. "Come on, let's go talk in class. We've got quite a lot of catching up to do," he says.

She shakes her head. "There's nothing for us to talk about, Keichi," she says. "You've been very rude to me," she corrects carefully. "And worse yet, you've been very rude to Mr. Wolf. He isn't pleased with the way you've approached this," she licks her lips and steels herself.

Keichi is still smiling, but she can see the cracks in his smile now, the way he is trying to pretend there's nothing wrong and they're just having a light-hearted conversation. "Don't be ridiculous and come inside with me, Mira," he says.

"You're the one who's being ridiculous. And I would much rather we finish the conversation out here, please," she answers quickly, trying to ignore the way her heart has begun to pound. Sometimes, the classroom would be empty because they arrive to class earlier, mostly so that he can ask her for the answers to the homework he hasn't finished and have her explain things to him. The more she thinks about it, the more taken advantage of she feels.

He rolls her eyes and leans back against the wall. "Suit yourself if you wanna stay standing," he says. There's an obvious note of disapproval in his voice that she steadfastly ignores. She doesn't care about what he does or doesn't approve of. "I thought you'd like to sit down, that's all." He glances over her shoulder before smirking and turning his gaze back on her again. "So, what did he say?"

"That you and your family hasn't asked for permission to stay," she says, opting for the truth.

"What?" he snaps. "We have all the papers. We're allowed to stay here because I'm studying here. My parents have like, work permits and shit like that," he says in a casual voice. "Does he want us to bring him the papers?"

She forces her expression into one of bored indifference instead of frustration. He's feigning ignorance because that's the safest way for him to get out of trouble. "You know that's not what I mean," she says.

"What do you mean then?" he asks with a malevolent little smile. "Maybe you guys do things differently around here. I'm not from here, you see."

"You've been here long enough," she says tonelessly.

"Hmm. Perhaps. At the very least you should tell me what it is that you think I should know before looking at me like I killed your pet rabbit," he says.

She takes a deep breath. He's right. She's being unnecessarily cryptic with him too. "What a mess," she sighs.

"I suppose that's one way of putting it," he replies sarcastically.

She narrows her eyes at him and questions past her for being able to put up with him for so long. There's a lot of things that she would like to confront him about, but she wants to deal with the most hurtful of it first. "You were using me," she says.

"Wha- no, no, I wasn't," he insists, but he's not a very good actor. Cold sweat has already broken on his forehead and his pupils are dilated. There's that faint scent of anxiety coming from him that makes her nose scrunch up too.

"Maybe not deliberately," she allows, feeling irritable that this conversation has gone on for so long already. "But you and your family were using me to ingratiate yourself with my guardian, with the local pack. That's very cruel of you."

"Mira... Mira, I-" he starts to explain himself, falters, and then tries again.

She frowns as she struggles to suppress the powerful wince of distaste that always comes with associating with people who aren't honest with her. It was much easier being an animal, where lies and truths don't matter as long as she gets fed. She folds her ears down and grooms them in an effort to calm herself. "Stop lying to me, please," she says gloomily.

"Look, I don't know what you want me to say, but I'm not lying to you," he insists.

This conversation isn't going anywhere. She huffs and tells him, "I don't think we should continue being friends."

He looks startled and that's the first honest reaction she had seen from him since they started talking. "What?!" And now he sounds mad.

She chews on her bottom lip and tries again. With a twinge of unease, she realizes that they're mostly alone out here now. Most of the others have gone to their classrooms. She supposes the conversation has gone on for long enough that people would have started heading to their respective classes. "You heard me the first time," she says sharply, seeing the anger in his body gesture and his tone and resenting it. If anyone has the right to be mad, it should be her.

"Look," he starts, struggling for words. He runs a hand through his colored hair. "You don't just get to stamp your little feet at me and order me to leave, not after what you did."

It's her time to be stunned into a loss of words. "What- what I did?"

"You caused me a lot of hassle, little rabbit. You've been flirting and batting your eyes at me for so long, practically begging me to mount you and I've been doing everything right so far, yeah? I've been fucking patient with you and going as far as to ask for permission." He scoffs. "Pretty little things like you should just spread your legs and begged to be fucked."

Her cheeks flame red at the way he's talking. She thought he was being respectful and kind by keeping his distance from her, but he thinks he's actually doing her a favor. It leaves such a bad taste in her mouth that she grimaces and takes a step away from him, wanting to put more distance between them. She feels like she doesn't know him at all. "You are a disgusting person," she blurts.

"What did you say to me?" he snaps, the good-humored facade abruptly vanishing. "I spent a lot of time working on you. You should be appreciative, stupid little cunt," he snarls, sharp fangs filling his mouth, cutting his bottom lip and drawing blood, a trickle of red dripping down his chin. He looks ready to attack her.

She widens her feet to keep herself grounded and takes a defensive posture. She might be smaller and weaker, but Mr. Wolf made sure that all of the Prey Shifters under his care know how to defend themselves when necessary. They all took defense classes. She should be running away towards a crowd, but she thinks they are in a good location as is and running won't solve anything. She's glad that she never went anywhere alone with him, that he never had a chance to do anything inappropriate towards her. "I thought you were my friend," she says.

"Look, you just need to tell your Alpha that you want to mate with me and then he can pay your dowry and the help us with my bitch of a mother back home, alright?"

Good of him to lay it all out for her like that.

"Think about it, you've been spending so much time with me that everybody already knows we're meant to be together," he says. "I'm sure everyone's talking about it and are just too polite to say it to your face. You're damaged goods now and no one else would have you," he says in a soft, insinuating tone that's obviously supposed to be soothing. "You should come home with me so we can be properly mated. It's what you're designed for." Moving even closer, he finally comes to a half directly in front of her.

Mira isn't sure when she's stepped backwards so much that she's pressed up against the other side of the wall.

He inhales deeply. "You're so pretty, Mira. You just need to learn better manners and be a proper lady. I can't even stay mad at you," he rumbles, like she's the one who's done something wrong.

"That's enough," she says, hands on his chest and pushing hard, using the wall behind her to add strength into her push.

He stumbles back, more out of surprise than her push. He goes silent for a few seconds, clearly considering his next move, and when he finally speaks, she reels from the abrupt change in tone yet again, from the sweet condescending compliments to taunts. "How many Shifters do you think would be as patient with you as I've been? I waited for you almost an entire year-"

"Five months," she corrects, but he continues like she hasn't said a thing.

"-for you. And it's not enough for you, is it? You don't have anyone except me, no friends, no family, nothing. You're just an orphan half shift, an animal, really. No one's going to want something broken like you. I'm the best bet you've got, can't you see?"

She takes a sudden step forward and he stands his ground, smiling insolently like he thinks he has convinced her with his inane tirade. "No," she says firmly, because surely if she says it enough times, he's going to have to start understanding the meaning of the word. "No, Keichi. No, I'm not friends with you. No, I'm never going to mate with you, and no, I'm not going to listen to you anymore. I'm walking to class, Keichi, and I expect you to stay away from me."

"You really still think you've got a say in all this?" he sighs, then shakes his head with a gesture that is supposed to be half pity, half contempt. "I'm going to tell your guardian that I've fucked you. Does he know how willingly you suck cock and spread your legs open for me? You practically begged me to fuck you and I am but a man."

She inhales sharply, the idea of him saying such a thing to Mr. Wolf filling her with dread. "Mr. Wolf would know you're lying," she says. He would have scented him on her.

"You let me fuck you when you're supposed to be in class, and then showered in the gym to get rid of my scent," he says. "You were doing everything to keep him from finding out, but I think it's important that we come clean, Mira," he says in a voice so wreathed in venom it takes every shred of self control for Mira to not wince at the sound of it.

"Don't- don't say that," she flounders.

He laughs outright and then pats the side of her face. "Aw, come on, baby. I think we should start the relationship with honesty, don't you? I'm sure your guardian will be pleased to know that you've found someone who is willing to take responsibility for you."

She pushes him again and wipes her cheek. It feels so wrong to have any part of his scent on her body. Her eyes burn with unshed tears of frustration. This is not how she envisioned the conversation would go at all. "No," she says with obvious loathing. "This ends right here. You've lost, just accept it."

He makes a growling noise and she darts him with a final look of contempt before spinning round so she can finally get to her class- a class they're both late for.

When she hears his steps behind her, she just assumes that it's because they're both headed into the same class, seeing as he had signed up to all the same courses that she had. In hindsight, that should have been another red flag.

Still, she really should have known better than to turn her back to a predator, because he charges into her from behind, rage drawing his action more than anything, and then she's suddenly slammed onto the floor, hands in front of her to stop herself from meeting the harsh ground.
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​​​Chapter Six: Protection

[image: ]




Keichi slams her into the ground  without any consideration for their weight difference and her forehead would have knocked against the ground if she hadn't thrown her arm in front of her face in time. Nevertheless, she is left reeling from the impact, her arms feeling numb first, and then the pain setting in shortly after, making her whine in sharp distress.

"Now look what you've made me do," he snarls and he's rolling his hips like he's trying to mate her and- is he intending to take her right here?

Surely he can't be that stupid?

Then again, he is stupid enough to attack her in broad daylight, so he might just be stupid enough to try and claim her here too. She tries to twist around, but loud roars from around them makes her freeze, though she knows that the angry roars are not meant for her. The snarls and roars are Keichi's warning to let her go, but he is too arrogant, perhaps too used to getting his way back where he's from.

Several Shifters lunge towards them at once and he's suddenly faced with the dilemma of keeping his hold on her, or defending his exposed back.

He goes with option two, twisting around so he can face his attackers straight on, but he is completely outnumbered and even he knows that.

"Look, this is just a couple's argument, none of your business, yeah?" he raises his hands, trying to give off an air of harmlessness.

She manages to push herself up. There's an odd ringing in her ear and she falls back the first time, her head feeling dizzy.

"Step away from Alpha Wolf's ward," an imposing-looking man snarls.

Wolverine, her panicked brain supplies. Professor Duroj is a bear shifter and looks every bit like his predator animal.

"Look, we're mated and she's behaving badly. I was just showing her her place."

"Step away now," Mr. Kaplan says. He's part of campus security and has his baton out, looking like he's ready to use it if Keichi makes a single wrong move.

Keichi steps away from her and a few people come around her instantly, fussing over her and helping her up. Her arms are a little scratched up, red at the moment, but sure to bruise given more time. She rubs her sore arms and her head spins a little from the slight movement. She's feeling a little dizzy still, but mostly she is just flustered to have gotten so much attention. "I'm sorry," she murmurs to no one and everyone at once.

"See? She's sorry," Keichi rushes to say.

"It's not her fault," the young woman next to her comes to her defense even though they don't know each other at all. A single sniff is enough to let Mira know that she's human so she can't possibly have eavesdropped on their conversation. "You should never attack someone out of anger," she continues.

Mira tilts her head at the young woman, feeling warmed for being defended by a stranger she doesn't even know.

"And like, everyone knows we're supposed to be kind towards one another and twice as kind to half shifts. Or did you miss that lesson?" another young woman confronts Keichi, hand on her hips and head tilted in a way that reminds Mira so much of Ginger despite the lack of cat ears.

She marches right up to Keichi and Mira is surprised by the bravery of the woman up until she manages to catch a whift of Predator and Polar Bear from the woman. An apex predator like her would have nothing to fear. She is a little slight in her human form and has to tilt her head up to meet Keichi's gaze, but she is letting out a steady rumbling sound that makes the walls shake, like the foundation of the building is afraid that she would shift and crumble the walls.

Keichi, who had shown a surprising lack of self preservation skill up to that point, is still not smart enough to recognize that he is not the biggest predator in the room. "Look, I was just showing her-"

"Her place, I heard," she interrupts, venom dripping so thickly in her words that Mira feels like she should be curling up and hiding.

"Someone's called your pack the moment Keichi started raising his voice at you. I imagine someone is on the way over here now," the redhead beside her says.

"Should we call the police?" the human asks.

Mira shakes her head, as did most of the shifters around them. Mr. Wolf is the law and shifter disputers are handled by Alphas of the pack. Mr. Wolf is the Alpha of Alphas here.

She hopes nobody's called him about this. She's so embarrassed. "I'm fine, really. We shouldn't trouble Mr. Wolf. He's a very busy man," she says.

The people around him looks amused by her answer, but none of them try to argue with her. It's probably too late and Mr. Wolf is on his way. "Come on, let's get you away from this place," the human woman says, offering a hand to help her up.

"I'm not done with her yet," Keichi moves towards her, but the Polar Bear Shifter takes a single side step and levels Keichi with a glare.

"Yes, you are," she says. "And you should really pick on someone your own size."

That is, of course, when Frankie makes an appearance. Frankie is normally very sweet person, but it's probably hard to tell right now, what with the way his antlers are scratching the ceiling, causing paint and drywall to crumble around him as he makes his way towards them.

He isn't fully shifted, but it's a close thing and prey animal or not, he is the most frightening thing in view at the moment, what with the way his eyes are red and the steam coming from his nostrils. He looks like some sort of mythical god, the bulging muscles on his torso ripping his clothes to tethers. People part for him when he makes his way towards them and he doesn't say a word as he surveys the scene before him, his expression turning steely when she sees Mira still on the ground and the Polar Bear Shifter blocking Keichi's way from her.
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