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​​​​​​​​​​​​​​​​​​​​​​​​​​​​​​​​​​​​​​​​​​​​​​​​​​​​​​Wild abandon is only the beginning of the relationships in these six steamy standalone stories. Innocent young women fall hard and fast for the dominating Alpha Werewolves who takes what they want and leaves them addicted. The young women are completely at the mercy of their lovers with nowhere to run.
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Rehabilitation has always been hard for Jason, even if he is the best in his line of work. His superior says because he's too soft for it, but he knows the real reason why. It's because he likes it too much, he likes when they send him the broken ones, the shifters that has been conditioned to be treated like the animals inside them.

It is only natural for someone in his profession to be handed the hardest cases. When he starts reading about Anna in the papers, how the poor shifter has ears and a tail like a cat and has forgotten most of what it means to be human, he knows it is only a matter of time until she is handed to him.

What they don't know if that Anna is exactly what he wants in a mate and he has no desire to change anything about her.

Start Reading Here

Improper Thoughts

Nigel knows it's wrong. He sees the young rabbit shifter that his young nephew has been seeing romantically since they were both children and knows that Ari is not meant to be his.

He can't help it. She is always there, looking so perfect in her cute little sundress, so comfortable in his presence that she does not try to hide the rabbit ears from him. His wolf sees the prey shifter and wants to lick up her neck and bite her neck with his fangs, leave his mark on her and make her his own.

He loves his nephew. He won't do anything to hurt him. But she's eighteen now and is sending all the right – wrong – signals. If she wants him too, perhaps his nephew and him could learn to share.

Start Reading Here

Bad Work Etiquette

Selena is a naive Shifter who has spent her entire life in a boarding school. Her only link to the outside world is a Wolf Shifter who only knows her name. Erik is a successful man almost twice her age and they've never met in person, but she loves him and can't wait to meet him. When she turns eighteen, she signs a contract with a smooth-talking man who promises her freedom. She takes it, thinking she wants to learn independence before meeting Erik.

She doesn't realize she's been lied to until she's sitting in a car with a Snake Shifter and told that she belongs to him from now on. His to touch, his to hold, and his to control. He wants her to dance for him and his customers, do things that she's not ready to. Perverse things.

She's a cow shifter. People come from far and wide just to have a glimpse at her. They're offered a lot more than a glimpse.

In order to survive, she will have to learn the ropes. Will she be able to keep her innocence for the man she loves, or will she be utterly corrupted?

Start Reading Here
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Genevieve doesn't mean for things to spiral so completely out of control. In the beginning, it was just way for her to make some extra cash so she can afford rent and stay with the man she has had a crush on since forever. James is devastatingly handsome, smart, and her brother's best friend. He must never find out the perverse things she's doing for internet strangers in exchange for money.

It's easy work.

Until she meets Arthur. Suave, powerful, and rich beyond belief, the older werewolf wants her in every way imaginable. Within minutes of meeting the Alpha werewolf, he is breaching her walls and taking control of her entire body with the perfect pressure of his hand pressed against her skin. He wants her for himself and will do anything to make it possible.

It is easy to surrender to the man when he begins showering her with praises and money, caring for her in all the ways a younger man would not be able to.  Things are perfect... until James find out about the affair and decides to intervene, only to be shown his place and then - to Genevieve's surprise - offered a taste.

Start Reading Here

Bad BDSM Etiquette

Kristine is eighteen and working a high-stress job at a company of men who think of her as a talking photocopy machine. She's the youngest personal assistant to the CEO, working with impossible deadlines and management meetings when he can't even be bothered to show up.

The fact that she's a rabbit shifter means she's never taken seriously. It's really a matter of time before her fraying nerves snap and she crashes and burns. Except she can't crash, not without the right push. She goes looking for the wrong type of company and it all goes spiralling downhill from there.

Start Reading Here

Lost Little Wolf

Being one of the last female werewolves left in the country makes Anya special and desirable to unmated werewolves. Yet, for Anya, it means she is never safe. Werewolf packs from all over are out to get her. In order to keep her safe, Anya's brother locks her up in their cottage in the middle of nowhere.

When her brother gets sick, she leaves the sanctuary of their home to look for help, only to fall straight into a den of Werewolves who are all-too-eager to show her just how special she is.

Start Reading Here

​



	[image: ]

	 
	[image: ]





[image: ]


​​​​​​Look Inside Pet Cat-Girl

[image: ]




She sucks in a breath and her heartbeat goes haywire, erratic and stuttered.

"Shh..." he says, holding her tight, distracting her with hands all over her body, touching her everywhere at once. His lips press against her cheeks, peppering her with soothing kisses. "It's alright, Kitten. I'm here. I'm going to take care of you."

The more he touches her, the less panicked she gets and the more aroused she smells. It is a good change. He would rather she be aroused than scared.

"You're alright, darling. No one's going to hurt you. I'm right here."

She keens and leans into his touch. She's quite lovely like this, mellow and soft, trusting him so easily even though she barely knows him. His own breath stutters when he sees a spot of wetness in the front of her dress. He cups her breasts and squeezes her soft mounds, groaning when the wet spot on her dress expands.

"Wha- what's happening, master?" she looks so adorably confused.

The thin straps of her dress slides down easily and he pulls the top down so that her pink nipples are on display. They're already erect and puffy, so lovely and pink, begging to be touched and sucked. He licks a finger and rubs it against a puckered tip. Tiny beads of milk leaks from the tip when he pinches the area below her nipple.

She keens, trembling as she grasps his hand, confused by the pleasure.

Jesus. It is as though someone has taken his list of kinks and fetishes and created a real-life model based on all of them, all wrapped up prettily into the little Kitten he has with him now. He is growling before he realizes he's doing it and is unable to stop.

"Look at you, dirty little thing," he coos, teasing her nipples, making them even more erect against her pale skin. "So wet for your master, aren't you? Offering your breasts up to me like this," he teases, and she stops moving. She truly hasn't noticed how she was pressing her chest into his palm for more attention. It makes what he does even sweeter.

He nuzzles her neck, running his tongue up the pale skin and feeling the rabbit pulse beneath her soft flesh. Milk leaks from her pink nipples, beading at the tip before it starts dripping down to his fingers and wetting his hand.

He pulls at each nipple, delighting at the sight of the creamy milk dripping out. The smell of it is soft and innocent, like new-born cubs. She squirms, whimpering at the new sensations, and he leans down to take her nipple into his mouth, tasting the sweet liquid coming from her body.

"I've heard of this happening before, but never in real life," he growls. "Look at you. Look at you," he can't help but repeat, watching milk dribble down his hands. It's such a lovely sight.

She whimpers again. "Master, please."

It doesn't help that her noises are so soft and sweet. Her begging only wants him to do it more so he can hear her.  The sweet scent of milk fills the air. She looks down and blushes at the sight of her pink nipples in his fingers. He pinches her nipples at the tip, stopping the milk from leaking out.

"Ah! Ah!" she cries, her hands coming up instinctively to pry his fingers away.

He holds on even tighter and allows her to pull his hands forward, pulling her breasts up.

"Please, please," she keens. ears tucked back in misery. Her tail curls up and pokes at him a little.

When he finally let go, milk sprays from the tips of her nipples onto the table, wetting the plates, a few drops spilling into his drink, colouring the transparent water creamy white. She rubs the ache from her nipples and pouts, her lower lip jutting out.

"Hurts, Master," she shivers, touching her own breasts in a way that has his cock harden even more.

"I'm sorry, Kitten," he says, kissing the top of her head and feeling not at all sorry.

Start Reading Here
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The silence seems to drag on forever.

He wonders if he has pushed her too far already, if he has misread her intentions or thought her to be kinkier than she is. Perhaps she is all vanilla, preferring missionary sex all the way. There's nothing wrong with that, but he has a feeling she's a lot more curious than she lets on.

Her eyes glaze over, and she licks her lips. She swallows and chews on her lower lip, fidgeting like she's uncertain of what to do or how to start.

He settles back into the chair. That's certainly an interesting development. It would seem that she is waiting for instructions. He can work with that.

"Spread your legs," he says.

She lets out a breathy little moan and opens her legs. The dress is so tight that the skirt hikes up instantly, exposing her pink frilly underwear. It's an adorable lacy thing, looking more like it is meant for someone younger. It shows just how innocent she is. "Should- should I take off my panties?" she asks.

"No," he says, letting his voice dip low. "I want you to push your underwear to the side and finger yourself just like that."

She gasps a little, scandalized by the words coming from him. She likes being talked dirty, it would seem. He wonders what else she likes.

Her pubic hair is a lovely pale shade that makes the pink of her pussy lips look ever pinker. He wants to lick her cunt and suck her clit until she is sobbing and begging for him to fuck her. His claws dig into the sidearms of his chair.

"Slowly does it, darling," he says. "You've got all the time in the world."

She tips her head back with a moan as she slides a finger over her slit and then stops at her clit. The room saturates with the scent of her arousal and the slick sounds of her fingers sliding up and down her slit.

"Slide your fingers inside you... that's it, both fingers darling."

She whimpers and pumps both fingers into her hole, inadvertently stretching her hole open. He can see the thick slick fluid leak from her hole, easing her fingers as they move in and out of her.

"That's it, darling. Look how prettily you open yourself up for me. You're a little slut, aren't you? Coming to my office and begging me to fuck you."

She shakes her head. "I'm- I'm not."

"You're not? Would good girls do what you're doing now, little rabbit?"

She whimpers and stops moving.

"Ah, ah, I didn't say you could stop," he tuts. "Good girls listen to instructions, don't they?"

"Yes." Her breath hitches and she nods, finger fucking herself harder.

"That's my good girl," he coos. "Now tell me, what're you thinking about?"

"Nothing."

"You and I both know that's not true. Tell me."

She bites her lip hard enough to bruise. "You," she whispers.

"Me doing what?"

"Everything..." she says, clenching her eyes shut and turning her face to the side, as though trying to hide from him. She's absolutely lovely, her cheeks pink with embarrassment and arousal.

"You’re thinking about my cock inside you, aren't you? There's no need to be embarrassed about fantasizing. Do you think about me when you bring yourself off in bed with Ryan sleeping next to you? What a dirty little thing you are."

She whimpers and does not bother denying him.

"I bet you think about strangers fucking you all the time," he continues.

"No! No," she shakes her head rapidly and opens her eyes. "I only think about you and Ryan, promise," she says.

He groans and adjusts his pants. They've gone too tight suddenly. "Good girl," he says. "I want you to take your fingers out and take the dress off now. Can you do that for me, darling?"

She nods and quickly complies, standing on wobbly legs to reach for the side zipper. Grabbing the hem of her dress, she tugs it all the way up and over her head. Next, she takes off her bra. Her panties go last. It's more than a little wet now and smells like her, hormones, and sex. He wants to keep it.

Start Reading Here
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"Wiktor?" she prompts when he continues to hold her against him.

"You do smell very lovely, darling," he says. "Perhaps I would have a taste of you first."

That is all the warning she gets before his hands are on her hips and he's lifting her up until her breasts are level to his face and he's capturing her nipple in his mouth.

Pleasure courses down her spine as he latches onto her breast and begins to suck straight from the source, his tongue and mouth working around her nipple, sucking and pulling milk from her breasts.

"Sir, please," she whimpers, pushing back against him, trying to free herself. From the corner of her eyes, she sees the other girls giving her pitying looks as they walk past, but none of them move to help her. It feels wrong for him to touch her like this, suck at her breasts and drink the milk from them as though it's his right, but her body is betraying her, growing more aroused as he pulls away and sucks her other breast.

"Lovely," he says, licking his lips as he leans back. There is desire in his eyes, so intense that she looks away. "I knew I chose you for a reason."

He chose her because she's the most ignorant one to fall for his tricks. Not that there were many to choose from in the first place. There were only three hucows turning eighteen this year and her friends had been suspicious.

"That, and the fact that you are the best dancer of the year," he says.

She can't help but preen at the compliment. She's not very smart, but she's good on her feet. "Thank you," she says, blushing prettily.

He lowers her to the ground. "Good girl," he says. "Now, give me a kiss." He does not wait for her to respond, pulling her chin forward forcibly until his lips are on hers, fingers clenching hard on her jaw to pry her lips open so he can taste into her mouth. His tongue seems to be everywhere at once, sliding over her teeth and around her tongue, licking the roof of her mouth and the inside of her cheeks. She resists the urge to bite him.

She learned the repercussions of fighting back against the man in charge of her the first day after he took her out. Her rear still hurts from when he had thrown her over his legs and spanked her. It had been a humiliating experience in the car. Her cheeks burn just thinking of it. He hadn't even bothered closing the divider between the driver seat and them. The driver had gotten an eyeful of her naked ass.

Start Reading Here
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The theatre hall for her exam is almost full by the time she shuffles through the door. She grimaces at the only available seats nestled in between filled seats and starts making her way there. The underwear is able to hold the plug in her, but she still worries that it would fall out and then she's going to be in serious trouble. She wonders if she could claim ignorance if that happens. Just pretend she's never seen it before.

Thankfully, she's certain that there aren't any werewolves in her class. It would be impossible for them to miss her arousal otherwise. She's practically soaked in come. Arthur had licked her clean before sending her on her way and then sprayed a scent neutralizer on her just in case. It's enough to make her smell like soap, but a werewolf would be able to scent his saliva on her otherwise.

The plug doesn't fall out of her and nobody notices the odd way she's carrying herself, too absorbed in getting some last-minute studying done for the exam. She sits down gingerly and lets out a quiet sigh of relief.

The hardest part, getting into the hall, is done.

The professor walks through the door seconds after she settles and she feels herself growing tense again, skin prickling with anticipation. She hopes she can focus on her papers enough to not screw it up. She had been studying for it, but she's obviously distracted right now.

"You have an hour and fifteen minutes. Good luck." She hears the professor say. His teaching assistants start distributing the papers.

She flips through her papers, speed reading some odd questions to get a feel of what to expect, and then starts from the top immediately. The questions are simple enough. She surprises herself by being completely immersed in them, breezing through question after question faster than those around her.

At first, she thinks she is imagining things or that the dildo has been inside her for too long but then the vibrations really start up and she has to bite her bottom lip to keep herself from whimpering too loudly. She shifts in her seat, trying and failing to find a comfortable position to sit in, doing her best to focus her attention on rereading the questions on her paper.

She chews on the end of her pen until it's gnawed and bent completely out of shape. It's impossible to focus now that the plug is moving inside her. The werewolf is a menace. Every time she moves, the plug rubs a new spot inside her and makes her clit throb and desire surge in her veins. She didn't even know her clit could ache so much.

It seems to go on forever and she has re-read the first question nearly half a hundred times when it stops vibrating suddenly. She nearly moans out loud in relief. Or possibly disappointment. She was so close to coming. Arthur would not be happy with her if she had orgasmed without his permission, so she supposes it's a good thing. She has fifteen minutes to the clock left so she checks through her answers to the best of her abilities.

Just as the time begins to run out, the dildo is turned back again. Surely he doesn't mean to have it on until she is to leave? She doesn't think she can stand up like this, let alone walk to the car!

She curls into herself and bites the inside of her cheek to keep from moaning. It seems to stretch inside her. She knows it's impossible. It's just a butt plug. She balls her hands into fists and digs her nails into her palms. The pain stops her from moaning. Biting her lip, she hunches over the desk and wraps her arms around her waist, looking like she's suffering from terrible cramps.

Desperately, she tries to focus on anything other than the vibrating thing inside her, rubbing against her walls in all the right ways to make her eyes burn and water. She wants to come so badly, her pussy walls clenching and searching for something that's not there. Sweat forms on her forehead, dripping down her brows and onto her paper.

She swipes it away impatiently, fingers shaking with the effort. She doesn't think it would take much for her to come at this point. She's barely holding on, her thoughts getting progressively less coherent. She wants to touch herself. Thankfully, her mind is not so gone that she does not think that a monumentally terrible idea.

"Times up," the professor announces and she almost cheers, except the vibrator is still turned on. It's so quiet that she's afraid someone would hear it. Or the vibrations on the linked chairs would give away what happening to her body. She looks around and realizes she's just being paranoid. Everyone's just focused on their papers, a few panicking as they fill in the last few questions before passing it to the Teaching Assistants.

She feels hot under her skin. It's hard to breathe. She dreads having to get up but sitting in place is not a possible solution for her either, not with everyone else around her getting up and leaving.

The vibrator turns off as the last of the students leave. She gathers her things as quickly as she can and plants both palms on her table, using her arms to pull herself up, putting as little weight on her back as she can. Even so, the plug rubs at her hole and she lets out an embarrassing noise. The few students left in the hall glance at her with their brows furrowed.

She ignores them and all but runs towards the exit.

It's just her luck that the Professor sees her.

"Are you feeling alright, Genevieve?"

Start Reading Here
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The first lash of the whip hits her right across her tail and she cries out, hands moving back instinctively to cover her ass with both hands.

He tsk'ed. "Do you remember what we said?"

There's no 'we' in his decisions. She shakes her head. "Hurts," she whispers.

"It'll hurt at first. And then it'll start to feel good. Why don't I tie your wrists up? It'll make it harder to move."

She doesn't want him to tie her up. She doesn't even want him to hit her again. But then, she also doesn't want a lot of thing and she's not sure what he would do if she says no to this. She nods, feeling entirely out of her depth as he takes the straps from the cross and tugs it to her wrists. He ties it taut enough to hurt. "It's too tight," she whines, feeling embarrassed for voicing out the second she does.

"It's meant to be tight," he tells her and does the same thing with her left wrist, wrapping the leather strap so hard around her wrist that she can barely move. She supposes that's the whole point?

Satisfied by how she's unable to move, he rolls the handle of the flogger in his hand for a moment and then strikes again, hitting her ass this time.

The second hit is light, not as painful as the first time. She wonders, briefly, if he had done it deliberately so he could have an excuse to tie her up. The third hit banishes the thought. The tail hits her right below her ass, spreading a light wash of pain over her thigh. Her breath hitches a little, but she doesn't respond otherwise.

He aims the fourth hit on her back, right above her tail. The fifth, sixth, and seventh cover her upper back with a flush. He stops and inspects his handiwork with his palm, his hand warm against skin that feels like it's burning.

"Beautiful," he says.

She doesn't think the pain is beautiful, but it's calming in a way too, to not be the one in charge. She closes her eyes. All she has to do is stand there and take it. She can do that.

"More then," he says, not really asking permission.

She answers regardless. "Yes, sir."

She loses count as he continues hitting her across her back. The pain is jolting and surprising, each one no more or less painful than the previous. She finds herself tensing more as he continues. Her back feels like it's on fire, every lash forcing her to hiss out through clenched teeth. She is pulling at the straps holding her up when each lash connect against her flesh, the pain so visceral that she can't help but react.

Her wrists are beginning to ache from the combination of how tightly he had her strapped up and how much she's struggling.

Her eyes close and she feels herself growing wet in spite of the pain. Or is it because of the pain? She can't really tell anymore. Five more hits, evenly spaced so that she can count an interval of five seconds in between each lash. There's a quiver on her muscles and when he presses his palm to her back, she makes a strangled sound in the back of her throat.

Start Reading Here
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There's a young woman on her knees in front of Malik. The werewolf is thrusting into her mouth, fingers gripping the back of her head, pulling her hair and yanking her head back and forth.

She had never seen a cock up close before, nor has she seen a naked female body that wasn't her own.

"Hello, darling," Malik greets her shamelessly, tightening his grip on the woman when she tries to pull away in embarrassment. He shoves harshly a few times and if she is protesting still, it is lost in his cock.

She stumbles back and away, fully intent on running back the way she came.

"Stay," he says and just like that, she freezes. "Who knows? You could learn something."

There's something about his tone that makes her hackles rise. He's taunting her. She knows she's inexperienced, but she's not completely ignorant! She's read books about this and she knows how it's supposed to work. Except she didn't know it would smell so heady, or that her body would respond so quickly. She breathes the arousal in the air and scrunches her face. Malik smells like lust and desire, like the woods and pine, but the woman smells like grass and something sickly sweet. She wonders if it's too much perfume.

"Smells wrong, doesn't it?" Malik comments.

"What?" she responds, looking up at him and trying to avoid the way the woman's head is bobbing up and down his cock.

"This," he gestures to the woman, who glances up at him briefly and makes as though to pull away. His grip on her is firm and she isn't allowed to stop. "Keep going or you're walking home." For some reason, that almost-threat is enough to make her continue. The wet noises she makes as she sucks his cock draws Anya's attention. The scent is all wrong. There's something sickly sweet about it, a little like Zach when he's feeling his worse. She doesn't understand how Malik can stand being in the room.

Then again, she's not much better either. She isn't trying very hard to leave at all. "There's- there's something wrong with the scent," she says at last, looking away from where the woman's red lips are sucking his cock. She wishes she could stand closer, if only so that it will be easier for her to avoid the elephant in the room, but walking closer to them means she will be smelling them even more.

"That's because she's not a wolf," he says as though that should explain everything.

She raises her brows at him.

"Your wolf knows this is wrong," he shrugs. "So does mine, but I've learned to deal with it since- agh-" he groans and the woman on her knees smirk, pleased that she has his attention again. "Fuck. That feels good," he growls.

Anya understands how he can stand the wrongness of the scent now. Her body is warming up to it and there is a growing heat in her core that usually only happens when her heat hits. She chews her bottom lip and watches as the woman curves her fingers on the base of Malik's manhood and circle them loosely, pumping her fingers in tandem with her head, pulling out to roll her tongue around his cock to draw long, low moans from the werewolf.

The woman turns to her briefly, as though in challenge, as though she is showing Anya that she is better than her.

Her wolf growls in response. The sound comes unbidden from the base of her throat and she takes a step back.

Her gaze roams over the lovers, trying to see everything and nothing at once.

Malik is groaning as the woman sucks his cock, his hands in her hair tugging and pulling, shifting her mouth into a position that is more pleasurable for him.

"You seem surprised," he says conversationally, stunning her with how normal he sounds, like he's not fucking himself into the nameless woman's mouth. She glances back at the way she came and thinks of running away.

It's the polite thing to do, isn't it? Her gaze turns quizzical and she licks her lips. The stranger on her knee is completely naked, her skin pale and creamy, not a mark on her. She is a shapely woman with big breasts and a bit of a belly. Her hips are wide and there are stretch marks on her belly, a sign that she has given birth before.

Keeping his eyes on her, he continues talking. "How did you think we manage to be in your presence without rutting you, darling? All of us look for other forms of release. You think Joshua isn't affected by how good you smell? He goes into the town when you're asleep and pays a whore to fuck."

She grimaces at the thought of the kind man fucking into woman's mouth like what Malik is doing.

"Oh, don't feel bad." He laughs, his other hand coming up to curl in the woman's hair. "It's an honor, isn't it, darling? To have war heroes like us grace you with our presence? To be fucked be wolves?"

Start Reading Here
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This is short story involves a powerful alpha male and an innocent young cat girl who forgets how to be human and an Alpha werewolf eager to take full advantage of that.

It also contains scenes with domination and submission, exhibitionism & voyeurism, size difference, lactation/milking, pet play and rough sex.
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She sucks in a breath and her heartbeat goes haywire, erratic and stuttered.

"Shh..." he says, holding her tight, distracting her with hands all over her body, touching her everywhere at once. His lips press against her cheeks, peppering her with soothing kisses. "It's alright, Kitten. I'm here. I'm going to take care of you."

The more he touches her, the less panicked she gets and the more aroused she smells. It is a good change. He would rather she be aroused than scared.

"You're alright, darling. No one's going to hurt you. I'm right here."

She keens and leans into his touch. She's quite lovely like this, mellow and soft, trusting him so easily even though she barely knows him. His own breath stutters when he sees a spot of wetness in the front of her dress. He cups her breasts and squeezes her soft mounds, groaning when the wet spot on her dress expands.

"Wha- what's happening, master?" she looks so adorably confused.

The thin straps of her dress slides down easily and he pulls the top down so that her pink nipples are on display. They're already erect and puffy, so lovely and pink, begging to be touched and sucked. He licks a finger and rubs it against a puckered tip. Tiny beads of milk leaks from the tip when he pinches the area below her nipple.

She keens, trembling as she grasps his hand, confused by the pleasure.

Jesus. It is as though someone has taken his list of kinks and fetishes and created a real-life model based on all of them, all wrapped up prettily into the little Kitten he has with him now. He is growling before he realizes he's doing it and is unable to stop.

"Look at you, dirty little thing," he coos, teasing her nipples, making them even more erect against her pale skin. "So wet for your master, aren't you? Offering your breasts up to me like this," he teases, and she stops moving. She truly hasn't noticed how she was pressing her chest into his palm for more attention. It makes what he does even sweeter.

He nuzzles her neck, running his tongue up the pale skin and feeling the rabbit pulse beneath her soft flesh. Milk leaks from her pink nipples, beading at the tip before it starts dripping down to his fingers and wetting his hand.

He pulls at each nipple, delighting at the sight of the creamy milk dripping out. The smell of it is soft and innocent, like new-born cubs. She squirms, whimpering at the new sensations, and he leans down to take her nipple into his mouth, tasting the sweet liquid coming from her body.

"I've heard of this happening before, but never in real life," he growls. "Look at you. Look at you," he can't help but repeat, watching milk dribble down his hands. It's such a lovely sight.

She whimpers again. "Master, please."

It doesn't help that her noises are so soft and sweet. Her begging only wants him to do it more so he can hear her.  The sweet scent of milk fills the air. She looks down and blushes at the sight of her pink nipples in his fingers. He pinches her nipples at the tip, stopping the milk from leaking out.

"Ah! Ah!" she cries, her hands coming up instinctively to pry his fingers away.

He holds on even tighter and allows her to pull his hands forward, pulling her breasts up.

"Please, please," she keens. ears tucked back in misery. Her tail curls up and pokes at him a little.

When he finally let go, milk sprays from the tips of her nipples onto the table, wetting the plates, a few drops spilling into his drink, colouring the transparent water creamy white. She rubs the ache from her nipples and pouts, her lower lip jutting out.

"Hurts, Master," she shivers, touching her own breasts in a way that has his cock harden even more.

"I'm sorry, Kitten," he says, kissing the top of her head and feeling not at all sorry.
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​Chapter One: Professional Opinion
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"I'm sorry to have to bring you into this with so little time for preparations. I'm sure you've heard about the case before?"

Jason doesn't bother responding to the inane question with anything more than a nod. Everyone has read about it, heard it, or been victim of someone else rambling about it over the past few days. It has become the news of the week, capturing the attention of not just the voyeurs, but also the scientists and more educated folk.

Annabel is a sister of a prominent political figure whose identity has been kept under wrap, an honor student and a famous advocate for shifter rights who is only eighteen when she was captured.

The duration of her captivity doesn't matter as much as what's been done to her.

Permanent half-shift.

It is something that has only been postulated, the ability of some shifters to stay in a permanent state of shift where only certain characteristics of their animals remain. She is, for the most part, human. Except for the parts where she's not. Her ears are cat-like, sticking over to top of her blond head. Her eyes are gold and glow in the dark and the tabloids had a field day describing the state of her tail, peeking from beneath her dress, tugging it up, the end coloured much darker than the rest of her body.

They had only taken a single picture of her before she had disappeared from the public view altogether, but none of them have missed the thick leather collar that nobody has been able to take off. He knows this because there have been word going around in his circles, looking for experts who can help with removal of slightly magical things. Magic is an old and forgotten form now. Not many people practice it. It should be so hard really. Most magic won't work without the cooperation with the person the magic is linked to. They haven't been able to take the collar off because she doesn't want it off.

He thinks it would be a waste to get rid of her collar altogether. It is quite a lovely thing, hugging snugly around her slim throat, not tight enough to hurt, but certainly obvious against her pale skin. A small gold tag hangs delicately in the front of the collar that simply reads: "Kitten".

According to the inside information, she does not respond to anything else.

Jason would be lying if he claims that he wasn't interested. Everyone in his line of work is interested in seeing what will come of her. They have never encountered something so drastic before.

He has dealt with the rehabilitation of fully feral shifters, wereanimals who are forced into their animal forms and elect to stay in the shifts instead of returning to their human form. He is the first and only Rehabilitating Agent who has successfully coaxed his charges into turning human. It takes time, trust, and a lot of work.

He much prefers working with rehabilitating humans who are merely lost in their own minds. This, however, this is proving to be fascinating. He finds himself being drawn to any news he can get his hands on.

"It's just- she hasn't had anything to eat or drink and nobody's been able to coax her out. She hasn't been responding well."

"I imagine not," he says softly before he can catch himself. It is unlikely that any of them have thought to give her what she needs, desperate as they are to make things 'right'. Her concept of 'right' and 'wrong' is so twisted in her animal form that treating her as anything more than cat would simply confuse her. "I'll do my best," he says. He's the best at what he does and if he can't fix her, nobody can. Humility has never been one of his virtue.

"I hope you can," the man whispers. "Nobody else knows what to do about her. Poor thing."

He stops at the doorstep, reluctant to go any closer. It's a nice building, one that has been kept under strict surveillance right after she's gone missing but there's something about it that makes the alarms in his head ring.

"Ah, sorry about that," the man says, and he brushes his hand over the wall at the side of the door and the uncomfortable sensation vanishes as though it has never been there in the first place.

"Protection magic?" he asks, arching his brow.

"It's the only one I know," he admits. "When the President called me in, I thought that was what he wanted me for. I couldn't get the collar off either," he answers before Jason could ask. "I'm plenty good at making buildings safe though."

"I'm sure you are," he says, slightly in awe of the young man. There aren't many magic practitioners in the world. He seems too young to be one.

"Right. Todd will lead you the rest of the way. I'm not much use there," he says, standing outside the door. He lifts his hand and gives an awkward wave that Jason nods to.

Finding his way to his new patient is remarkably easy. He just follows where all the security guards are aggregated.

The magic protection to ensure that nobody unauthorized can come in took him by surprise. Magical protection does not come cheap and requires a lot of paperwork and ass kissing to be approved.

A mysterious sister of a prominent political figure who still remains unnamed is bound to garner curiosity. He has a feeling there is more to it than everyone knows. To have the power to keep her identity secret, even now. It means her family has a lot of power. Has she been kidnapped in some sort of political ploy? A powerplay?

It is a cruel thing to do to anyone, let alone someone so young.

He meets a giant of a man in the room where everyone is collected. He does not bother with pleasantries. "Come with me," he says, guiding him towards where they are keeping the girl. "We should've found her earlier," the man says, staring at the door leading to the room with a distant look to his eyes. Guilt hangs like a heavy blanket over the man. He wonders if this man is supposed to be her protector, her bodyguard. He is a tiger shifter and he knows that the hiring them as bodyguards comes at a high price.

"I've read enough about her capture to know that it is not your fault," he says, digging into a part of him that's kinder than he actually is.

The tiger shifter exhales. "I should have been there."

No, he really couldn't have. "You could not have known," he says. It is true. The kidnapping had been well planned out. The head bodyguard's mate had been involved in an accident, after which the hospital had called him in order to separate him from his charge. The other guards by her side, a coyote and fox shifter respectively, would not have been able to take the small army sent to snatch her away.

The man swallows with a dry, audible click before finally reaching for the door knob. "She has- she has never been afraid of me before," he says softly.

The moment the door opens, he feels the thick, overwhelming fear hanging in the air like a heady perfume. It is pungent in a way that makes it hard to think but leaves him with enough brain capacity to instantly realize what's wrong.

There are no less than ten people in the room trying to coax the terrified shifter from where she's apparently chosen to hide inside the cupboard.

He is growling before he realizes he's doing it and quickly catches himself.

One man in particular, catches his attention instantly. "Mr. President," he says, inclining his head a little at the regal lion shifter who has been in power for the past three years. He hasn't been aware that the man has any family members. He has been making changes to the cabinet, to antiquated rules, getting rid of the corrupt while dealing with their ire.

He understands, abruptly, why she's been taken.

This is a punishment.

For him.

For making changes to things that have been written in stone for hundreds of years before him.

He stands from where he had been crouching by the door. He looks older, lines on his forehead and by the downturns of his lips. He holds himself in a sort of hunch, like he is in physical pain. Upon seeing him, the president opens his mouth, and then closes it. At last, he manages a soft, "Please," gesturing into the cupboard.

Jason looks at the older man, feeling as though it is his place to tell him that everything will be alright, but that would be lying. For every successful case of shift-reversal he has handled, there are a dozen failed ones. And yet, he still has the best success rate in the world. Instead, he says, "You have been doing great work for our country, Mr. President. Don't let this take away from all the good you've done."

"I was beginning to doubt-" he begins, but then straightens and says with all the regal air of a leader. "I am glad that she's alive. Everything else can be managed."

He nods.

The President gives him an assessing look. "You can help?"

"I can try," he says because it is true. It is the best that can be asked from him for now. He hasn't even seen how serious the damage it yet. To tell the truth he had doubted the claims of her having cat ears and a tail. Scientists would be all over this if it were true.

Then again, being the sister of the President would grant her some reprieve from media attention.

The closet is a walk in closer with clothes that smell like they belong to her, long beautiful dresses draped on their hangers and boxes full of what smells like jewellery at the top. There are shoes too, but those have been shoved aside to make room for a little figure in the corner.

There is an upturned cup by one of the boxes, a puddle slowly leaking from the sides. Chocolate milk. It must have been her brother. The President's sister. Jesus.

He almost misses her, but there is a scent of fear and panic in the room that is even more obvious now that he's here. A soft whine emits from the corner and he sees the clothing sway.

He takes a step forward but stops when the whine turns into a rumbling growl.

Behind him, the president grimaces. "She's frightened," he says, explaining even though it's clear that she is. "She doesn't recognize me. Tried to bite me when I got close enough. I know she doesn't mean it. She's just- she's just frightened," he trails off and Jason finds himself feeling bad for him. He's only ever seen this man in the news and always he is in complete control of himself and everything around him.

It the kidnapper's aim is to break him, they have succeeded.

"Let me see if I can help," he says. "Could you give us a little space, please?"

"Space?" he echoes.

"All these people here are just frightening her," he explains. "Right now, she sees everyone as threats and any wrong move she makes might be her last." He quickly explains before the man could interrupt, "She doesn't understand that she's safe. To her, we are all waiting for her to fall asleep, so we can attack her."

The President looks nauseated. "Of- of course," he says. He nods and stands to leave, gesturing everyone out of the room.

"Are you sure, Mr. President?" he hears on of the men ask.

"Yes."

Silently, he gets on his hands and knees, trying to make himself appear smaller by hunching in. Though it doesn't really do much to diminish his size. He towers over most of his peers even when he is trying to look smaller. His bigger size is helpful in the long run, making it easier for him to hold his own against his more combative charges, and then later, allow them to trust him enough to keep them safe.

Tentatively, he holds out his hand, close enough for her to see that he's not holding anything.

An angry snarl emerges from the corner, clothes swaying at the sudden gust from her lips.

He glimpses her for the first time within the shadows of the closer and quickly looks away, giving her the space, she craves by drawing back a little. The small glimpse he has on her is enough to let him know that she's completely naked. Her long hair curls around her face, accentuating her large, fear-filled eyes. Still, she appears quite feral and completely in charge. She may be frightened, but she is also spirited and would not shy away from a fight if he were to press. He sees traces of blood on the floor and wonders how many have made the mistake of getting too close.

"Anna," he says softly, and then corrects his mistake quickly when she does not move at all. "Kitten, can you come closer, please?" he asks, slowing extending a hand out again, giving her the choice to meet him halfway. As he does this, he lets out a low purr, a gentle, vibrating noise that he knows is calming to those trapped in their full shifts. After a few minutes of tense silence, she shifts in the closet.

A hand reaches out for him, pale and too thin, the area around the wrists covered with soft golden fur. Her hands are curled inwards, mimicking paws.

She reaches out for him tentatively before her gaze darts to the side and glimpses something that makes her huddle back into her corner once more, snarling with all her teeth bared, ears pricking up and tail swaying from side to side.

He sighs. Even without turning around, he knows there is someone there. "You need to leave," he says. He gives her a careful glance before turning to snarl at the man standing at the door, looking as though he is too important to be sent away.

"I'm her doctor," the man spits, eyes flicking behind him. "She's known me all her life. I need to make sure she's not injured."

If he was a more vindictive man, he would throw the doctor into the room and let her claw up his face, but that would cause more harm than good, so he refrains. "Perhaps when she is up to leaving the closet, we can talk about her medical history. For now, I need to make sure she doesn't try to hurt herself."

The sharp inhale from the President tells him he's said too much. "You think she's going to hurt herself?"

Statistically, shifters who are forced into their forms either accept that they will be animals for the rest of their lives and fully embrace that shift (which makes it all the harder to convince them to shift back), or, in more than fifty percent of the cases, forget how to shift back to their human forms and seek other forms of release.

"I'm hoping to avoid that," he says gently, giving the man a look that he hopes is convincing.

"Come now, Doctor. Let the man do his job."

The doctor looks as though he wants to argue, but he deflates, losing that righteous fury and instead just looks... exhausted. "Please, make sure she's not hurt?" he says.

There are so many people looking out for her. If only they have found her earlier.

They leave the room. He waits until he can hear that they've gathered in the living room before turning back to the girl. Her eyes glow in the dim light and are watching him curiously. There's a low, stuttering growl in her, like she's considering that he's not an actual threat, but she's too committed to growling at him to stop altogether. It's almost endearing.

"I'm sorry if they scared you," he says. "Do you remember who the big guy is?"

A whine.

"That's your brother. He's been so worried about you," he says, trying to soothe her. "He's been looking everywhere for you since you're gone. Can you come out and say hi?"

There's a little shake from the dresses and he frowns a little when he's realized that she had shook her head.

"It's alright if you don't," he says. "But you must be hungry. We can get something for you to eat in the kitchen if you would come out?"

"No," she says.

It figures that the first word he manages to coax out of her is a rejection, but it's better than nothing. He'll take what he can get. "That's a shame. I understand they've had some venison in the oven and a whole turkey leg."

The clothes shift and out peeks a soft, feminine face. A messy fringe of hair trembles in front of bright eyes like molten gold. She licks her lips in a tell-tale sign of hunger. "Venison?" she echoes.

He nods. "You can have all the venison you want if you come out from there."

She considers this for a moment, and then shakes her head. "Master says no meat."

His stomach twists. Right. That answers the question of how much conditioning she's had. He's suddenly fiercely glad he had the others leave the room. Her kidnappers are all dead, sentenced in a quick proceeding that had everyone reeling. Forcing a shift is a death sentence, but there are usually juries and courts involved. To have the men captured and sentenced to death so quickly must mean the victim had family in high places. It is a wonder nobody else had connected the dots and realized it all links to the president. Then again, nobody else knows that their president had- has a sister.

"Who- who're you?" she whispers, startling him.

"I'm Jason," he says. "I'm here to help."

"I don't need help," she says, defiant. "Master will come back for me soon. You should leave."

He searches for words, wanting to reach for words of comfort and affirmation. He wants to tell her that her captors are all dead, that she'll be safe. But that is not what she's looking for. She's waiting for her 'master' to return for her. Telling her that he's never coming back would just scare her needlessly. "Your master had to go away for an emergency," he starts carefully. This isn't the first time he has had to lie to his patients to make them feel better. "He told me to take care of you while he's gone"

She leans forward, eyes wide and hopeful. "Really?" she whispers, cheeks darkening a little when she leans forward.

He can see the collar now, but he also sees the pale collarbones jutting out, her slight body skinnier than what is considered healthy.

"Are you here to take me home?" she whispers, eyes distant as she stares at the door, waiting for someone else to appear. "Where did Master gi?" she asks, growing a little warier. "Did I do something wrong?" Her face crumbles slightly and she backs herself into the corner of the room again.

"No," he says carefully, keeping his tone level. He has spent his entire career lying to shifters with enhanced senses who can discern lies from truths. If he wanted, he can probably take up a career as a professional poker player. "Your master-" he pauses, trying to remember the name on the file. The ringleader, serpent shifter with a penchant for torture. "Degory," he starts over, watching as her eyes light up, trusting him a little more just for knowing her master's name. "Degory asked me to take over watching you, since you've been so good. Is that okay, kitten?" The lie tastes bitter on his tongue.

She narrows her eyes, slowly taking in the information and trying to figure out if he's making it up. She whines a little too, uncertain, but tempted by the prospect of someone else taking care of her. She must have been so lost. The people here love her and wants the best for her, but they aren't what she needs right now. She needs a firm hand, someone to tell her what to do. "Will you- will you take care of me?" she asks.

He nods. "I will."

"You'll- you'll make me feel good?" she whispers, the blacks in her pupils dilating. Her scent grows sweeter, more dangerous. He wonders how much damage her captors have done to her and how much of it he can undo.

"I can try," he starts, careful not to promise anything he's not ready to deliver. "If you come out and tell me what you want?"

When she finally pushes aside the dresses the come out, it is on all fours, her hands curled up like paws. She is completely naked, skin milk white from lack of sunlight, though there are tufts of blond hair on her wrists and ankles and a tail swaying carefully from where her spine ends, right above where her anal hole is. He files that information away and doesn't think about it.

She is skinny in a way that starvation and dehydration will drive a person to lose weight too fast. He knows that proper feeding times would cover up the bones protruding on her body. Her ears are drawn back, hesitant and a little afraid, but her tail isn't curled up, so he'll take what he can.

He sees the collar on her neck, the color a stark different from the rest of her body, the word 'Kitten' glinting like a challenge. Her cheeks are flushed despite her dehydration, her eyes glassy. He can feel heat emanating from her, and on his next inhale, identifies the issue instantly.

She's in heat. The effect is not as strong for human shifters, but he has had to deal with his feral patients when they are in heat and he usually finds a willing partner who are willing to shift and deal with the issue. She needs a partner.

He struggles to recall her file information and her oestrous cycle. She takes a pill for those and her kidnappers likely hasn't gone through the trouble of procuring more medicine for her. Which means she has been in heat since the beginning of her kidnapping and it hasn't been broken yet.

Jesus. They haven't even bothered to fuck her out of it.

She stops short of his hand, tilting her head and huffing a little into his palm. "You said you'll make me feel good," she says, pouting a little when he doesn't start touching her instantly.

He reaches out slowly, eyes wary of her body language and relaxing only when she closes her eyes and does the same, leaning into his touch as he runs his hand through her hair. It's surprisingly soft. She presses into his palm and purrs, tail wagging happily as she all but crawls into his personal space until he finds himself with a lap full of an overeager cat girl.

He ignores the way her body naked body presses against his, rubbing her scent all over his clothes and what little naked skin she can reach. She smells even better up close, like pine and honey and heat. He wants to lick up her neck and taste her. Instead, he pushes that animal part of him that is growling for him to mate her down and focuses on making her feel less overwhelmed by everything that's happening now.

He combs her hair thoughtfully, adjusting his posture and shifting her slightly so that she is straddling his lap, somehow comfortable with her face pressing as close as possible to his neck and her arms and legs wound rightly around his entire torso. It would have been endearing if she hadn't smelled so much like sex and desire.

"Do you want me to call you 'Anna', or 'Kitten', darling? Whichever is fine," he says, trying to distract himself from absently rubbing against her. His cock stirs clearly interested in the idea.

She burrows deeper into his chest and whispers, "Who's Anna?"
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​Chapter Two: Beautiful Pet
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She suddenly stiffens and begins to growl, low in her throat and a little painful-sounding. He turns to see the President standing in the doorway, eyes wide and posture uncertain. He doesn't know what to do.

That makes the two of them.

"Baby," he starts. "Baby, do you remember me?"

He can't see what she's doing but judging from the way her fur stands on its end and the sound she is making, she is snarling at her brother. "No!" she says, jerking back and away when he reaches for her.  She watches his hand like she's contemplating sinking her teeth into it. "No!" she shouts, fangs lengthening as she glares. Her eyes are glowing, dangerous and wide. Her ears perk up on her head and he knows it should not be adorable, but it is.

"Anna, please," her brother pleads, going on his knees, uncaring of his status. He looks as though he is ready to tear his own heart out and offer it to her if she just says the words.

Her eyes jerk up to his face. For a second there's just fear and anger in her scent, and then, recognition. She opens her mouth and instead of words, she bares her teeth. "Your fault," she snaps, and the man just breaks, his composure shattering. He probably does not even notice when he starts to cry, tears tumbling from his cheeks and onto his impeccable suit.

Jason looks away, the moment of weakness too personal and intimate for him to witness. If there is one thing he has never gotten used to, it is how family members feel so hurt and betrayed by their loved one’s inability to get better straight away.

It's unfair, really, to blame this on him. He turns to her, ready to chastise her for the deliberate cruelty and sees that there's no need for him to say anything. Already, her ears pull back like she's regretting what she's said. She makes a low, keening noise, drawing lips down. Her lower lip trembles. Her eyes are wide and bright with tears. "I'm sorry- I'm sorry. I didn't mean it- no- no-" Her eyes fill with tears and she starts crying, full on bawling and sobbing. It breaks all their hearts. She wraps her arms around her knees and rocks on the spot, making soft broken noises.

He moves out of the way just in time for the President to stumble into the room and kneel in front of her. She doesn't even hesitate, throwing her arms around his neck when he reaches for her again.

"Not your fault. Not your fault," she repeats over and over, mumbling the words against his chest until it is just a murmur.

He leaves the room and joins the rest of the men in the living room as the siblings cry it out together.

It seems to be the best thing to do.

The awkward silence in the room is broken by an occasional sniffle from the closet. They are aggressively ignoring everything that's happening there.

He supposes he can help with that. "She's in heat," he says, eliminating the possibility of small talk the moment he steps into the living room. He turns to the doctor from earlier.

"She is," the doctor says as though this is completely normal, but something in his expression shifts too, like he has had this discussion before and it hadn't ended well any of the times. "It's too late to put her on any medication. Those will just cause her more harm than good. Mr. President has been... adverse to the idea of finding her a mate to break her heat."

"It won't go away on it's own, would it?" he asks. People- normal people don't let their heats go on for more than a few days before seeking professional medication or help. There are services they can go through that will help them through their heats.

"Not without proper treatment," he says. "It's probably worse because she's a virgin."

He carefully doesn't react at all to this revelation, knowing that the shifters in the room would be able to pick up on his arousal. "Why would it be worse?" he asks, sounding indifferent despite the turmoil in his body. Virgin. His mouth has gone dry completely. In his head, his kinks are being ticked off one by one.

"Because her body doesn't understand what sort of release it's looking for," the doctor says. He doesn't add what everyone in the room is thinking. The President is letting his protectiveness getting in the way of her well-being, but it's a difficult situation to be in. According to the people who called him in, an hour ago, nobody could even get close to her without getting bitten.

"Her half shift is causing an uproar in the scientific community right now," he adds quietly. "It is possible to keep half-shifts for an hour, two and maybe even three hours, with training. But her change is really permanent. She doesn't lose the animal characteristics even when she's asleep. It is really quite remarkable." There is something dangerous in the glint of his eyes that makes Jason want to hurt him.

Jason understands why the doctor had been so keen on getting close to her now. It seems that her ordeal isn't over even though she has been returned safely. She's a scientific miracle. He's glad that her brother is the President. He is likely the only person capable of keeping her safe and away from the grubby hands of Scientists eager to do tests on her.

A moment later, the man in question returns to the room, looking as though a weight has been lifted from his shoulders, though there are three brand new slash slash marks on his face. Blood drips down his chin, but he is recovering already. He dabs at it with a towel one of the men hurries to hand to him.

"This is normal," Jason says before he can catch himself. "Brief moments of clarity followed by abject fear and confusion," he continues, gesturing to the injury. "I've had my fair share of injuries from dealing with my patients. Is she okay?" he asks, wishing he had kept a closer ear to the situation. The whole thing had unnerved him more than he cared to admit. He is used to either dealing with traumatized humans or animals, never anything in between.

It stirs something dark inside him that he has kept hidden for his entire life.

"It's a good thing," he continues, forcing himself to focus on the matter at hand. "It means that her psyche is still in there, merely trapped. If we can convince her that it is safe for her to come out, we may be able to control the animal inside her. There's hope yet, Mr. President," he says.

The President manages a smile that looks savage because of the blood on his lip. Already, the skin is suturing together, healing before their eyes. It is remarkable, how powerful their leader is.

It is no wonder their last President died in his hands. Even though Jason is above average height, he finds himself having to look up to meet his eyes. It surprises him, how different the siblings are. Where the President is regal and huge in build, his eyes golden and his jaw strong and powerful, his little sister is small and lithe. He doubts she would even reach his shoulder at full height. Most lion shifters are bigger in size compared to other wereanimals. He wonders if they only share one parent. Something about her is smaller, more kitten-like and innocent. It is understandable that the man would be so protective of the young girl.

"Mr. President? Is she alright? Would you like me to have a look at her now?" the doctor asks, sounding too eager at the prospect. It does not go unnoticed.

The lion shifter snarls at the doctor and he cowers instantly, backing away until his back is pressed against the wall and there is nowhere left for him to go.

He holds up a hand and takes a calming breath. "I apologize," he says. "Perhaps now is not the best time to study my little sister, doctor," he continues, his tone level, but his eyes are glowing. It is a warning more than a suggestion. "Mr. Frost."

Jason turns to him. "Yes, Mr. President?"

"I am... indebted to you. She has not been receptive to anything we've been trying for the past several days. I fear I must as you for another favour."

He nods.

"Perhaps it's best for her to stay with you, for now. I hear you are the best at what you do," he says. It is not a request. Rehabilitation. She will have to stay with him at some point regardless. And he is intimidating enough that tabloid knows to stay away from him. Not if they don't want grievous harm to come to them.

"Yes, Sir."
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​Chapter Three: House Care

[image: ]




When he returns to the cupboard again, he is not altogether surprised to find that she has fallen asleep in the corner. She had been so vigilant the past few days, keeping awake to fight off any potential enemies, but now that he's planted a seed inside her, a suggestion that her master has sent him for her, she can finally rest.

He manages to get one of the dresses on her but knows that even that will have to go once they reach his home. He does not want her wearing anything that does not smell like him. The dress hangs too large on her malnourished frame. Her ears are tucked back and relax.

"Kitten, I'm going to take you home, okay?" he says softly once he is close enough to touch. "My name is Jason. You may call me by my name, or 'master', whichever you are more comfortable with for now," he continues talking as he touches her face, leaving his scent on her. He waits for her to react before he does anything more. It's important that she trusts him.

Her eyes blink open, groggy and unsure. There's a moment where he is afraid that she would panic. He can see the way her pupils dilate. She looks around, trying to assess her surroundings and how she got there. Her ears tuck back, and she begins to crouch closer to the corner before her eyes falls on him and she smiles.

"Is Master back now?" she asks.

He shakes his head. "Not yet," he says. "But I'm going to take you home with me for now," he continues, repeating what he's said to her when she was asleep.

Her smile falls away and she peeks behind him as though hoping he was wrong.

"What would you like to call me, Kitten" he asks, diverting her attention.

"If Master's gone, then are you my new master?" she asks, hopeful.

His heart stutters to a stop before jolting back to life. "If that's what you want," he says carefully.

"Okay!" she repeats with a smile before shuffling towards him on all fours, nudging his hand with her nose. "Pets," she mewls.

He ignores the tight coil in his core and gently brushes his fingertips across her brow, brushing her soft hair back while checking her temperature. Her moment of clarity had pushed her heat back somewhat, lowering her temperature enough that she is no longer burning. She still smells sweet, though, so ripe and ready to be filled and bred. He bites the inside of his mouth to keep from doing more than card his fingers through her hair. "Are you hungry, pet? We can have something to eat before we leave? I'm afraid my home is a few hours away."

"Eat?" she asks with a curios lilt in her tone that makes his fingers pause in their stroking.

"Yeah. They've kept the venison for you."

She draws back and peers at him. "Master says meat aren't meant for pets."

His stomach twists. That explains her loss of weight. Carnivorous shifters like her need meat in their diet. He finds himself fiercely hoping that his captor was alive, so he can kill him again slowly. "Yes, but I'm sure there's something in the fridge for you," he says calmly despite the low burning anger in his core. He supposes that's one way to get rid of his arousal. She brightens then, clambering up to his lap and wrapping her arms around his neck, fully expecting to be carried.

She wastes no time burying her nose in his neck, breathing in deeply. She does not weight enough for it to be a problem for him to stand. He wraps an arm around her waist, finding it much too small to his liking, and shifts his arm under her lower thighs, lifting her a little more so that she is comfortable against him. She purrs, pleased and happy to be carried.

The living room is deathly quiet when he returns with an armful of the cat girl. Her purring sounds even louder because of the silence. She scrambles off his lap when she notices everyone around them, but instead of running back into the closet like he fears, she sits on the floor beside the chair at the head of the table.

He takes a few calming breaths and is thankful that nobody thinks to speak in the silence. "Kitten, what are you doing there?"

She twists quickly to look at him, ears perked and eyes eager. "Waiting."

"Waiting for what?" her brother asks.

She curls her tail around her legs as she folds them beneath her and licks the back of her hand before glancing at him. She turns back to Jason after only a second, waiting for his permission. He nods. "Waiting to be fed."

"You don't- you don't have to do that, Anna."

She doesn't even turn to the President this time. Anna isn't her name, after all. Not anymore.

"Come sit on the table."

She blinks, as though trying to make sure that she's hearing him right, before shaking her head. "That's bad. I'm not bad."

A few of the men in the room growls, and then quickly holds themselves back. A few others step away. He doesn't blame them. They aren't prepared to deal with this sort of thing. The President is looking at him as though he has the solution to this. He shakes his head and moves towards the fridge. There is a fresh bottle of milk there. He takes it out and pours it into a cup before remembering what happened to the cup in the closet. He sighs and pours it into a bowl.

There are several more displeased growls when he sets that on the floor in front of her. She licks her lips and looks up at him hopefully. "May I?" she asks.

"Yes."

"Thank you," she says gratefully, leaning forward on her hands and legs, her tail peeking from beneath her dress and swaying happily as she contorts her body so she can bend down to drink from it like a cat. She laps the milk with the small curve of her tongue, making happy purring noises as she does.

He holds her hair back, keeping them from getting wet and staunchly ignores the glares that the others are sending his way. He knows they do not understand, and he doesn't blame them. It is shocking for anyone to see a fully-grown adult acting like a kitten and even worse to see him treat her as though this is normal. If they knew how to do his job, then he would not be here. It would be a lesson for another day, for when she learns to trust him. For now, she needs to be fed.

She sits up and preens when she finishes everything. The corner of her lips is wet with milk. She leans back slightly and licks the back of her hand, brushing it over her face to clean the milk that's gotten on her chin. When she is done wiping her face, she looks up at him with wide, expectant eyes.

He only hesitates for a second before realizing what he's supposed to do. "Good girl," he says, brushing slightly wet bangs back from her forehead. "Do you want more? I can have some fish delivered to my home, so you can have that later?"

She has a look of utter disbelief. "I can have two meals?" she asks. The uproar that her question generates is a nice distraction. She snarls at the people who tries to get close to her and runs off before any of them could stop her. It does not surprise him that she disappears back into the walk-in closet.

Jason sighs and drags a hand over his face. "It never gets easier," he says softly.

"Perhaps you should take her back to your place," the President suggests, looking exhausted as he glares the rest of the men. "I trust you will not take advantage of her current state of mind," he warns.

He sits up at that. "Mr. President, with all due respect, leaving her in heat like this is cruel. There are... other ways to break a heat," he says carefully. "Ways that do not necessarily involve... copulating," he continues. It is clear that the older man do not think her old enough to mate. Other shifters usually take a mate the moment they turn eighteen. Especially shifters with oestrous cycles. It is torturous for them otherwise. According to her doctor, she has been taking pills ever since she grew old enough to bare cubs, though that was not too long ago. She had been taken a few weeks after her eighteenth birthday. She is still a child, only a few months over eighteen.

"Yes. There are doctors who can help her with this," the doctor says, again in that too-eager tone.

The President ignores him. "You've done it before?" he asks Jason.

He should say no. There are professionals who are better at this than he is. He knows tricks at best, ways to delay the inevitable. But a part of him wants this, craves it. There is something lovely about having her in a perpetual state of want, watch her cry and beg for release and push her to the edge, only to deny her in the end. "Yes," he says before his conscience can catch up with his cruel thoughts, schooling his expression to give nothing away as he thinks of way he could play with her, make her his. He can fix her, perhaps. To have her mind cleared up so quickly after separating from her captor means that she is close to the surface. She is eager to wake. The only thing pushing her human side back is fear. As long as he builds trust, make her fall in love with him completely, then she would not want to leave even after she is human again.

If he does this right, perhaps she would not need to return to her wholly human state at all. The young shifter looks lovely with her tail and ears, tufts of hair on her body that makes her more animal, but still human in all the right ways.

"Then, she will stay with you. You will be compensated for your work, of course. And the staff will give you the necessary confidentiality papers. Doctor Giles will give you some of the medicine she needs, and a nutritionist will send you all her dietary requirements. I trust you are familiar with it?"

"Of course," he says, biting his tongue to keep himself from elaborating. She is hardly the first person he has restored to normal health through therapy. Granted, it is a unique case. He tries not to look impassioned by the thought of all the things he could do to her.
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​Chapter Four: Easy Solution
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The first thing he does when they reach his place is lock down the entire building. The President had insisted on sending his security team with him, but he had talked him out of it, thankfully, by bringing up the fact that she had security guards with her the first time she disappeared, someone who knew enough about her schedule to get in and out without getting caught.

He is not proud of putting a seed of doubt in the President about the loyalty of his men, but it gets him the privacy he needs. His mansion is neither overly large or extravagant. It has just enough space for what he needs to do and is not built the conventional way. A stranger would get lost in his home within a minute of walking through the front door.

It is a maze as much as a sanctuary, with enough hiding locations and security cameras to make sure that intruders that do manage to come in will never find what they're looking for... nor can they escape.

Anna is fascinated by the indoor greenhouse he has and even more drawn to the animals in the miniature zoo. He keeps them to calm the more... traumatized patients. Rabbits, docile cats, and some dogs. He has a housekeeper who comes and cleans them once a day and animal trainers who keeps them in shape while giving them all the attention they crave when he is busy with his work.

She stripped the dress off the moment she enters his home, pulling and ripping the fabric apart until she is naked again, safe for the collar around her throat, and then she finds a spot in front of the fireplace. She sits there, her legs spread wide and her torso bent, arms reaching forward as though she's stretching. She yawns and turns around, showing him her chest and belly. Or lack thereof.

"Pets, Master," she whimpers, her arms lifting up and folding at the wrists, beckoning him to her with a playful wave.

He walks towards her carefully, noting how she tenses a little when he gets closer, but does not try to move away. Here, without everyone's attention on him, he allows himself to stare. She is really beautiful, her breasts full and heavy, nipples pink and erect. She is a little malnourished, the soft curves of her breasts giving way to her ribcage, skin stretched over bones. He knows she will be even more beautiful once he has put enough food into her body. The soft dip of her stomach leads to a naked patch between her legs. Her legs are folded up too, bent at the knees.

"Pets," she whines when he takes too long, wriggling a little. She looks utterly shameless about her lack of undress, but he notices a slight blush on her cheeks. He knows there will be a full meal waiting for them in the kitchen, but there is something he would like to do before feeding her.

"Kitten, can you do something for me?" he asks. It's a solution that he is certain others have tried before, but with no success.

"Anything for you, Master," she says earnestly.

"Can you shift for me, Kitten? Human or beast, whichever way will do."

Her eyes are as wide as saucers suddenly, pupils contracting until it is a small dot in a sea of gold. He fears he's broken one of the rules her captors had set for her and she would go into a panic. After a moment, she tilts her head and says, "What do you mean, Master?"

He lets out a breath he had not realized he had been holding. "These, darling," he says, combing up her head and stopping at her ears, caressing it gently. The fur there is remarkably soft and she purrs as she pushes her head closer to his palm, chasing after the sensation of his fingers on her. The sweet, heady smell is thick in the air again, warning him that he should not be touching her so much. Not if he is not prepared to carry through and help her through her heat.

There should be doctors and professionals around him, helping him with her. Instead, the President had entrusted her to him because he can't bear to see her in pain. He doesn't know yet if it's a mistake.

"Can you shift so that you don't have your kitten ears and tail?" he asks, fingers dancing down the dip of her spine and over her tail.

She huffs and says, "I'm not a kitten without them, Master." Like he's the one who's being ridiculous.

He bites the inside of his cheek. "Of course, Kitten." It was worth a try. He hadn't expected it to work, not truly. It would have been too easy. He chuckles when she bumps her head to his hand, looking for more affection. She's sweet like this, pliant and meek. His hand wanders down from her hair, curling around the back of her neck as she pushes closer to him, crawling up and fitting herself onto his lap.

Her skin is warm under his palm and he finds himself marvelling at the softness of her flesh.

"Are you hungry, Kitten?" he asks.

She nods eagerly but appears wholly content to simply cuddle in his lap, pressing her cheeks to his chest and rubbing her body against his, undulating like a cat stretching after a long nap, then drawing back to make herself as small as possible so she can curl up in his lap. "Pet me, Master," she pleads. "Pets."

He chuckles and does exactly that, combing his fingers down her hair and further down, feeling the small dip of her back and soft curve of her hips all the way to the base of her tail. She wriggles and giggles a little, pushing towards him more. Trust building, he tells himself. He's doing this so that she knows she can trust him.

Then again, if she were someone else, if she weren't the epitome of the perfect mate in his fantasies, he would be breaking her out of these habits already, pushing her away and reminding her of humanity, pushing more and asking her to be less cat-like. Even the feral animals that he has dealt with have more human characteristics, forgetting that they are animals once they are comfortable and remembering to be embarrassed of their nakedness.

He thinks it's likely that her half-shift is brought by the stress of being kidnapped in addition to her sudden and first heat. The first heat for a shifter is a lot on anyone, and to experience it so far from anything close to comfort must have scared her half to death.

There is a part of him that is curious to see if she will lose her ears and tail the moment her heat breaks. A bigger part of him thinks it's a such a waste if it was gone. She is so lovely as she is right now and he rather likes her the way she is.

He pulls her closer against him, closing the distance between their bodies until there is none at all. She purrs, fully content and happy, like a vibrating little cat in his lap. He has always wanted a pet.

"Let's go to the kitchen for something to eat, sweet thing," he says, standing up and lifting her easily.

She whines a little in protest but throws her arms around his neck and clings to him. "Fish?" she asks quietly, as though afraid that he'll change his mind if she is too demanding.

"Of course," he says. He has a personal chef who is available for him at all hours of the day just for this purpose.

Her attention jerks towards the table when they step through the threshold, her head tilted up a little as she inhales greedily. There is a plate of sliced salmon pieces on the table, decorated as perfectly as always. She licks her lips. "May I?" she asks.

"Help yourself," he says.

She scrambles off him when he nods. One moment he has her in his arms and the next she is crouched on all fours on the table, her lips parted, tongue reaching out, inches from the fish. She looks up suddenly, her eyes locking onto him, expecting him to do something, afraid that it's just a test for her.

He considers asking her to wait. After all, he doesn't want tall their training to go to waste. That would be cruel, his conscience whispers. Right. He is supposed to be helping her. "Go ahead, Kitten. It's all yours," he finds himself saying instead and smiles when she is digs in without further thought.

He has his own meal in the fridge. He prefers meat to fish any day.

He's sure he has the trust part of the exercise down. She is comfortable enough with him that she doesn't even pause when he turns his back to her in his quest to get his own meal. It doesn't take her long at all to demolish her own meal, finishing it up and then settling on her knees, licking the back of her hand to wipe her face.

He takes his time with his own meal, taking bites of the deliberately underdone steak and licking up the blood before it can drip down his chin. She crawls closer to him on the table, tail wagging curiously behind her, ears perked back.

He wonders if she has to beg for scraps this way during her captivity. She makes a soft inquiring noise that garners his attention.

"Yes, Kitten?" he asks, looking up. Then, he chuckles. She has mayonnaise smeared over her chin and cheek, pieces of salmon stuck on her nose. "Look at you," he says, pinching her chin between his forefinger and thumb and tilting her head up. "You've made such a mess of yourself, Kitten." He draws her forward without thinking and licks over her cheek and chin, cleaning her up the way wolves do, the flat of his tongue running over her cheek and closed eye. She tastes sweet, the mayo clinging to her skin, with an undertone of her own sweet scent and the clean taste of the salad side dish his chef had prepared for her.

She leans into his touch eagerly, purring as he grooms her with his tongue.

"There you go," he says, wiping his own saliva from her cheek fondly. He's going about this all the wrong ways deliberately, encouraging her animal instincts by piling his own on top of it.

Tomorrow, he thinks to himself. He will start the program tomorrow. Today, he will enjoy having her like this, mostly human with a mind that is more animal. She crawls off the table once he is done with grooming her face and curls up at his feet, smelling heavily of contentment.
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​Chapter Five: Bath
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When he starts leaving the kitchen, he is surprised to find that she isn't following. She whimpers and looks at him with her head tilted up, exposing her slender neck and the smooth leather collar there.

"Walks, Master?" she pleads softly but stays exactly where she is even when he nods.

Oh. He undoes his tie and ties one end of it at the collar ring. He wipes his palm across her cheek as he stands, noting how the simple gesture makes her face light up giddily.

His cock hardens in his pants as he guides the young woman on her hands and knees up the stairs. Her expression is curious and full of questions, but she doesn't voice any of them, following him quietly. He imagines how she would look once she's fully bred and heavy with cubs, how her breasts would grow heavy with milk. Would her nipples touch the ground then? She's such a slight thing. It's possible.

He licks his lips and stops at the door. It's locked, as it is supposed to be.

"Could you help me with something, Kitten?" he asks, extending a hand to her. She stares at his hand for a long moment before taking it and allowing him to pull her to her feet. She looks conflicted about standing up and leans heavily on him, her breasts brushing against his arm as she holds onto him.

"Yes, master?"

"I have some animals that I need to entertain, but I'm afraid I won't be able to get through all of them at once. Could you promise not to eat my pets, kitten?"

She giggles at the unexpected request. "Of course, Master. I'm not hungry anymore," she says.

He's suddenly glad he had the good sense to fill her up with food before taking her here.

As it turns out, she loves dogs. He watches fondly as the animals washes her with licks, pushing climbing all over her. He leaves her to it, letting her have her fun as he goes about making sure the rest of his animal pack is fine. There is an enclosure of cats as well, but they aren't nearly as affectionate as the dogs are and he uses that enclosure for his clients that are looking for calmness. He thinks to increase his dog pack as he cleans up and refills the water bowls for the cats.

"They're so soft," she exclaims when he returns to the room an hour later, cuddling amongst the animals with an expression of pure bliss on her face. He can't help but be charmed by the way she's cuddling one of the older dogs, burying her nose to the dog's belly happily while the old Siberian Husky is merely... tolerating the touch. The younger ones of the same breed have already lost interest in their new playmate, preferring to jump around on their own.

"It's getting late, kitten. Do you want to sleep here, or in your own bed?"

Her ears perk up at the question and she frowns, as though considering. She sits up after a moment, decision made. She crawls over to him again, waiting patiently for him to grab a hold of her leash before smiling happily.

He feels sorry for her knees as he guides her towards the bed. It is not too long a walk, but the tiled floor is probably not comfortable. She seems to be happy the way she is, however, tail wagging, ears perking upwards and the corners of her lips tilting upwards.

She stops when she sees the bed.

"Sleep?" he asks.

She shakes her head. "Bath first," she informs him obediently, sitting down with her tail wagging eagerly, thumping against the soft carpet in a way that reminds him more of a dog than a cat.

He runs a hand into her hair and tries to think of the best way to get her cleaned up without losing his sanity.

They manage, somehow. She splashes around in the bath a lot, but leans into his touch when he rubs her down with a sponge. She lets him wash her hair too, leaning back in his palm as he shampoos down to her scalp and rubs her ears. She closes her eyes and purrs. It would be pleasant if not for the hard cock in his pants, aching to be touched.

Even just one full meal is enough to put some meat on her bones, making her stomach less sunken in. Afterwards, she is content sinking into the bath until just the tip of her nose is above the waterline. She exhales through her mouth and smiles, the corner of her eyes wrinkling with unbidden joy at the way the water bubbles.

There is a sort of peace there in the tub. He is aware that it is big enough for the both of them, but he doesn't trust himself enough to join her. She has taken to cuddling him to eagerly. The last thing he wants is to lose control and take advantage of her when she's all tired out.

She is agreeable enough after the bath for him to dress her, pulling a warm sweater over her arms and tying a pair of warm slacks on her small waist so that she doesn't catch a cold or scruff her knees from all the crawling. He towels her hair dry, revelling in the pleased little noises she's making as he does.

"That man," she says suddenly, breaking the comfortable silence between them. "Did I make him sad?"

"What man?" he asks.

"The one who's like me," she says softly. "The one who roars."

He lets the towel fall still for a moment, surprised and curious. "That's- that's your brother," he says carefully, not sure of how much she can take for now. If she were one of his patients, he would be introducing her to family first, but he doesn't want her to heal, not yet. Not completely.

"Brother?" she whispers. "But he's so big."

He chuckles. "Yes, he is. Or maybe you're very small." He tries to distract her with the light teasing, but it doesn't work.

"I made him sad," she says, her eyes stormy and filling with unshed tears. "Can I tell him I'm sorry?" she whispers, her ears tucking back, tight to her thick hair. She trembles a little, as though preparing for punishment.

"Perhaps later," he says. "Now, let's get you to bed. You need to sleep," he declares, helping her up. This time, she stays on her feet once she stands, and he guides her out the bathroom towards the bedroom and tucks her into the warm bed, glad that she does not try to argue with him with this.

"Pets, Master?" she pleads.

He sighs and rubs his palm over her cheek, up her closed eyes and over her ears. "Goodnight, Kitten," he says softly, leaning down to kiss the top of her head.

He keeps the door unlocked and waits until her breathing evens out before retiring to his own room, where he can take care of his aching cock or take a cold shower to get rid of it, conflicted by the thoughts in his own mind.

...

It is late at night when he is awakened by something warm on his torso, a light weight on top of him. He wakes instantly but does not try to dislodge the weight. There is something familiar about i that even in his half-awake state, he knows now to hurt it.

Once his eyes adjust to the darkness, he realizes why it's so familiar. "Darling, what are you doing?" There are hands on his neck, warm and eager. "Kitten?"

She whimpers instead of answering, pushing him down when he tries to sit up. She is wriggling on his hips, rubbing herself to him, her clothes discarded once again.

"Kitten- ah," he groans when she suddenly disappears into the blankets and mouth along his cock over the boxers, her tongue wetting the cloth, lips and nose pressed against his cock. She licks and teases his head over the cloth, making little whining noises. Blood rushes to his cock, making it hard and throbbing. He clenches the sheets around him and groans as pleasure jolts up his spine. He rocks into her mouth, unable to help himself.

Satisfied, she sits up and grounds down his hips.

"Fuck- Kitten, stop it-"

"No, no," she cries, lunging towards him to capture his lips, her tongue eagerly slipping in suddenly, hot and enthusiastic. Hands clench at his shirt, trying to pry them open as her small hips grind down on his own. He feels his cock hardening under the attention, pushing up to meet the warm heat above.

The scent of arousal and heat is obvious now that he is wholly awake, filling his senses. She must have worked herself up into a state to have woken up like this.

"Please, master. I feel- I feel like I'm burning up," she says. "It aches- It aches... here," she presses a hand to her lower abdomen, and then grasps his hand and guides it to her breasts. "Please, please touch me. I want- I want- something," she shakes her head and brings her hands up to her ears, clutching them with a low, keening noise. Her eyes are clenched shut, like she's fighting back something painful. She whimpers and buries her nose to his neck. "Please, please," she begs.

"Hush," he growls. "Hush, dear heart. I'll make you feel better, okay?" It's the most he's heard her say since he's seen her.

"Yes," she trembles, weaving his hands into his hair. "Yes, please. Make me- make me feel good, Master," she stammers, her fingers trembling as she wipes the tears streaming down her face.

Jesus. He has almost forgotten about her heat. He had hoped that the long day would wear her out and he would have some time to think things through, perhaps get himself in touch with his conscience so he does the right thing. Instead, he finds himself straddled by an overeager and perfect little catgirl in heat.

He can feel the front of his pants dampening, her slick wetting his clothing where she is grinding against him. She had taken her shirt off in her frustration and there is something absolutely breath-taking about the way she is trying to ride him with not a care in the world.

"Please, please, master," she whispers urgently, licking up his neck, sounding absolutely wrecked.

He can let her come like this. It would be enough to let ease her heat for a few days, but what's the fun in that.

In a second, he has their positions switched, pinning her beneath him. His palms press against her hips and he's pleased to find her completely naked already, the arousal making her skin warm to the touch. He pins her down and leans back so he can look her in the eyes. She makes a displeased noise, and wriggles her hips, letting her tail lie to the side.

When she reaches for him, he grabs her by her wrists and pins them above her head, trapping her beneath him.

"Shh," he coos when she begins to cry for him, bucking her hips up to try and find that sweet friction between her legs. She wraps them around his hips, trying to rock up into him. "You know I'll take care of you, kitten. but you have to be patient for me now. Can you do that, darling?"

She throws her head back and keens, eyes barely open as she struggles to form words. "Yes- yes, please. Please, Master."

He grins against the hollow of her throat and nibbles at the skin he finds there. The collar is in the way. He will have to find a way to get rid of that in the morning. Deftly, he traps both her wrists with one hand and snakes the other between her legs. She is soaking wet there. He tells her as much and watches as she undulates her hips, in a desperate attempt to rid his fingers.
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