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This book contains:

An Alpha’s Mate 1: Love Bites

Prey. Weak. Inferior. A were-rabbit farmer from nowhere, Aurora knows it's important she keeps her head down and stay out of trouble when she's in a city full of predator shifters.

She manages to do the exact opposite when she accidentally stumbles into the path for a pack of alpha werewolves. She tries to make a run for it, but an alpha werewolf lunges for her neck and declares her his mate.

"You ran, little rabbit," he says. "I caught you. And now you're mine."

Start Reading It Here!

An Alpha’s Mate 2: Chained

Ariel is a rare creature, one that the right collector, or scientist, would pay handsomely for. She knows if she’s captured, she will be studied, experimented on, and trapped in a cage forever. So, she runs and hides, clinging onto her freedom desperately until it is pried from her hands.

Her fate now lies with the hunters who captured her. But there is an Alpha in their midst, a werewolf who wants to do more than admire her beauty from behind glass cages. He wants to break her chains, shatter her will, and utterly consume her.

Will she be able to handle the brutal strength of his passion, or will she be claimed by it?

Start Reading It Here!

An Alpha’s Mate 3: Savage

She looks like something from his deepest fantasy: Devastatingly beautiful and perfect in every way. She has a family of rabbits gathered around her and she’s keeping them safe – he smirks - from him.

The last thing Alpha Donovan expects to find when he scents unfamiliar animals in his territory is a feral shifter, so lost in her animal that she’s forgotten how to be human. He really doesn’t know how to deal with her, especially not with his Heat coming up.

He’s going to have to learn.

Start Reading It Here!
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Look Inside An Alpha’s Mate 1: Love Bites
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"I'm not- I'm not your mate," she stutters.

"You ran, little rabbit," he says. "I caught you. And now you're mine."

Her blood freezes in her veins. How could she be so stupid? Even back home, she's been warned about this. Never run from a predator unless you're completely certain you can get away.

"Breathe, rabbit," he says and she takes a shuddering inhale dutifully. He allows her a moment to calm down, then starts moving towards her.

She contemplates wrenching the door open and diving out into the road.  It'll take a while for them to catch up to her, and maybe she can get way. "What happens now?" she asks, her voice quiet. She's hoping that the question is enough to distract him from coming any closer. It doesn't work.

He reaches out an arm and pulls her into his chest by her waist. He's so warm and comforting that she has to resist the urge to melt against him. She closes her eyes and focuses on breathing. In. Out. In. Out.

His grasp on her waist tightens and she feels the warmth of his fingers. Her breathing turns erratic once again. It's like trying to control a sail boat in a tidal wave.

He makes a soft rumbling noise as he rubs his nose against her neck. She wants to ask what he's doing but his mouth is suddenly on her neck and she holds completely still when she feels his tongue on her skin. She hisses in through her teeth when he licks at the wound but is too afraid to move.

"You get twenty four hours to settle all your affairs. After that, I'm coming back for you."

"You're coming back for me?" she echoes and tries not to moan when he nuzzles her hair with his chin, rubbing his scent on her. The action makes her shiver a little. She feels like there's a fire inside her, burning with a low heat that threatens to consume her completely.

"You're mine now, rabbit," he says and his hands on her waist feels like they are hot enough to burn through her shirt. He moves his lips back to her neck and she tenses, thinking he's going to bite her again, but he merely laps at the bite mark he's left on her.

The sensation of his tongue on her neck is almost soothing. She shudders and relaxes into his hold with a soft moan that she couldn't keep in her throat. Blood rushes to her face.

"You like that don't you? Like it when I mark you?" he murmurs.

She bites her lower lip because she doesn't quiet trust herself not to moan again.

Start Reading It Here!
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Look Inside An Alpha’s Mate 2: Chained
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Doctor Lee closes his fingers over the curves of her breasts until he has her nipples at the tips of his fingers. She hisses in through clenched teeth and tries to stay still. The tingling between her legs grow more intense and she shifts her weight uncomfortably.

The sensation of his fingers dragging across her sensitive tips stay for several seconds before he lifts his fingers away, humming in satisfaction.

“Deep breaths,” he instructs, and she complies without thought, drawing in a shuddering breath. When she’s exhaling, he grips her breasts in his fingers and runs his thumb over her nipples, flicking them gently.

Pleasure shoots through her body like an electric pulse when he starts lightly rolling her nipples between his fingers, not stopping until they’re both pink and erect, like tight little rosebuds. Her skin is flushed all the way to her stomach, her eyes clenched shut.

“Beautiful response to sexual stimuli,” he says. He bravely ignores the way Damien is growling at him.

She daren’t look at her mate. Even with the collar dampening her senses, she can smell her own musky arousal wafting through the air. She whimpers, and the doctor gives her nipples one final pinch before releasing them.

“She’ll have no problems producing milk for your cubs,” he says. She has to hold herself back not to rub her raw, tender nipples with her hands. “And if you’re lucky, she’ll start producing milk even when she’s not bearing child,” he says. “You’ll be able to milk her then, if you’re so inclined.”

She flushes violently as her head is invaded with vivid images of her mate milking her, his large, muscular body bent over her chest to suck at one bloated nipple, fingers squeezing her breasts to milk her, his hungry lips latching onto her nipple to capture every drop of the rich, creamy Omega milk.

Damien seems to enjoy the idea too. There’s a distinctive tent in his pants when she turns her gaze to him. “Perhaps,” he says.

“Now, up on the table and open your legs for me, alright?” Dr. Lee says suddenly.

She turns crimson. It’s one thing to show her feminine parts to her mate, quite another to show this strange doctor! “Damien,” she doesn’t care if she’s cheating by sounding so weak and pleading.

He licks his lips and steps behind her. Before she can ask what he’s doing, he reaches his hands around her and hooks his arms beneath her knees, forcing her legs to spread as wide as they can go.

Her hands shoot forward in panic, covering her pink pussy lips that she knows were wet with slick.

“You’ve been so good, little Omega. Hands away, hmm?” the doctor coos, smiling at her.

Her Omega recognizes the doctor as another Alpha and blushes timidly, her hands moving away to show him her arousal even though her logical mind is telling her that this is humiliating, and she should stop herself.

“That’s a good girl,” he says. She basks in the compliment, purring contently. “I’m just going to check your little holes, alright?”

She feels her heart beat a little faster but leans back into her Alpha’s chest, relaxing when she feels his warmth around her. Damien smooths her hair out of her eyes. “You’ve being so good for the doctor,” he says.

She can feel the air brushing her hole, tight muscles jumping against the cool assault, but the position feels weirdly right and her Alpha shifts backwards so that she has to lean further back into his arms, putting all her weight on him. Her body feels soft and weak, and she’s relaxed when even as the doctor parts her throbbing folds and carefully spreads them apart.

He slips a lubed finger into her hole and she lets out a surprised moan at the strange feeling, her breath coming out fast. “Damien?” she whimpers, a little unsure and worried.

“Relax, Ariel. You want it don’t you? You want to be good for me?” he coos.

“Yes,” she blushes prettily.

Start Reading It Here!
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Look Inside An Alpha’s Mate 3: Savage
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“Do you know where you are, Kitten?”

She tries to keep looking at the man, so she can say ‘thank you’, but the words get stuck in her throat and she licks her lips. Her mouth opens and closes a few times. She can’t seem to form the words. Her gaze falls to the floor. “Please,” she murmurs, frustrated with herself.

“It’s okay,” he says, tilting her head up. “We’ll take it slow,” he says. “It’ll be difficult for a while,” he says.

She nods and smile awkwardly. Her arms around his neck loosens, but she can’t bring herself to release her hold on him completely.  He smells intoxicating. “Alpha,” she whimpers, leaning towards him. She captures his mouth with her own, showing her gratitude in the only way that feels familiar to her. Their lips part, both eager to explore each other. His tongue is smooth and warm against hers.

He slides his palms up her thighs and holds her firmly in place. She fists her hands in his hair, pulling hard enough to make him growl and nip her bottom lip in annoyance.

She throws her head back as they part, offering him the smooth expanse of her neck. His hands on her hips hold fast, hard enough to bruise, and he groans before leaning in, sucking a bruise on the curve of her neck.

She closes her eyes and moans when he uses his teeth on her skin, biting gently. It is a beautiful pain, one she finds that she’s craving for. She grinds her hips up into his and pulls her close, so their bodies crush together. She rakes her fingers over his scalp, tugging his head to the side of her neck, where she wants him.

He groans, “I’m in Heat.” He pulls himself free, standing straight so that she can no longer reach his mouth. “It’s best you leave,” he grounds out, his voice carrying a strange darkness that she’s never heard from him before.

“No,” she pleads, standing on tip toes and using her arms to pull herself up. “Please,” she pants into his neck, holding onto his shoulders and drawing her tongue across his neck. He moves one hand behind her neck, digs into the scruff there and pulls her back. She feels like a misbehaving cub submitting to an elder, a desired mate submitting to her Alpha.

Her cheeks warm as he bucks against her, letting her feel the reason he wants her to leave. It’s not a good reason. He is so hard already, so ready for her.

“Kitten, please,” he whispers, his lips brushing the shell of her outer ear. He growls out the words, like he’s forcing his throat to work. She can feel his teeth on her flesh, teasing, testing.

She expects him to put an end to this, to tell her she’s not worthy. She feels the hot flush of shame and abandonment at the mere thought of it.

“Kiss me,” she whispers, strangely devoid of fear.

The feel of his lips against hers is every bit as soft and lovely as it was the first time. For a few wonderful seconds, she thinks that maybe this could actually work, that the Alpha would actually want her and she’ll be able to stay.

Except he doesn’t. He puts a hand to her chest and gently steps back, want and regret both etched plainly on his face. “I can’t, Kitten. I’m sorry.”

Start Reading It Here!
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Prey. Weak. Inferior. A were-rabbit farmer from nowhere, Aurora knows it's important she keeps her head down and stay out of trouble when she's in a city full of predator shifters.

She manages to do the exact opposite when she accidentally stumbles into the path for a pack of alpha werewolves. She tries to make a run for it, but an alpha werewolf lunges for her neck and declares her his mate.

"You ran, little rabbit," he says. "I caught you. And now you're mine."
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"I'm not- I'm not your mate," she stutters.

"You ran, little rabbit," he says. "I caught you. And now you're mine."

Her blood freezes in her veins. How could she be so stupid? Even back home, she's been warned about this. Never run from a predator unless you're completely certain you can get away.

"Breathe, rabbit," he says and she takes a shuddering inhale dutifully. He allows her a moment to calm down, then starts moving towards her.

She contemplates wrenching the door open and diving out into the road.  It'll take a while for them to catch up to her, and maybe she can get way. "What happens now?" she asks, her voice quiet. She's hoping that the question is enough to distract him from coming any closer. It doesn't work.

He reaches out an arm and pulls her into his chest by her waist. He's so warm and comforting that she has to resist the urge to melt against him. She closes her eyes and focuses on breathing. In. Out. In. Out.

His grasp on her waist tightens and she feels the warmth of his fingers. Her breathing turns erratic once again. It's like trying to control a sail boat in a tidal wave.

He makes a soft rumbling noise as he rubs his nose against her neck. She wants to ask what he's doing but his mouth is suddenly on her neck and she holds completely still when she feels his tongue on her skin. She hisses in through her teeth when he licks at the wound but is too afraid to move.

"You get twenty four hours to settle all your affairs. After that, I'm coming back for you."

"You're coming back for me?" she echoes and tries not to moan when he nuzzles her hair with his chin, rubbing his scent on her. The action makes her shiver a little. She feels like there's a fire inside her, burning with a low heat that threatens to consume her completely.

"You're mine now, rabbit," he says and his hands on her waist feels like they are hot enough to burn through her shirt. He moves his lips back to her neck and she tenses, thinking he's going to bite her again, but he merely laps at the bite mark he's left on her.

The sensation of his tongue on her neck is almost soothing. She shudders and relaxes into his hold with a soft moan that she couldn't keep in her throat. Blood rushes to her face.

"You like that don't you? Like it when I mark you?" he murmurs.

She bites her lower lip because she doesn't quiet trust herself not to moan again.
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It was no secret that Aurora is terrified of her boss. Not many people aren't, so she's not completely ashamed when she cowers or whimpers whenever he gets too close. To be fair, Mr. Lupin was an Alpha wolf, which means he's pretty terrifying to begin with, and she's... well... she's a rabbit. It's biology. It's simple self preservation.

Most were-rabbits grew up in farms and very few venture out into the city. They were good at planting, farming, harvesting, and little else. Or at least that's what the old government keeps trying to remind them. They're no longer defined by their animals. Aurora isn't revolutionary. A few of her cousins work in the cities too, but she's certainly the first in her family to leave the farm. There really isn't much choice for her when her father died suddenly. It's clear that the money from the farm will not be enough to sustain them, not with just the two of them now. They barely earned enough with her dad around.

She has a plan, though. She's going to work for a few months during her holidays, then go back and get a degree and find a proper job and take care of her mother. Her grades are good enough that her teachers think she can get a few scholarship offers.

Her plan's solid. It's going to work. It has to.

If her plan involves working on Sundays and handing work documents to Alpha Lupin, then she's just going to have to toughen up and do it.

She is a little surprised to find that Alpha Lupin did not live in an abandoned mansion with windows painted black and giant double doors with gargoyle heads on them. She's actually a little disappointed when she got into the elevator of the fancy condominium to see that it was the regular silver-grey cube that is only somewhat reflective. Even the floor number (Thirty-fifth floor) is completely normal.

Her doe-eyed reflection stares back at her bleakly and she musters up a smile. She tries to convince herself that she likes being here. Her nerves argue otherwise.

When the door opens, she is certain she will be presented with a hallway lined with dark, locked doors and eerie silence. Instead, she is staring at clouds through transparent glass. It's breathtaking and she picks her jaw from the floor and tells herself not to gawk.

Behind Aurora, the doors of the private elevator slides shut with a decisive whisper and she steps further into the gleaming, hardwood-floor lobby of Mr. Lupin's penthouse apartment, trying her best to look harmless, less he mistakes her for an intruder and lunges at her.

Her mouth waters at the thought of the alpha male on top of her, all hard muscles and masculinity. She catches herself and pushes the thought to the far back of her mind and burns it with fire because that kind of thought is unacceptable. He's her bosses' boss. He outranks her on so many levels that she's probably just a speck of sand in his path. Insignificant and annoying.

"Mr. Lupin, sir?" she calls out, keeping the fear from her voice because she's heard that werewolves could hear things like fear.

She walks towards the terrace that runs the width of the building and finds herself staring down at the whole city. Her breath stops in the throat because she's never seen something so beautiful.

"You're late."

That's a lie, she's seen something even more beautiful than the view. She's about to come face to face with it- with him right now.

She stumbles away from the terrace. Her first instinct is to point out that it's Sunday and she's not supposed to be working anyways. But she looks up and is suddenly staring at Alpha Lupin. She remembers finding the name funny when she first heard it, a redundancy. She's spent too much time in his company to find anything about Mr. Lupin anything but utterly terrifying.

Even without his shoes, Mr. Lupin is a full head taller than her. He is towering over her now, wearing a pair of dark jeans and a leather jacket that still smells new. She reminds herself to breathe and takes in a lungful of his scent. Her nose twitches a little. He smells like freshly ground coffee beans and cinnamon.

He stares at her, not saying anything. Maybe he's trying to remember her name. She's been carefully avoiding crossing paths with him for the past month. He's too important for her to be anywhere near him regardless, but she's more than a little scared of him, or of what he does with her. Sometimes, she's sure she can smell him, a slight hint of cinnamon and pine.

"Uh... Here are the papers you requested." She holds out the stack of files in question and tries not to stare into his eyes. She was still quite new to the whole 'working with werewolves' thing. She thinks she's read somewhere about not looking them in the eye.

She really needs to brush up on her werewolf etiquettes, but this was only going to be a two-month work experience. She's going to college after this and she's going to find a were-rabbit-friendly job.

He takes them without a word. She counts down from ten before looking up. He looked pissed as he pages through the top page. He holds out his hand and gestures with two fingers.

For one horrifying second, she thinks he wants her to hold his hand and panics internally. She reaches out with a trembling hand and he-

"Pen."

She is sure she saw the corner of his lips curve in amusement when she yips and digs into her messenger bag for a pen.

He takes it without a word and starts scribbling angry words over the paper.

"Where's Jacob?" he asks suddenly. Jacob is supposed to be the one here.

"He uh... I don't know," she says finally. "He just told me to get this from the office and bring them to you." She hopes she's not getting him in trouble. It's Sunday and he's supposed to have the day off. Everyone's supposed to have the day off.

There is a second or two when he looks up and really looks at her. She studiously ignores the way her heart is racing in her chest and prays to all the gods that he doesn't hear it. Werewolf hearing is supposed to be incredible, so he probably knows how much he terrifies her. It's even worse that he's devastatingly good looking, all broad shoulders and muscles and mmm... that jaw. She licks her lips without thinking and worries her lower lip with her teeth.

She breathes a sigh of relief when he finally looks away and continues to flip through the pages, jotting down notes and scratching through whole paragraphs as he goes. She is mesmerized by the way his lips moves a little when he's writing, like he's practicing all the ways he's going to destroy the self-worth of the person who prepared the files. By the time he was finished, the whole file was littered with his corrections. It's probably going to be two pages less.

"I need this on Tuesday. Have the corrections done and mail them to me when you're finished," he says.

"Yes, sir," she says automatically and takes the file, prepared to run all the way back to the elevator the moment he looks away. She does exactly that.

The doors of the elevator are already closing when Mr. Lupin calls out her name. She gasps because when she looks up, he's right there. He's so beautiful and horrifying. Life's not fair. She tries to pretend he's not the hottest werewolf on the planet.

"Aurora," he repeats, like he enjoys the sound of her name from his lips. He leans in close, surprising her into complete stillness. Her heart rate increases.

Her exhale comes out in a shudder. She's surprised he knows her name at all. His hands, so large and warm-looking, were on the frames to stop the doors from sliding shut.

"Anything else, sir?" she asks and pats herself in the back for how normal and calm she sounds. Her heart, on the other hand, feels like it can explode from overwork.

He stares at her and it is utterly terrifying. It's all she can do to keep still. She berates herself for not telling Nina where she was going this morning. They won't even know where to start looking for her dead body.

He smiles and her brain disintegrates.

"Are you going to the parade?" he asks.

She nods.

He hums and looks thoughtful.

"Will you be there, Mr. Lupin?" she asks before her brain can catch up with her mouth and stop her. Of course he's going! He's an alpha. Most of the alphas in town are going to be there. It's an Alpha Parade.

His eyebrow arches impressively. "Yes. I hope I'll see you there, Aurora," he says and lets go of the door. It slides shut slowly.

She really, really hopes not.

Her heartbeat doesn't go back to normal until she outside the building.

...

She exits the subway and begins walking towards the crowd carefully. There are people everywhere and she hears it's partially because a few of the wolf alphas are looking for mates. It's all very exciting but the only reason why she's here is because-

"Aurora, you're here!" Someone yanks her out of the swarm of people and onto the safety of the sidelines.

She takes a moment to breathe in the scent of cinnamon. "Hey, Pete." She looks up into his hazel eyes and smiles.

It's her first time at the parade and he promises to show her around even though he scares her a little bit too, but that could be another biology thing. After all, he's a fox.

"How did you know I was here?" she asks, grateful she doesn't have to wade through the crowd to find him.

"Scent," he grinned. My, what sharp teeth you have, she thinks quietly. He presses his nose to her hair and inhales just to make a point. "You smell like carrots."

"Stop that!" she laughs and pushes him off, trying in vain to suppress a grin because it's such an animal thing to do. She blushes a little too, knowing that he's deliberately trying to scent her and make her smell more like his. It's all very forward. Maybe all the were-animals in town is like this.

"Ow!" he cries out in feigned pain. "You wound me."

They're still smiling when they join the crowd and start moving towards the stage area, where all the alphas will be. She knows she won't find a were-rabbit on stage. Rabbits don't really have alphas. Not for the first time, her heartbeat speeds up at the amount of predator animals in her vicinity. There're humans too, she reminds herself quietly. It's quite possible that she ranks lower than humans. She prefers not to think about it.

She wonders if she'll be able to see Mr. Lupin there. He says he'll be going, didn't he? She jumps a little when Pete slings and arm around her and hold her close. Just in time too. Someone who smells distinctly of weasel bumps into her shoulder and if it weren't for him holding onto her, she would've fallen on her ass.

She tries to pretend her increased heartbeat wasn't because she's pressed against Pete's hard chest. It is very warm and she has to resist the urge to curl into his warmth. Pete's been very nice to her ever since they started working together in the company and she thinks he'll make a good match, even if their animals aren't the same and he doesn't smell completely right. There's nothing wrong about how he smells, but her animal isn't interested. She finds herself looking at him thoughtfully and wondering if she's just a fling. Maybe he's not really serious about her.

He catches her looking and sends her a reassuring smile that melts away all her worries

It is going to be impossible to see anything from way over here. She tells Pete as much and he nods in agreement.

"There're normally screens set up so we can see what's happening," he explains. "We just have to make our way to one of those," he says and tilts his head up to sniff the air. There's too much smell intermingled together for it to be of any use.

Fifteen minutes later, she is eternally grateful for his arm slung carelessly over her shoulder. She's a rabbit, which means she's prey and insignificant. People tend to try and move through her instead of around her, knowing she's low enough in hierarchy that she's supposed to be the one to move out of the way. It was a small miracle that they haven't been stampeded.

"Is your alpha going to be there?" she asks.

He shrugs. "John doesn't like to be involved in things like this."

She's about to ask why when the crowd around them goes wild, pushing and shoving around her roughly. Someone bumps into Pete hard enough that he's momentarily stunned and lets go of her. Neither of them realize how close they are to the edge of the crowd until she is suddenly stumbling backwards in the open air.

She yelps when she falls on her ass in the middle of the street, where, evidently, the alphas were slowly making their way to the stage.

"Aurora?"

She looks up and finds herself staring directly into the eyes of her boss. If she has all her wits about her, she would have realized that everybody has gone silent. But she doesn't and she can't look away from him no matter how hard she tries. He's wearing a wolf hide like a cap over his tailored black suit and he looks like a king.

"Is there a problem?" he says in that tone he reserves for the biggest of idiots. She's heard that tone before. The victim usually ends up crying and all she can think now is how unfair it is. It's not her fault that someone decided to push her.

She wills her tears to go away. "I fell," she says, aware of how pathetic she sounds the moment the words left her lips. She forgets to look away even though she is sure she remembers somewhere not to do that with wolves. He's even more breathtaking now, the sun behind him giving him a sort of glow.

"I can see that."

She finally sees that they're not alone when several werewolves started to move towards her. Or tries to, because none of them make it past Mr. Lupin, who growls so low and primal that they stop in their tracks and turned to him, stunned. They take a step back, bending their necks a little, a sign of submission.

Her nose twitches and she smells the danger in the air. It shudders through her like an electric current, dangerous and sizzling. Mr. Lupin turns his gaze back on her, giving her his undivided attention.

A chill runs down her bones when she could finally feel her muscles again and she does the only thing she knows. She runs.

Only, it wasn't a good idea because she was surrounded by wolves and she's just a rabbit and no matter how small and limber she is, they're faster and stronger. She barely makes it three steps before a clawed hand is enclosed around her neck, yanking her back into a solid chest that feels like solid wall.

"Aurora." Alpha Lupin growled in her ear and he sounded breathless. "You shouldn't have done that." His voice was too deep, too growly, like he's trying to speak through a mouthful of fangs. She closes her eyes because she knows he's half-shifted into his wolf form.

"I'm sorry. I'm sorry. Please let me go," she whispers, terrified out of her wits because a wolf is holding onto her and she's going to die. She is aware that all eyes are on her and she's suddenly a little angry at Pete for his insistence that she comes with him to the parade. He should've hold onto her tighter. She's a rabbit, not a fox. She can't outwit herself out of trouble.

"No."

And then, suddenly, she was being dragged down the parade, away from where the stage was.

"Where're you taking me?" she cries, more than a little scared as she stumbles behind him. He's so much bigger, the wolf skin bellowing behind him like a cape. The hand around her wrist is still a half-claw, sharp nails digging into her skin. Her heartbeat is out of control and she tries to free herself, pulling against the grasp on her wrist even though it hurts.

When she continues to struggle, he growls deep in his throat and turns around. She's suddenly too stunned to move because he's still in that terrifying half-shift, more wolf than human, his mouth elongated into a snout full of sharp fangs that's bared at her in warning. She cowers and pulls back in fear.

There's no warning when he throws her over his shoulder like she was a sack of potatoes. She yelps and hits his back with her fists, demanding to be let go, but he loosens his hold on her enough to scare her with a little drop and she's pliant.

No one's going to save her. Alphas are the law around here. She really wishes she had stayed home and helped her mother with their farm instead of moving to the city to work for the two months. It felt like a good plan at the time. She's rapidly regretting every decision she's ever made that brought her here.

"Mr. Lupin! Let go!" she cries out when they continue moving for what felt like hours, but was probably just a few minutes. The crowd parts like the red sea when he walks and she's suddenly being thrown into a car.

He climbs in after her, looking very much like a predator who's just cornered prey. The door has barely closed when he's suddenly on top of her, his teeth sinking into her neck with an animalistic growl.

Pain jolts through her body at the sensation of his sharp teeth on her skin. She felt his impossible hot exhales, like fire breathing down on her skin. His hands pinned her beneath his body, rock hard and perfect. She moans and bares her neck further for him without thinking and flushes at the reaction her own body has towards him.

His growl of appreciation vibrates through the car and she whines, submitting without thinking.

He starts sucking at the tender flesh there and she whimpers. He's giving her the messiest, meanest hickey and all she can do is scrabble at his shoulders and make a weak noise because it hurts in the best way. His teeth sinks down deeper and the pain that washes through her also wakes her slumbering brain.

She panics. "Please don't eat me!"
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Chapter 2*: And Now You're Mine
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"Please don't eat me!" she cries loudly, tears filling her eyes from the combination of the pain on her neck and the fear of what is happening.

His mask of annoyance vanishes for a moment and he pulls back. "I'm not going to eat you," he says, sounding almost amused. She would've believed it too, but she's seen all his facial expressions and they range from mildly-pissed, to you-are-dead-to-me. There is a hint of blood on his lips that he licks away quickly. He makes a sound that is a cross between a moan and a growl. He looks hungry.

She scrambles away, making herself as small as she could at the other end of the car. She can still feel the warmth of his tongue on her neck. Her hand comes up to her neck and when she pulls her grasp away, her fingers are slightly bloody.

"Why did you bite me?" she asks.

"Mate," he growls, still more wolf than human. She shivers.

"I'm not- I'm not your mate," she stutters.

"You ran, little rabbit," he says. "I caught you. And now you're mine."

Her blood freezes in her veins. How could she be so stupid? Even back home, she's been warned about this. Never run from a predator unless you're completely certain you can get away. It's an invitation to be caught and once you're caught, you're property. It's all very primal and she didn't think it was real. Not in this day and age.

"Breathe, rabbit," he says and she takes a shuddering inhale dutifully. He allows her a moment to calm down, then starts moving towards her.

She contemplates wrenching the door open and diving out into the road.  It'll take a while for them to catch up to her, right? "What happens now?" she asks, her voice quiet. She's hoping that the question is enough to distract him from coming any closer. It doesn't work.

He reaches out an arm and pulls her into his chest by her waist. He's so warm and comforting that she has to resist the urge to melt against him. She closes her eyes and focuses on breathing. In. Out. In. Out.

His grasp on her waist tightens and she feels the warmth of his fingers.

He makes a soft rumbling noise as he rubs his nose against her neck. She wants to ask what he's doing but his mouth is suddenly on her neck and she holds completely still when she feels his tongue on her skin. She hisses in through her teeth when he licks at the wound but is too afraid to move.

"You get twenty four hours to settle all your affairs. After that, I'm coming back for you."

"You're coming back for me?" she echoes and tries not to moan when he nuzzles her hair with his chin, rubbing his scent on her. The action makes her shiver a little and feels like there's a fire inside her, burning her in a way that's
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