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This 8-book-bundle contains eight steamy standalone stories set in a world where magic, shifters, and love are intertwined, where willing young women are tied down and made to submit by powerful Alpha Males who wants nothing except absolute domination.

Here, you will find:

Anima Instinct 1: The Werewolf’s Catgirl

The last thing Shadow is prepared for when he shows up at work is being given a half-shifter, a beautiful young woman with cat ears and a fluffy tabby tail curled around her body, the tip cradled in her hands.

Nala is a trained Companion, disciplined in all the ways to pleasure her lover, but Shadow can't help but see her as nothing more than a terrified nineteen-year-old who is too young for him. Not the mention the fact that he's a werewolf and a werewolf lover would make more sense.

Yet, the animal in him rears its head and decides that she is his and his alone.

This is how they fall in love.

Start Reading Here 

Animal Instincts 2: The Werewolf’s Prisoner

Princess Imra of Feral Kingdom is a half-shifter, a human with furry animal ears and a tassel tail that gives away the lioness purring inside of her. At eighteen-years-old, she has never left her castle, let alone her land. Fate has other plans for her, she is assigned as a part of a peace envoy Wolf Kingdom, but they are attacked and she is taken hostage by a powerful Alpha Werewolf who would make her his mate.

To stay alive, she must hide her identity, but there is something dangerous brewing in the unfamiliar land, and with the Alpha’s interest in her, she is caught in the middle of everything.

Start Reading Here

––––––––
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Animal Instinct 3: The Werewolves’ Submissive

Eighteen-year-old Nina is just being a supportive friend when she follows Myra into a club meant for werewolf Doms to find mates. She's neither a werewolf nor a trained submissive, so it's likely that her presence won't be noticed at all.

It is just her luck that she captures the attention of not one, but two of the most powerful werewolves in the club. She is completely out of her league with the experienced older men, especially when they get ropes, clamps, and other steamy toys involved.

Start Reading Here

Animal instincts 4: Lovers, Knights, & Kings

On the cusps of adulthood with nothing to show for her name, Princess Aryana, is faced with the disheartening notion of her future. Her eighteenth birthday is approaching and so then, is the call of her to be wedded.

None have not heard of the lioness under her shifter skin. She is capable of siring the strongest children, but in a world where werewolves reign, her blood is seen as tainted. Daughter to a fallen werewolf ruler with a nomad lioness as her mother, the princess is as wild as she is beautiful. Her suitor must be powerful and patient, and above all, he must be loving.

Good thing there are many men who are interested in marrying her. There's only one problem.

She is in love with the King, her guardian for the past four years, and he does not return her devotion.

Start Reading Here

Rabbit Shifter Ready To Mate

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

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

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

...

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

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

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

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

Start Reading Here

...

Cat Shifter Troublemaker

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

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

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

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

Start Reading Here

...

​​​Tangled in Lies & Feathers

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

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

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

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

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

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

Start Reading Here

...

The Werewolf, The Mage, & The Cursed Town

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

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

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

Start Reading Here
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"Do you know where you are, Nala?" he asks.

She nods. "Gift, for CEO," she whispers, curling her tongue on the 'r' in the 'for', but getting the rest of the words right. He feels an odd sense of pride at that success.

"Yes, that's me," he says. "I'm the president of the company. I understand Mr. Akihiko had you sent you for me as some sort of apology. I'm sorry you are dragged into this, but it appears we are stuck together for now."

Her eyes widen comically wide. "New master?" she asks, awe and hope thick in her voice.

He sighs (he seems to be doing a lot of that recently) and nods. "Yes, I'm your new master."

Her smile is bright and beautiful, lighting up the room. She nods, and then scrambles to her feet and, before he can do anything to stop her, kneels in front of him with her head tilted back, offering him her collared neck. She is slender, possibly too thin, though it's difficult to tell if it's just because of her feline-genetics. The gown wrapped around her form is even more form-fitting now that she's no longer huddled up in the corner. She is young, barely into her twenties by his best guess, though she would need to be at least eighteen to be allowed to travel here at all.

She wears a silver collar around her throat that looks too tight to be comfortable. In the middle of it is engraved in cursive English: "Property of Shadow."

The words set a possessive instinct in him. An irrational corner of his mind snarls, 'Mine'. He feels disgusted with himself for even thinking it. She probably hasn't seen the collar if she didn't recognize him as her new owner. His discomfort grows as she continues to kneel in front of him.

It takes all of his willpower to stop himself from cursing at the sight of her, so perfect and pliant. Mr. Akihiko has good taste in women, even if his intentions are despicable. She is the most beautiful creature he's ever laid eyes on. She smiles, a small, nervous gesture, and waits expectantly for him to leash her.

"We don't have to do that," he says.

She frowns, as though the concept of being unleashed is foreign to her. "Sir?" she whispers, confusion written all over her face. "Have I displeased you?" she asks. "I've kept myself pure for you," she adds, her cheeks blooming red at her confession.

"Pure-" he cuts himself off, reaching thoughtlessly for her face. At the first touch of his fingertips, she allows him to lift her chin, though her eyes cast down.

Up close, she is even more beautiful, with high cheekbones and soft, expressive lips. His thumb slips over smooth, soft skin, and her eyes close. She presses into his hand with a subtle tilt of her head.

The spike of arousal that shoots through his body is at terrible odds with his inner horror. Pure? At least it means the men hadn't raped her. Then again, countries that do not think of shifters as people don't think of fucking them either.

"How old are you?" he asks.

"Nineteen, sir."

Nineteen. He suppresses the growl clawing from the pit of his stomach. How many years of training, subjugation and brainwashing has it taken to reshape a person into this calm, complete surrender? How much longer to train her into being submissive to her master. Him.

It is a deeply uncomfortable thought.

"Will you stand?"

With a soft, "Yes, sir," she rises, graceful and perfect, never once moving her arms from behind her back. She leans just slightly forward, standing with her head bowed in a kind of grace that he has never seen before. Her long, curly hair hides her eyes, making her frown a little.

"Look up," he says before he can filter the words through his brain. Immediately, she lifts her face, though she doesn't raise her eyes more than necessary. Her breath catches when he runs his thumb reverently along the edge of her jaw. She stops breathing for a second, her eyes drifting close as though she is just enjoying the soft touch of his finger on her skin.

Felix approaches them from behind, but he moves to block his access to Nala without thinking. "Should I send a car for you, Sir?"' he asks.

Shadow nods. "Have Barry drive," he says. He trusts Barry to keep things quiet.

This is a nightmare.

She must've seen the annoyance in his eyes because she makes a soft, keening noise that draws his attention back to her. He takes off his jacket and drapes it over her shoulder. Then, he holds out his hand. "Come on. Let's get you home."

Start Reading Here 
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"Who are you?" he asks, his grip on her face still firm, so she can't look away and think of a suitable lie.

"My name is Imra. I'm a healer-"

He catches the lie. His fingers pinch her chin tight enough to hurt. Tears burn in her eyes. "The truth," he warns.

"I'm telling the truth," she whispers. She hasn't started with the lying parts yet. "My name is Imra. I'm a-"

He lets go of her as if she burns. "Even now you don't trust me," he says.

The response comes a little late. "You haven't given me any reason to trust you."

"Have I not?" he growls. His eyes are locked with hers, and there's something burning there, in the werewolf's gaze. She thinks it must be anger, because he's tried so hard to keep her safe and she's not appreciating his effort at all, or maybe he's just frustrated with how she keeps getting herself in trouble the moment he stops paying attention to her and-

Oh, his lips are softer than she's imagined. It's all heat and strength and fiery, desperate passion, warm hands cupping her jaw as he presses their lips together, like a man starved, pushing her back until she is lying on his bed.

"I don't care if you're a mouse," he breathes against her lips.

He feels so good, warm, kissing a trail down her neck and- "Oh!" she gasps. He thinks she's hiding what she is because she's a mouse. It's sort of insulting, really. Mouse shifters aren't treated any differently back home, but here, mouse shifters are shunned as the lowest caste. He thinks she's a mouse and he doesn't care. It's sweet. Even if he's completely wrong.

He kisses the spot below her ear, where he can probably feel her heart beating a rapid tattoo, skin tingling hot and cold all at once.

"Is this okay?" he asks.

Her brain stutters stop, confused for a moment. Then, she realizes he's asking if it's okay for him to kiss her, which is a ridiculous question considering he already has her in his bed and is kissing a trail of fire to her heart, tugging her linen down and tearing the fabric to expose more skin.

He pauses and looks up, and she's confused about what he wants from her and- Oh! She shakes her head. "I've never-"

"Never what?" he asks, amused. "Never made love? Never kissed?"

Any of those. She's never done any of those. But wait, she has, hasn't she? "Lord Owen stole my first kiss," she blurts out, and then her cheeks are burning because she sounds so much like a child.

He smirks at that and flips over on the bed, pulling her with him so that she is splayed on top of him, straddling his torso with her knees on either side of him. He is trying to give her control, she knows that, and it warms her heart to know that he cares about her enough to want her comfortable. He opens his eyes and looks at her like she's a feast and he mean to enjoy her slowly. The light from the fire plays across his tanned skin, dark curls of his hair splashed on the cream sheets like fire.

His hands rests on her hips, keeping her still, trapping her so she can't escape even if she wants to. She's not sure what she wants. She's never done this before. No man has ever been allowed to get close to her, let alone touch her like this.

"That is hardly a kiss," he says, cupping the back of her head and pulling her down so that their lips mash together again. His tongue licks between her closed lips, coaxing her to open for him and she does, lips parting and allowing him to taste inside her mouth. The honey on her tongue is a sweet contrast to the bitterness of the ale on his. He groans, licking into her mouth, pulling her closer until their bodies are pressed against each other. His free hand closes over the small of her back and pins her to him.

Start Reading Here
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Adam takes her time with her, sitting patiently at the table and working on some papers while she lays writhing against the silk sheets, panting and sweating. She moans, bound and helpless. They've gagged her, so she can't make too much noise, but the result is saliva dripping down the corner of her mouth.

She tries to shift into a more comfortable position but moving only causes more pressure to dig into her skin and she whines instead. The ropes are arranged so perfectly around her, digging in all the right places to bring the pleasure receptors in her body into overdrive.

Looking up, she gazes at Peter is sitting on the bed, his back against the headboard. She wants so much to rub against him, pull herself up from the middle of the bed and prostate herself in front of him. But she's not allowed to touch him, not even to press her skin against his so she can feel his warmth. She is freezing even though the temperature is nowhere near cold.

She gazes at him, eyes wide and imploring. She would do anything, anything, just so they can fuck her. Peter glances away from the book he's reading and grins, baring sharp teeth, gold eyes glowing.

They've had her tied up like this for an hour now. Her wrists are tied behind her back and there is a series of Shibari ties, including a breast bondage that circles the ropes around each breast, pressing enough that she can feel the blood trapped there. There are clamps on her nipples and clit, and crotch rope that passes between her labia to apply pressure that's alternatively painful and pleasurable. The vibrator pressed against her clit is torturous, vibrating with just enough force to make her weak. Not enough to make her come. Never enough to make her cum.

If their plan is to drive her crazy with lust, it's working.

Every little movement causes the clamps to tug on her nipples and the ropes to bite into her skin. The diamond-shaped pattern extends down to her arms and the length of her legs, tying her in place, her arms behind her back, and her legs folded and tied individual of each other, spread wide so that her holes are accessible no matter how much she tries to close her thighs together. And oh, does she try.

His thumb hovers over the remote in his hands. She whimpers and shakes her head, eyes going saucer-wide. No, no, no.

He cranks the speed up, torturing her further.

Her strangled cry is muffled by the gag as she arches up from the bed, gasping and whimpering loudly, making keening noises that echoes in the room. The scent of arousal and desperation is thick enough in the air that even she can smell it. Her pulse is wild and rapid, her skin flushed and overheated. Wetness seeps out her hole down her inner thighs, wetting the spot beneath her on the bed.

Stop, stop, stop, she thinks fervently. She is positively vibrating now, like she's being electrocuted. It's probably not a pretty sight, but Peter is looking at her as though she's the most beautiful thing he's ever witnessed. His eyes dance across her body like whispers of a touch, memorizing every inch of her.

She shakes her head when she sees his fingers on the remote and heaves a sigh of relief when he turns it down. Then, before she can catch her breath, he turns the controls so that it is in full view when he slowly moves his fingers up. She gasps, saliva escaping her parted lips and trickling down the side of her mouth as she trashes on the bed. The muscles on her inner thighs tense with the effort to clamp together, but the ropes linked skilfully around knees to the back of her arms stop her from pulling too hard.

The only thing she manages to do by struggling is rub the vibrator even harder against her clit and dig the ropes deeper between her pussy lips. The friction of the ropes on her skin is equal part agony and pleasure. The nipple clamps pinches on her nipples and clit, and she feels like electricity is being sent through her body directly from her clit.

It takes her a moment to realize that the gasping, panting noises she's been hearing is coming from her own lips, and that she's sobbing openly now, tears blurring her sight as she looks up at Peter imploringly. She wants nothing more than to cum, but he hasn't given her permission. The last time she came without permission, he tied her up and kept her on the edge for an entire night before finally getting her off. She knows better now.

He turns the vibrator on her clit up even more and she arches off the bed, body tensing, muscles seizing as her mouth parts open in a silent scream.

Tears drip down her cheeks, the overwhelming sensations too much for her to bear.

"That's quite enough, I think," Adam says. He's usually the one to break. Peter would let her cry and sob until she's all out of tears before finally giving her what she wants.

She breathes in shakily, forehead pressed against the pillows, sweat pooling around her. She's not going to last long like this. she's been riding on the edge of 'too much' and 'not enough' for almost half an hour now.

"Just a little longer," Peter says. "I want to hear her."

Start Reading Here
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She is still in a stunned stupor when she's slammed face-first into the wall. She manages to turn her face to the cool surface at the last second. She tries to look over her shoulder and doesn't get more than a glimpse of the almost manic gleam of his eyes before a flash of something metal distracts her. A second later, she can feel the cold surface of a knife against her skin and the sound of fabric ripping apart.

"Leo!" she gasps, startled at the ferocity of his actions. She's never seen him so out of control before. He's always been so stoic and level.

"Are you afraid, cub?" he growls, and she freezes.

She feels like she should be scared, but all she has room for in her mind is a burning lust for the tiger shifter pinning her to the wall. He's rougher than James, she knows this. The only reason why James has taken the throne instead of him is because Leo doesn't have the patience for politics and prefers to settle disagreements with bloodshed. "I'm not afraid of you, Leo," she whispers even as her heart pounds desperately against her ribcage.

He presses his nose to her neck and rubs his cheeks there, leaving his scent on her as his free hand works with slicing the rest of her clothes off. Pieces of torn silk slides from her body and pools at her feet. He growls low, but doesn't say anything as he just pins her there.

She can't hear anything beyond the deep inhales and exhales through his nose and mouth, like he's fighting to keep himself in control. His hands rub up and down her naked back, warming her with his palms. And then, his palms curl around her thighs and slides between her legs, easing them apart. He bends down and buries his nose between them.

Pleasure jolts up her spine when he begins to lick her there, opening her up with his tongue and fingers, sliding two, and then three fingers inside her and pumping quickly, trying to ready her with a ravenous pace.

"I love you, Leo."

He groans and stands, and then, the tip of his cock is against her pussy lips, pushing inside without giving her time to breathe or prepare for the intrusion. She bucks, but there's almost no space for her to move at all, caught between the wall and his hard body. He pulls out and then fucks back into her in a rabid pace, like he can't bear being out of her and is trying to slam deeper and deeper into her tight heat.

"Oh, oh! It's- you're- you're too big- please, please," she babbles, one hand reaching up to dig her nails into the wall and the other reaching behind her to grasp his arm. There's an arm around her waist, binding her tighter to him, closing the distance between their bodies until there's none left.

He lets out a low growl and closes his teeth over the nape of her neck, forcing her to stay absolutely still. Pain lances through her body as his teeth turns into fangs and breaks skin. He rocks into her heat, his thick cock stretching her tight walls and she whimpers at the confusing mixture of pain and pleasure that follows.

"Leo, Leo, please," she begs, the lioness inside her responding to the animalistic desire. "Leo, I want- I want to come. Please."

He purrs low in his throat as one hand reaches up from her waist to cup her breast, tightening his fingers on her skin to trap her nipple between them. "Come on, cub," he growls as he pulls back and licks over the wound on her neck. "Want to breed you, make you heavy with cubs." He rocks inside her, pulling back and slamming his cock into her tight heat again and again.

"Please, please," she whimpers and cries out loudly when his cock slams home and hits a spot inside her to make her see white. Her orgasm hits her unexpectedly, blinding her vision. Her walls seize on his pistoning cock, but he doesn't stop, fucking into her and groaning as he comes, drawing her orgasm out until she starts to shake from it. There's a strange sound somewhere in the room, and then he's stilling, pressing hard into her like he's trying to keep his come as deep inside her as they can go.

It takes a few shuddering inhales for her vision to clear, for her to stop trembling, and it isn't until then that she realizes the sound she's heard earlier is James, who has apparently been drawn by all the noise echoing down the halls and has managed to let himself in to the kitchen without getting mauled.

"James," she whispers, her voice sounding completely unlike her own. She sounds completely wrecked. Leo's forehead is pressed to the back of her head and he's panting into her scalp, heaving breaths that sounds unnatural from a warrior who excels in physical control.

James frowns at the sluggishly bleeding wound on her shoulder and walks towards them.

To her surprise, Leo turns to him and snarls, upper lip drawn back to show his sharp fangs. His eyes flash a bright golden color and his grip on her tightens. "Mine," he growls and rocks his cock into her tight heat, drawing a sharp gasp from her. He thrusts into her tighter, uncaring that they've gotten an audience.

James raise his eyebrows at him, unimpressed.

Start Reading Here

Animal Instinct 1

	[image: ]
	 	[image: ]


[image: ]

​​​The Werewolf’s Catgirl

[image: ]


Copyright 2018 Arian Wulf

This is a work of fiction. Similarities to real people, places, or events are entirely coincidental. All characters depicted in sexual acts in this work of fiction are 18 years of age or older. No part in this book may be reproduced, transmitted, stored, or distributed without permission of the author or publisher.

[image: image]

	[image: ]
	 	[image: ]


[image: ]

​​​​Look Inside

[image: ]


"Do you know where you are, Nala?" he asks.

She nods. "Gift, for CEO," she whispers, curling her tongue on the 'r' in the 'for', but getting the rest of the words right. He feels an odd sense of pride at that success.

"Yes, that's me," he says. "I'm the president of the company. I understand Mr. Akihiko had you sent you for me as some sort of apology. I'm sorry you are dragged into this, but it appears we are stuck together for now."

Her eyes widen comically wide. "New master?" she asks, awe and hope thick in her voice.

He sighs (he seems to be doing a lot of that recently) and nods. "Yes, I'm your new master."

Her smile is bright and beautiful, lighting up the room. She nods, and then scrambles to her feet and, before he can do anything to stop her, kneels in front of him with her head tilted back, offering him her collared neck. She is slender, possibly too thin, though it's difficult to tell if it's just because of her feline-genetics. The gown wrapped around her form is even more form-fitting now that she's no longer huddled up in the corner. She is young, barely into her twenties by his best guess, though she would need to be at least eighteen to be allowed to travel here at all.

She wears a silver collar around her throat that looks too tight to be comfortable. In the middle of it is engraved in cursive English: "Property of Shadow."

The words set a possessive instinct in him. An irrational corner of his mind snarls, 'Mine'. He feels disgusted with himself for even thinking it. She probably hasn't seen the collar if she didn't recognize him as her new owner. His discomfort grows as she continues to kneel in front of him.

It takes all of his willpower to stop himself from cursing at the sight of her, so perfect and pliant. Mr. Akihiko has good taste in women, even if his intentions are despicable. She is the most beautiful creature he's ever laid eyes on. She smiles, a small, nervous gesture, and waits expectantly for him to leash her.

"We don't have to do that," he says.

She frowns, as though the concept of being unleashed is foreign to her. "Sir?" she whispers, confusion written all over her face. "Have I displeased you?" she asks. "I've kept myself pure for you," she adds, her cheeks blooming red at her confession.

"Pure-" he cuts himself off, reaching thoughtlessly for her face. At the first touch of his fingertips, she allows him to lift her chin, though her eyes cast down.

Up close, she is even more beautiful, with high cheekbones and soft, expressive lips. His thumb slips over smooth, soft skin, and her eyes close. She presses into his hand with a subtle tilt of her head.

The spike of arousal that shoots through his body is at terrible odds with his inner horror. Pure? At least it means the men hadn't raped her. Then again, countries that do not think of shifters as people don't think of fucking them either.

"How old are you?" he asks.

"Nineteen, sir."

Nineteen. He suppresses the growl clawing from the pit of his stomach. How many years of training, subjugation and brainwashing has it taken to reshape a person into this calm, complete surrender? How much longer to train her into being submissive to her master. Him.

It is a deeply uncomfortable thought.

"Will you stand?"

With a soft, "Yes, sir," she rises, graceful and perfect, never once moving her arms from behind her back. She leans just slightly forward, standing with her head bowed in a kind of grace that he has never seen before. Her long, curly hair hides her eyes, making her frown a little.

"Look up," he says before he can filter the words through his brain. Immediately, she lifts her face, though she doesn't raise her eyes more than necessary. Her breath catches when he runs his thumb reverently along the edge of her jaw. She stops breathing for a second, her eyes drifting close as though she is just enjoying the soft touch of his finger on her skin.

Felix approaches them from behind, but he moves to block his access to Nala without thinking. "Should I send a car for you, Sir?"' he asks.

Shadow nods. "Have Barry drive," he says. He trusts Barry to keep things quiet.

This is a nightmare.

She must've seen the annoyance in his eyes because she makes a soft, keening noise that draws his attention back to her. He takes off his jacket and drapes it over her shoulder. Then, he holds out his hand. "Come on. Let's get you home."
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​​​Chapter 1:​​ Cat Companion
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Shadow does not enjoy spending time with the Director of Social Media of the company, though it gives him some solace knowing that the man does a good job of keeping them in relatively good relations with their business partners. Shadow sends him to most of the events and parties because he does not enjoy the ass-licking necessary to keep them in business.

Still, the thought that there is something that the man does better than him disturbs him. Most days, he is fine with it. He much rather deals with the business end of things, creating and testing prototypes of electronic and self-driving vehicles, finding the companies able to produce their products based on the blueprints, and glaring at people until they do exactly what he wants.

Today is not one of those days.

"There have been some complications with our partnership with Kyontai Corporations in Japan," the man who calls himself his boss says.

Shadow gives him one of his patented glares. "What kind of complications?"

It is unusual that the man asks for him at all, considering how much he terrified he is of Shadow. Everybody in the company knows that he's capable of shifting into his wolf form with the snap of his fingers. He merely has enough self-control to not do it in public.

Felix clears his throat, clearly uncomfortable, and says. "It appears that our," he clears his throat again, "Our business partner in Japan has some run ins with the law."

Shadow frowns and tries to remember the business they have there. Japan is not one of the countries he is directly involved in. In fact, he remembers clearly warning Felix against dealing with the country until their medieval laws regarding shifters change.

Japan is one of the countries in Asia where ownership of shifters are completely legal as they are seen as something inferior to humans. It is slavery, pure and simple, though the right term is 'companion'. In American, England, France, and Canada, the ownership of shifters have been illegal for decades. However, the same cannot be said for other countries, which are set in their own ways. However, more and more of them are being freed by their owners and allowed to live their own lives.

Shadow is lucky that he is born in America, where he is allowed to pursue higher education and climb (claw) his way to the top of the food chain. It is a divisive subject, even here. Some humans think shifters shouldn't be given the same rights as them, while others believe that anything less is inhumane and despicable.

In some countries, shifters are forced into their animal forms and kept that way. Those who are 'luckier' are required to keep identifying animal parts on them at all times in order to differentiate them from humans. Most shifters keep up that form until the animal parts become a permanent part of them. Werewolves and other Canine species, for example, will have ears and tails, sometimes an elongated snout and fur in order to show off their animal part of them. The same goes for most mammalian shifters, identifying ears and tails being the most common, with only some that keep more drastic changes. Avian shifters are both luckier and less so, in that their wings are a constant source of fascination and they're encouraged to keep them even in their human form. It makes them truly beautiful, but also trapped in more ways than one. He can't begin the discomfort of constantly having wings and yet not be allowed to fly.

The whole thing leaves a bitter taste in his mouth. He donates to the effort of freeing shifters in the world whenever he can and makes it a company policy to not deal with countries that do not protect their shifters.

He follows Felix into the elevator. There is a pause, where he looks up at Shadow and swallows hard.

He already knows he's not going to like what comes out of the man's mouth in the next half hour. At least he has that meeting with the aircraft engine manufacturer in Switzerland to look forward to. They have been very open to the improvements that he's been suggesting and he's confident that the automation his scientists have been working on is perfected to the point where it can begin to be utilized.

"What's going on?" he asks when Felix continues to meander in the office, as though looking for something.

"I think you should follow me," he says. Without a word, he walks past Shadow and heads to the exit. Shadow bites back a snarl at the order, his first instinct being to lash out at the man for even daring to give him instructions, but he swallows the reaction.

Barry frowns at them as they walk past his desk, looking just as confused as Shadow feels. It's not a good sign. Everything that goes to Shadow needs to be vetted by his receptionist first. Felix seems to have bypassed standard protocol, which means he wants to keep this off the books.

Shadow resists the urge to demand that Felix tell him exactly what's happening and follows him into the nearest lift. The scent of anxiety and fear is heavy in the air the moment they are both locked in the enclosed space.

Shadow knows that his status as a werewolf has always disturbed the smaller man, but he has been careful not to let his dislike of the man show, so the fear is mostly self-induced. Right now, there is a mixture of anxiety in the fear coming from the man that is impossible to ignore.

"What is this, Felix?" he asks, wary of the secrecy.

"It's best if I show you," Felix answers. The lift doors open, and Shadow is surprised to find that they have gotten to the basement level. The whole thing is beginning to leave a bad taste in his mouth. They don't even keep their inventory here. It is empty, with only a few unused office rooms that have long been locked and abandoned, and yet, he can scent a smallest whiff of someone there. His ears perk, his animal senses itching to claw up from his human form, so he can sniff out who's in his territory.

After everything's done, he needs to send Felix to Human Resources to listen to another talk about bringing new people into his territory without permission. The flickering lights makes the hair on the back of his neck rise. Whatever Felix means to show him, it's not good if he has to hide it in the basement.

Felix turns to face him once they've reached the end of the hallways. There is a man standing outside the door, guarding it. He recognizes the man instantly. Kingsley, an altogether unpleasant building security.

"How's she?" Felix asks, all business. He likes to pretend he's in charge. Kingsley likes to indulge him because he can't wrap his head around the fact that he works for a werewolf now.

"Noisy," he says. "Doesn't look house-trained. She hasn't eaten anything today."

Shadow growls at the term 'house-trained'. Whatever he's guarding isn't human, which means what's beyond the door is a shifter. He makes a mental note to have the man sent to HR together with Felix. A week of re-education ought to do the trick. Maybe some trust activities with a few shifters in the office too, just to make sure they learn to respect shifters in the workplace. If they are this rude to him, who is at the top of the food chain, he shudders to think how they treat the other shifters in the company.

He is about to mention this to Felix when his wolf senses pick up the sound of a low, distressed noise. He has the sudden urge to soothe whichever creature is making such a horrid noise. That, or shut it out altogether. He opts for the latter for now. Felix looks agitated and ready to chew his fingernail off. It is unsightly.

"Before Mr. Akihiko was um... captured, he had her sent over," he says. The door makes an ominous creaking noise as he opens it. "This is Nala," he says, walking into the cell. "She's yours now."

If Shadow was in his wolf form, he would've torn the man apart for the mere suggestion of ownership over a living being. Instead, he keeps himself calm. The distressed noises intensify the moment they step into the room and he is able to identify the source instantly. She is curled into a ball in the corner of the room, pressing herself into the bare stone wall as though desperately wishing it could swallow her up and hide her completely.

Her long hair falls across her eyes. She looks surprisingly clean for someone who seems to have been here for a while, but he thinks it could just be the feline part of her that keeps her that way. Out of her long hair protrudes a pair of silky-black ears that are pressed to the sides of her head. Her wide eyes stare in terrified fascination at them, waiting for their next move.

She is wearing a silk coat that clings to her body, barely enough for cover, let alone warmth, beneath which is a similarly thin gown.

The most striking thing about her isn't even her ears. It is the tail snaking out from the bottom of her dress before wrapping around her body. She is holding onto the end of it between her hands and brushing the tip to-and-fro over her lips as though soothing herself. Rocking herself softly back and forth, she lets a warning 'mrow' that has less effect scaring them than if she had thrown a pillow at them.

"Why is she mine?" Shadow asks, ice seeping into his tone. He looks at his soon-to-be jobless employee and wonders if anyone would come looking if he were to dispose of the man right now. He already knows he won't like the answer, but the callousness of the truth surprises him nevertheless.

"Mr. Akihiko hoped that the gift would endear you to him and agree to do business with his company," he explains. There is guilt in his eyes when he says this, and Shadow understands that he is not being told everything. It doesn't take him too long to identify the other emotion skating in his eyes. Disappointment. Felix was hoping to have her to himself.

He remembers his first meeting with the man vividly. Mr. Akihiko is a brilliant businessman in charge of even more brilliant scientists who can develop and produce technologies that are years ahead of his own company. Yet, though they do not lack in ideas, they lack funding. A partnership with Shadow would mean that they are able to mass produce their designs.

However, when he first step foot into the company, he was not allowed past the main door.

"Where is your master?" he had demanded in Japanese, looking absolutely disgusted by his presence.

Shadow is not so ignorant that he doesn't know how shifters are treated outside of his country, but unlike the shifters in Japan, he keeps his status as a shifter hidden with no tells as to what he is. Mr. Akihiko only knows that he is a shifter because of the weredog he keeps chained in front of him. It is cruel, what he's done to the man. He is in mid-shift, legs only just long enough to keep himself upright, but his hindlegs are formed enough that he would've been much more comfortable on all fours.

Shadow takes one look at the leather collar around the man's neck and turns away. It seems Mr. Akihiko had not done enough background reading into the man he is supposed to do business with. By the time he realized he has insulted the man who makes all the decisions in the company, Shadow was already on the flight back.

The decision to not partner with the company was not made entirely out of spite. The stance on Companion Ownership in the states is firmly on 'no' and if it were to come out that he had been working hand in hand with a CEO who is so obviously pro-ownership, it would not do well for their Sales Department.

"I believe I told you that we would not be doing business with Mr. Akihiko," he tells Felix, not even bothering to hide the distaste.

"Unfortunately, he has sent her to you without letting anyone know of his plans," he says, sounding thoroughly displeased. It confirms his suspicion that the man is unhappy the feline had been sent to Shadow instead of to Felix.

"Ownership of shifters is illegal, Felix," he growls.

"I know that," he says, a note of panic in his tone an continues hastily, "Mr. Akihiko has the Companionship Papers processed in Japan and she is entrusted to you. If you don't take her, she will be sent back and since her current owner, Mr. Akihiko is awaiting trial, she will be sold to another buyer. I've talked to social services about this," he says, showing that he is not completely incompetent. "These are extenuating circumstances and they've agreed to put her under your care until her emancipation papers can be processed."

"I did not agree to this," he says testily in the same tone that suggests Felix will no longer be working in his company.

Felix does not catch the tone. He hands Shadow a length of chain with a leather loop at one end and a clip at the other. Shadow takes it with a half-hidden snarl. "She tried to bite me earlier, so you should probably get Kingsley to handle her," Felix suggests.

Kingsley enters the room with a barely concealed grin and approaches the shivering figure in the corner.

Her demeanour changes so drastically that even Shadow is surprised. She hisses before he can get close and lashes out at him with a suddenly clawed hand. The man swears and removes his taser from his belt. Recognition dawns on her face at the sight of his hand on the taser. She cowers with a soft whine and wraps her arms over her head.

Shadow snags the man's arm before he can cause any damage. "Kingsley, if you take one more step forward I will have your arm." The man is surprisingly soft for his large form. He expected to find some muscle in his bicep, but he's pretty sure just by gripping his arm that Kingsley spends most of his time on his ass. It wouldn't take much to take the man down.

The guard looks shocked and turns to Felix, as though waiting for the man to back him up. Felix shrugs. "You heard him."

"Your funeral, sir," Kingsley says.

"Both of you, out," Shadow snarls, releasing the pathetic guard. He glares at them until they leave the room. The feline peeks up at him from under her long lashes and resumes stroking her lips with her tail tip. She is trembling a little, but no longer looks so frightened now that the two men are absent. He doesn't want to think about what they've done to her in his absence, but his nose betrays him and when he takes a deep inhale, he can scent the heady arousal from the two men and the sour fear from her. It doesn't smell as though they've managed to get close enough to touch her, thankfully. It's a small blessing.

Her silk clothing looks unmarred.

He takes a calming breath and then crouches down, making himself as non-imposing as possible. "Nala, is that your name?" he asks softly.

She 'meows' at him instead of answering, leaving him wondering how deep in her animal she's hidden.

"Do you want me to call you something else?" he asks, deliberately choosing a question where she can response with a simple nod or a shake of her head.

She mewls at him again.

He sighs. "Nala it is, then. I'm Shadow. Just Shadow. Nobody bothered with a last name for me," he divulges. "I'm a werewolf. You know what that is, right?" He exhales in relief when she nods, the first sign of understanding in her gaze. So, she understands English. That's good. That gives him something to work with. "This building belongs to me. This is my territory," he continues. "You're safe here."

She looks at him with eyes so wide and fearful that he wonders if he's said something wrong. Her bottom lip quivers and she makes a soft keening noise that trembles through his spine. Irritations gnaws at the back of his mind, unused to treating someone with such gentleness. He is used to having his ways and getting everything done exactly the way he wants it.

She will only make his life more difficult. The thought of giving her away crosses his mind, pushing her off to someone else. Barry would probably make a better friend. He is a feline shifter too. Perhaps they would have more things in common.

"Shadorrww," she murmurs, curling his name in her tongue. It wraps itself around his brain and curls inwards. He wants to hear her say his name again and again. He can barely see her eyes, cast in the shadow by the long fringe, but he thinks he sees fear in them, uncertainty. It must be horrible, to be her. Lost and alone with nobody to take care of her, not knowing what's to happen.

He makes a decision before he can start regretting it. "You can stay with me until we have the papers processed, and then you'll be free, but before that, I need to take you home with me, alright?"

She looks pained and whispers, "Nro," her tongue curling over the 'r's that shouldn't even be in the word. He can't help but smile a little at the little quirk, but the rejection sends another flare of irritation through him.

"No, you don't want to come home with me?" he asks.

She glances at the door, seeing the two men that are waiting outside, and then shakes her head again. "Hurrts," she whispers, and then makes a faint zapping noise.

Fucking hell. He quells the rage bubbling in the pit of his stomach. Taking deep breaths, he turns away from the two monsters hiding behind the door and looks skywards. He prays for compassion. He's going to make sure neither of the men will be employable anywhere ever again. "I won't let them hurt you," he promises.

She looks at him in disbelief. He reminds himself that shifters don't have the power to do anything where she comes from. She has no reason to trust him.

"He works for me," Shadow says. "But not for much longer," he soothes. "Do you know where you are, Nala?" he asks.

She nods. "Gift, for CEO," she whispers, curling her tongue on the 'r' in the 'for', but getting the rest of the words right. He feels an odd sense of pride at that success.

"Yes, that's me," he says. "I'm the president of the company. I understand Mr. Akihiko had you sent you for me as some sort of apology. I'm sorry you are dragged into this, but it appears we are stuck together for now."

Her eyes widen comically wide. "New master?" she asks, awe and hope thick in her voice.

He sighs (he seems to be doing a lot of that recently) and nods. "Yes, I'm your new master."

Her smile is bright and beautiful, lighting up the room. She nods, and then scrambles to her feet and, before he can do anything to stop her, kneels in front of him with her head tilted back, offering him her collared neck. She is slender, possibly too thin, though it's difficult to tell if it's just because of her genetics. The gown wrapped around her form is even more form-fitting now that she's no longer huddled up in the corner. She is young, barely into her twenties by his best guess, though she would need to be at least eighteen to be allowed to travel here at all.

She wears a silver collar around her throat that looks too tight to be comfortable. In the middle of it is engraved in cursive English: "Property of Shadow."

The words set a possessive instinct in him. An irrational corner of his mind snarls, 'Mine'. He feels disgusted with himself for even thinking it. She probably hasn't seen the collar if she didn't recognize him as her new owner. His discomfort grows as she continues to kneel in front of him.

It takes all of his willpower to stop himself from cursing at the sight of her, so perfect and pliant. Mr. Akihiko has good taste in women, even if it's despicable. She is the most beautiful creature he's ever seen. She smiles, a small, nervous gesture, and waits expectantly for him to leash her.

"We don't have to do that," he says.

She frowns, as though the concept of being unleashed is foreign to her. "Sir?" she whispers, confusion written all over her face. "Have I displeased you?" she asks. "I've kept myself pure for you," she adds, her cheeks blooming red at her confession.

"Pure-" he cuts himself off, reaching thoughtlessly for her face. At the first touch of his fingertips, she allows him to lift her chin, though her eyes cast down.

Up close, she is even more beautiful, with high cheekbones and soft, expressive lips. His thumb slips over smooth, soft skin, and her eyes close. She presses into his hand with a subtle tilt of her head.

The spike of arousal that shoots through his body is at terrible odds with his inner horror. Pure? At least it means the men hadn't raped her. Then again, countries that do not think of shifters as people don't think of fucking them either.

"How old are you?" he asks.

"Nineteen, sir."

Nineteen. He suppresses the growl clawing from the pit of his stomach. How many years of training, subjugation and brainwashing has it taken to reshape a person into this calm, complete surrender? How much longer to train her into being submissive to her master. Him.

It is a deeply uncomfortable thought.

"Will you stand?"

With a soft, "Yes, sir," she rises, graceful and perfect, never once moving her arms from behind her back. She leans just slightly forward, standing with her head bowed in a kind of grace that he has never seen before. Her long, curly hair hides her eyes, making her frown a little.

"Look up," he says before he can filter the words through his brain. Immediately, she lifts her face, though she doesn't raise her eyes more than necessary. Her breath catches when he runs his thumb reverently along the edge of her jaw. She stops breathing for a second, her eyes drifting close as though she is just enjoying the soft touch of his finger on her skin.

Felix approaches them from behind, but he moves to block his access to Nala without thinking. "Should I send a car for you, Sir?"' he asks.

Shadow nods. "Have Barry drive," he says. He trusts Barry to keep things quiet.

This is a nightmare.

She must've seen the annoyance in his eyes because she makes a soft, keening noise that draws his attention back to her. He takes off his jacket and drapes it over her shoulder. Then, he holds out his hand. "Come on. Let's get you home."
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​​​Chapter 2: Catnip
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"Sir?" he asks the moment he sees the young girl trailing dutifully after him, his eyebrows rising all the way to his hairline at the sight of her ears and the tail cradled gently between her palms. She had tried to keep her composure as they walked past the two men, but the grace starts to melt as she realizes that she doesn't know where she is or where he's taking her. Shadow wants to assure her that he will take care of everything, but every time he opens his mouth, he doesn't know what to say.

Felix had asked Barry to collect them in the back exit of the building. Thankfully, they do not run into anybody on the way there. Shadow doesn't know how he's going to explain her presence without getting them both in danger. Somehow, he doesn't believe leaving her in the care of Shifter Refuge Program would be better than letting her stay with him.

Felix may have caused the problem, but she's his responsibility now.

She continues standing beside him, evidently unsure of what to do without his permission.  She flinches a little when she sees Barry, but then relaxes after she inhales and picks up the scent of the animal under his skin. Barry is feline, though much more of large predator than her cat lineage. He's a lion, if Shadow remembers his resume accurately. She tilts her head at him, as though trying to figure out what he's thinking, and then decides to ignore him in favour of standing as close to Shadow as possible.

"Is everything alright?" Barry asks, opening the door and eyeing the young catgirl with interest. Some shifters keep their ears and tail as a fashion statement, but it is not something that is done in public, more a fetish in bed, but Barry knows Shadow isn't someone to request for a prostitute in the middle of a working day. The only other reason why a shifter would have their identifying marks so prominently is if they're refuge from countries where shifters are treated as lesser beings. It doesn't take long for Barry to come to that conclusion.

"Everything's alright," he says, not quite knowing if he's trying to convince himself or everyone around him. Even with his jacket draped over her shoulders, she looks small and frail. "Felix... made a few decisions behind my back that resulted in her presence here," he settles for saying as a way of explaining things. Barry will need to look into things further in order to assist him in going forward.

He understands that the man has a lot of questions. He has the same questions himself. Shadow tries not to let his irritation show as he herds the girl into the back of the car and climbs in after her.

"Is she alright, sir?" he asks carefully.

What he means to ask if it's alright for her to be here at all. "I need you to contact the Shifter Immigration Department to find anything you can about a Feline Shifter named Nala," he says, feeling like a complete asshole for talking about Nala while she's right there. She doesn't seem to mind though, comfortably curled into the corner where the sun is shining through the glass window.

She stares outside in vivid fascination as the car begins to move. Her tail is still wrapped around her body, held between her small hands as she nibbles and sniffs the tip. Barry frowns at the nervous habit through the rear-view mirror and exchanges a thoughtful look with Shadow, but doesn't say anything. "I'll get right on that," Barry says with one final glance at the feline. She is still comforting herself with the tip of her tail, the brush of fur over her lips and nose seemingly the only thing keeping her from panicking.

It is something young kits do to calm themselves when they're separated from loved ones. At least she's stopped making that sad, whimpering noise she was making in the room. When she catches him staring at her, she flinches, and then pulls up a bright smile that doesn't quite reach her eyes.

She's trying to appease him, he realizes. The smile is trained. Beneath it is still the sour fear that seems to wind itself around her body and tighten. "You don't have to do that," he says.

The smile falls from her face instantly. "Sorry, master," she says quietly, looking as though he's hurt her physically.

Wishing he could reassure her, he focuses his attention to something that he can change instead. "Felix claims to have started her emancipation process, but it's best to be certain."

"Yes, sir," Barry replies.

He rattles off half a dozen other instructions for him, including a few that requires rescheduling his meetings. He had not expected to be given a shifter when he started the day.

It isn't much later that Barry drops them at the entrance to the apartment complex Shadow lives in. He opens the door and waits for them to exit the car, giving the catgirl a thoughtful look. "Should I get some supplies for you, sir?" he asks.

"What sort of supplies?" Shadow questions.

"Things for her," he says. "It would make her stay more comfortable."

Shadow hasn't thought that far ahead. "Please," he says and his assistant nods at them both, offering the shy catgirl a soft smile that she returns hesitantly. He looks as though he wants to say something, but then looks at Shadow and pauses. There is something horribly hopeful in her gaze that makes him pause and change his mind. "You're going to be alright," Barry says softly. "Mr. Shadow is a good man."

Nala's eyes widen and then she adopts a very serious look and nods.

"I will drop by later with the supplies and the documents, sir," Barry addresses his employer politely and bows low, waiting until Shadow has turned away before standing tall.

Shadow reminds himself to give the
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