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Alicia is having a terrible day. She has just been fired from her job, which had been overworking and underpaying her, and when she reaches home, she finds out that her boyfriend has been cheating on her with their hot new neighbor. He moves out, which means on top of being jobless, she's also at the risk of being homeless.

So, when her friend offers to sneak her into a high-end club where she can drink her misery away, she is all for it. 

None of them could have foreseen what was to come. 

An Alpha Werewolf buys her a drink, listens to her story, and offers her a solution to all her problems. She moves in with him, and in exchange, he can do whatever he wants with her. 

It's a terrible idea. Alpha Werewolves are, in general, terrifying. They're often unreasonable, possessive and obsessive in equal measures and have the strength and power to back up those selfish traits. The Alpha she meets, Liam, is older and more experienced in every way imaginable, and she knows better than to put herself in a position when the power dynamic is so obviously uneven that it would be too easy for her to be taken advantage of. And that's before taking into account the fact that she's a WereRabbit. 

But what if that's exactly what she wants?

...
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​​​Chapter One​​​
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Alicia's alarm hasn't started ringing yet, so she knows it's too early for her to get up. 

The rainstorm has not ceased from the night before, rain pattering the roof of the apartment that she shares with her roommate, Liam. The familiar, predictable noise lulls her back to sleep inside her little cocoon of blankets. Liam pays for the electricity, so he gets to decide the temperature in the house and he prefers it cold. It's fine. she's grown accustomed to napping underneath a huge pile of quilts that he's bought for her soft and heavy, pinning her down. 

She's grown accustomed to a lot of things. 

Her ears twitch when the door to her room creaks open and the floorboards groan under the weight of the man stepping into her room. 

She tries to murmur a greeting, but she's bleary from sleep and ends up mumbling something unintelligible. 

"Shh... It's alright, baby. Keep sleeping," the man says as the mattress dips and he wraps himself around her, sliding a thigh between her legs to spread them open. He groans and rocks them both together. 

She's still naked, still wet from bedtime, the mess mostly undisturbed underneath the layers that he's carefully peeled aside. 

She doesn't need the layers of warmth with him behind her, like an inferno of heat. 

"Shh..." he coos. His arm slides up to cup her breast, gently kneading, squeezing the sensitive points of her nipples, harder and harder until her body wakes and it's impossible for her to keep sleeping. She squirms and whimpers as he strokes her. 

She struggles lightly, not awake enough to know better. 

He laughs and shushes her. "Go back to sleep, bunny. I'll be gentle." 

She whines and shakes her head, snuggling further into the duvet. It's too early, she wants to say. She's still sore from yesterday and she knows from experience that he's never gentle. He isn't using protection again and he's going to knot her and she doesn't know how she feels about that. She knows better than to voice any of these out loud, though. 

"Shh..." he hums, so quiet it's more of an exhalation against the back of her neck, making the hair there stand. 

She's trembling, not from the cold, but from the knowledge of what he's about to do. He scares her. Everything about him scares her. It's in her nature, really. There would be something wrong with her if she wasn't frightened  of him. He's a Werewolf, after all, and she's just a rabbit. 

His cock is hard, bumping against her ass as he rocks. He smells like toothpaste, minty fresh, and he's licking the back of her neck like he wants her to smell the same. There are bite marks there. He's so possessive of her. Wants everyone to know she's mated to a predator. 

"Please don't-" she whines when she feels his teeth close over the nape of her neck, but the rest of her protest is lost in a hiss of pain as he bites down. "Ah, ah," she gasps. "Hurts," she whimpers and feels him pull his teeth away, another imprint left on her skin that's sure to bruise in the days to come. 

He licks at the new injury there, murmuring empty apologies. "Poor darling," he hums, curling around her to console her as if he isn't the cause of her hurt in the first place. "It's okay, baby. I'm here. You're okay," he hums, one hand curling around her head, her face, cupping her cheek to wipe away the tears from them. "Shh... you're alright," he says.  

She's surrounded by him on all sides, dwarfed by his bulk. It's a confusing thing, feeling safe and at the same time completely trapped by him. He's so good at that, at confusing her feelings. 

His thumb brushes her mouth and she opens up for him thoughtlessly, naturally, so he can settle his fingers inside and press them against her tongue. "Get me nice and wet, baby," he says and she does that too, licking around his fingers and sucking, finding comfort in the action. 

His free hand is still working on her breasts, pinching and tugging one nipple, and then the other, drawing little gasps from her as he plays with her body. 

"That's it," he says, voice a little hoarse, still quiet, though she can feel the undercurrent of urgency creeping in by the way his hips start to rock faster, his cock so wet at the head that he's making a mess of her, smearing precum all over her skin. "That's it, baby. So good for me," he breathes against her neck and licks over the new mark he's left on her skin. "Perfect little bunny." 

She trembles, her body growing warm with the praise. She likes being good- just being good in general, and being good for him is something else too- something heady. His fingers taste clean, like he'd washed up prior to coming here. It's familiar. The rhythmic motion threatens to send her back under, unconsciousness a slip away. She has to be up in an hour to get ready for her own job, but she knows he'll be out way before that. He works so much. And she doesn't even  know what he does for a living. Something important, probably. 

She feels him shift, the mattress tipping her a little. He pushes between her thighs, just at her slit and her breath hitches. 

He's big. He's always so big and she doesn't know if she will ever get used to the stretch of him. 

"Relax, baby," he hums. 

She's too tired to nod into the pillow, so she just lift her hips up minutely, a silent invitation for him to carry on. 

"That's it. Such a sweet little slut for me, hmm?" His warm hands rub her ass, squeezing and then kneading the soft mounds before tugging at the little tuft of rabbit tail at the end of her spine. "Sweet little bunny," he groans and rocks a little between her thighs, the head of his cock bumping her clit, a delicious hazy pleasure making her tremble and whine, arch her back for a little more. 

"Please," she whimpers, knowing it's what he wants to hear- what he likes to hear. 

"Spread your legs a little, bunny," he grunts. 

"M'kay," she mumbles, letting him tilt her hips up a little more. It's easy to stay grounded as she continues sucking his fingers and to hide the hiss of pain when he enters her. Only the head of his cock pops through, and then he stops, letting her acclimate to the stretch. He likes this, likes watching her writhe and whimper as she tries to take more of him in, as if being stretched even more and even deeper inside of her would assuage the discomfort of having something so huge filling her. "Please," she whines, arching her hips and pushing her hips back to no avail. He would pull away when she tries to take more, and push forward when she tries to escape. "Please, please." 

"Just the head," he says in her ear, voice low, as if to comfort her. "Just that for now," he hums.

She's drooling a bit into the pillows and his fingers press harder against her tongue, forcing her to swallow around it. 

He likes this part the most, likes to make her beg for it.

"So wet for me already," he nuzzles her jaw, tugging her close. "So good for me." 

She nods, his fingers finally sliding out to pet her lips, wiping her own saliva on her cheek. "I'm good," she whimpers. "Please, please." 

"You know what I want to hear," he growls in her ear, his fangs nipping her ear teasingly before sucking the the sensitive nub. His hands move around her torso to capture her breasts and he's playing with them once more, tugging, pulling her nipples until she's hiding her gasps of pleasure and pain into the pillow. 

Her cheeks burn red even before she says anything at all, but she knows she'll cave eventually. 

"Say it, baby. Say it and I'll give you want you need," he says, closing his fingers around her nipples and pinching hard, giving it a good twist to make her cry out. She sinks back, trying to take his cock deeper, but he avoids her once more, bucking back at the same time. "Ah, ah," he murmurs, tall enough that he can still curl around her back and kiss the space between her shoulder blades. "Say it, baby." 

Her eyes sting with unshed tears of humiliation. "Daddy," she whines and feels him react to the title, his cock spasming in her. The dirty old man. Filthy, really. She loves it. Loves it even more when he slides deeper inside of her, allowing her to take more, impaling her and stretching her pussy on his cock. 

"That's it, bunny," he growls, his voice dropping low. "Say it
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