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"Milk now, sweetheart," he says, kissing her forehead as he tips the corner of the glass to her lips. "You have to finish it, my love."

"I don't like it," she repeats, hating the tremble in her voice. She's eighteen-years-old now, an adult. She shouldn't complain just because she needs to drink something she doesn't like. People do it all the time. Her husband has to go to work everyday even though it's clear that leaving upsets him as much as it does her.

"Just a bit more, love. Be good," he hums.d

Her eyes burn with unshed tears as she forces herself to swallow mouthful after mouthful, the taste mixing with the citrus in her mouth and making a rather unpleasant combination.

"That's it. There's a good girl," he coos, stroking her hair. He gives her another bite of the fruit, but she doesn't want it anymore. Her tongue feels gritty and gross, the taste of the milk sticking to it. She brings the back of her hand to her mouth and licks at it, trying to rub away the taste by rubbing her tongue against the dusting of fur on her skin.

He chuckles. "Poor darling. Is it really that terrible?"

She nods. "It's awful."

"Let me have a taste," he murmurs, shifting her on his lap so that they are face to face. She doesn't understand why he would make her straddle him like this, seeing as the milk is in the glass on the table and he can probably get a taste of that awfulness by drinking the sediments that she is allowed to ignore. She would cry if she had to drink that- she did cry, and that's why he's since stopped making her.

He kisses away the frown on her face with a light peck between her eyebrows and she giggles at the way his bristles tickle her skin. "Open, darling," he hums, cradling the side of her face and his thumb pressing between the seams of his mouth.

She starts frowning a little bit again at first, and then it dawns on her that he means for her to open her mouth. She parts her lips reluctantly and gasps when he pulls her head close to his, closing the space between them by capturing her bottom lips between his own. He suckles her lip and angles her face the way he wants it so he can dive his tongue in deep into her mouth, taking a greedy taste of her.

His touch is electric. He had been touching her a lot before too, but nothing like this. It's like there's a current running from his lips to hers, lighting up all the nerve endings in her body.

The whimpers and whines she makes emboldens him to do more, to pull her closer until their bodies are molded together with little space separating them. She wants to rub up against him, but she isn't sure if she's ready to follow through with whatever it is that she wants to start.

He doesn't give her much choice in the matter, one hand resting on the small of her back pushing her forward so that she is undulating against him, rocking back and forth, her heat pressing up against his cock that is fast hardening.

When he pulls away and slides two of his fingers into her mouth, she sucks them in an urgent, helpless way she doesn't entirely feel in control of. She is trembling slightly, her hands shaking as she struggles to wrap them around his neck, clinging tightly. She can feel the head of his cock between her legs and wishes she had been obedient and worn underwear. She's so wet between her legs that she's making his pants wet and she tries to pull away, so she doesn't dirty his suit, but he keeps her in place easily.

"That's it, sweet," he says. "Good girl. That's perfect. Keep going. Just like that," he says and peels her shirt off as if it's made of paper, tearing the entire thing off and throwing it to the side, rendering her naked.

"Anh, ah," she gasps, her skin growing slick and glistening with sweat despite the coolness in the room. He glides his hand over her ribs, across her hips, and tantalizingly up and down thighs, touching her everywhere except where she really wants him to.

She no longer has control of her limbs, rutting herself on him and rubbing her pussy up and down his cock, his clothes still in the way, but the friction enough to make her feel good so she doesn't stop. She doesn't think she's capable of stopping at all.

She bites down on her bottom lip to try and subdue all the frantic noises that she can't stop herself making and he pushes his thumb between her teeth and pulls her bottom lip free. "No, darling. I want to hear you," he says. "You're so beautiful, my love. Such lovely noises you make for me. I don't think I can ever have enough."

She whines and whimpers, all those embarrassing noises coming free and unhindered, bursting out from her without control.

"What do you want, baby?" he hums.

So many things- everything. She doesn't know how to explain it- where to begin begging. Over the pounding of her heartbeat and the almost sobbing moans she's making, she can hear her own voice, desperate, gasping out something that she knows it hopelessly, helplessly true. "All of you- all of you. Please, please. I want you."

	[image: ]
	 	[image: ]


[image: ]

Chapter One: Her New Husband

[image: ]


Arielle is a little afraid of her new husband at first. After all, she's a Cat Shifter and he's a Werewolf, so much bigger and stronger than she is in all the ways.

She doesn't think she would ever get used to the intense way he looks at her, as if she is a delicious slab of meat that he can't wait to sink his fangs into.

He doesn't rush to claim her on their wedding night, nor the week after, content to merely hold her until her heart is no longer trying to beat it's way out through her ribcage and tumble under the bed, where she wishes she could hide during their first night together.

Killian is trying his best to make her feel less stressed about her new living arrangements. And to accept that they're married now and she's to live with him. She knows they're married. There was a beautiful ceremony with too many flowers and she had put on a lovely white dress that was tailormade so that her tail can poke from the slit at her spine.

There are pictures of them in the house too and she is even smiling in most of them.

Married. There was a point in time when her caretakers warned her that it might not happen. If they couldn't find a good candidate for her, they would keep her longer or perhaps find a mate for her who's not an Alpha. It'll be a first, since Cat Shifters like herself are so sought-after, but her safety is important.

Her caretakers are worried that she would be too fragile, that an Alpha would be too rough on her and break her.

Killian is far from rough. He is so gentle with her, rubbing and touching her everywhere, making sure she's used to his touch before pushing a little further, closing the gap between them everyday just enough to not overwhelm her.

The first evening they ate together, she had looked at him in confusion when he puts his dishes on the table in front of him along side her own. She recognizes her dinner. It's always the same things, a tuna fish, a few slices of beef and cheese with a side of sliced bananas and a glass of milk that she hates. The food all even smells the same. She wonders if he had gotten the chef from her previous place here. Or maybe the facility send stuff over for them.

He sits and pushes his chair out farther than necessary and pats his lap in invitation to make it perfectly clear where he expects Arielle to sit.

She looks around, expecting her normal caretakers to be lingering somewhere in the room and finds that they are completely alone. It's odd, not having at least one of them around with her. She used to ask for their names, but they tell her that it's better she doesn't know. None of them are permanent anyways. They're always replaced every few weeks.

They're all very kind to her too, but they keep their distance and she's told not to get too close. Something about her scent being too distracting. They're only here to do their jobs and part of their contracts dictate that they aren't allowed to touch. There are a few exceptions, though. Some of them are less affected by her than others and can be closer without repercussions.

"Come here, darling," he hums, breaking her from her reverie.

"But I-" she starts, continuing to look at him in confusion. There are several chairs around the table, so they are not lacking furniture.

"Come on now, love," he says, his voice dropping low. It's not quite a growl, but it's close enough that she trembles as she obediently slides onto his lap. In response, he lays a soft kiss on her throat and gathers a bite of crisp salad onto the only salad fork, resting it patiently against her bottom lip. She doesn't normally have vegetables. She opens her mouth and chews carefully. "Good?" he asks.

She shakes her head. It tastes bland and sticks to her teeth in a way she doesn't enjoy.

He chuckles and helps himself to a bite before slicing into small bits the food on her plate, feeding her spoonful by spoonful.

They alternate bites and she flushes when he follows each one up with a soft kiss to the side of her head. He lets her try a little bit from his plate
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