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This 4-book bundle contain four standalone stories set in the world where magic, animals shifters, and love are abound. Here, you will find:

Alpha Werewolf & The Midnight Ritual

When Dragus is given a mission to figure out the cause of villagers disappearing from their homes, he doesn’t think much of it beyond the usual suspects. It doesn't matter if it's demons or creatures that have wandered too close to civilized society. He intends to make short work of them.

The last thing he expects, after the task is done and he enjoys the feast that is thrown in his honor, is to wake chained to an altar. His packmates are going to have a field day when they find that their mighty alpha has fallen victim to a ritual sacrifice.

He thinks of the best way to escape until a breathtaking young woman comes and starts talking about dragon eggs, some sort of test he has passed, and how she's going to reward him by making him as her mate.

Perhaps he’ll stay chained for a little while longer...

Start Reading Here

WereRabbit Problems & Professor Werewolf

Rumor has it that Nuala getting extra credit from her professors by doing favors for them. Nuala is a rabbit shifter, a prey animal surrounded by predator shifters who think she's sleeping her way to the top. Thankfully, her best friends do what they can to make sure that everyone stays out of her way, so she ignores the rumors, thinking that without merit, the unfounded gossip would fizzle out.

Nuala just wants to keep a low profile, focus on her studies and graduate.

But the rumors spiral out of control when she is forced to confront an entitled Lion Shifter who thinks he can just take what he wants by offering to pay her for 'a good time' and matters become even more complicated when she inadvertently humiliates him in front of his friends.

It doesn't help, really, that she is actually seeing one of her professors. But it's not what it sounds like. Professor Zac is different. The Alpha Werewolf makes her feel things that she wishes she could ignore. Too bad she's better at rejecting all his advances than at communicating.

Complicated doesn't begin to describe the mess her life has become.

Start Reading Here

Alpha Werewolf & DragonFire Burns

William, a forest warden and Alpha Werewolf, toes the line between beast and man better than most. He keeps his territory safe, but nothing ever happens in the quiet Shifter town he's chosen as his home.

Everything changes when Hunters storm into town, armed to the teeth and setting illegal traps everywhere. They're hunting something, that much is clear, but they are all being remarkably tight-lipped about what exactly it is that they're hunting.

He soon finds out that it's not a what, but who.

The creature they're after shouldn't exist, silver scales and wings folded back, beautiful and impossible. When she shifts, grabs his arm, and she tells him to run, he is pulled into her gravitational force and he doesn't remember how he's survived so long without her. He won't let the hunters find her, but keeping her safe in his home also means keeping her trapped there... and the problem with that is that he doesn't see a problem with that at all.

Start Reading Here

Imprisoned Mage, Evil Spirits, & Alpha Werewolves

When Jack's sister calls him in a panic and tells him there's something wrong with his little niece, he rushes to their rescue, only to find that her illness is magic-related.

He has no other choice but to call for aid. Magic can only be fixed with Magic, and even though the act has been forbidden, there is a specialized unit within the government where magic users are kept under lock and key. He has been warned to stay away from magic users his entire life, but his first encounter with it is nothing at all like what he had prepared himself for.

Instead of a wizened old man in a large robe and a cane, he gets an Alpha Werewolf holding a young woman in his arms, carrying her like she is some sort of precious cargo. The soft-spoken, smell-smelling young creature has eyes that make him feel like he's staring at galaxies, molten gold swirling and glimmering in them. She may look helpless and sweet, but he knows she's anything but. There are chains on her wrists and ankles to keep her magic bound.

The smart thing would be to stay away, but his wolf rears it's head and wants. He is overwhelmed with the urge to pin her down and put his fangs in her neck, to claim them for himself, but in order to do that, he would have to fight the Alpha Werewolf who has prior claim on her.

Things get even more complicated when he starts asking questions about why mages are dangerous, and yet kept in a secret government facility.

He wants to set her free.

He wants her.

Start Reading Here
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When Dragus is given a mission to figure out the cause of villagers disappearing from their homes, he doesn’t think much of it beyond the usual suspects. It doesn't matter if it's demons or creatures that have wandered too close to civilized society. He intends to make short work of them.

The last thing he expects, after the task is done and he enjoys the feast that is thrown in his honor, is to wake chained to an altar. His packmates are going to have a field day when they find that their mighty alpha has fallen victim to a ritual sacrifice.

He thinks of the best way to escape until a breathtaking young woman comes and starts talking about dragon eggs, some sort of test he has passed, and how she's going to reward him by making him as her mate.

Perhaps he’ll stay chained for a little while longer...

	[image: ]
	 	[image: ]


[image: ]

Chapter One

[image: ]


Dragus arrives in the village only once the sun has set. He had not expected the journey to take as long as it did, nor for it to be as perilous.

A young boy sees him first and runs ahead to warn the villagers. Perhaps he will be met with spears and weapons. It would not be the first time that he has stones thrown his way as if pebbles are enough to stop a Werewolf from advancing. As if he could not have killed the messenger before the message is passed.

They think that all Werewolves are little more than beasts to most. Some even believe that Werewolves do not have emotions at all. It would have been easier, perhaps, if that were true and they were nothing but heartless killing machines. King Ramon would not have such trouble keeping them all in line if half of them were not intent on bedding all the beautiful women in court and the other half were not on their way to emptying their winter supply. They have a liking for meat that they hunt themselves, though the chefs have been complaining about their pups 'hunting' their livestock.

It's peaceful times. King Ramon is not like his predecessor and recognizes the benefits of having werewolves fighting in his ranks instead of culling them.

Dragus had been wary of the young king at first, but even at seventeen, he has shown more compassion than any of the wizened old leaders of past combined. It probably has to do with the fact that the woman he is in love with is also a Werewolf. He does not care too much where the empathy stems from as long as it is there, enough that his Wolves are able to live comfortably in court. They

He is almost at the village when he hears a noise from something that is neither human nor animal.

He must have stumbled into a creature's territory, though he does not smell it in the air. This is a theme that he has noticed his entire journey. He has never been ambushed so often in such a short timespan in his entire life, not even when he was fighting in an active war. He finds the creature's tracks in the damp earth. Snow had fallen here, and though the young boy had left his own prints in the ground, they are not nearly as deep as the ones left by the creature, nor as jagged.

He does not understand how the villagers could have survived this long with an Arachne's nest nearby. Or perhaps that is what have been causing all the disappearances of late. The villagers have sent a request for aid to them, after all. Villagers have been going missing at an alarming rate and they hope their young king would be able to spare a warrior or two to find out the cause of the disappearances.

"It could be nothing," King Ramon says, youthful enough that there is still a hint of red on his pale cheeks as he is forced to admit this.

"The people who live too far to experience your kindness first hand are curious to see if the rumors are true," Dragus says. It is peculiar at first, swearing alliance to a young boy who is almost half his age, but he has proven himself worthy several times over in the past two years he had taken the throne. The young boy had fought in two wars and lead charge with his own horse with very little need for the protection of others. He is adept with the sword and he is said to be blessed by the gods with impenetrable skin, though Dragus, who had fought alongside him for those two wars know that it isn't his skin that is impenetrable, but the magic around him, a little known fact. His mother had been tried for witchcraft and burned at the stake, but he had royal blood in his veins so he was spared. People also continued to delude themselves into thinking that only women can have magic in them.

"Yes," King Ramon sighs. "I would assign you an army-"

"But the soldiers at the southern boarders are growing restless and it would be for the best if my wolves go with your men to scout the area," he flashes the young man his teeth and King Ramon sighs. Scouting, basically means taking the invaders out quietly in the dead of night while the intruders still believe that they are being stealthy and have the upper hand. Enemies should really learn to stay out of their territory- their King's land, but it's not as though they leave any survivors to spread the tale of how King Ramon's army consists primarily of Werewolves.

"Perhaps it would be a good idea for you to let my soldiers do their own fighting once in a while?" he says. "I'm beginning to wonder why I keep paying any of them at all."

"I'm sure you'll find use for them eventually," Dragus reassures their young king with a savage smile.

In the end, Dragus decides to go to the village on his own and let his men handle the skirmish at the border. He would normally take another Wolf with him so that he has someone to watch his back, but his pack is stretched thin across the land and honestly, most of them have families that he would prefer not to separate them for.

The journey to the village takes seven days and he completes most of the journey on four legs instead of two. Still, there is an unusual amount of obstacles in his way, creatures of the dark that lunge at him and goes for the jugular, aiming to kill right away.

This is unexpected because he is an Alpha. Most creatures would be able to sense that right away and steer clear of his way, knowing the battle is half lost already. Werewolves are stronger than most and an Alpha is the strongest of Werewolves. Creatures do not attack him unprovoked, but he finds himself facing down several, including the giant spider that he meets at the edge of the village. He takes the spider aware with his hands because he refuses to get the stink of spider flesh on his tongue. He still gets it all over his fur and by the time he reaches the village, he is aware of the frightfulness of his exterior. There is dried blood caked on him and the smell of sour and bitter decay clinging to his tail.

He thinks of taking a trophy from the giant spider to curry favor from the villagers. Perhaps they would treat him better if they realize that he had just rid them of  the foul creature that has very likely been eating their livestock.

He shifts back to his human form and bares his teeth in distaste when the smell of decay gets even more intense. Then again, perhaps the smell is merely more agreeable when he is in his wolf form.

"That's very impressive!"

He startles at the young boy who has appeared out of nowhere, jumping from a bush to peer at the remains of the eight-legged creature torn to pieces. "You should not be here," he says because he had fully expected the boy to run ahead to warn the villagers of his arrival, not stay behind to spy on him.

"There's nowhere else I should be," he says brightly. He looks to be no more than twelve and wears clothing made of animal skin. There's something in his tone that gives him pause, but Dragus does not let his unease show. "You must be here for the feast!" he continues.

"What feast?"

The boy's cheeks go red in a way that reminds him so much of King Ramon when he's caught telling a lie, except the boy has not spoken yet.

Dragus narrows his eyes at the boy, but he's already talking again and is walking with sure steps ahead of them. "You've killed the giant spider that's been bothering us, so we're going to have a feast to celebrate. I've never seen a Werewolf before. Is it true that you guys go into hibernation during the winter?"

"Boy," he interrupts, hoping to get the boy to explain about the feast, what he's doing out here, and why he hadn't gone ahead to warn the villagers.

"Or was that bears? I think bears go into hibernation in winter months. We've had a Bear Shifter with us before, but he wasn't as tall as you. He's really muscular, though. Anna likes him a lot, which I suppose is the most important bit, and I think we've had a deer shifter at some point, but he didn't last very long. We get prey shifters  sometimes and there's this nice man who could make things catch on fire with just words and he was really amazing. We liked having him around"

"Boy." He is talking a lot, but he isn't making much sense.

"Everyone's going to be so pleased to see you. We weren't expecting a response to quickly, honestly! I mean, we just sent out the letter like, two months ago? But everyone's still-"

He grabs the young boy by the back of his neck and hauls him to safety before he can stride over the edge of a cliff concealed by vines.

"I would've noticed that!" the boy says, struggling out of his grasp and glaring at Dragus like he had done him a disservice.

"You should pay more attention to where you're going, boy," he sighs.

"My name isn't 'boy', it's Damien," he huffs, looking up at him and Dragus is presented with the bluest pair of eyes he has ever seen on a human. He inhales to make sure that the young boy isn't a creature wearing human skin, but can't discern anything other than dead Arachne. "I'm here to bring you to the village," Damien announces.

Dragus wants to say that he's perfectly capable of finding his own way, but that isn't completely true. Every time he feels is close to reaching the village, he is sidetracked by a monster's scent that draws him elsewhere. "Thank you," he says at last.

The boy's pale cheeks turn a dusty pink and he puffs up with a newfound sense of self importance. "Come on," he says. "If we hurry, we can get there before Zilo finishes all the ale and then you can meet-" he stops himself. "Well, then we can see if you're any good," he says and before Dragus can ask him to elaborate, he's already talking about all the food that's going to be there.
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It is dark by the time they reach the village and he is not greeted with weapons or jeers nor small pebbles to chase him away.

"You must be the Werewolf that King Ramon had told us about! He sent a missive," an elder says. He is clothed in the tell-tale white robe that ranks him as the head of the tribe. His grey hair is trimmed into a neat buzz cut, as is the grey in his beard and there's kindness in his eyes and genuine pleasure in his smile.

The village, honestly, is much bigger than he had anticipated.

Dragus was expecting to a debilitating little village with barely of barely a hundred and huts made of straw on the sheer logic of it being in the middle of nowhere and having no trade agreements with the neighboring villages or tribes, seeing as it is located nowhere near one. Instead of straw huts, he finds a bustling metropolis with buildings of clay and hardwood built over cliffs and architecture designs that would make the builders at home salivate. Spiraling steps brings him down once such cliff to a building that is perched precariously over a protruding cliffedge. Pharamond, their head architect would probably name his fourth son after him if he could bring home some blueprints. Dragus peers over the edge and feels his heart in his throat at the steep fall that leads to nowhere but rocks and a rushing river beneath. Everything looks like it is held up there by magic, but he does not know of magic strong enough to keep so many buildings afloat for more than a day at a time and he had seen the pillars built around it to keep it steady.

He feels under his feet the sturdiness of the steps and sees other buildings the same way. Their own castle is built at the edge of a cliff and the idea of having an impenetrable fortress built over it, with a pathway that could be easily demolished in case of an attack, is tempting. They could hide King Ramon away if they are able ambushed, tuck him to safety in a cabin built on a cliff.

He shakes his head. King Ramon would sooner murder him than abscond.

Why would they need buildings hanging at the edge of cliffs is a question he should have asked, but he is too busy frowning at the Elder.

"Missive?" he asks. He had set out on his journey right after King had told him about it. There is no way a man would have been able to send a letter ahead to warn the people of his arrival.

"By crow," the older man says with a bright smile.

"Most people are unnerved when they get letters from black crows," Dragus comments.

"It's the only way we get communication around here," the man says lightly, but there is something in his eyes that makes Dragus wish he is better at reading expressions.

His name, Dragus would later find out, is Gravit Guarbert and he isn't so much the leader of the village as much as the spokesperson. When Dragus tries to find out who is in charge, he gets a roundabout explanation that leads nowhere and a long explanation of how they are cut off from the rest of society by choice and how they are self sustaining despite being so deep in the middle of nowhere. They are very good gardeners and hunters, incredibly adept builders and even better survivors. He is very proud of his ancestors and their ability to carve a space out in this seemingly unlivable place.

"As you should be," Dragus says at the end of the man's monologue. "This is an incredibly impressive place," he says with complete sincerity, which makes the man beam as if he were personally responsible. Perhaps he is. Dragus knows that there is more to this place than meets the eye.

He's brought to a room with a warm bath prepared and is asked to strip so his clothes can be taken care of. He would burn them, honestly. His clothes, which consists only of a loincloth after his transformation from wolf to man, is torn in several places.

"We'll have something prepared," Gravit says and levels a half-hearted glare at the young women giggling in what he presumes to be the room he would be resting in.

"I would appreciate it, thank you," Dragus says.

"Would you like to have food sent up to you?" he asks.

"The boy mentioned a feast," Dragus says as he disrobes, blandly ignoring the women's gasps. He is used to women fawning over him and mostly find it... annoying. His brothers would be more appreciative of their attention, perhaps, but not him. They are surprisingly receptive despite knowing that he's a werewolf, however. He focuses his attention on the Elder.

Gravit grins. "Would you like to join us? I understand that the journey had been difficult and you may prefer to rest."

It is peculiar that the feast was not mentioned at all until he brought it up. "I would not want to intrude," he offers the man the ability to reject him graciously, which only makes the Elder's smile more sincere.

"We would be honored to have you," Gravit says. "I'll leave you to it, then," he continues and nods at the women, who are quick to gather around him.

"I do not need help with my washing," he says, upper lip pulled back into a warning growl.

Gravit has that expression on his face again, like he's pleased, but that can't be right. Dragus has not done anything to earn that. "Are you certain? The women are part of your reward for riding us of the menace that has been plaguing our lands," he offers magnanimously.

Which menace? Dragus thinks ruefully, but bites his tongue and nods. "I would just like to clean up and perhaps have someone show me the way to the feast when it is ready."

The man nods. "Very well. Ladies," he says to the blushing women who do not seem all that insulted to be rejected as they exit the room, taking with them the scent of their perfumes and colorful garments. "If there's nothing else you need..." he starts.

"Thank you," he says and is glad to see the older man leave. He is kind, but Dragus would really like to be clean again.

His brother would have been annoyed by him rejecting the beautiful women. "Pleasure is pleasure," he always says, but then again, he has slept with half of the women in the city and is hated by twice as many, so his advice should be taken with a grain of salt. Or perhaps a bucket.

The blessed silence that follows after is a little daunting as he remembers that he is in a construction that hangs precariously over a cliff, but the worries are washed away along with the acrid scent of death and decay on his skin. How any women could look at him and think of bedding him is beyond him. How terrible are the other men here that they would offer themselves to a Werewolf such as himself?

King Ramon has been kind to their kind and as a result, the people have started to grudgingly accept that Werewolves are just as human as the rest of them, but it is not the same everywhere else. Anywhere else he's been, really.

He soaks in the bath afterwards and regrets a little that he had agreed to go to the feast at all, but it is only polite to introduce himself to the locals. He also needs to figure out why the land surrounding the village is so cursed that there are so many creatures surrounding it.

The young women from earlier come knocking at his door as he is getting dress in the robes and he frowns as he opens the door to their fawning praises and well... general fawning.

Understanding dawns on him quickly that they are attempting to seduce him. They're wearing less clothing than they had been earlier and think that he would be more amenable to their advances without an audience present.

He loses his temper with them rather quickly, baring his fangs and snarly low. "Unless you are here to escort me to the feast, I have no use for any of you," he says, claws digging into the palms of his hand to keep himself in check. He has never been the most patient of men, but losing his patience at the people he was sent to help would not be ideal.

"Aren't you interested in any of us?" one of the braver women asks, though he sees the slight trembling of her fingers she quickly hides behind her back that betrays her fear. "There are others," she adds.

"Or perhaps you like men?" asks another.

"Or younger?"

He snarls loudly enough to make the walls shake and the women finally understand that he doesn't want company of any sort.

"Is it because you're married?" says one of the women lingering near him and when he finally gathers his senses and feels less like murder, he  answers her because has not tried to reach out and touch him without his consent.

"I'm not married," he says.

"Then you must have someone you lust after, or someone you are in love with," says another and the women nod in agreement. "She must be very special to have caught your attention."

"It is forbidden? We could make you forget about her."

"There's not woman," he sighs. "I am not interested in bedding any of you and it is not because you aren't beautiful," he says and tries to guide them out of his room. "I do not believe in sleeping with people I do not intend to mate," he says.

Several of them swoon at that, thinking him romantic, but honestly, he is only being pragmatic. As Alpha, he is meant to be responsible for the lives of his men and all those that their King deems worthy. He doesn't have time for drama. He's seen the kind of women that swarm around his brothers and the headache that they cause, each trying to upstage the other.

Once the women realize that they are wasting their time trying to bed him, they change tactics and ask him to tell him about the monsters he had encountered on the way here.

"Perhaps later tonight," he concedes. "For I would need to ask your leaders about any creatures that I may have missed. There seem to be a great deal of monsters surrounding your home," he says, hoping for answers.

What he gets are sly smiles and unworried shrugs. "Oh, we aren't worried about that."

"Then why send for me at all," he counters  immediately, zeroing on the woman who had spoken her mind. "And what of the missing people that you wrote to my King about?" he prods when the woman continues to stay silent.

Her face pale underneath the makeup and she is quick to realize that she had said more than she should have. "I only meant that you came to our aid so quickly," she says, batting her lashes and shrugging her shoulder in a deliberate manner to let her garment fall over her arm and show off creamy skin of her breast.

If she means to distract him with that tactic, she does not succeed. "That's not what you meant," he says.

She licks her lips and his eyes dip down to track the motion. She is nervous because she's lying.

"We need to go get ready for the feast," one of the women announces suddenly, hooking her arm around her friend and tugging her out from under his glare. The rest of them quickly follow suit and he is left with more questions than answers but feeling like he's passed some sort of test.

The calm mood from his warm bath has all but gone and he considers asking one of them to stay behind and run him another, but he snorts and deems it more trouble than it's worth.

It's clear to him now that he's walked into some sort of trap, but he doesn't understand why they would lure a Werewolf here. He does not smell anything nefarious from them, no stink of dark magic and no deceit from any of the villagers other than what they're intent on hiding from him.

They will soon find out that Werewolves are not so easily deceived.
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In hindsight, Dragus should not have enjoyed the feast as much as he had. The food was good, the meat fresh and the ale perfectly brewed, and he had seen the people around him eat and drink from the same source, so he had not been overtly worried about faint floral scent he had picked up from the ale.

The lie that they attempt to feed him is that they had completely faith in his ability to deal with the Arachne that they had the feast prepared beforehand and Gravit feigned ignorance at the presence of other monsters around his village.

He should have been more suspicious, but the- well, he's already said that bit about the food. They tried to offer him women again, which should have set off alarm bells in his head because people are grateful, but generally not so persistent at throwing women at his feet.

The crus of the matter is that Dragus was not careful and now here he is, chained to what appears to be a flat slab of rock and about to be sacrificed to some evil deity or an old god. He hasn't met any of those in his travels, but he's heard stories. That would explain why the place is able to thrive despite being in the middle of nowhere with technological and architectural advancements that seem impossible.

He tests the chains carefully, not wanting to make too much noise to alert his captor to the state of his wakefulness, but sadly, the chains appear to be made specifically for him and his kind, sturdy enough to hold even an Alpha Werewolf. They did not just cuff his wrists and ankles either. They were incredibly thorough, binding his ankles and wrapping the metal chain around his neck, chest, and thighs. When he puts all his strength into it, curling his back against the rock and growling low in his throat, he can hear the crunch of rock and debris being crushed between the chain and the metal creak of the pins that have been hammered so deep into the earth that it does not even budge.

The fact that the rocks around him are more likely to give and be crushed speaks volumes of the strength and durability of the chains.

He attempts to shift, knowing that his wolf form is stronger than his human body, but even that is impossible. The chains hum with power, heating up and threatening to burn his outer skin off if he continues down that path. He can smell the singe that is his fur catching fire and turns back to his fully human form with a sigh.

Unease flickers through him. He had not scented any magic users among the villagers, not even during the feast where it had seemed as though all the villagers  had arrived. Mages are known for keeping to themselves and keeping their magical abilities secret.

Does King Ramon know about this? Had the King he trusted so much sent him into a trap?

He should have asked more questions. Then again, he was under the misguided thought that he had more time to figure out what the villagers are hiding from him. He did not think they would spike his drink - or perhaps it was his food - and knock him out. What was it that they had used anyways?

He was sure that the men and women around him had eaten from the same source.

Had he left his drink unattended?

It was the flora scent that he had dismissed as nothing, perhaps.

Then are they passed out along with him too?

No use regretting mistakes of the past now.

He takes a deep breath and tastes, on the back of his tongue, salt from tears or sweat and the tell-tale metallic tang of blood on the slab that he had been chained to. He was not the first to suffer such a fate, then.

The thought does not bring him any sense of relief.

Trap or no, King Ramon would notice his absence and send someone to investigate. He only hopes that his packmates are not as hard-headed as he is and do not come without bringing the army with them, or that they are at least careful enough not to trust the kindness of the villagers. He feels, too, a tinge of regret for never taking a mate or an heir. Perhaps he should have taken his brother's terrible advice. He mulls s over this for half a second before remembering how estranged he is from all of his sons and daughters and feels less regretful for the things he hasn't done.

Perhaps it's for the best. His pack, he is sure, will continue to live on well without him.

Their King is kind and fair.

Except that he can't keep thinking about how King Ramon had sent him here.

With nothing to do but think, his thoughts wander back to his first interaction with the Elder and how he seems to be familiar with their King, how King Ramon had written the man a missive to inform him of Dragus's arrival, but did not think to warn Dragus about how perilous his journey would be.

He pushes the paranoia back. King Ramon is only seventeen. There is a lot he doesn't know and it is unlikely that the King would send one of his best man into a trap.

The more he is left alone to think, the more he begins to wonder about the village that shouldn't exist. Surely there must be some form of witchcraft involved. Magic, perhaps, or a spell?

Is he going to be sacrificed in order to ensure that the village will continue to have good fortune? How many years, he wonders idly, would his death bring them.

The sun sinks below the horizon, taking most of the warmth with it. The skittering and chirps of various creatures in the underbrush around the altar begins to drop off as the small creatures seek refuge in their warm nests and sheltered burrows.

It is cold, but he is, thankfully, dressed for the freezing winter weather and werewolves are able to survive much colder. He had once jumped into a freezing lake to best the foul sea creature within who had been making meals of fishermen. But he had adrenaline in his veins and giving him strength  (and warmth) then.

Now, with little to distract him but the fullness of the moon overhead, he is left feeling mildly irritated and wishing for the warm bed he had slept in last night. Or at least he thought he had slept in a warm bed. He does not remember much from the feast other than the food and the dancing. The ale was particularly good. He is feeling rather parched now.

He tests the chains again, confident now that his enemy isn't hiding close by, waiting for him to wait so they can strike. Or perhaps the noise would draw his captor near enough that he can kill them and escape.

No such luck.

He sighs and rests his head against the hard rock, wishing for rest so that he would have the strength to fight his captor when they arrive. Every inhale he draws tells him more about his surrounding, though mostly it tells him that the slab around him is the resting grounds of many such as himself and whispers that he should have been wary, should have taken another wolf with him. This is why it's bad to be overconfident. He hopes that they will be able to find his body.

He is still struggling with accepting that he's well and truly trapped, tugging at the chains periodically, when a soft heartbeat reaches his ears.

Finally, his captor has come for him.

He closes his eyes and relaxes, slowing his heartbeat and letting his muscles go lax as he feigns sleep. He can taste, very faintly, something sweet drifting towards him, coming closer and closer. He expects the scent to be overpowering and cloying, as demon scents are wont to be, but the scent continues to be soft and almost pleasant if not for the fact that he is at the mercy of whatever demon he has been sacrificed.

He does not expect a quick death. Someone with the intention of slitting his throat would not go through the trouble of tying him up so thoroughly. He is expecting a slow, torturous death from his captor and most of all, he is expected that his captor would make one fatal mistake so he can escape.

The heartbeat is soon joined by footsteps, slow and sure, as if the person knows the route and is determined not to set a foot out of place.

"Oh," his captor's voice is soft, almost youthful, and to his surprise, incredibly feminine. That is not to say that there can't be female demons, but they are rare. "They warned me that you were old, but you're still much older than I thought you would be," the voice continues.

He isn't that old. Werewolves age very slowly and he wouldn't look much more than thirty. He must have made a face or otherwise betrayed himself, because the person continues.

"I know you're awake."

He sighs and opens his eyes to see what kind of demon he is meant to be facing today.

He stills and blinks several times to make sure that it is not an illusion. No illusion, but that does not make it easier to accept what he is faced with. The person who he has been sacrificed to is really just that, a person. She is a young woman, perhaps just entering her twenties, blue-eyed, blond-haired, and fair-skinned, certainly not grotesque demon creature he had prepared himself for. If she had been responsible for dragging his unconscious body up here and heaving him onto the table, she must have had help. Or perhaps she is just a curious young girl who had come up to satisfy her curiosity on the sort of demon that would be feasting on him, like the young boy had done early in his journey.

She still has some of that girlish chubbiness to her face and a faint smile on her lips. The robes she's wearing is unlike anything the villagers had been wearing, however. She is not dressed for the winter at all, a blue robe clinging - barely - to her shoulders, full breasts outlined clearly on the nearly transparent garment that sways as she steps towards him.

The fact that she is not cold of shivering tells him that there is more to her than meet the eyes.

"That is hardly appropriate attire for a young girl," he blurts after a long moment of processing everything he's seeing. To be fair, it is a lot to take in and he had been expecting chaos and perhaps a swift death.

That earns him the sight of the young woman blushing brightly. "I'm not a young girl," she huffs. "I'm old enough to be mated now," she continues and gestures to him as if that should be enough proof of her maturity.

"Is that so?"

"Are you questioning my age?" she sounds frustrated by it.

"I'm saying you're too young and you should leave before someone else comes and eats  you up," he says dryly.

"Oh," she tilts her head. "There's no need to worry about me. There's nothing here that can hurt me."

"Is that so?"

She nods, looking completely earnest as she walks up towards him, her footsteps as sure as steady as before, though he notices  now that she is not wearing any shoes.

He bites his tongue to stop himself from offering her his own. Up close, she appears to be even more fragile. There is something about her scent that is odd, but he does not have anything to compare it to.

"You're making a face," she says. "Why are you making a face?"

"You are very young," he says instead of the actual thoughts going through his head, which is that she really is exquisite. She has the sort of beauty that he knows will only continue to grow with age and he feels an inexplicable need to wrap his coat around her and hide her away from the world.

"If my age bothers you, then you need not see me at all," she says serenely, undoing the cloth around her waist and moving up to his head.

He realizes that she means to blindfold him and bares his teeth, the last weapon he has at hand.

She draws back minutely, eyes wide with shock, and then bares her own teeth at him, pearly whites with not a hint of sharpness to them. She looks like a kitten trying to be brave and it should not be endearing or adorable, but it is both. She blinds him with the robe, ignoring the minute twitches of his head which is all Dragus can manage with him being chained like this.

A Werewolf can fight without his sight and rely on his nose, but he is so powerless already that losing his sight only fuels his rage. "If you're going to kill me, at least do it honorably," he growls because it is easier to growl at a beautiful young woman when he is not looking at her.

"I'm not going to hurt you," she says and he can almost see her rolling her eyes.

"Is that so?"

"You say that a lot," she says instead of answering, sounding faintly amused. "I promise you're not going to be hurt, okay?" she says. "You're gifted to me," she continues. "I take good care of my gifts," she promises.

"Except the ones that has died here," he says bluntly.

"Died?" she echoes. "Nobody has ever died here," she reassures him.

He blinks under the blindfold, stunned by the sincerity in her tone. He has always been good at knowing when someone is lying to him and as far as he can tell, she isn't being deceitful. "I can smell the blood here," he says cautiously.

"Oh," she hums. "That's um... I hear that's normal for first times," she says.

"What?"

"What?" she huffs and to his frustration, refuses to elaborate further. "My name is Rina," she says and in the ensuing silence, he hears nothing but the annoyingly steady beat of her heart. "Well?"

"Well what?" he asks.

"I've introduced myself. It's your turn."

He considers lying about his name, but doesn't see the merit of giving out a false identity. Perhaps it would be easier for his pack to find him if she brags about killing him to others. They'll avenge him. "Dragus Ramses," he sighs.

"Pleased to meet you, Dragus," she says brightly. "I have to admit I'm a little taken aback that you arrived just a day after the date of my maturation, though. I was hoping for a little more
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