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​​​​​​​​​​​​​​​​​​​​​​​​​​​​​​​​​​​​​​​​​​​​​​​​​​​​​Warning:

This complete bundle contains four steamy standalone shorts with sexual scenes involving werewolves, vampires, domination and submission, master/pet roleplay, humiliation, knotting, size kink, consensual rough sex, first time, public sex and humiliation, group sex, gangbang, and much, much more.

In this Submissive Cat Shifter Complete Bundle, four young cat shifters fall into the clutches of strong Alpha Werewolves who lose no time seizing control, taking advantage of their naivete and natural submissiveness. This bundle contains:

Werewolf Domination

​When an Alpha Werewolf appears at their humble home, Katherine knows that he's here for Jennifer,  who is older and prettier. Jennifer isn't like her, she doesn't have the cat ears and tail that people make fun of.

They quickly find out that he is not here for her sister at all. He offers her mother a lot of incentive to take her back with him, not just as his wife but as an Alpha's Mate, which means he won't be the only one to have her.

What kind of hidden pleasures await the timid Cat Shifter as she follows the big bad Werewolf to his home?

Start Reading Here

Werewolf Abduction

Innocent and naive cat shifter Kitten wants few things in life: the love of a strong Alpha Werewolf, and all the cat toys in the world. Too bad for her, a stranger thinks himself capable of giving her that and kidnaps her.

Will she be saved by the Alpha Werewolf of her dreams, or will he be too late?

This steamy short story features an eighteen-year-old Cat Shifter submitting to a strong Werewolf in all the ways imaginable and loving every second of it.

Start Reading Here

Touched in Public Places

When Cat Shifter Emilija leaves home in search of her long lost father, she meets a mysterious Vampire in the train who insists on accompanying her on her journey.

Theodore’s large build and sharp fangs have always intimidated, his Vampiric nature causing people to leave him with a wide berth, but he is rendered merciless in the presence of the timid Cat Shifter.

Emilija is running from her past and the imposing Vampire offers her exactly what she wants.

Finding love in the most unlikely of places, the passion is undeniable but things may be more complicated than either of them are prepared for.

Start Reading Here

Surrendering To Strangers

Kitty's new lover is everything she has ever dreamed of and more. The Alpha Werewolf is so patient and kind towards her, never pushing for more. He waits for her to come to him, to profess her desires with her own lips, to go to him and beg him to take her for the first time.

What she does not expect is for him to demand not only her submission to him, but to his packmates... and anyone he deems worthy, filling her up in all her holes and taking her until she is gasping for air, fingers curling into the sheets as her pleasure is teased out of her body one after another.

Her surrender is exquisite and her humiliation perfect as she is spread open and tied up by the strangers in public places

Start Reading Here
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​​Warning:

This steamy short story contains sexual scenes with eighteen-year-old cat shifter being seduced by an Alpha Werewolf who’s bigger and stronger than her. It also contains scenes of submission, master/pet roleplay, humiliation, knotting, size kink, fisting, groupsex, consensual rough gangbang, and much, much more.
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​​​​Chapter One: Marriage
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Kit chews on the fluffy end of her tail as she watches the imposing Werewolf talk to their mother. She knows why he's here and what he's asking for and a part of her wishes that she was more ignorant.

The gentleman in question is known for his wealth and power as well as his ability to instill fear in everyone around him. His name is James Wolfgang and he mostly keeps to himself in his lavish castle, where hired help, including their mother and her sister, would go in once a week to clean the place up.

The whole town is terrified of him, not just because he's a large and terrifying Werewolf, but he owns so many properties and has so much power over the higher ups that if they're worried if anyone missteps, he would bring the wrath down on the town and level it.

It doesn't help that several of his wives have gone missing after marrying him.

She feels her heart thumping wildly in her chest. She knows that James doesn't associate easily with people, preferring to keep himself in the company of his Werewolf Pack in his own territory. For him to come down to the village and specifically ask to see their mother isn't a good thing. She doesn't know if she should be terrified or excited by the fact that they have him in their house, so she settles for terrified.

Even from the other side of the room, Kit can see that he's a very handsome man. The rumors are true about his size and the power he exudes. She's a cat shifter, a natural predator, but even she feels like running away. As if noticing her gaze on him, he turns his gaze over to her and offers her a small smile that makes the butterflies in her tummy flutter. She turns her gaze away from him and focuses on combing her fingers through the thick fur on her tail, still mouthing the tip. She must look ridiculous, chewing on her tail like this, but she can't stop.

"Don't do that, Kit," Jennifer says, gently pushing her thumb into her mouth to tug her tail free. "You shouldn't chew on your tail, Kit. You know that," she scolds.

"I'm sorry," she mewls. There's fur on her tongue and she tries to get rid of it by licking the back of her palm.

"You shouldn't do that either," Jennifer laughs, tipping her face to her and instructing her to open her mouth. She takes a clean napkin and picks the fur from her tongue carefully. "There. All better. Don't chew on your tail, Kit. The fur takes forever to grow back, remember?"

She remembers. She chewed through the fur there a few months ago, when their father tried to sell her to someone from the city. Mother had thrown such a fit and kicked him out of the house, threatening to call in the police if he suggests something so terrible again. She loves mother. They're all each other has now.

"I think she wants to marry you," Kit whispers, ears perking up, trying to catch bits of the conversation that their mother is having with the strange man in their home. He had brought a lot of money with him, so she knows he's expecting something in return. She doesn't want Jennifer to be married to the scary man, but maybe he can take good care of her.

Jennifer smiles at her sadly and doesn't try to lie to her by saying it's not true. Instead, she says, "Maybe he'll marry both of us."

She gasps, and then realizes her sister is just joking and giggles.

"Do you want another snack? You didn't eat much for lunch," Jennifer reaches for the tin and brings it down.

She nods. They ran out of meat a few days ago and lunch was mostly vegetables. She doesn't like vegetables. She loves snacks, though. Mother makes special ones for her that's made of dried up pieces of meat. It's mostly leftovers that the chef at Mr. Wolfgang's house would give her when she's feeling generous.

"Slowly, okay?" she says, picking up a small piece.

Kit nods and leans in to snatch it away. She swallows it whole and reaches for another, reaching over to her sister to get the tin.

Jennifer laughs, squealing as she leans as far back as she can from Kit, keeping the snacks from her paws. "Just one," she laughs.

"Girls!" their mother scolds and glares at the both. Instead of silencing them, it sends them into fits of giggles. Mother turns to Mr. Wolfgang and shakes her head. "I'm sorry," she says.

Mr. Wolfgang smiles at them politely and Jennifer tugs out of the house by her wrist after putting the tin back at the high shelf, where she can't reach. She could if she climbs up the counter, but mother gets so upset when she climbs on top of things, so she doesn't do it anymore.

"Are you going to be okay?" she asks Jennifer? "Maybe Mr. Wolfgang can take all of us in," she whispers.

"You know that won't happen, Kit," Jennifer sighs, looking so upset that she can't help leaning in to nuzzle her, rubbing her ears at her older sister's chin.

"It'll be okay," she purrs.

"Oh, Kit. What're we going to do with you?" Jennifer sighs. "I'm just worried about how you and mother will cope without me around," she says. "But he will probably pay a big dowry, so you won't have to worry about money."

"What's going to happen to Kenneth if Mr. Wolfgang takes you away?" she asks. Kenneth is the baker boy whom Jennifer have been seeing. Kenneth is a Werewolf too.

Jennifer looks surprised by the question. "I didn't think you would notice," she says at last.

"I notice things," Kit huffs. She's not the most observant of people, but she's seen her older sister sneaking out of the house to see her lover in the evenings. She's not as quiet as she thinks she is.

"Of course you do," she laughs and rubs her behind her ears, where it feels nicest. "Mother doesn't approve of him," Jennifer sighs, forlorn.

Mother doesn't like Werewolves because Jennifer's father was a Werewolf but Kit know him at all. He passed away when Jennifer was young and mother remarried. Kit's father is a Werecat. Mother's a Werecat too, which is how they ended up with her. Sometimes, the animal gene is so powerful that they'll end up with something like her.

Her peers make fun of her mercilessly for her long fluffy tail and the cat ears perking up over her head instead of normal ears. They like to flick her ear and tug her tail when she was growing up, but Jennifer makes sure they leave her alone when she's near. She loves Jennifer.

Now that she has gotten older, mother and Jennifer are even more protective of her. Their father isn't the only one who wants to steal her away and sell her to some rich aristocrat in the city. They would keep her as a pet.

She doesn't like how that sounds. She likes being here with mother and Jennifer, planting vegetables and keeping sheep and chicken.

"I hope he doesn't ask for me," Jennifer whispers. "I hope he's here for something other than marriage. Maybe he had gotten married and just needs us to move in and help around the house," she says.

She nods. She feels sorry for her sister, who would no doubt be chosen as the man's wife. Maybe they could talk to their mother about how Jennifer already has someone she loves.

Kit has a feeling that none of them have much say in what the man decides, though. The only reason that they are able to make do is from that weekly cleaning job that Mr. Wolfgang hires them for. She gets to follow them sometimes, but the other cleaners complain about her being too distracting and they normally put her in one of the spare bedrooms away from everyone and tell her to stay there until they head home.

She wishes she wasn't such a burden to her family.

When mother appears at the door, she looks grim. They look like they've agreed on something, but she isn't happy about it.

"Let me talk to her first," she says to Mr. Wolfgang, who is a full head taller than mother. He nods.

"Of course. Take as much time as you need," he says.

She squeezes Jennifer's hand harder, thinking that it would be the last time they will be together. Mr. Wolfgang is powerful. Maybe he won't even let them say goodbye. Will she disappear like the rest of his wives?

"Jennifer," mother says softly upon getting closer, turning her attention to the older sister, her lips pinched, the wrinkle on her head making her look older than her years. "Jennifer, I need to talk to your sister alone for a moment."

Jennifer blinks at her, her expression shifting from confusion, to understanding and fleeting relief that is followed swiftly with horror. She starts shaking her head. "Mother, you can't," she says, and then louder, "You can't!"

"Do as I say," she says.

Jennifer steps in front of Kit and tries to shield her with her body. She turns her face to Mr. Wolfgang, who is looking at them from the door. "You can't have her," she says. "Mother! He can't have her."

"Jennifer," mother sighs.

"Jennifer?" Kit asks, confused.

"We can't keep her safe forever, Jennifer," mother says. "Mr. Wolfgang is an Alpha. He will take good care of her, make sure nothing like last time would happen again."

Last time probably referred to when father told her he was bringing her to see his new friends and put her in the car. He didn't manage to drive away because mother had woken up and demanded to know where he was going to bring her in the middle of the night. She was so upset, screaming and clawing at father, throwing all of his things out into the snow, telling her to hide in the closet.

Jennifer cried a lot and clung to her with her hands on her ears, telling her not to listen.

She didn't know father was trying to sell her until much later, when they told her how it was important for her to stay close.

Jennifer is still shaking her head. "You can't do this!" she insists. "Mother!" Jennifer says louder, her voice going pitched and panicked.

"Miss Jennifer, I assure you, no harm will come to her," Mr. Wolfgang says, stepping forward. "She will be as precious to me as she is to you," he insists and he's looking at Kit when he says this, his expression earnest.

"Oh," Kit blinks. "You want me?" she asks, feeling a little bit lost.

"Yes, Kit," mother sighs, giving up trying to talk to her alone. "Kit, Mr. Wolfgang wants to take you home with him. He agrees to let us visit twice a week. If you're unhappy about anything, you just have to let us know, okay? He promised to take good care of you. Mr. Wolfgang can feed you all your favorite things and make sure no one hurts you, okay?" she says in a rapid fire of words that isn't quite clicking yet. "This is a good thing," she continues, saying this last bit to her sister, who is still glaring at mother like she has betrayed them somehow.

She blinks, trying to wrap her mind around this new knowledge. She finds herself clinging to her sister, to what's familiar. Her eyes burn with tears and she wants to be brave, she does, but she has never liked changed. "I don't want to go," she whispers. "Mummy, I don't want to go," she whimpers.

Her mother's eyes soften. "I know, Kitten. I know," she hums, the endearment coming out as she opens her arms wide.

She throws herself into her mother's arms and her mother squeezes her tightly for a second before pulling apart, pushing her closer to the Werewolf.

"You have to go with Mr. Wolfgang now," she says and Jennifer comes forward, looking like she's ready to protest more, but Kit nods.

She'll be brave. "Will you let Jennifer marry Kenneth now?" she asks.

Jennifer makes a pained noise. "Kitten," she whines.

Mother looks shocked, but she smiles. "If that's what she wants," she says, turning to Jennifer, who is trying to be angry and upset, but still looks so relieved that she isn't the one who has to go with Mr. Wolfgang. "I love you," mother says and Jennifer comes up to echo her words, hugging her tightly from behind.
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​Chapter Two: Doctor
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Mr. Wolfgang didn't come alone.

With mother's permission, a group of men waltzes right into their home and sets some thing on the floor in the corner. "Gifts," he says shortly.

It smells like money.

It feels a little bit like payment, but that's kind of just what dowries are. She's happy, though, she supposes. It means Jennifer can marry that man she loves and mother doesn't have to work so hard anymore.

Mr. Wolfgang tells her to sit at the chair and an older man settles in front of her, smiling kindly at her. He smells human, not a hint of animal on his skin, so she doesn't feel threatened by him.

"Can you tell me your name?" he asks as everyone hovers behind them. They feel really serious. She doesn't know why.

"I'm Katherine," she says. "But everyone calls me Kit."

"Well, hello Kit. I'm Doctor Leo. You may call me Leo, or Doctor, whichever you're more comfortable with," he says.

She frowns at him, immediately suspicious. "I'm not sick," she says automatically. She doesn't like doctors very much. She hasn't been to many doctors because mother is distrustful of them too, but father used to bring her to them. Doctors said things like, "This won't hurt a bit," and it invariably did hurt, a lot. She turns to her mother and says, "I'm not sick. I don't need a doctor right now," she insists, and then turns back to the doctor so murmur a soft, "thank you," in hopes that it would be enough to dismiss him and make him go away.

He chuckles. "I'm just going to ask a few questions, Kit. Nothing invasive and nothing that will hurt at all, I promise."

She moves to get up, but a pair of hands rests on her shoulders, keeping her in place. She twists around, expecting to see mother's stern face glaring down at her, but she's looking at Mr. Wolfgang instead. She mewls, heart beating hard. "I don't want to," she whispers, ears folding back. Her tail wraps around her body and she chews the end fitfully.

"Kit," Jennifer's voice is wobbly, like she's amused, but also on the verge of tears.

"Don't do that," Mr. Wolfgang chides, mirroring what her sister had done earlier, pushing his thumb into her mouth and tugging her tail free, though he pushes his fingers in deeper than her sister did and she can taste the salt of his skin on her tongue when his touch lingers there. "The good doctor isn't going to hurt you, Katherine. It's okay," he says, staring at her with solemn eyes. His other hand cradles the side of her head, warm and comforting.

She blinks at him through lashes that are glistening with unshed tears.

"It's nothing bad, I promise," he says.

She doesn't know him well enough to figure out if he's lying to her. She hopes he's not.

"We will do a more thorough examination later on, but for now, I just want to ask you some questions, okay, Kit?" the doctor speaks up, his voice carefully level, bringing her attention back to him.

She swallows the lump in her throat and nods, feeling the solid weight of the other stranger standing behind her, keeping his hands on her shoulders and pulling her back slightly so that she is resting on his solid chest.

"How old are you, Katherine?" he asks.

"I just turned eighteen a few days ago," she puffs up proudly. "Mother made me cake and Jennifer bought me snacks," she says.

"Happy birthday, Kit," the doctor murmurs, exchanging a look with the Werewolf, who huffs and says cryptically, "I waited." The doctor rolls his eyes. "A few days is hardly waiting," he says before turning to her. "Do you know what a cognitive test is?" he asks.

She turns to her mother, who shakes her head and says no. So she mirrors that response.

Mr. Wolfgang's fingers tighten on her shoulders. "It's not good to lie, Katherine."

She grimaces while her mother argues from beside them, "I've never had her take one before. I know the risks of taking the test. I'm not about to let someone just walk in here and take her from me. She's my child."

"She's taken the test before," Mr. Wolfgang says, relaxing his grip on her shoulders, but turning her so that she's facing him again. "Have you taken the test before, Katherine?" Mr. Wolfgang asks.

She licks her lips and looks down. "Father says not to let mother know," she says softly. "He brought me to the institute to have me tested a few weeks before um- before he left." It's still a sensitive topic in their household. She doesn't like bringing father up. Everyone gets upset when they remember what he tried to do. She wonders if she did the right thing by saying the truth because everyone smells like distress now too.

"That's alright," Mr. Wolfgang soothes. "It's okay. There's no need to be upset about that. We just need to know if you know where he kept the results."

She shakes her head. Her father had taken it with him after.

"Do you remember your score?" he asks.

She does, but she doesn't want to tell them. Father had been really happy when he saw the results and she thought she did well, but she did really terribly. She didn't pass any of the tests. The men who did the test with her were very mean. She didn't like anything about it. "I didn't do well," she admits softly.

"Did they do more tests or just the paper?" he asks.

"I had my blood tested too," she says. "And um- some exercises? They checked my ears and x-ray and stuff," she grimaces at the memory.

"Kitten, why didn't you tell us?" mother asks, looking completely distraught. "He said he brought you to visit a doctor because you weren't feeling well," she tells Mr. Wolfgang, looking so very upset. She feels bad for lying to her mother about that day, but she remembered not feeling well after all the exams and hiding out in her room for hours afterwards.

"Father says not to," she whispers. He normally doesn't like her at all, but he had been so proud of her after that, telling her what a good job she did. It's so rare for her to get praises from him. She should have known better.

"I would assume he had gotten someone from the city to come down and do a partial test on her, then," the doctor says. "The comprehensive test requires government officials such as myself involved, and the records will be public. Still, it is safer to get your hands on her blood test results and ensure that he does not try to scam anyone with it," he tells Mr. Wolfgang.

"We'll get in touch with your father and have those destroyed before he can do any damage with them," Mr. Wolfgang says. "Be good for the doctor, Katherine," he adds and steps away from her.

She finds herself missing the warmth of his touch on her skin and turns to the side to watch the Werewolf pulling her mother aside to talk to her about where they could possibly find father. Her ears swivel to their direction, picking up pieces of conversation that probably has everything to do with her. He's telling her how easy it is for someone to just take her away, how easily she puts her trust in people who don't deserve that trust.

"How're you feeling, Kit?" the doctor asks, drawing her attention back to him with a light touch on the back of her hand.

She startles and blinks as her eyes are drawn back to the doctor. He looks very old and kind, but she knows looks can be deceiving. Father looks very handsome and kind too. "I'm fine, thank you," she responds automatically, trying to be polite even though she doesn't feel really fine.

"Can you give me a handshake?" He extends his hand and offers it up to her. She chews on her bottom lip and wraps her fingers around his hand. "That's good. Can you try and squeeze as hard as you can?" he asks.

She clenches her fingers together, squeezing his hand, but she's careful not to scratch him with her claws. She doesn't have a very strong grip. That's why mother keeps the things that she doesn't want her to play with in jars that needs to be screwed open.

"Thank you, Kit," he says. "Now, open up and let me look at your tongue? That's a good girl. Say 'ah'."

She feels really silly, but she does what he says, glad that mother and Mr. Wolfgang are still talking in hushed voices away from them.

"That's beautiful, darling. Good girl," he praises.

She flushes at how easily he compliments her. Her cheeks grow warm with the praise and she relaxes a little bit.

He presses a flat Popsicle stick on her tongue. The bits at the front are rough and when he drags it away and the wooden stick frays a little. "Very good. You may close your mouth now, darling," he says. "Can you look up and keep your gaze on me, Kit?" he asks.

She looks the doctor in the eye for the first time and quickly averts her gaze. She shakes her head. "I don't want to." She clutches the tip of her tail between her fingers and combs her fur.

"That's fine. That's okay," he says, writing something in his notes. "Can you draw a circle for me?" he asks.

"Do you want me to get my crayons?" she asks eagerly. Mother bought her a coloring set and she likes playing with the colors.

"You can use mine," he offers, taking something from his back. The pencil he has is very thin, though. She doesn't know if she can grasp it properly with her hands. Her fingers are a little weird, the pads soft and the back a little bit furry. The claws at the tip are retractable.

She keeps her claws inside now as she reaches for the pencil and grasps it gingerly, drawing a... somewhat circular thing. "I'm sorry," she hums, looking at her disappointingly wobbly drawing.

"That's fine, darling," he says. "Can you tell me about what you did yesterday?" he asks.

She thinks about yesterday for a few seconds, and then shakes her head. There wasn't anything interesting about yesterday.

"That's fine," he says. "Please lean forward and tip your head down a little. That's it," he says. "It's alright," he coos when she makes little distressed noises. She doesn't like exposing the back of her neck like this. "It's okay. I'm just going to touch you here for a few seconds, alright?" She feels his fingers scratch the bottom of her head. Her tail twitches wildly, trembling as her ears fall to the side in lax contentment. "That's it. There's a good girl," he says, gently kneading at her back.

She makes biscuits on the table, nails scratching the surface in pleasure.

"That's it," he says and then squeezes her neck lightly. Her muscles go limp and she whimpers, fear and stress making her whimper loudly. A loud snarl from behind her makes the doctor release her instantly and back away.

"That's quite enough, Doctor," Mr. Wolfgang materializes behind her suddenly, tipping her body back until she is leaning on him. She feels dazed as his hand wraps around her jaw, massaging lightly. "It's alright," he hums.

"Just doing the standard tests, Alpha," the  doctor says, still a few steps away from them, hands in the air as if in surrender. He looks rather silly like that.

Mr. Wolfgang isn't listening to the doctor. He cradles her head in his massive hand and rubs the back of her neck lightly, brushing away the doctor's touch on her skin and replacing it with his own. "Are you okay, darling?" he hums and she can feel his breath on her skin. He's warm everywhere.

She nods. "I'm fine, thank you," she says politely.

The doctor takes a careful step forward and when it's clear that he won't be mauled for stepping closer, he sits back down and jots a few things in his notes. Then, he pauses. "Do you want a treat, Kit?" he asks.

Mother says she shouldn't accept treats from strangers, but he isn't a stranger anymore, is he? She tilts her head to the side and considers the question, wondering if it's a trick. "I do, please," she murmurs at length and he smiles, reaching into his inner coat pocket.

"First, a question," he says. Her expression falls and he chuckles. "An easy one, I promise. Did the other doctor do what I did just now too?" he asks.

She chews on her bottom lip and tries to recall the day's tests. There were so many and she doesn't like thinking about that day at all. Everything was very uncomfortable and father kept telling her to be good and do what the doctor said. She remembers the sharp pinch, though, and the way the others laughed when she froze altogether. She nods after a moment, cheeks coloring with embarrassment at the memory.

"Shh... It's alright," Mr. Wolfgang hums, soothing her the way her mother used to. She wants to turn around and see if her mother and sister are still around, but they must be handling the other visitors. It's rare they have so many in their little house. She can hear their familiar heartbeats elsewhere in the house.

"Good girl," Doctor Leo tears free what looks like a piece of jerky and gives it to her.

She makes a happy noise and thanks the doctor as she takes it from him.

Mother returns in at moment and sighs from somewhere behind her and she turns to her mother with the jerky halfway to her mouth, ears folded back guiltily.

"What did I say about taking food from strangers, darling?" she sighs.

"I'm sorry," she wonders if she should offer to return the food, but it smells so nice. Hunger wins in the end and she stuffs the whole thing into her mouth and chews quickly before swallowing.

Mother sighs.

"You can't keep an eye on her forever," Mr. Wolfgang says.

Jennifer interlinks her fingers with her mother and they stand close together. Jennifer looks more like mother than she does, taller and more confident than she would ever be.

"Did I do something wrong?" Kit asks, blinking at mother, who looks tearful, but manages a smile when she shakes her head.

"Nothing, Kit. You didn't do anything wrong," Mr. Wolfgang insists.
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Mother and Jennifer pack what little belonging she has in a small bag and gives her another long hug before helping her into the car. She curls up at the very end the moment she gets into the seat, sniffing the leather and frowning. It smells new.

She's careful not to curl her claws into the seats, but when Mr. Wolfgang climbs into the seat beside her and the car starts moving, she startles and her claws sink in sharply.

There are several cars before and after them too and they make lots of noise as they drive past the gravel. Her ears fold back, fur puffing up.

"Do you want to scent me, darling? Would that relax you?" he asks.

She blinks at him. Mother used to scent her, but as she grew older, she stopped and told her that she's too old for nuzzling. Jennifer lets her do it, though. She wants to, but she doesn't know him.

She shakes her head.

"Come here, Kitten," he says, his voice going deeper, his pupils darkening.

She has a feeling he's not used to being denied. "I don't want to," she says softly, shaking her head again, but he reaches across the seat and grasps her arm tightly, yanking her into his lap. She cries out in shock and keeps herself curled up as he tugs her body into his lap. He's so much bigger than stronger than she is that it is only too easy for him to move her around. He wraps an arm around her curled body easily and drags his nose up the back of her neck and into her hair, his lips pressing where the doctor had pinched her earlier.

It feels like he is washing away the doctor's scent with his own, covering the smell of his fingers on her skin with his tongue. She whimpers, shaking her head and trying to pull away. "No, no," she whines, not wanting to be wrapped so securely in his arms.

She knows it's wrong to feel safe here because she doesn't know him at all. The need to pull away is entirely instinctual.

"Stay still, Kitten. I'm not going to hurt you," he rumbles. If he is trying to soothe her with his words, he is failing miserably. His tone is too deep, his voice thick with desire. His grip on her is too tight and he is growling up a storm, drowning the sound of the car's engine.

She tries to struggle, but he's holding onto her so tightly and her mewling noises only seem to spur him on, rubbing his scruff against the sensitive skin on the back of her neck roughly. He licks the back of her ear and nuzzles her lightly, purring the whole time, the sound coming from the base of his stomach all the way out and trembling through his entire body and into her own, making her shake minutely.

"It's alright. I've got you," he says as though he


























d2d_images/chapter_title_above.png
)

“}i\ W





d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_left.png





d2d_images/cover.jpg
saoSueals 031 SurJdspua2aans

sooerd 2Ii[dand Ul p2Yy>nolL

uoroNpqv JIOMDIDINN

TOIJEUIUWIOCI JIOMDIDAAN

X7 R

it %‘; L
lots

!

Siibmissive,
E
"} %‘Y‘\z"'

bundte

yfaﬁm’m&e Cat
fé/ﬁw«f &W/






d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_right.png





d2d_images/chapter_title_below.png





d2d_images/image004.jpg
Werewolf

Domination

i
%ﬁ&//y.}':

Submlsswe Cat Shifter 1





