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Feeling guilty, she starts crying again.

"Shh... " he says quietly. "Why don't you tell me your name?" he hums.

She doesn't want to tell him, choosing instead to stare balefully at the button on his shirt. It's a shiny little button, black, but looking almost silver in certain lights. She wants it. She pokes at it with the tip of her finger and tries to cut it off with her claw, whimpering unhappy when it's not sharp enough to cut it off.

"Darling," he huffs when he peers down at her and realizes what she's trying to do. "Poor darling. How long have they kept you in here? How did they get to you in the first place? You look- you smell-" he inhales her scent and makes a thoughtful sound.

She huffs and tries to pull away at him. She doesn't smell. She's been showering every day even though the shower isn't locked.

"You don't smell injured, at least," he hums. "But all Cat Shifters are registered and tracked. The only one missing is- Oh-" he pauses, allowing her to push away from him far enough that he can tip her head up with his clawed hand on her chin.

Now that he's awake and putting his full attention on her, he looks rather terrifying. Not that he wasn't frightening before. The effect was dulled when he had his eyes closed. They're so wolf-like, such a strong and pronounced feature of his face, fierce and proud, his bones well-formed. There is a story in the scar that runs from the upper corner of his lip to his chin.

She blinks tears from her eyes and considers snapping her fangs at his fingers, but he looks so serious and upset and she knows she can't take him in a fight and it'll be stupid to try.

"You must be Tanya's girl," he hums and uses the palm of his hands to wipe the tears from her cheeks. "I'm so sorry, my dear," he says and he shifts her until she is sitting more comfortably in his lap, his hand splayed on the small of her back to tip her body back. He peers at her neck, observing what must be an impressive ring of bruises around her neck the exact shape of his fingers. "I'm so sorry, darling," he hums again, leaning down to press his lips against her neck.

She stops moving completely, unused to having anyone so close to her pulse. He keeps licking and lapping at her neck, the cold trail of his saliva cooling the burn he had left on her skin when he choked her.

Then, he raises his eyes to hers and leans forward to lick very slightly into her mouth.

She makes a helpless moaning sound.

He pulls away abruptly and looks her directly in her eyes. For a few seconds, everything goes still, no movement or noise, as if the whole room is holding it's breath.

They just gaze at each other.

She doesn't think anyone has ever looked at her that way in her life. It's longing and hunger, spiced with something indefinably dark and menacing. She whimpers and attempts to pull herself free once more, hands kneading helplessly at his chest, trying to make more space between their bodies.

"You made a real sweet noise for me, darling," he hums at length, leaning in to do it again, tongue darting out to lick a wet stripe up her bruised neck. "Will you make it for me again?" he hums.

She doesn't understand why it feels so good, the wet press of his tongue against her delicate skin bringing to attention the nerve endings in her body that she doesn't know she had. She clings onto his shoulder and arch into her, nails clawing and scraping against his chest uselessly.

She moans again, her body reacting despite the fear throbbing through the rest of her, like her body and brain are two separate entities and she doesn't know which one she should be focusing on. "No, no," she whines, heart beating fast when she feels the warmth of his lips against her bare skin, his fingers on her back, the shirt doing little to hide her body.

"I'm sorry," he says again, but he doesn't sound apologetic. If anything, he sound rather smug. "That's it, darling, take whatever you need," he hums.

She doesn't get what he's saying at first, but then she feels the warmth of his hands on her hips and realizes that she's undulating her hips, grinding her hips against his and clinging onto him. "No," she whines and tries to stop, but her body has other ideas, continuing to rut against him like an animal in heat.
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Her captors are ignorant.

They must be. Or they're just terribly stupid. No one with half a brain would put a predator shifter and her in the same room. She shakes her head and reminds herself that it's not a room. Even though it is well-furnished and surprisingly comfortable, it is still a prison.

It's an easy mistake to make for non-shifters. Cats in nature are natural predators too. It's just peculiar that as Shifters, Cats Shifters are seen as prey by Werewolves and she would be seen doubly so.

She scrambles to the corner of the room when the Alpha Werewolf is placed into the room to join her.

"A companion for you, my dear," the man says with a smile that wrinkles the corner of his eyes and make him look kinder than he is.

She hisses at him, fur all puffed up in order to make her look bigger and more threatening than she is, but she doesn't try to get closer. There's another man at the door and he holds a gun in his hand. He doesn't look like he enjoys pointing the barrel of the gun in her direction, but he is doing it nevertheless and she's long since tired of begging them to let her go.

She knows it's not a good sign that neither of them are wearing masks, making no effort to hide their faces from her, but then again, perhaps the people that they have been talking about selling her to wouldn't care what she has to say and that's an even more terrifying thought.

She knows why she's here. They made it clear from the beginning that she's meant to be sold to the highest bidder, but they can't take her out of her prison cell because there are people looking for her.

They weren't expecting that because her Mistress had kept her so well-hidden. Mistress loves her. Of course, there would be contingency plans for if she were to be taken from her care.

She feels like she's been in here forever and she doesn't understand why they've put another person in here with her.

The smell of predator on him is too strong to be ignored and not for the first time, she wishes there was a door for the bathroom so she could lock herself in and hide away from the new stranger in the room.

He doesn't just smell like a predator- he looks like one too.

Werewolves are generally much bigger than Cat Shifters, but he's on another ballpark altogether. The bed that they have put him on is full length on her, but his feet sticks out the edge and there is something about his face, even when he's asleep, that triggers a defense mechanism in her. It makes her afraid to look at him in the face, like she's waiting for him to open his eyes at any second and level a glare at her.

She stares at the unconscious figure from her corner in the room, too afraid to move, less he wake and decide to make a meal out of her.

She knows, logically, that Werewolves aren't cannibals and they're not savages. They don't hunt and eat other Shifters, but she has met a Werewolf who's not related to her Mistress before.

Mistress is a Werewolf too, but she has always been so kind with her. Mistress warns her against other Werewolves, especially Alphas. They're violent creatures, she says, powerful, but terribly territorial and will stop at nothing to get what they want. There are kind ones too, she admits grudgingly, but those are few and far in between.

She's a Cat Shifter with very little to defend herself with. She doesn't even have her claws since they filed her sharp claws down until they're just blunt tips while she was asleep, not wanting her to scratch up her prison. She can't even use them to scratch the itch on her ankle, where metal cuffs link her legs together so she can't run very fast.

He doesn't move after what feels like hours and she crawls over to him, careful not to make a noise as she goes all the way up to his side and gives him a careful sniff. The chains on her feet clink together noisily.

When he shifts, brows furrowing impressively, she jumps back. It takes a long while for her to gather enough courage to get close once more. She is too curious not to.

Mistress
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