

    
        
          Alpha Werewolves & Little Kittens

        

        
        
          Alpha Werewolf

        

        
        
          Arian Wulf

        

        
          Published by Arian Wulf, 2021.

        

    



  
    
    
      This is a work of fiction. Similarities to real people, places, or events are entirely coincidental.

    
    

    
      ALPHA WEREWOLVES & LITTLE KITTENS

    

    
      First edition. July 11, 2021.

      Copyright © 2021 Arian Wulf.

    

    
    
      Written by Arian Wulf.

    

    
      10 9 8 7 6 5 4 3 2 1

    

  


Table of Contents

Title Page

Copyright Page

Look Inside

Chapter One: Voyeur

Chapter Two: Sent Away

Chapter Three: New Masters

Chapter Four: Feeding

Chapter Five: Tantrum

Chapter Six: Thick

Chapter Seven: Creampie

Chapter Eight: Wake

Chapter Nine: Reality

Also Read Professor Mine

Also Read

Sneak Peek from Love Bites

Sneak Peek from Chained

About Author

Also By Arian Wulf

	[image: ]
	 	[image: ]


[image: ]

Look Inside

[image: ]


The whole place smells like wolf. It was a scary scent for her to get used to at first, given her cat nature, but now, it feels safe- she feels safe knowing that the wolves here love her. She finds Oliver asleep, just as she had suspected, in the bed with a book on his stomach, as if he had fallen asleep in the middle of reading. It smells even more like him in here, the thick scent of wolf and musk and danger that makes the hair on her arm stand.

Cautiously, she brushes the back of her hand on his cheek, feeling the soft prickles of his stubble. His mouth parts and she feels like leaning into lick into his mouth to taste him. He fell asleep on top of his blankets, but he is still warmer than the rest of the house.

She chews on her bottom lip in indecision, and then climbs up onto the bed to curl around his side, making a space on the bed and on his body for her. She pushes the book out of the way and rests her head on his chest, listening to the sound of his heart. His arms lay limp on the side for several seconds, and then she feels him stirring awake, his heart beat jumping, and then calming again.

"Good morning, baby," he murmurs as he wakes, curling a hand on the back of her neck.

"Kitten," she corrects and licks her lips. He smells really nice, sleepy and calm and content. She wants to wrap herself in his chest and never leave.

He lifts her up a little, shifting her body so that she's on top of his chest. "Kitten," he rumbles, combing his hand down her long hair, pausing behind her ears where it feels the nicest and scratching there.

She smiles, pleased, and then surrenders to her instinct to lean in and capture his lips, showing her gratitude to him with her body. Their lips part, both eager to explore each other. His mouth is as warm as the rest of him- warmer.

He slides his palms up her thigh and parts her legs, guiding her to straddle his hips. When they part for air, she leans her head back, offering him the smooth expanse of her neck, guiding him to mark here there. His mouth latches onto the pulse on her neck greedily, his hands on her hips holding fast, and then his other hand curl around the base of her tail, holding it firmly, but careful not to yank.

She normally doesn't like having her tail grabbed, but he's holding her so firmly and she wants to give in to him. It's easy to close her eyes and just let him do whatever he wants with her- to her.

She moans as he sucks a bruise on her neck and her body moves without thought, grinding and gyrating lazily, rocking back against his hardened manhood. She's no longer a virgin, but the length pressing against her body is slightly worrying. Angelus's cock had be nowhere near as thick.

She closes her eyes and moans when he uses his teeth on her skin, biting gently, appealing to the animal part of her that wants to be dominated and claimed. It's a beautiful pain, one that she craves and surrenders to easily. She rakes her fingers over his scalp, tugging his head to the other side of her neck to mark her there as well.

He groans. "If you keep doing that, I'm going to breed you, Kitten," he says, pulling her off easily with a hand on the back of her neck, like he's scolding a misbehaving kitten.

"No," she pleads, hands fisting on his shirt, trying to pull herself closer. "Please," she whines.

"You're- you don't know what you're asking for, Kitten," he warns.

She can feel his cock between pressing against her bum, so hard and ready already. He bucks against her when she leans down and she mewls at him plaintively. "Please?"

"Kitten," he whispers but his grip on the back of her neck loosens enough that she is able to lean in and press her mouth to his cheek, rubbing their skin together.

"Please," she whispers, though she knows she's already won. She can feel his teeth on her flesh, teasing, tasting. "I want. I want. I want," she pleads. It's the most she's said ever since that first day, when she was still so confused and disoriented.

"What do you want, Kitten?" he growls into her hair, his voice rumbling in her bones. His free hand strokes the small of her back like he has no control over his own limbs. "So pretty. My pretty baby," he rumbles and there is a tone of awe in his voice, like he can't quite believe he's holding her close, which is just ridiculous because she loves cuddling up close to him. They're just doing more now.

"Pretty Kitten," she corrects, frowning sternly at him for a second because she's not a baby. She's eighteen now.

"The prettiest kitten," he chuckles and she preens, immeasurably pleased by the compliment. "We'll make pretty cubs together, won't we, baby?" he murmurs, talking mostly to himself now, his hands touching everywhere.

"Pretty kittens," she whispers, mouthing his neck the way he's mouthing hers, tasting the salt and desire on his skin. He tastes like power and Alpha and very much like a fertile male. She likes it, her animal loves it.
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"Oh, oh," she whines, legs wrapped around her lover's head as he licks between them, the flat of his tongue rough and perfect, sending sparks of pure pleasure up her spine and making her breath hitch.

The bright sun glares down on their bare skin and she has a second of shame at doing this in broad daylight with the possibility of someone catching them in the act, but she can hardly help herself.

She skipped class to go on a date with him and there must have been something wrong with her because he's touching her in the car with the roof down and she's letting him without trying to push him away. She's never done this before, never even touched herself because she's always been so shy about it and her parents are both cat shifters too and they would be able to smell her.

She only just turned eighteen a day ago and he said he had a present for her. Angelus is kind of a pretentious name, especially for a Werewolf, but she likes him anyways. He's a lot older than she is. At least twenty years older, to be precise. It's why their relationship has to remain secret. People wouldn't understand the kind of love they share for each other. She's not sure if it's love, like, Love, but she likes him well enough and she doesn't mind that she has to keep their relationship a secret. He brings her out on dates and spends time with her, keeping her company. Her parents are always busy with their work and barely has time for her. Not that she minds. Too much. She knows they love her and would give her anything she wants. But sometimes, she wonders if she's just a burden to them and if they would rather have their freedom back, to when they didn't have her. She wishes they could spend more time with her.

She's ostracized in school because of her cat ears and tail. They think it makes her less... human. Maybe it does. It's not like she knows any other life to compare hers to.

Her parents are cat shifters too. That's  probably why the cat genetics in her is so strong that she resembles one. She wishes she was one of those huge shifter animals. Some of the Wolf shifters in her class have very cool wolf eyes and powerful wolf hearing. Despite her fluffy cat ears and tail, she doesn't really have much strength. If anything, her bones are particularly fragile and even though she's lithe, she's also quite weak so she's no good in sports. She can run pretty fast, but she normally prefers to just lay in the sun and enjoy the heat against her skin.

Sometimes, she wonders if she's just a particularly lazy cat or if it's in her genes.

They've just enjoyed a big breakfast in the restaurant and he should really drive them somewhere more discreet, but the parking lot is pretty empty and she's too lazy to argue when he starts touching her. It helps that it always feels really good when he starts touching her like this.

A flush of heat rushes to her cheeks and she peers down at the mass of hair on his head between her legs. It makes her look rather silly. "I don't want to get ca- caught," she gasps, a surge of pleasure overcoming the fear of being seen.

"I'll hear if someone comes," he says, kissing the inside of her thigh, his voice husky and heavy with lust. When he looks up at her ,the color of his eyes is a shade darker than usual, the bright green so dark it's almost like night has fallen in his pupils. "I want you so bad, baby," he says.

She trembles, still unused to to hearing that even after weeks of being with him. "Okay," she whispers, trying to sound confident and sultry, but failing miserably because her voice is trembling and she is blushing so brightly.

They are in the back seat of his convertible and he has her clothes off in record time, busy kissing and licking every inch of her. She feels so exposed out here, but they're parked in the corner of the lot, where most people don't get close to, so she isn't too too worried about getting caught. The idea of it makes her skin burn and her heart thump faster. Public nudity is frowned upon, but not
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