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This steamy romance story involves an Alpha Werewolf and an inexperienced young human female. It has scenes with public humiliation (outdoor, car), domination and submission, bdsm, exhibitionism & voyeurism, and plenty of steamy werewolf sex.
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The size difference should frighten her and warn her away from him even more. She is petite, even for a human, and wolves- werewolves have cocks that are just naturally thicker. And to top it off, some of them- Alphas, they even have knots, their cocks thickening at the base after they come to lock their lover's body to theirs, ensuring that their come is kept inside for as long as possible to maximize the fertilization of the sperm to the egg.

"Are you wet for me, love?" he asks.

She shakes her head, fingers curling into his hair, tilting her head up to coax him into continuing to kiss her. Their lips meet in a battle of desperation, teeth knocking together upon first touch due to the lack of sight, and then he's gripping her ass and lifting her up until she has to wrap her legs around him to keep herself from falling.

His tongue curls around hers and he is dominating the kiss entirely, gripping her tight and kissing her until she is breathless.

"You're so pretty," he murmurs, kissing down her throat while she catches her breath. He kisses a trail of fire from her breast to her navel, down and down until he is sucking the side of her waist and a little above her pubic bone. Instead of stopping and lowering her to the ground, he lifts her even higher until her legs are curled around his neck and his mouth-

"Oh god," she gasps, feeling his lips close around her clit, tongue playing and teasing her clit until she forgets that she shouldn't be holding onto his hair so tightly and she really shouldn't be yanking his hair as she grips it and throws her head back.

He hums something she can't catch because of the ringing in her ears and he's licking between her pussy lips again and again, sucking up the wet arousal fluid there like it's some sort of peculiar delicacy only he knows how to enjoy and appreciate.

He circles her opening with his tongue, licking at the hole, the tip of this tongue teasing to enter her again and again without actually penetrating her.

"Ah, ah, ah," she gasps, curling inwards, legs tightened around his neck and her breast pressing into the top of his head she holds on for dear life.

He eats her out noisily, uncaring of how it sounds to everyone as he pins her up against the wall with only his hands on her waist and her legs around his neck to keep her upright. His tongue curls in deep and she makes a soft, wailing noise that makes her flush red with embarrassment.

He pulls away and she makes another noise, this time of distress, and then he's lowering her down, putting her feet to the floor and twisting her around. He pushes her upper body down and grips her by her hips, yanking her back up like she's presenting her ass to him. It's humiliating and she's very glad that they're hidden in the dark.

"You smell good enough to eat," he growls against her skin, kissing her neck, sucking a ring of bruises around the slim column like a collar of belonging. It probably is.

She should probably stop him. She needs to go to work and the mark will make her look like some sort of slut. A jolt of pleasure rushes up her spine and she thinks she can just wear turtlenecks for a week or two while the bruises heal.
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Chapter One:  Birthday
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Nancy has just turned twenty-one and she recognizes the need for something in her life to change when the only people wishing her happy birthday are strangers on the internet forum where she likes to spend her time in and her mail.

Advertisements, mostly, but still, the "Happy Birthday, Nancy!" makes her feel both a tinge of bittersweet happiness.

It is among one of those birthday wishes where she finds the most peculiar invitation.

At first, she thought one of her new neighbors must be playing some sort of prank on her. Maybe it's an initiation thing. She slips it underneath the rest of her mail and forgets about it as she goes about her day.

Nancy works as a personal assistant in a fancy lawyer's office just down the street where she lives. She's worked there her entire life, really. Her mom told Nancy that she can't afford sending her to college, but somehow going on a cruise to the Caribbeans is perfectly fine. The older gentleman had hired her in the office as a sort of mascot at first, thinking that having a young human girl run errands and fill in paperwork would look good for his office. She had done such a good job that he just continued hiring her out of high school and put her on a permanent basis and with no college willing to take her in with a full scholarship, it was the best she can do.

She knows that her mom loves her, but she doesn't want her. She sees Nancy as a responsibility, a child out of wedlock that she didn't plan for. Her life is a series of one stepfather to another with none sticking for longer than a year. Mostly. It used to make her sad when the father figures in her life disappears without so much as a goodbye, but she's gotten used to it.

At least mom had the decency to sell the house and help her with the first month's rent to the apartment. She scoffs a little bit. Gods, her expectations are so low when it comes to familiar responsibility.

Her mom's reasoning was that like her, she's human, which means it won't be long before a wolf pack adopts her.

She doesn't say it in so many words, but that's a nice way of saying she'll just follow after her mother's footstep and be someone's mistress. Or a pack whore. She's aware of her mother's role in the pack that she flits in and out of, and the only reason why they never stayed with one pack for long is because her mom has abandonment issues and prefer being the one to cut ties instead of the other way around.

Which means she moved around a lot when she was growing up.

She vows that she would never to that. She knows how terrible it is to have grown up in a family where she feels abandoned most of the time.

If she's going to start a family, she'll make sure her children are loved. It's the reason why she's one of the few human students who's left

It isn't until she's finished her shift that night and is sorting through mail to make sure she doesn't have any overdue bills when she sees it again.

It's an invitation to a dance studio, a free lesson with future sessions provided if she meets an acceptable partner. She looks around her room, like she's a little afraid of being caught reading something so... raunchy. Even the picture on the pamphlet is sexually explicit with a silhouette of a naked young woman dancing with a naked men. Even in the shadowy pictures, she can tell their naked because theirs bodies are joined intimately, the inch of space between them connected by a black shaft that is undeniably the man's cock.

She blushes. It's embarrassing even looking at it. A part of her feels like she should fold up the pamphlet and put it away. It's not proper.

Another part of her is too curious about what it could be on about.

Sadly, there's not much information on the paper, just a time and place and a promise that it would be an 'experience to remember'.

The only sexual experience she's had is with her ex and they've broken up now. It's upsetting seeing as she had only ever been in one relationship and it was with him. She thought he was forever and that they were
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