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Her heart is pounding, drowning out all other noise which isn't in her best interest, considering how easily it would be for them to overtake her and surround her. 

She doesn't make it far before the first Wolf pounces on her, slamming her into the ground and knocking her breath from her lungs. She struggles, hands pawing the ground for anything she can use as a weapon and is rewarded with a huge rock that she hits the Wolf with. 

He howls in pain and snarls, momentarily distracted by the pain in his head and is quickly tackled by another Wolf. 

She struggles to her feet and keeps running, ignoring the throbbing pain on her ankles and palm where she's scratched herself from her earlier fall and scramble to get away. 

The sound of growls and snarls behind her prompts her into running faster and faster, her legs burning and muscles aching as she tries to proper herself faster. Adrenaline can only get her so far when it comes to running away from Werewolves though, and it doesn't take long for a hand to fist the back of her shirt, clutching her and then pushing her down. 

She falls again but a hand lashes out and catches her before her knees hit the ground for the second time that day. 

The first thing she notices is the sharp claws around her waist, dark fur covering the entire arm, monstrous and terrifying. The second is the low purring breath close to her ear. "Mine," he rumbles and she feels something wet dripping onto her shoulders, sliding down until she can see the smear of red all over her clothes. She makes the mistake of looking up to see who's captured her and sees a truly terrifying face, sharp fangs and wolf-like, but enough human characteristics to be uncanny. 

She yelps and tries to pull away, but his arm tightens around her and she's lifting off the ground. 

"What- what're you doing?" he turns her around and lowers her onto the floor gently, or probably as gently as he can manage. 

She's never seen a Werewolf before. He's huge, easily twice her size and height, looming over her and casting her in his shadows. The moon shines brightly behind him and she's too tired to run. Her eyes are drawn to his face, wolf-like and human at the same time, blood dripping from his jaws and his claws. Her shirt is smeared where he's caught her earlier and for a second, she's afraid he's hurt her, but she doesn't feel pain there, so it's not her blood. 

From the looks of it, it's not his blood either. 

He bends down until he is covering her with his body and presses his nose to her neck, breathing in deep. when he speaks again, it's a low, rumbling growl that seems to shake the very ground she's laying on. "Mine," he growls.

This steamy short story contains scenes inappropriate for 18-years and below. A young woman experiences her first time with an Alpha Werewolf. It contains public sex and humiliation (outdoor), exhibitionism & voyeurism, domination and submission, size-difference (large males, petite female), and knotting.
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Chapter One: Stranger Danger
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Going out to buy groceries with a time limit is all sorts of stressful. She used to love it and would take her time just strolling along the aisle, comparing brands and figuring out which ones would work best for her dinner, but now she's trying to get the things that she needs as quickly as possible. She draws her jacket a in a little tighter and picks up a cart from the entryway, her movement a little stilted and uncomfortable. 

At least her grocery list isn't too long. Eggs, meat, carrots, potatoes, cereal, and milk. Maybe a new toothbrush while she's here.

She finds the eggs first and puts a dozen in her cart, then makes her way to the where the fresh produce is. Dominic insists on a healthy, low-fat diet. Except when he brings her out to eat. Then she would kneel at his feet and eat from his hand. He feeds her all sorts of weird things then. 

She flushes red at the memory and adds a few more things into her basket. She never used to buy these sorts of meat before. So red and fresh in their little plastic wrap that she has to be careful not to tip it or risk getting blood all over herself. The last time Dom had bitten through skin in his passion, he had lost control of his wolf and proceeded to lick her all over, sharp fangs grazing over her skin, but not hard enough to scratch. 

She considers getting coffee. She misses the rush of caffeine, but Dom doesn't like it when she drinks coffee. He says makes her smell a little bit bitter and sour. 

She finishes getting everything she needs in the list in record time and then she's rushing towards the conveyor belt. There's a self-checkout that she like prefers using normally that's down for repairs today. 

"That's a pretty necklace," the man at the counter says, smiling at her with too many teeth. His hair is dyed red with purple streaks at the side, giving him a sort of punk-rock look she's only seen in rock band magazines. She's not really into that. Her type is... older, she supposes. More mature and level-headed. Then again, maybe not? Dom isn't exactly level-headed when it comes to her. Quite the opposite, in fact. 

Her hand rushes up to the lace red and pink band around her throat. There are colorful gemstones wrapped all around the band, sparkling and beautiful, but a little bit tight. there's a small gold ring at the back that lets Dom click the leash to it and guide her along. Sometimes, he likes to hook his fingers into the band so he can tug her head forward and guide her as he fucks her face. "Thank you," she says, touching the band gently, cheeks pinking. 

"Where did you get it?" 

She swallows. The band seems to tighten around her. She knows Dom is in the car outside, waiting for her to be done. He doesn't like coming into the market and doesn't like that she insists on going on her own. She thinks she should've taken up his offer on having someone do the grocery shopping for them. "Online," she ends up saying. 

"It fits you," he says, leaning a little too close her way as he grabs her cereal box. She leans back and away from him, but not before she catches the whiff of mint candy. Three's only so much space for her to work with. She closes the side of her neck with her palm, finding solace in the ridges from the gemstones on the soft cloth. Dom loves having it on her. To other Supernatural creatures, it signifies that she's taken and they should keep their distance. To humans, it's just a fancy necklace that some girls like to wear. 

"Thank you," she says, quiet, a little bit afraid because he's so close and she's not used to having people close to her now that Dom's with her all the time. He's having one of those days where his wolf is close to the edge and it's safer to have him further away from people for their safety. She hopes he's in the car and not eavesdropping on their conversation, but that would be asking for too much, really. 

And the man is really a little bit unhinged. He's leaning close, stomach pressing into the edge, all but climbing over the counter in order to get closer and it's a little bit creepy. Maybe a lot creepy. She kind of wishes Dom was back here with her, but then, she's also grateful he's not because he would probably tear his throat out from being so close. She averts her eyes and tries to look busy deciding which card in her wallet to use. 

Thankfully, he gets the hint and backs off, giving her a little bit of space so she's no longer leaning away from the counter. He gives up making small talk and bags everything up. She pays for the whole thing with Dom's credit card and rushes out, hoping Dom isn't paying so much attention on her that he had overhead the conversation. 

The groceries are not really heavy, but she aches everywhere already from having spent the weekend on her knees with Dom. Her wrists are sore and even though there are bands covering them too, she imagines she can see the bruises there from when he has her tied up so he can use her better. 

It's nice, falling into that drifting little place where nothing matters except pleasing him. She loves him so much it's an ache in her heart, sometimes, and she doesn't know what to do about it, so it helps that he knows exactly what to do. 

She sees him outside the car in the parking lot. The engine is rumbling, his driver still sitting behind the wheel. Even from the distance, she can feel the intensity of
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