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This steamy short story contains scenes inappropriate for 18-years and below.  An innocent virgin is filled and knotted by a strong Alpha Werewolf and strangers in a dungeon. It also contains exhibitionism and voyeurism, werewolf knotting, domination and submission, dubcon, size-difference (large male, petite female), bareback, and creampie. 
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"Good girl. I want you to lie down," he pushes her down until she's laying on her back. "Hold your legs open like this," he grasps her ankles and spreads them open. 

She yelps, fighting the automatic reaction to cover herself with her hands by grasping her ankles instead, spreading her legs like she's been told. 

His grin is bright and pleased. "You're a good girl, aren't you?" 

She nods, a warm feeling spreading in her chest at the praise. 

"So beautiful too," he curls his fingers around her thighs, making her spread her legs wider still until she is doing the splits on the bed. Slowly, he slides his hand all the way up her inner thighs until he is inches from her glistening heat. Her face is burning up and she knows she's blushing hard. 

"Thank you," she whispers shyly, averting her eyes because she doesn't know if she can stand the sight of him studying her femininity so intensely. 

"I want you to look, pet," he says. "Open your eyes."

She gulps and does what she's told, forcing her gaze down the valley of her breasts and between her legs where he's spreading her pussy lips open. His face is inches from her heat and when he darts his tongue out to lick up her clit, she cries out. "Don't!" 

"Why not?" he asks. 

"It's- It's dirty," she says. 

He chuckles. "Hardly. You taste divine, pet," he says. "So soft and shy, even now," he chuckles and licks a firm strip up between her parted pussy lips, sending a flare of pleasure so intense up her spine that her back arches off the bed entirely. 

"Oh!" she cries and then quickly quiets by worrying her bottom lip. Her eyes dart to the door. It's closed, but she's worried about someone coming in. 

As though reading her mind, he says, "No one is going to come in, pet. Come now, I want to hear your voice," he chastises, using his fingers to pry her mouth open and pull her bottom lip from between her lips. 

She moans loudly after that, letting him know how good it feels when he licks up between her pussy lips and then spears his tongue inside her, entering her hole with just his tongue at first, and then, once her hole is more relaxed, a few fingers. 

"Look at you," he growls. "First time and already drenched, taking my fingers so well."

"I'm- I'm sorry," she whimpers, lower lip wobbling, eyes stinging. 

"It's a good thing, pet," he says, combing her hair back over her ear and cradling her face. "Poor baby. Sensitive, aren't you?" he observes. "I'll take good care of you, pet." 

She nods, wishing it could be forever. This is good enough, she decides. His attention on her now is all-consuming and she thinks she could drown in this and die happy. 

"Will you stay still when I fuck you, pet?" 

She bobs her head up and down eagerly, wanting nothing more than to make him proud. He dips his head between the valley of her breasts and sucks a bruise there. She's always been a little insecure about how big her breasts are compared to the rest of her body, like she's disproportionate. 

He loves that he can press her breasts together until her nipples are touching and suck at both tits at once, loves the helpless little sound he draws from her when he does this. 

Pleasure courses through her so intensely that she forgets to breathe, opening and clothing her mouth to let out little punched-out whines. It's an obscene sight, his mouth latching onto her breasts and suckling like he's trying to coax milk from her nipples. "Oh, oh, please, please, sir," she whimpers, wanting more, needing more. She grips her thighs harder because she wants so much to rub her inner thighs together and bring herself off. Slick arousal fluid trickles down between her pussy lips.

"Please," she cries when she feels his fingers between her legs, rubbing up and down her slit, making every erogenous zone in her body come alive. She feels like she's burning up, a tight coil of pressure building in her core that's threatening to spring apart. 

"Please what, pet? Use your words." 
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The hot morning sun glares down on her pale skin as she walks down the long stretch of road that seems to go on forever. If she's lucky, there are trees that gives her enough shade so she wouldn't be burned red at the end of the day. It's not a lucky day for her. 

Still, it could be worse. She could be back at the halfway house. She has never been more alone than when she was there for the last three years. She thought familiarity would eventually take the sharp edge off, but it turns out the discomfort she felt the first day when she stepped into the rundown house with too many rooms but not enough beds never goes away. Her stomach twists badly when she remembers the old lady who had been in charge there. 

Sure, she had never abused any of the children under her care, but she didn't care about their comfort either. The children there are all broken in one way or the other. She remembers the cold-eyed look in their expressions, the way they aren't like other children at all and shudders. She was like them too, she supposes. Losing her parents had been a traumatic experience for her.

It's probably why they didn't send her into an orphanage. Why they changed her name and gave her a new identity before abandoning her in the Halfway Home like she had done something wrong to deserve spending the rest of her childhood being unloved.

She clings onto how good her life was before everything. Her parents loved her so much and they had a quiet, peaceful life in a farmhouse that is far enough away from civilization that she didn't know until it's too late that her parents had been hiding. They had taken down a massive cult and had received so many death threats with the government being unable to help them in any way for so long that her father decided to sell his business, handing it all over to his partner, and move out in the middle of nowhere. 

It's a peaceful life. She loves it there. Loved it there. They had animals in their farm and plenty of fruits and vegetables in their garden so they are never hurting for food. Every year, her father's friend would come and visit with gifts that he would bring in a huge truck. She doesn't remember his name but she recalls she used to call him 'Uncle Rafa'. Not for the first time, she wonders what he's up to now and if he thinks about her at all. 

Because of the way her parents had died, the police dealing with the case decides to put her in witness protection and send her to a Halfway Home until she is old enough to take care of herself. She thinks it's a terrible way to deal with things, but it's not like she has much of a choice in the matter. She was mostly mute from the shock of losing two more important people in her lives so suddenly. 

By the time she came out from her shock, she was already fully absorbed into the system. 

She's free now, at least. 

The sun is still hot and her legs still hurt, but at leas she's out of that wicked place. She has a little bit of money from when she had worked part time for the local grocery story. 

It's nice, not having to go hungry for once. She switches the strap of the backpack to her other shoulder, shifting the weight there as she continues to walk down the long stretch of road. The next town she stops in, she's going to buy a giant hat. 
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