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"What're you thinking about, puppy?" Alpha Aaron asks, his grip on her tightening. "You're smelling very tempting," he continues.

Eyes going wide, she sputters. "I- uh. Nothing?" she says.

He chuckles. "Did James and Castle show you some things over the weekend, baby girl? Did they make you feel good?"

She fumbles to get out from his grip, but he is holding tightly.

"Shh... No need to be frightened, baby. We're just talking, right? I won't do anything you don't want me to," he promises and she stills, trusting him completely.

She's been staying with him for a bit and he's always been respectful and kind, touching only as much as she's comfortable with.

His breath is warm on her neck when he talks, though. "You still smell like a virgin, baby. Did they touch you?"

She nods. "Only a little," she confesses, cheeks heating up to admit it.

"Did you like it?" he asks, petting her stomach, rubbing it lightly.

She chews on her bottom lip and nods again. "Yes," she says, feeling a need to say it out loud. She can feel the curve of his lips on her neck, pleased.

"Sweet little thing," he hums. "Can I touch you too?" he asks, tongue flicking over her ear as his chin rests on her neck.

His question burns into her, like a fire building in her belly spreading outwards onto her every nerve ending, making her come awake and yearn for something she doesn't have the words for. She thinks back to the forbidden video clip she had watched the night before and shifts in his lap, thinking of his thick cock inside of her, stretching her open.

"Can I, baby girl? I'll be gentle. I promise," he hums.

She swallows the lump in her throat and nods weakly, unable to do anything as his hand on her stomach snakes under her shirt. The warm feeling of his palm against her skin makes her breathe in sharply.

"Poor baby," he hums. "I can feel your heart beating," he drags his fingers up to her chest and presses his palm between her breasts. "Right here," he says.

Before she can rethink, his hand is cupping her breast and his other hand had slide under her panties to cup her wet heat. His fingers rub up and down her wet slit, the tip teasing at her hole. When he presses in, the tip goes in and she cries out.

He  gives her no time to adjust, though, shifting her and pushing his fingers deeper and deeper inside of her, the length stretching her from her inside.

She tries to be quiet, but the sounds escape her lips unbidden, whimpers and moans that seems to echo in the empty room. When she muffles her sounds, she can hear the wet lewd sound of his fingers thrusting into her.

Tears burn her eyes, humiliation warring with pleasure. IT feels good, the friction and full feeling nothing like what she has expected and he only has one- two fingers inside of her.

"I want to see, baby. Can I take your pants off?" he asks.

He's being so polite about it, asking so kindly and waiting for her to answer, pausing with just his fingers inside of her, two fingers pressing her soft walls, prodding and exploring her inner walls.

She whimpers and tries to twist around in his lap, but moving around only makes his fingers press against her insides more and she keens, pleasure jolting up her spine, so intense that she stops breathing for a second.

"Anh, anh," she gasps, pushing her hips back, feeling the hard line of his cock between their bodies.

"Shh... Don't fuss, baby. You don't have to if you don't want to," he says. "But I want to see, baby. Would you let me?" he asks, still so polite, his words low and rumbling.

She rests her head against his chest and tries to catch her breath and adjust to the new feeling. There's a fullness inside her already, but when she looks down, all she can see is the bulge of his hand between her legs. It does look rather unpleasant. Her nod is jerky and barely there, like she kind of don't want him to notice that she's giving him permission to do more, but it's enough.

She makes a wounded sort of noise when he pulls his fingers out from her tight heat, and then he's tugging her pants down to her ankles together with her panties and shifting her limbs to tug them all away. 
This short story contains scenes of domination and submission, knotting, size difference, age difference, double penetration, exhibitionism and voyeurism, gangbang, and so much more.
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Chapter One: Conditioning

[image: ]


It is the matron in the orphanage who suggests she finds a summer job.

She leaps at the opportunity with the enthusiasm of someone who has never had a summer job before. It is the older chef who suggests she finds employment with the Werewolf community. They are always looking for young flesh.

She thought he was joking about about that until she finds herself standing in front of a giant of a man, the first werewolf she has ever seen in her entire life. Instead of being terrified, she is insatiably curious. He picks her up like she doesn't weight a thing, placing her gingerly on one giant arm that acts like a seat for her butt. It's oddly comfortable, if a little bit dizzying and she's reacts instantly by wrapping her arms around his neck because she doesn't want to fall and he makes a low, rumbling noise, pleased. Then, he buries his face in her hair, breathing in deep.

In a rumbling voice, he says, "She'll do." Like he's deciding that she's an acceptable piece of meat and then that's  settled. She has her official summer job.

She finds out quickly that there's not much to do at her new job. Actually, there's nothing to do at all. The giant Werewolf appears to be absolutely content just holding her in his lap while he goes about his daily life, which has a lot to do with computers and setting things up, wiring and stuff that she's not allowed to touch. She tried at first, reaching out to look at the shiny bits on his table, but he grasps her by her wrists gently and puts them back on her lap.

"No touching, pup," he rumbles, his voice so deep and guttural it makes her whole body vibrate pleasantly. She shivers and nods, leaning back and pressing her cheek to his chest.

He's really a giant, so big that she is able to fit in his lap with her legs dangling off the side, her arms wrapped around his neck and eyes closing comfortably. This is a little weird- okay, a lot weird. Weird enough that when she goes back to the orphanage, she lied and told them that she helped with cleaning instead of just sitting in his lap and cuddling.

It feels nice, though. She doesn't get touched in the orphanage, no hugs, no handshakes, no nothing. The Matron is kind... enough. She doesn't really care for them beyond the paycheck that gets sent to her at the end of every month.

Still, she wonders if there's anything wrong with her for liking this and trusting the Werewolf not to eat her as she clings to him and dozes.

He likes to breathe very deeply when he's holding onto her. She thinks there's something about her scent that's calming to him. Maybe it's because she's prey. She's a weak little human who doesn't pose a threat to the Wolf. Like a pet.

She really doesn't understand it, but at the end of it all, she gets fifty dollars and a glowing recommendation from the Werewolf, which is more words that he had said in the time they're together. He is insistent that she is perfect for the position and that Matron Marie should allow more werewolves to spent time with her, but she's reluctant.

"The last girl I sent to you ended up staying forever," she says and Anna doesn't really see the problem with that either. Isn't that the whole point of the orphanage? For her to find a forever home?

He shrugs one bulky shoulder and says, "Ruth and James are a good fit. She's very happy with him."

Matron Marie does not look convinced, but he starts talking to her about donations and Anna sees the way Matron Marie's eyes glaze over and she knows he has her in his pocket already. The orphanage is always looking for contributions.

From there, a pack with two Alpha Werewolves who spend the weekend alternating between cuddling her and feeding her, and then back to Alpha Aaron ever Monday and Wednesdays. She spends her Tuesdays and Thursdays with Alpha Lucas, who has a huge house and has no idea what to do with her. She has a feeling he wants to touch her a lot more than he does, but he settles for awkward pats on her head and having her on the couch while he relaxes and watched TV. Most of them have day jobs
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