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"W-wait, no, please!" she whispered pitifully, digging her heels into his shoulders and pushing him back and away from her. The pleasure it too much for her to take and she's fairly sure she's going to fall apart if he keeps going like this. No. She's already falling apart, making unintelligible noises as he tastes her, alternative between sucking on her clit and licking into her tight hole.

Her hands fly down to grab him, grasping at his short hair and losing her grip entirely, trying to keep him away as his tongue sweeps up and over her clit again and again, licking down from the bottom straight up between her wet pussy lips, laving and licking, bathing her femininity in a cruel, sweet torture.

"Wait- wait, please," she pants, her warm breath wafting across her chest as she strains to push him off her. It's really not fair how much stronger he is compared to her.

As though to punish her from fighting back, he slides a single digit back into her tight hole, and then joins that with another.

"Daddy- daddy, please," she whimpers and is rewarded when his fingers pull back slightly, giving her room to breathe, to remember to breathe, before he penetrates her with his fingers again. "Not- not so soon, daddy. Sen- sensitive," she moans, embarrassed for having to tell him what's going through her mind.

He smirks, his expression telling her he knows exactly what he's doing to her, and then, offering her a small reprieve, trails his kisses over her inner thigh and then further up. He sucks at the spot just above her hipbone, so close to where the outer edge of her tights is that she is tempted to push him off. Instead, she throws her head back and keens. It feels so, so good.

She can feel his fingers sliding in and out of her, not going to deep or pressing so harsh as to breach her virgin walls but pressing hard enough that she can feel him. Her inner walls wrap around his fingers, pulling him deeper with each contraction. Unwittingly, she spread her legs wider, pushing her body down to his face instead of away from him.

Pleasure begins to wrap around her mind once again, taking control over her common senses. She begins to rock and thrust into his fingers instead of away from them, wanting them deeper, wanting them wider.

He worries at the flesh on her hipbone until it is bright red from broken blood vessels sucked to the surface, and then pulls away to admire his work before descending on the other side of her waist, leaving a twin there.

When he pulls his fingers back, she nearly protests at the loss, only to lose all her breath when he stands up and aims the head of his cock between her legs. Seeing his cock pressed so close to her opening makes her tremble, part in fear, part in arousal. His hands are on her thighs, keeping her spread open. His cock is almost as thick as the thinnest part of her leg. She doesn't think it could ever fit.

His hands move closer to her opening until his thumbs are pressed against her folds. Carefully, he parts them, and then guides the head of his cock between her wet lips, sliding it up and down to coat his manhood with her slick arousal fluid.

"You're too big," she whispers. "You're not going to fit." 
	[image: ]
	 	[image: ]


[image: ]

Chapter One:  Werewolf Admirer
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It seems fitting that Natalie falls in love with a werewolf during her very first shift at her job.

It had taken the managers an entire five minutes of training to teach her how to work behind the bar and fill up food from the all-you-can-eat buffet. Two hours into her shift, she is bored out of her mind. She tries to hide a yawn behind her hand, but Jessica sees her anyways.

"The rush doesn't start until five. You're going to have your hands full later," she says with a knowing smirk that chills her a little bit because of how cruel it seems. Jessica isn't happy that she's working with her, but she doesn't have a choice. Blatant discrimination is frowned upon in modern society.

Werewolves tend to have that effect on her. She knows her limits; she's not an idiot. Werewolves are stronger, faster, and superior in almost every way possible.

She's just a lowly human.

She feels a bit like an idiot. Not only is she in a university where werewolves are the majority (fully werewolf with a human population of one), she is here on scholarship, which doesn't endear her to the paying population. She sighs. It's not exactly her fault that she is one of the youngest humans to take the crown in the 18 and below ballet competition and is offered a full ride in the university with a program (chemical engineering) that she's interested in. She's not stupid enough to pass over the opportunity when it's handed to her on a platter like that. Her family wouldn't have been able to afford sending her here.

And her winning... it was the happiest day of her life. She had not expected to win anything. Her competitors are all wolves and move with a grace and ferocity that she can only look on with envy from afar, but she must have done something right. The magazines says there is a charm to her fragility, a grace to her movements that is simply absent in the other dancers. She was 'captivating' and 'breathtakingly beautiful'.

She had danced with all she had that day, had trained for months and years prior until her feet are sore and quite possibly permanently scarred. Unlike the werewolves, who could dance and move perfectly for a long while without being fatigued, she had grown tired at the end of the dance, chest heaving with each inhale, eyes widening as the music picked up and the light shone in her face to show her weary face, long fingers grasping, tugging, flipping her entire body by sheer force of will, as though an invisible hand has grasped her own and dragged her along.

The entire performance had put her in a sort of trance and she hadn't remembered the audience until it was over and she was greeted by silence, and then applause so thundering that she had been deafened by it.

"Earth to Freya!"

She jolts and blinks back into awareness. Jessica has a hand on her waist and was looking at her expectantly. Freya opens her mouth to ask her to repeat her question, but what comes out of her lips is a soft, "Huh?"

"I said you should take a look in the warmer and make sure we have everything," Jessica says, sounding a little annoyed at having to repeat herself. She's probably going to complain about how her human coworker's ears are 'inferior' to her wolf pack later.

Freya does it just to make the girl happier about being able to boss her around. Technically, they're working the same shift and doing the same work. And they've only just started, so it's unlikely that they would be running out of food already. "Still fully stocked," she says, trying not to sound annoyed by having to do it in the first place.

Jessica gives her a look that just condescending enough to make her feel small so she turns away. She doesn't need werewolf strength to pile up trays of food for the students coming for their dinners.

When the dinner rush finally started, right at five thirty like Jessica had said, it isn't as bad as she had expected. Sure people were eager to get food in their hands, but it wasn't like they were leaping over the counter and helping themselves. They queued up and waited their turn. Only a few gave her odd looks, no-doubt wondering what a weak little human is doing on campus. The only thing that annoyed was Jessica, who took every opportunity during the rush to disappear into the kitchen with the guise of refilling their pans, even when they're still full. She tries not to let it get to her. It's possible that she's never had to interact with humans before. Werewolves tend to stick together.

She keeps her head down and focuses on getting through her shift.

They're going to have to get used to her eventually. Her scholarship is five-years long. As long as she doesn't break any rules, she's staying. And she's adamant about the staying bit.

Sure, her dancing career has taken off unexpectedly, but she can't reasonably expect that to last for long. Her dancing teacher is suddenly getting donations and an influx of students. After her shift here, she's expected to show up for another dance rehearsal for a local dance this weekend.

The flood of students decreased over the next hour and by the time seven o'clock rolls around, there are barely a handful left, allowing her to disappear into her thoughts. She stands of tip toes, not seeing why she can't practice her pointe technique. She's not wearing the right shoes for it to take ease the ache on her toes, but she's done this barefoot back before they've managed to scrounge up enough money to afford a pair, so she is used to the discomfort.

It is almost seven thirty when the man walks in, looking so much unlike the rest of the students that she can't help but be captivated at once. He is with a trio of friends who seem to be the same age as him, perhaps ten years older than the rest of the students here. She had seen him before, right after her dance. He had been with the rest of their patrons, enjoying the finger foods that's served after the performance. Her gaze had been drawn to him for reasons she doesn't understand, but they hadn't exchanged any words due to her rush to get to her other job.

In any case, she would have been too adrenaline-fueled after her win to appreciate him then, but she has all the time in the world to drink him in now.

He does not look approachable, his brows too thick and arched, giving him a look of perpetual irritation. His eyes are bright gold, almost glowing in the dim light. He walks among his friends with a sort of grace that she can only look on with envy. Werewolf, she thinks to herself warily and tells her heart to stop pounding so hard against her chest. She has never been so painfully and helplessly attracted to anyone in her entire life.

She chews on her lower lip, waiting for him to come to the counter, hoping he remembers her. But a small part of her hopes he doesn't. It would be easier to forget her small crush if he doesn't acknowledge her at all.

Her heart soars when he
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