

    
        
          Wolf Submission 4 - 6

        

        
        
          Wolf Submission

        

        
        
          Arya Hucovv

        

        
          Published by Arya Hucovv, 2019.

        

    



  
    
    
      This is a work of fiction. Similarities to real people, places, or events are entirely coincidental.

    
    

    
      WOLF SUBMISSION 4 - 6

    

    
      First edition. December 21, 2019.

      Copyright © 2019 Arya Hucovv.

    

    
    
      ISBN: 978-1393129059

    

    
    
      Written by Arya Hucovv.

    

    
      10 9 8 7 6 5 4 3 2 1

    

  


Table of Contents

Title Page

Copyright Page

Wolf Submission 4 - 6

Look Inside Wolf Submission 4: Little Miss Temptress

Look Inside Wolf Submission 5: Bite A Little Harder

Look Inside: Wolf Submission 6: Tie Me Down

Little Miss Temptress

Chapter One: First Encounter

Chapter Two: Voyeur

Chapter Three: War Hero

Chapter Four: Innocence

Chapter Five: Introduction

Chapter Six: Somnophilia

Chapter Seven: Deceit

Chapter Eight: Checking For Tears

Chapter Nine: Multiple Orgasms

Chapter Ten: Listening

Chapter Eleven: Change

Chapter Twelve: Friendly

Chapter Thirteen: Truth Revealed

Chapter Fourteen: Agreement

Epilogue

Bite A Little Harder

Chapter One: Prisoner

Chapter Two: Werewolf

Chapter Three: Bound

Chapter Four: Complete History of Me

Chapter Five: Expectations vs Reality

Chapter Six: Daddy, Please

Chapter Seven: Clamps

Chapter Eight: The Thing with Elias

Chapter Nine: How to Love

Chapter Ten: Melancholy

Chapter Eleven: Again, Daddy

Chapter Twelve: Dominate Me

Chapter Thirteen: Aftercare

Chapter Fourteen: Sleep Tight

Chapter Fifteen: Solution

Chapter Sixteen: Reunion

Chapter Seventeen: Learning to Share

Chapter Eighteen: Threesome

Tie Me Down

Chapter One:  Werewolf Admirer

Chapter Two: Dancer

Chapter Three: Teacher

Chapter Four: Virgin

Chapter Five: Kiss

Chapter Six: Control

Chapter Seven: Limits

Chapter Eight: Spanking

Chapter Nine: Possession

Chapter Ten: Knot

Chapter Eleven: Lovers

Chapter Twelve: Public

About the Author


These three steamy short stories feature innocent young human women being filled by fertile werewolf males. There are scenes of stripping, groping, public humiliation and public fingering, bondage, lactation, gangbang, voyeurism, exhibitionism, werewolf knot kink, daddy kink, and so much more.

In this bundle, you will find:

Wolf Submission 4: Little Miss Temptress

There is a beautiful young woman in the library who does not look like she belongs there. She would fit better on a painting, perhaps, somewhere safe where nobody else can touch her. Her name, he learns later, is Modesty, and she is a disarmingly beautiful creature, pink lips wet and pouting as she tries to reach for a book that is too high on the shelf.

Her sleeve slides from her small wrist and he sees marks on her skin, bruises the shape of fingers that are much larger than her own. He startles and inhales sharply, picking up the scent of another werewolf on her skin, a sign that she belongs to another one of his kind.

A better man would walk away.

But he wants her too much to be better.

Little Miss Temptress is a standalone steamy short story involving and innocent young woman with two werewolves eager to show her who's a better mate.

Start Reading Here

Wolf Submission 5: Bite A Little Harder

The first time Nicholas meets his human mate, she has a gag in her mouth and ropes around her wrists and ankles. Her doe-eyed look of fear and anticipation is enough to stir his wolf's interest. He knows he has earned to right to mate her by winning against lesser wolves in his trails up to the meeting, but to be here now, inches away from touching her... it is intoxicating. He wants her, wants to kiss a trail of bruises up her neck and mark her as his own.

The first time Abigail meets her werewolf mate, she has eyes for the man behind him. Elias is her guardian and her protector... and she has been in love with him before she knew what love is.

Somehow, they’re going to have to make this work.

Start Reading Here

Wolf Submission 6: Tie Me Down

Natalie is a ballet dancer with a special human scholarship in a university with the world to gain and everything to lose.

Daniel is a drop-dead gorgeous werewolf twice her age and her professor in the university.

She knows she shouldn't fall for him... she does it anyways. He is everything she's ever wanted in a lover and he makes sure that she is everything he wants in his mate. She is only a weak human girl with nothing to her name and he is rich, powerful, and a werewolf to boot. It is not just she is human, she is completely inexperienced and altogether too innocent for him.

Luckily for her, the alpha werewolf is only too eager to teach her everything he knows.

Start Reading Here
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"WHAT- WHAT ARE YOU doing?" Her voice is lovely even from afar, sleep-laden and adorably confused. She has not realized the trouble she is in yet, but she is about to.

Jasper is sitting by the window, looking out directly into the cabin. The lights in his home are closed and the wind is in his favor again, blowing east-wards towards him, bringing his scent away from the house that he is staring at voyeuristically.

He does not bother closing his window blinds, knowing that the dark is enough to shield him.

Oliver has not cared doing anything of the sort, keeping the fire burning bright in his cabin. He has the windows open as well, daring man that he is. It is almost as though the man is actively challenging him, flaunting what he has. From his room, Jasper can see the young thing, almost naked and sprawled out on the bed.

He wishes he was closer. Then, he can see for himself her smooth skin and pebbled nipples, the desire dancing in her eyes even as she squirms.

Jasper had watched as she fell asleep a while after they walked home, taking off her garments and changing into a white camisole that appears almost translucent, clinging to her frame in all the right places. Her dresses do not do her justice. Her breasts are heavy on her small waist and she has rounded hips perfect for child-bearing.

She closes the blinds when she remembers that they have neighbors now and then climbs up into the bed. Jasper had kept still as he listens to her heartbeat slow and then thump languidly when she finally falls asleep.

It is not long before the werewolf appears at the windows, opening the blinds. He leans out and sniffs the air, trying to pick up his scent and appears to be satisfied when he does not find it. For a long time, he stands by the bed and stares at the young creature without doing anything.

Then, he takes off his garments until he is completely naked. Even from after, Jasper can see that he is rock hard, his cock erect against his body. He crawls up after her. She sleeps through him carefully maneuvering her, pulling her wrists over her head and tying them together with his belt.

It is only when he begins peppering kisses all over her face that she begins to stir. "We- we shouldn't- this- this-" she whispers. "You- you shouldn't, Ollie."

"You keep smiling at him, baby, biting your lip and glancing. Did you think I wouldn't notice?" He presses a wet kiss to her neck. She squirms under him, hands fluttering and then heartbeat racing when she realizes he's tied her arms over her head on the headboard.

"Da-daddy?"

"Are you trying to seduce him, baby? Smiling and staring like that, like a whore," he growls and she sobs.

"I'm not," she chokes out. "I'm not, daddy. I'm sorry. I promise- I promise, I'm not- I would never."

He leans back and clenches her nightgown in his hand. The sound of it ripping off her body seems to echo endlessly in the night. "Please- please. I'm sorry," she whimpers as he tears off what little clothing she has on until she is bare and on display.

His breath catches. Her skin is not as flawless as he had imagined. There are bite marks on her neck and bruises on her breast and the insides of her thighs, starkly colored due to the paleness of her skin. She gorgeous and he wishes again that he was closer. "You're not sorry, are you? Did you think I wouldn't see? He wants you, baby girl. He wants to sink his teeth in you and make you his."

"He won't," she whimpers. "I'm yours, Ollie. Only yours." She is trembling violently under him, pulling at her arms and trying to free herself. She bucks upwards, trying to free herself, but that only causes her to rock against his body, brush against his cock that is pressing lazily on her small stomach.

"Such a terrible thing you are," he growls, scooting back and leaning down to close his jaws over her hips. "Such a terrible temptation. Look at you, rutting up to me like you can't wait for me to fuck you," he grumbles, pressing his face against her hip.

She sobs miserably as he eases her legs open, spreading her and pushing her back to lift her behind from the bed. She is forced to open her legs as wide as they can go, and as he continues to tilt her lower body back, she is folded and her toes touch the headboard.

"Look at how easily you spread your legs for me, baby," he says. "Do you do this for everyone? Such a shameless little slut you are." He presses his face between her legs and his mouth covers her heat readily.

She bucks up into it even as she cries out her denial. "No, no, daddy. I'm not- 'm not a slut." Her sobs are interceded with low moans as the werewolf presses his tongue to her wet hole. She cries out like a beautiful little whore, body trembling, hands pulling against her restraints.

Start Reading Here
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HE LETS HER DOWN SLOWLY on the bed and pins her down with his fingers around her wrists when she tries to cover herself between her legs with them. She sobs softly, embarrassed by how much skin is being exposed. He cups her breasts with one hand and curls over her body, lazily sucking her nipple into his mouth.

"Ah- anh, please, please," she whimpers.

He cups her wet heat and slides his forefinger up and down her slit.

"Ah, stop, stop," she begs, breath hitching in humiliation even as her thighs clamp around his hard hips and try to pull him closer. "I can't- I can't come anymore, daddy," she whimpers.

"Abigail," Elias growls. "Spread your legs for Nicholas, baby. You promised to be good, didn't you?"

She sucks in a shivering breath and nods, but then she shakes her head and whines, "But- but I'm sore."

Elias growls at her and she whimpers, quieting her protests. She's still whining, breathless little huffs when he flicks his fingers over her clit, but she's no longer trying to push him away with her hands.

There's something truly divine about making her do this for him. How easily she takes orders even when she's afraid.

He fingers her as he pleases, lazily dipping his finger in and out of. She's so tight. He's not sure if he would hurt her, considering their size difference. His cock is thicker than her wrist.

"Are you going to be good for me, Abigail?" he asks.

She blinks at him and her mouth parts to form a soundless scream when he slides his finger into her tight hole, and then another even before she can get used to the stretch. "Ah! Ah! Sir- sir, plea- please! It's- it's too much," she whimpers.

"Already?" he growls. "I've barely gotten two fingers inside you, baby," he says. "You need to take two more before I can put my cock inside you and mate you," he continues. "And then, after I knot inside you, I'm going to grow even bigger. I'm going to fill you up with my seed until you're all full inside." He presses her stomach hard enough to her to feel the pressure there. "You'll feel it here. All warmed up and full of my come. I'll come inside you again and again, make sure you're nice and bred so you will carry my cubs. Do you want me to do that? Or should I tie you up again?"

She shakes her head. "Please, please don't."

"Ah, but didn't Elias tell you what would happen if you can't take me? You're going to be a whore. They're going to throw you in some dirty government facility where any man rich enough can pay to fuck your cunt and get you heavy with cubs. They're gonna use you up and fuck your holes until you're all stretched out."

Her hole tightens around his fingers, but she is growing wetter as he talks.

"Ah, you like that, don't you? Like it when I talk dirty to you? Or do you like the idea of being a cum bucket? A hole for everyone to fuck into? You'll be so beautiful with my cubs inside you, but maybe you would rather have Elias's cubs, hmm?"

She bites her lower lip hard enough to bleed. "Please." A trickle of blood slides down her chin.

Elias growls low from his left, drawing Nicholas's attention away for a second.

Ah, yes. He supposes blood would worry him. Nicholas licks the smear from her bottom lip, the coppery taste filling his mouth instantly. A quiet whimper wavers in the back of her throat, only growing louder as he presses his lips closer to hers, kissing her harder. "Please," she calls plaintively, thighs wrapped around his waist despite her fear.

He leans back enough to watch the myriads of expression on her face as he rolls his hips up against hers. Her heart races in anticipation and her eyes clench shut. It takes her no time at all to begin grinding into it. He grunts quietly and he gropes her rear, finding purchase in her soft behind to lift her hips and guide her motions more fully against his hard member.

Sensing movement from the corner of his eyes, he turns to see that Elias is no longer standing near them. Instead, he has made himself comfortable on the dressing table, leaning against it with his hand around his half-hard cock. He shrugs helplessly when he is caught staring.

Nicholas can't really fault him for being turned on by their display. She is captivating. He turns just in time to catch something Elias has thrown to him.

"You probably won't be able to use those once she starts lactating, so better get that out of your system, Nick," Elias says with a smirk that reminds him of all the scenes they partook in when they were younger.

He looks at what Elias had thrown him and chuckles.

Nipple clamps.

Start Reading Here
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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."

Start Reading Here
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Chapter One: First Encounter
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HE HAS NOT BEEN IN the countryside for long. In fact, he has only been there for a few days when he regrets agreeing to come in the first place.

It begins like this.

He has been keeping his head down, talking to people only when absolutely necessary. It is his third time in the library, but it is the first time that he has company. It is not a part of the library for common folk and definitely not for someone as pretty and young as the little nymph down the row.

Jasper is not native to the countryside. Alas, it is a punishment for him to be here. He had angered someone high in the totem pole and his father thought it safer to have him hidden until things die down a little. It is unfortunate that the man he had given the verbal lashing to had been the son of a rather intimidating gang who have been stirring up trouble in town. He may be a werewolf, but the gang has power in numbers and the law in their pockets.

He knows he can still get work done here, but efficiency is nowhere near the scope of his work in the main office. For one, he would have to mail all his work, which takes days.

Still, he is adamant to make the full use of his forced holiday. There is a lot of land in need of developing. He is overseeing the construction of several large estates in addition to a few farms that have been seeing lower yield than they would like.

Without his secretary to do his running for him, however, he has to do the legwork on his own, hence his presence in the library. He is trying to find out the complete history of the lands, to see what would fare better in the farms where the barns are empty. Perhaps he should hire more country folk for the project, but they have hired most of the willing workers for the construction of the estates.

The land here is beautiful, close enough to the sea that townspeople would invest for just the option to come here for vacation.

He finds himself distracted by a delightfully sweet scent wafting from the door, but thinks nothing of it until he sees the young thing in one of the rows and realizes that the smell of warm chocolate and vanilla is coming from her.

It is not that the library is completely empty. There are a few students and philosophers in the main area, but this particular section deals with farming and he had not seen anyone here in the past few times he has been here.

The young lady scrunches her face as she tries to reach for a book that is too high up for her to reach. She is clearly an innocent, wearing a modest white dress that is don up to her neck and long sleeves that covers her to the wrists.

She stands on tip toes, revealing dainty white shoes to match and a white stocking underneath the long skirt.

Ignorant of his attention, she huffs and tries to hop up to reach the book.

It makes for an endearing, tugging at his heartstrings. He finds himself drawn to her, wanting to help even though he has never been the friendly sort.

It is clear to him then that he should have taken someone to bed before leaving town. His cock stirs in attention as the young lady jumps a few more times, her pretty dress ruffling and her breasts bouncing in an altogether inappropriate manner.

It would be kinder for him to leave and pretend to not have seen anything.

But he wants.

"May I help you?" he asks when he is standing beside her. He only feels a little guilty for how badly she startles. She jerks towards him and stares at him in dismay, her cheeks blossoming red instantly at being caught.

She is disarmingly beautiful, soft lips and high cheekbones on pale skin, her eyes ocean-blue with a hint of grey. Her golden locks curl at her shoulders, a stark contrast against the embarrassed blush on her cheeks.

"I'm- I'm sorry," she stutters, her voice low and breathy as she looks around, as though planning to run away.

"I can help you with the book."

She nods, biting her lip nervously. He wants to suck her lip from her mouth and taste her.

Jasper's mother had always said his wolf nature that makes him so picky, that when he finds someone whom his wolf likes, there will be no stopping the beast. It is what happened to his father and her. He had disagreed with her, calling her a romantic.

The women with whom he had shared a bed with are all practical women, closer to his own age and well-aware that he is only in it for pleasure.

There is something different about this young thing. He inhales, surreptitiously picking up her scent. This close, he is able to have the full potency of his sweet scent, filling his lungs in a way that reminds him of home and safety. He is suddenly overcome with the desire to snatch her from where she stands and hide her in his home, where nobody else can have her. He pushes that instinct down with some difficulty. After so many years of mastering the beast inside him, it is unnerving that he is coming undone from just a scent.

She tilts her head at him, confusion written on her face. "Is something the matter?" she asks. She has a soft voice, sweet and childlike, but there is something else that is different about her too.

He wants to sully her, wants to throw her in his bed and thrust into her until she sobs in that pretty little voice, until her body is trembling for him and she is begging to be filled.

"Which one are you looking for?" he offers soothingly when she stares down at her feet, too busy blushing to tell him what she wants.

He had expected something light, a picture book of sorts. Instead, she points to a book on herbalism and the cultivation of herbs. Hardly something a young thing like her should be reading. He is distracted from asking for details when her sleeve falls from her wrist, pooling at her elbow. She yanks her hand back instantly and covers her wrist, but the damage is done.

Her wrist is bruised, signs of having been held down too tightly by a hand much larger than her own. He startles. She does not have the haunted look of an abuse victim, but one can never be too sure.

He draws in another breath, this time, ignoring the sweetness from her and looking for pain, for injury and scars on her skin. To his relief, she does not appear to be injured. He does, however, notice the faint scent of another wolf on her, though he can't see the mating mark on her neck due to her high collar.

He frowns at the young thing. It is odd, for a werewolf to allow their mate out alone, especially when she smells so ripe and pure. So young and innocent.

He reaches the book easily, towering over her as he does, and offers it to her.

"Thank you," she says softly, hugging the book to her chest. She tips her head down demurely, careful not to meet his eyes again. She has all the mannerisms of someone of higher standing, which makes her lack of guardian even more intriguing.

He wants her all the more.

Perhaps there are simply less werewolves in the countryside, less reason for them to worry about their young ones being stolen away and mated, kept locked in the house until they're bred full with cubs.

He has never had a virgin in his bed before. It is all he can think about now.

"Modesty!" a stern voice suddenly calls, reprimand heavy in his tone as the poor girl startles.

He catches a flash of fright in her gaze as she whirls around and hurries towards the owner of the voice. He can't help but peek through the books, watching the young girl as she is seized by a werewolf almost twice her size.

The wolf inside him seethes, wanting to lash out at the other wolf for holding her so carelessly. She's human, and as such, she should be treated gently. She does not seem to mind, however, barely even trying to get out of his grasp. If anything, she looks contrite.

The older man is impeccably dressed and Jasper recognizes him instantly as the manager who is overseeing the constructions here. They seem to be missing each other the past few days and have not been properly introduced.

"Modesty, what did I say about leaving the house without permission?" he demands, his grip on her shoulders tight enough to cause her to flinch.

"I just wanted to get a book," she says softly. "I didn't mean to take so long." Her chin trembles and she looks terrified.

"I would have gotten it for you," he growls. "You had me worried sick."

"I'm sorry," she says softly, looking close to tears. "I didn't think you would be back so soon." She hugs the book tighter to her chest. The older man breaks easily, sighing and cupping her face gently, tipping her head to look up at him.

"It's alright. I worry about you, that's all," he says.

Her smile is wobbly, and her eyes are so beautiful, filled with unshed tears.

She's truly lovely. He would enjoy making her cry.

The man looks old enough to be her father. Jasper tries to recall the files he had been handed on their associates here and places him at thirty-nine-years-old, only two years older than himself.

He wonders if the young creature is old enough to be mated.

He is stunned when he catches the older werewolf leaning down to press a kiss on her forehead, and then proceeds to brush his cheek to hers, scent-marking her the way a mate, or family would.

It would be a shame if they were mates.

Modesty is a true gem and he would have enjoyed ruining her.

He finds the book he needs and discreetly trails behind them on the way to the checkout. He slows his pace and lets someone else step ahead of him in the queue so they wouldn't notice him staring.

It is hard not to stare.

"Is that all, Dessie?" the elderly librarian, smiling kindly at young Modesty, who offers her a shy smile in return before lowering her gaze. Dessie must be a pet name.

"Yes, thank you," she whispers.

"Thank you, Ms. Rendell," the older man growls and leads her out the library.

"If you don't mind me asking, who were those people earlier?" he asks once it is his turn at the counter.

"Dessie, you mean?" The older librarian glares at him as though she knows exactly what he's planning to do, which is absurd because he doesn't know what he wants to do. Not just yet, at least. "Best stay away from them. Her guardian can be downright violent when it comes to her."

He merely nods and waits quietly for her to finish signing out his book.
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HE ABANDONS THE BOOK in favor of the files that he had brought with him from town. It does not take long for him to find the one he wants.

Oliver Veatch is thirty-nine-years-old and divorced. Up until six years ago, he had been in the war, something that is akin to suicide for werewolves. Because of their enhanced senses, they are put on the frontlines. Very seldom do they make it home. The fact that Oliver has managed to prove himself as a worthy warrior and adept fighter with multiple stars to his name is nothing to scoff about.

He has settled down here since his return.

Jasper startles when he sees Modesty Veatch on the list of his living relations.

Daughter.

It is impossible. The werewolf genetics are dominant. Any child of his would have to be a werewolf as well. He had not scented a lick of wilderness in her blood. Perhaps their documents have gotten it wrong. It would not be the first time someone mistakes a younger lover as a man's wife instead of his lover.

Still, the knowledge that it may be right burns him and leaves a bad taste in his mouth. The way Oliver looked at her is not the way a father should look at his daughter. It is likely that they are not related at all. He consoles himself with the fact that he is not a wolf, so they are not blood relatives.

He goes for a run that night, feeling ready to shed his skin. He has not felt so out of sorts since he first came into his beast. He shifts until he is a full wolf and he runs through the construction sites, half-finished buildings that should be completed by the time he is finished with his work.

He has just finished running through the sites, making several notes on weaknesses in the beams that will need to be addressed the next day when he smells something downwind.

It is a delightfully sweet scent, one that is vaguely familiar. He tilts his head up and resists the urge to howl. The noise would only give away his location. Stealthily, he follows the smell of cinnamon and honey through the thick forest.

He stops before he reaches a clearing. The moon is bright over his head, providing just enough illumination for him to see. He is hidden in the trees and the wind is blowing towards him, bringing him the scent he has been tracking. It is even more potent now and he has to hold his breath to keep himself from losing control and lunging towards the culprit.

Or rather, culprits.

There is a dim light coming from one of the cabins by the construction sides. The neighboring houses are quiet. He can't be sure if they're merely empty or uninhabited.

His attention is drawn to the scene outside of the singular cabin with the front door open, light from the fireplace inside illuminating the duo sitting at the steps.

His eyes adjust slowly to the light and he manages to make out a man's silhouette. It takes him a little longer to see that young girl cradled in his chest, her legs curled up in her chest. She is turned to him so that her face is hidden in the nape of his neck.

He breaths in carefully as a gust of wind blows in his face. It carries the same cinnamon, honey scent and a thick, musky smell that is undeniably one of arousal.

He bristles, but keeps himself hidden, trying to make as little noise as possible. Thankfully, the strong wind makes enough noise in the forest to hide his unhappy growls.

"Ollie..." Her voice is small and hurt. She wriggles in his grasp and tries to shift and adjust her position. "Ollie, please..."

"Hush now." The man's voice carries in the silence. "You've been so good, baby. Hold on just a little longer."

He watches from the shadows as the werewolf drops a light kiss to her bare shoulder. She's clinging to him desperately, her arms wound around his neck. He realizes with a sinking sensation in his gut that she is not wearing anything at all, baring her skin in the cool night. Her skin is alabaster in the moonlight, almost shimmering when the light hits her. She has her hair undone and without the curls and gel she has used to keep them in place that morning, it lays long and unbidden down her small back.

He watches as the man combs the hair from her neck and sucks the smooth skin at the base of her neck, creating a ring of bruises there.

"Ollie, Ollie, it hurts," she whimpers, though she is making no move to get away. If anything, her grasp on him tightens.

His cock stirs with interest, growing half-hard at the sight and sound of her.

The older man's hand rests on her hips and nothing about their position is proper at all. Her legs are curled up, soles of her feet resting on his thigh, and he has both arms around her, holding her firmly in place.

"It hurts, Ollie. Please make it stop," she whimpers, her knees shifting, thighs clenching. He can hear a wet noise coming from them and has to grit his jaws to keep from lunging towards them and hurting the man for making her beg like this.

He swallows against the lust growing in his groins. It is obvious now that they are lovers, despite what the papers say.

"I told you to stay home, baby. You disobeyed me. Bad girls needs to be punished."

She sobs and shakes her head, burying her face in the nape of his neck. The soft, little broken sounds feels like little stabs in his heart. He wants so much to help the upset little thing. "I'm sorry," she whimpers. "Please, please. Take it out, daddy. It hurts."

He bites the insides of his cheek to keep himself from making a sound at what she calls him.

"A little longer, baby girl," he says, letting her rock in his lap like a small animal in heat. "You were out for a long time. I had a hard time tracking you. You know why we have to hide, baby."

She shakes her head. "But there's no one here," she argues. "I just went to the library," she whispers. "The people in town knows I'm yours, Ollie."

"There are other wolves, baby. I told you this, remember? People from the city. Other men who want to snatch you away and keep you for themselves. Is that what you want? Do you want to leave me?"

She sniffles and scrambles in his arms, desperately holding him tighter. "No, no, please. I want to stay with you. Don't make me leave. Please don't make me."

His claws dig into the soft earth. He is suddenly glad that he is downwind. The other werewolf would have smelled him otherwise. He swallows against the outrage and anger for her. They may not be blood relatives, but the older man clearly has an unfair advantage over her and is manipulating her into giving him what he wants.

The older male hushes her. "I won't, baby girl. I love you."

"I love you too, Ollie," she whispers.

"Come, let's go inside now. I think you've learned your lesson." She nods and whimpers when he lets her feet down.

He is too far to see what is happening, but the wet noise that accompanies her movement as she crawls from his lap is not too hard to identify.

Once they are in the cabin, he lets out the growl he has been holding back and runs back to his home. He has to plan how he is going to help this poor girl. First, he needs to find out what their relationship real is and why no one else had tried to save her from the incestuous relationship.

	[image: ]
	 	[image: ]


[image: ]

Chapter Three: War Hero
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HE SPENDS THE NEXT day in the construction site. It is clear now that Oliver had been avoiding him deliberately, though the reason remains to be seen.

He finds out all he can about the man from the workers, getting the conversation going by bringing up how he saw him with a young girl in the library. They are close-lipped, their loyalty lying closer to the man they have known for longer.

Jasper does not fault them for this, but they forget that he is a werewolf and thus, can listen in on their conversations once they believe they are out of earshot.

Due to the man's absence in the site today, they are comfortable gossiping about their manager, talking in hushed tones that he can only pick up because he is listening in closely.

Oliver is the epitome of a tragic hero.

He had been one of the werewolves to enlist. Jasper had tried to enlist then too, but his father had forbidden him, and it had been a harsh time for his family. Business had been failing and he needed to take odd jobs everywhere in order to make sure that his younger siblings are all safe and fed. Her mother had been sick, human that she is, and between the work and taking care of his siblings, he knows that he is needed at home.

His mother had been glad that he didn't leave.

There are very few werewolves left in the world, and most think of the war as something only humans cared about.

Oliver's wife had been left behind in the war. The men spoke of her in past tense and with scorn in their tone, something which confused him until he found out the reason for it. When Oliver had returned, their child was already ten-years-old and obviously did not belong to him. He had been at the war for more than eleven years, after all.

Another glaring indication is the fact that she is completely human. Any child sired by a werewolf parent will have inherited the werewolf gene. It is the only reason why they have not yet gone extinct. A lot of werewolves had enlisted in the army during the war and only a handful had returned. Conception between none-werewolf pairs are difficult as well.

His wife disappeared a year after he returned, presumably to be with her lover, abandoning Modesty with Oliver. The man obviously adored the young child and took her in without hesitation, raising her as his own. He hears in hushed whispers about how Oliver is too close to his daughter and too possessive. They shrug it off as werewolf behavior, but Jasper knows better.

Modesty is such an innocent creature. It makes sense that she is so attached to the only living relation left in her life. It angers him that the older man would take advantage of her like that.

He thinks idly to himself if he is ready to ruin a man's reputation and life in order to have a young girl he barely knows.

A better man would leave it alone.

Jasper has never claimed to be a good man.

The issue with Jasper is this. He wants a wife. He had wanted a wife since he was thirty odd years, and he wants one now that he is thirty seven. His wolf is growing restless. It is not that he is not desired in town. If anything, the problem is the opposite. He has made a name for himself. His father is the owner of the business, but most people in the circle understands what if it weren't for him, the business would have failed altogether.

Everywhere he goes, he is introduced to an unmated young one, a son or a daughter, a cousin, always someone who looks at him like he is a trophy they can't wait to display in their home. They do not know him as a man or even as a wolf. They look at him and they see his successful business, his wealth and influence.

Perhaps that will change. He has angered someone important, after all.

He sighs and wipes his hand across his face, seeking patience and guidance. He should not interfere with the werewolf and his mate, no matter how wrong it is. After all, it appears that even the people working for him know of their... indiscretions and are aggressively ignoring it.

He acknowledges that they are not related, and the young creature, with her full lips and lovely eyes, do not seem afraid of the man... not even when she is naked in his lap, writhing as she tries to get herself off, sweat trickling down her naked back.

He stops growling when he catches himself doing it.

He wants a mate, wants someone to love and love him in return. He thinks Modesty is a good choice for him. Such a pure-hearted little creature would be easy to love. He is surprised by how much he wants her to love him back, how much he wants to be in Oliver's place, with her arms wound tightly around his as she begs in his ear.

He wants her in his home, wants her to come undone in his bed and full with his seed.

But first, he must find a way to be close to her, make her trust him.

He needs a plan.

.
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Chapter Four: Innocence
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IN THE END, IT IS OLIVER who makes things easier for him. After three days pass with no sight of the man, he buys some pies from the local bakery and knocks on the cabin's door, waiting patiently for the werewolf to let him in so he can introduce himself. After all, they should be working together and going through project dates, funding, and all the details that comes with managing the construction of what will be the largest building in the area.

To his surprise, Modesty is the one to greet him at the door.

She looks scared, but determined. "Hello," she breathes out, looking him in the eye. She has such beautiful blue eyes. He can't help but remember how he last saw her, naked and trembling in the other werewolf's grasp.

He strains to hear inside the house, but there is only the sound of fire crackling. "Good evening," he replies. "I am here to see Oliver Vaetch? Are you his daughter?"

She shakes her head. "Oliver isn't here," she says, ignoring the second question.

It could not have gone better for him if he had planned it. "That's unfortunate," he says. "I've brought something for him. Perhaps you can let him know that I dropped by?"

She nods politely and brightens when she sees the parcel in his hand. "Is that pumpkin pie?" she asks, seeing the name on the paper bag and smelling the contents. She is bouncing on the soles of her feet in her glee.

It is an adorable sight. He wants to snatch her up and ruin her.

"It is," he says finally, getting a hold of himself. He had purchased one of each and is suddenly glad for his own foresight. "Beef, chicken, apple, and pumpkin," he says.

Her expression brightens even more. He wonders how anyone could resist giving her everything she wants. "Come in! I'm just making dinner. Oliver will be home shortly."

He feels a little annoyed at how easily she trusts him and how quickly she invites him into her home. The smell of wolf is stronger here. His own beast seethes and prowls. It is a challenge to keep his hands to himself instead of attempting to rub his scent everywhere.

She is cooking rabbit stew over the fire. On the table by the fireplace, he sees the book he had helped her reach. It is opened to a page with the instructions written down carefully on a piece of parchment. "Are you growing herbs, Modesty?" he asks.

"Dessie, please," she says demurely, holding a cup of what appears to be warm cocoa.

It is hard to come by in this parts. He takes it from her gratefully.

"Are you new?" she asks, curiosity getting the better of her. She sits by the fire, her legs folded demurely beneath her skirt. The way she peers up at him through her long lashes is sinful. "I've never seen you before," she comments, cradling her own mug with both hands,

"I only just moved in," he says. His cock is straining in his pants already. He wants to throw her over the rug and rut into her. "Dessie, was it? Short for Modesty?" he tries to sound amused instead of aroused.

"Yes," she says. "What's your name? Where are you from? Do you like it here? Are you staying here for good?" Her scent is as pure as he remembers from the day in the library, made even sweeter by the curiosity in her gaze as she stares at at him, red lips darkened by the cocoa that she sips carefully.

He answers the questions in the sequence they're asked. "My name is Jasper Frost. I'm from London, and yes, I like it here very much. It's peaceful here and the air is much cleaner. Let's see... I will be here as long as I am needed."

She frowns. "How long are you needed? What do you do? Are you a werewolf? Dad- Oliver," she corrects quickly. "Oliver's the only werewolf here. I worry that he is lonely without a pack. Do you have a pack?"

The light from the fireplace dances in her eyes beautifully as she stares up at him, waiting eagerly for his response. She is obviously starved for attention and unused to having visitors if his presence is giving her so much pleasure. He wonders if she is even allowed visitors. Judging from the werewolf's reaction to finding her outside of their home the day before, it is likely that she is kept prisoner here.

He is still standing by the fire, wary of leaving his scent anywhere in case the werewolf finds out he was there.

Her top and second button are undone, perhaps because she was not expecting company. It is hard to look away, especially when her throat is exposed and so lovely, creamy white skin dipping down beneath her collar. There is a splash of red there as well, viscous teeth marks on her pale skin and bruises around the base of her neck.

She looks at him expectantly and he realizes that she is waiting for his answer. "Jasper?" she calls out his name tentatively and he wants to hear her say his name in a different manner, perhaps bent over the table with hims thrusting inside her over and over. Would she cry out her name as breathlessly then?

He clears his throat and takes a moment to recall the questions. "I'm a werewolf and I have a pack at home, my father and two young sisters. I am certain that Oliver is not lonely with a lovely mate like yourself here, keeping him company."

The way her cheeks color is lovely. "He's um... Oliver's my father," she says softly, avoiding his eyes by taking another sip from her mug.

"Of course," he says, mulling that over in his head. "If your father is a werewolf, that means I should not be here," he continues, pretending that it is the first time he hears of Oliver as a werewolf when it couldn't be further from the truth.

She tilts her head. "Why?"

"Scent, baby girl," he says, the endearment falling from his lips easily. He pretends not to notice the way her cheeks pink. "You are unmated. It would be considered improper for us to be alone without a chaperone," he says.

"Oh." She blinks owlishly at him. It is likely the thought never even crossed her mind. "Um... May- maybe-" she stutters, her gaze turning frightful as she looks to the door, expecting it to slam open at any second and her overprotective guardian to barge in. Her breathing turns panicked and her scent sours.

"Maybe I should leave before he returns, yes? Just let him know I'm looking for him and left the pie with you?" he offers kindly, taking mercy on the young thing by offering her a way out that does not involve her kicking him out.

She nods. "Yes, yes, please," she says, looking nervous as she glances at him guardedly, as though realizing for the first time that she should not have invited a stranger into her home.

He chastises himself for bringing it up. But then, it is still going according to plan. She looks at him with gratitude when he lowers the cup into the sink and heads to the door.

"Can you- um- that is, if you don't mind... Can you come again sometime?" she asks nervously.

Who was he to deny her. "Of course," he says.

.
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Chapter Five: Introduction
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IT IS EASY ENOUGH TO ask about the cabins next door and easier still to move in. After all, the properties are all under his company's name. He merely needed to mention to the foreman about how the rented unit is far from the site and the man offered the uninhabited units next to the werewolf.

It had been kept deliberately empty because the other men had not felt comfortable living with the werewolf so close to them.

"Dreadfully possessive of the girl, that one," the foreman says. "Wouldn't let anyone within five foot of her for years. It's gotten better now that she's healthier."

"Is there something wrong with the girl?"

He shrugs. "Sickly little thing," he says. "Her mother had not been... the best... We tried to help, but there is not much we can do, not when we barely see the girl as it is. Her mother kept her locked up. The doctor wrote to Oliver after it was clear that authorities was not going to do anything to help."

"She's not a wolf," he can't help but say. He means to say that she's not actually his daughter.

The foreman pauses and eyes him warily. There is something in his gaze that tells Jasper he knows what he is trying to imply. It seems the man's relationship with the young girl is an open secret as well. "No," he says finally, looking away and taking a long drag of his cigarette. He sighs and continues after a long pause, "The doctor didn't mention that in his letter. By the time he came back, it was too late to return to the war, and he was instantly taken with the poor girl. She thinks the world of him."

It is underhanded, but it achieved it's goal. Jasper would not have done any different.

"Anyways, the cabins are fully furnished. You can move in any time," the man says and stomps out his cigarette. "Just don't get in his way and it'll be fine."

He nods. It shouldn't be too hard. He is certain now that the other werewolf has been deliberately avoiding him.

He does not have much to move with him, so he finds himself in the new place that very night. It wouldn't take long for the werewolf to find out someone else has stepped foot into his territory. Werewolves are able to scent each other easier and they are able to tell when their territories have been invaded.

Despite being prepared for confrontation, he is still stunned when his door is knocked brashly that very night.

"What are you doing here?" The man on the other side of the door demands instantly, his gaze nothing short of murderous. The muscles on his neck look strained and he is holding himself stiffly, keeping the animal so close to the surface that Jasper can practically smell the wolf on his skin, eager to claw out and hurt and maim him.

A quick movement behind him lets Jasper know he is not alone. "Ollie, please. You're being terribly rude," Dessie murmurs, her lithe fingers curling over the man's arm, trying to hold him back. She barely reaches his neck, so small that she had been shielded completely by his body.

He whirls around and glares at the young girl. "I told you to stay home."

Her eyes fill with tears and her bottom lip wobbles dangerously. "I'm sorry, daddy..."

"Oliver Veatch?" he interrupts, drawing attention back to himself. "My name is Jasper Frost. I'm afraid we keep missing each other this week," he extends his hand to the glowering man. "I am here to oversee the constructions and hasten things along." Nothing like a werewolf with superior strength and increased healing to increase productivity on construction sites.

Anger seeps from the man's gaze minutely. "Of course. Oliver Veatch. You sent a letter ahead."

"I did. Work is progressing splendidly, but perhaps we can sit down and discuss."

Oliver looks thrown. "Of- of course," he says. Modesty tugs his elbow and he drapes an arm over her shoulders, pulling her up to his side. "This is my- this is Modesty," he says.

"Jasper and I have met," Modesty announces happily. "He brought the pies the other day, remember?" she reminds him dutifully when his expression darkens.

"Right," he says. "I'm sorry for missing you the past week, Mr. Frost. I'm afraid we've run into a bit of hiccup in the site by Elizabeth Street. We have been missing
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