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​​​​​​​​​​​​​​​​​​​​​​​​​​​​​​​​​​​​​​​​​​​​​​​​​​​​​This bundle contains 4 standalone love stories that have scenes including exhibitionism & voyeurism, knotting, spanking, domination, bondage, humiliation and submission.

In this bundle, you will find:

Alpha Submission 1: Professor Mine

Tanya is a book-smart, street-dumb human student who just got into the university of her dreams and thinks she deserves to have a good time at a rave. Instead, she wanders into a werewolf party.

Charles King is a drop-dead-gorgeous, powerful Alpha werewolf who has been tutoring Tanya and her classmates for the entire year and just wants to head home. Instead, he sees his student where she’s not supposed to be and saves from a handsy stranger at the rave.

It is love at first sight.

Except things are never that easy.

Start Reading Here

Alpha Submission 2: Doctor Wolf

In a universe where female hybrids are rare breeds of creatures that are precious and kept incredibly sheltered, Anna is one such human hybrid who is content living the rest of her life in solitude.

However, life has other plans for her. A few weeks after her eighteenth birthday, she is brought into a hospital for a medical examination where she meets an Alpha doctor who offers her a world beyond the gates of her self-imposed prison. The Alpha Werewolf has been looking at her for a long time and hopes to make her his mate.

For someone with so little knowledge of the outside world, Anna is in over her head with the dominating male, who enjoys giving pain as much as pleasure and does not hesitate to introduce her to the delicious ecstasy of being tied, whipped, and taken hard and unprotected.

Start Reading Here

Alpha Submission 3: Dangerous Woods

Being the only werecat in a kingdom run by werewolves means a hard life for Laura. She is the King's favorite dancer, so it surprises everyone when she is given the role of emissary and sent away. It gives her the opportunity to learn of a live outside of the castle, and also endears her to the werewolf knights who guard her safety for the journeys.

Of all the knights, Sir Lucan is the only one who despises her openly, thinking her unfit for the role. She's inclined to agree with the alpha werewolf. She does not belong in the kingdom, let alone in a position of power.

She is on her last mission to the Kingdom of Feitrem, after which she is to take the King in her bed for the first time. Except things are not as they seem. The suicide mission leaves her alone and vulnerable, with no knights to escort her way...

Start Reading Here

Alpha Submission 4: Prisoner

Two days after the Shifter Registration Act as passes, Layla is captured by a group of people who believe that the secret to longevity is in her veins. As the days passes, she stops trying to escape, finding odd solace in her day-to-day routine with her captors.

Everything changes when an Alpha werewolf is thrown into her prison cell. The semi-feral man trapped with her is powerful, and he is not happy.

Will they learn to trust and work with each other to escape, or is he too far gone to help her?

Start Reading Here
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"You like that?" he asks, and she can only nod her head in response.

Pleasure courses through her spine as he fingers her through her underwear. She's worn a skirt in order to make it easier for her potential partner, but she's half regretting the decision now. Her eyes dart around, trying to gauge if anyone knows that they're doing, that he's fingering her in public. Nobody seems to be paying any attention to them, and if any of the shifters can pick up the scent of her arousal, they don't seem to care.

The couple dancing close to them are lost in their own desires. She thinks she can see his hands under her dress, hiking it up to reveal her blatant lack of underwear, but she looks away too quickly to be sure, blushing all the way to the roots of her hair.

"He's fucking her," he says in her ear, explaining to her what's happening without her having to ask.

She moves her head, searching for his mouth. He growls, and his tongue skims her trembling lips, wordlessly asking permission for more. She doesn't know what else she can do except comply, parting her lips so that he can taste into her mouth, his tongue fluttering over her teeth before venturing deeper. She picks up the flavor something burning and sweet and utterly unfamiliar. It is intoxicating.

Urgent need flows through her body and before she realizes what she's doing, her arms are wrapped around his neck, pulling him down to deepen the kiss. He groans, pressing into her eagerly, and she feels something hard pressed against her body.

"Let's get out of here," he says with an undertone of urgency.

"Outside?" she asks, breathless with want. She had fantasized about this. The thought that others are doing it too makes it easier for her to let go of her reservations, but if he wants to bring this outside...

As if he can sense her attention waning, he fists his fingers in her hair and tugs her head back sharply, causing a sharp pain on her scalp. Her yelp of pain is quickly muffled by his lips, locked onto hers. She feels her lips curve into a satisfied smirk as he tastes her again, not letting her go even as she presses her palm into his chest.

She gasps for air when they part and she see that he is also breathing heavier.

"Would you rather I take your clothes off here and ravage you on the floor like an animal while strangers watch?" he asks, his tone deep and dangerous, as if he is willing to do exactly that if she doesn't comply with his demands. He drags his lips over her earlobe and tugs it with his teeth.

She hasn't- she hasn't really thought that far ahead. She just assumed he would tug her panties aside and slide his- his cock into her and be done with it. She doesn't actually want to be stripped in public! Her cheeks burn with intensity. She shakes her head. "No," she says softly.

"Good girl," he says.

She trembles, liking how the praise rolls on his tongue. She wants to hear him say it again. "We'll do this the right way."

Start Reading Here
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"Where are you going, little sheep?"

Liam's arms hook under her armpits, keeping her from falling, but there is an iciness in his tone that suggests he would drop her if he does not like her answer. She blinks sheepishly at him. "I thought- I thought I could catch a fish for dinner," she murmurs.

His look softens. "Idiot sheep," he scolds. "Come, let's get you cleaned up. You're all wet now," he says, sliding his hands around her knees to lift her over his shoulders.

She yelps, unused to the undignified hold. "Oh! Doc- Sir! Let go!" she gasps. Her shirt falls over to her chest in the awkward position. He kisses her naked ass, licking a little to feel her tremble in his grasp.

"Stay still, darling," he says as though amused by her temporary panic. It is a short walk to the bank of the stream. He lowers her to the grass as carefully as one would a wounded fawn, and then he is on top of her, straddling her hips, both her wrists pinned down with his strong hands. His mouth is hard against hers, taking control of the kiss as she gladly yields it.

"I want- I want to touch you," she pleads, pulling against his grip, flexing her fingers as though that is enough to free her. It is not.

He keeps her pinned beneath him, his weight heavy against her chest. "Going into the stream washes away your scent and makes it harder for me to find you," he says.

She lets the words sink in for a moment and then her eyes widen. The only sound she manages is a soft, "Oh."

"Oh," he growls. "You didn't think that far ahead, did you?"

She shakes her head. She thought that she would be back earlier. She hadn't meant to be distracted by the fish. It seems like such a silly thing now, but he is looking at her like he intends to punish her. Her heart pounds rapidly against her rib cage. She knows for certain that he can hear it. Her hands flex in his grip again, hoping to free herself.

"You did not think that I would not panic to find you gone when I awoke?"

Her head jerks from side to side again. "I'm sorry," she says.

"I know you are," he sighs. He releases her and hooks a finger into the collar of her shirt. "I want you to take this off."

She is startled by the sudden change in his tone. "Out here?"

He slides his thumb over her parted lips, and then between them. "You sound so innocent when you say that, your eyes so wide and nervous, but you will do it, won't you? You would do anything I ask of you."

She nods.

"Yes, I want you to be naked for me."

She takes it off hastily, though it is a little awkward to free her arms from the cloth with his body still over hers. One shirt is all it takes for her to be completely naked.

His breath catches as he gazes down at her. He draws one finger down the hollow of her throat, all the way down her breast and further down. She inhales sharply and holds the air in her lungs, suddenly forgetting how to exhale.

"You're really very beautiful," he says. "I had wondered how good it would feel to have you beneath me like this. So soft and pliable. Would you stay still If I choose to make love to you now? Here?"

She swallows. Nods.

He leans forward to kiss her, capturing her lips first, and then her cheek. He draws back before she can kiss him back. "Should I punish you, my dear, for leaving my side without my permission?"

She jerks her eyes up to his face, searching for any sign that he's mocking her. There's nothing, just a slight tilt of his mouth and his steady regard. She drops her gaze quickly. "If you want to," she says, her voice soft, almost afraid.

He climbs off him and sits back. "I want you to turn around on all fours and lean on your arms. Yes, just like that. Arch your back," he says.

She smells earth in her nose, sprawled out like this. She is resting on her knees, and pushing her ass up in the air, like an animal in heat waiting to be mounted.

"Stay like that," he says.

She nods and says, "Okay." Her voice is unsteady and muffled. She worries her lower lip as a slight breeze carries the scent of her arousal to her own nose. She doesn't know what he's doing. She can't even hear him.

"Are you ready, my dear?" he asks.

She doesn't know what she should be ready for. Still, she nods.

"Anna," he draws out her name with the barest hint of a moan. "You agree so readily to submit without knowing what you’re submitting to," he says. He sounds proud.

His hands press on the small of her back, guiding her to arch further. It is almost uncomfortable now, her back strained as she remains in the awkward posture. Her nipples touch the blades of grass. It is almost pleasant, if not for the growing pressure in her core and the wetness between her legs.

"I am going to whip you," he says. "I expect you to tell me to stop if this becomes too much."

Start Reading Here
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"Would you have me dance for you, my King?" she asks, wanting him to be done with her quickly.

"Dance?" he echoes, as though he has forgotten that she dances at all. It appears to take him a moment for him to recall that she has been his favorite dancer before he deemed to reassign her. She never did find out the reason for that. One night, she is performing for him and his knights and the next, she is suddenly sent packing on a month-long journey with Sir Bear and Sir Jewell to bring a message to the Kingdom of Arviyle.

Their previous emissary had been slaughtered in one of his missions. Sending her had been a gamble. If any harm is to befall the favored dancer, it is a declaration of war.

She remembered the fear, the uncertainty, and the abject sense of abandonment most of all. She had been content in the castle, dancing her nights away and retiring to her room once she is done. To be dragged away from that familiarity had been jarring and painful.

"You would like to dance for us, my girl? Do you remember how?" His eyes glint with the merciless taunt. "It has been a while since you've danced for me," he says, glancing to his right when he says this. She doesn't need to turn to know what he is looking at Sir Lucan, though she doesn't understand why.

"I remember how to dance, my King," she says and inhales sharply when he pinches her chin in his fingers and tilts her head up forcefully to meet his eyes. There is desire in those eyes that she has seen in them for years. She is grateful for the law that even he has to obey, that he is not allowed to take a lover who is younger than eighteen.

"Ah, but do you remember how to dance for me?" he asks with an emphasis on the last two words.

Her eyes widen at the peculiar question. His fingers tighten on her chin, enough to draw blood from her delicate skin where his nails dig into them. From the corner of her eyes, she sees Sir Lucan baring his teeth in an almost snarl. "I have always danced for you, my King," she answers carefully.

"Good girl," he says. "Give me a kiss." He does not wait for her to respond as he pulls her chin forward forcibly until his lips are on hers, fingers clenching hard on her jaw to pry her lips open so he can taste inside her mouth. His tongue seems to be everywhere at once, sliding over her teeth and around her tongue. She resists the urge to bite him, knowing that the repercussions of hurting the King would be swift and harsh. She obediently follows when he links an arm around her waist and pulls down to sit on his lap.

He tastes of grapes and burning alcohol. She goes slack in his arms, not wanting to displease the King. His hand on her waist feels like bondage instead of safety, and when his hand moves to her inner thigh, blatantly feeling her out in front of her others, she clenches her eyes shut so she can pretend that it is not happening to her, but to someone else. Everything about it feels wrong. She wants so much to run away, but she stays shock still and lets him kiss his way down her neck, pulling her collar open slightly so he can suck a bruise on her shoulder. She lets out a distressed whimper that he mistakes for pleasure, his fingers hiking her skirt up, past her stockings, exposing lace garters that she wears beneath it. She reacts without thinking then, clenching the hem of her skirt and pulling it back down.

He chuckles and pulls away. "Shy little thing, aren't you?" he comments, the corner of his eyes wrinkling in amusement. "Have you let anyone touch you?"

She shakes her head, mortified that he is asking what he already knows. None of the dancers in his court is allowed to lay with another. Even the maids pity them sometimes, for their inability to even talk to another man without risking the King's ire. She is special in that regards, because she is a dancer who got away.

Perhaps, she should have run further. She thinks of the kiss that she's shared with Sir Lucan and swallows the lump in her throat. Something must have shown on her face because he asks, "Have you been a good girl for me, my dear?"

She flinches. "I've been good, my King," she says looking down.

His fingers are tinted with red when he pinches her chin again. "Perhaps I should check you here, hmm? Would you prefer that?" He shifts her on his lap, dragging her legs open until she is straddling him on the throne. She puts her weight on her knees and doesn't rest on his lap, like he wants to. He wraps his arms around her small waist and pulls her to him.

She yelps, placing hands on either sides of his head to keep from falling forward completely. Her breasts are level with his face and all she sees when she looks down is the raw desire on his face. She dare not move when she feels his hands on her thighs beneath her skirt, nor when he unlaces the garter she wears to hold her stocking up. She feels his fingers on her ass, clenching the soft flesh there and cupping her behind in front of all the men and dancers. She shakes her head, her eyes filling with tears of humiliation. "Please, my King. I have not laid with anyone."

He grins, pleased by her answer, and then pulls her forward to press another kiss on her closed lips. "Good girl," he says and his fingers slide beneath her garments.

She hears a low snarl from the knights, and suddenly, she is released.

"Dance for me."

Start Reading Here
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She is looking at him as though he is a stranger in her territory, as though they have not spent the last few days curled together, holding onto each other for warmth and comfort. She is looking at him as though he is prey, but she is smaller and weaker, even lost to her animal as she is.

It is easy to tackle her to the ground before she can lunge at him and turn her to her back. He takes hold of her chin and leans in to bite her jaw.

The sharp and sudden sting of nails and teeth jolts her into wakefulness and she breathe out a soft, "Oh," that is like music to his ears.

His touch, by now, is familiar and comfortable, and the pain helps pull her from the fragile part of her mind to something more solid. She's aware that he's saying something to her, even as he hurts her, the low vibration of his voice shuddering through her form through his teeth.

She presses into it, closing her eyes for just a moment as she thinks about letting go completely, just letting the animal take over because she's so tired of feeling anything. There seems to be only pain waiting for her in her wakefulness.

"Don't you dare give up," he growls.

The rough, possessive kiss he delivers to her lip tells her that giving up is a horrible idea that he wouldn't appreciate, so she keeps her mouth shut.

She gasps at the brutal bite to her bottom lip and another tug on her hair, pulling her head all the way back until she is baring her neck at him. The collar is stark against her skin, stopping him from marking her the way a shifter would mark his mate. He growls softly the whole time, the animal in her recognizing that he is an Alpha and growing fearful enough to hide.

His hand rests on her hips, wrapping easily around the sides of her body, caging her to him as his thumbs stroke over the thin skin just about the waist of her jeans where her shirt has ridden up.

"I can't get you out if you're not you, Layla," he warns.

Her mouth is open, breathing in short little pants, chest straining on whimpers that won't escape. She clutches blindly at his forearms, shuddering at just how perfectly firm they feel beneath her fingertips.

He slides in closer, so his front is pressed to her chest, and he braces himself with one arm while he reaches for her with the other, laying his hand flat over her sternum before moving it down her cleavage to the soft dip where her stomach is slightly concave. He drags his hand downwards until he finds the curve of her hips.

She closes her eyes, letting him explore her body with his firm hand. She knows what he's trying to do. Pleasure such as this is not something that the animal in her understands. He wants her, all of her, to resurface instead of hiding beneath the veneer of her beast. It is an underhanded, but effective way. She doesn't even try to pretend that it's not working.

He takes her lips to his, biting down hard enough to hurt, the ache fading into a burn that leaves her whimpering when he stops.

Her breath stutters at the feel of his fingers on her inner thighs. There is a heat growing in her core, spreading outwards and warming parts of her skin that has not known warmth for weeks. The clothes are in their way, stopping him from touching her skin to skin, but it's enough to make her lose her mind entirely.

Start Reading Here
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Arian Wulf

Tanya is a book-smart, street-dumb human student who just got into the university of her dreams and thinks she deserves to have a good time at a rave. Instead, she wanders into a werewolf party.

Charles King is a drop-dead-gorgeous, powerful Alpha werewolf who has been tutoring Tanya and her classmates for the entire year and just wants to head home. Instead, he sees his student where she’s not supposed to be and saves from a handsy stranger at the rave.

It is love at first sight.

Except things are never that easy.

[image: image]

This is a standalone short story with an innocent young virgin’s first time with a a dominating alpha male.

It also contains scenes including exhibitionism & voyeurism, knotting, spanking, domination, bondage, and submission.
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"You like that?" he asks, and she can only nod her head in response.

Pleasure courses through her spine as he fingers her through her underwear. She's worn a skirt in order to make it easier for her potential partner, but she's half regretting the decision now. Her eyes dart around, trying to gauge if anyone knows that they're doing, that he's fingering her in public. Nobody seems to be paying any attention to them, and if any of the shifters can pick up the scent of her arousal, they don't seem to care.

The couple dancing close to them are lost in their own desires. She thinks she can see his hands under her dress, hiking it up to reveal her blatant lack of underwear, but she looks away too quickly to be sure, blushing all the way to the roots of her hair.

"He's fucking her," he says in her ear, explaining to her what's happening without her having to ask.

She moves her head, searching for his mouth. He growls, and his tongue skims her trembling lips, wordlessly asking permission for more. She doesn't know what else she can do except comply, parting her lips so that he can taste into her mouth, his tongue fluttering over her teeth before venturing deeper. She picks up the flavor something burning and sweet and utterly unfamiliar. It is intoxicating.

Urgent need flows through her body and before she realizes what she's doing, her arms are wrapped around his neck, pulling him down to deepen the kiss. He groans, pressing into her eagerly, and she feels something hard pressed against her body.

"Let's get out of here," he says with an undertone of urgency.

"Outside?" she asks, breathless with want. She had fantasized about this. The thought that others are doing it too makes it easier for her to let go of her reservations, but if he wants to bring this outside...

As if he can sense her attention waning, he fists his fingers in her hair and tugs her head back sharply, causing a sharp pain on her scalp. Her yelp of pain is quickly muffled by his lips, locked onto hers. She feels her lips curve into a satisfied smirk as he tastes her again, not letting her go even as she presses her palm into his chest.

She gasps for air when they part and she see that he is also breathing heavier.

"Would you rather I take your clothes off here and ravage you on the floor like an animal while strangers watch?" he asks, his tone deep and dangerous, as if he is willing to do exactly that if she doesn't comply with his demands. He drags his lips over her earlobe and tugs it with his teeth.

She hasn't- she hasn't really thought that far ahead. She just assumed he would tug her panties aside and slide his- his cock into her and be done with it. She doesn't actually want to be stripped in public! Her cheeks burn with intensity. She shakes her head. "No," she says softly.

"Good girl," he says.

She trembles, liking how the praise rolls on his tongue. She wants to hear him say it again. "We'll do this the right way."
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Tanya licks her upper lip and tries to hide the desire dancing in her eyes as she stares at the way the professor runs his powerful, large hand over the board, writing equations that makes no sense whatsoever to her. She isn't even supposed to be in Biochemistry, but Professor Charles is teaching, and she has a free period, so she thought it would be fun to sit in and watch her lover teach his class. It saddens her that nobody will ever know the true nature of their relationship. At least, not until she graduates.

The smooth muscles on his forearms ripple impressively when he turns around to address the class. He has a voice that demands attention, but she is too busy staring at his perfect body to pay attention to the actual words leaving his lips. She has deliberately chosen a spot at the very back, where she knows he wouldn't be able to see her. If she's not careful, he might be able to smell her though. She sighs and buries herself deeper in the seat, trying to be as small as possible.

His square-rimmed glasses, she knows, is only there in order to make him seem more approachable. His piercing blue eyes are very stern and have the additional advantage of making students avoid his office as if it is infected with the plague. As he gestures towards the board and explain some complicate reaction that she really doesn't understand, she wonders how those same hands would feel on her back. The contrast of his dark skin on her pale white is something that arouses her more than she cares to admit.

Her roommate and long-time friend has accused her on more than one occasion to have a preference to dating dark-skinned men. If she knew about her taboo relationship with the professor, she would probably develop and aneurysm and die on the spot. Tanya can hear her already. "What the hell are you thinking?! Are you worried about your scholarship at all?! Don't you care if you graduate?!" and probably her favorite, which she hears every other week whether she's been good or not: "If you don't start spending more time studying, you're going to lose your scholarship."

Yeah, if Jessica ever finds out she's jeopardizing her scholarship in order to date a professor in her first year, she's not even going to yell at her. She's going to drop dead from horror.

Tanya's very careful about keeping that relationship secret. She's eighteen, which makes her legally an adult, but relationships between a professor and a student is strictly forbidden for obvious reasons. She doesn't really get what the big deal is, though. They're not even in the same department. It's not like she can get any unfair advantage for being especially good to him in bed. And honestly, he's the one with all the skills in bed. She's just-

She shakes her head and tries to think of more appropriate things. There are a few werewolves in the class who might be able to pick up her arousal. The last thing she wants is for more attention directly towards her.

It doesn't even matter that they started dating before either of them knew about the other's position. She thinks maybe it's only fair that it matters a little since she met him before she started school. He was very careful with her back then, knowing that he's the first serious relationship she’s been in.

He is more than ten years older than her, but she feels like he knows her better than anybody else her own age. They met during a rave. She remembers there were so many people that she lost Jessica the moment she stepped into the warehouse...
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Tanya almost cries out when Jessica is pulled away from her, but she worries her lower lip and allows the people around her to push her into the warehouse instead. the climb of the music makes it so that it is impossible for her to not be excited by it.

For once, it doesn't matter that they're not together. They've talked about the possibility of being separated in the massive crowd. They'll just need to reunite afterwards. It's all part of the plan.

The warehouse is impossibly loud and so cramped that she's being pressed against strangers as they danced. It is warm and a little sticky, but it doesn't stop the feeling of euphoria to engulf her. Nobody here cares that she's just gotten a scholarship into one of the most prestigious universities in the world, nor that she is working double shifts in the restaurant in order to make sure that she will be able to pay all the extra expenses her scholarship isn't able to. They don't know about her problems and she doesn't know about theirs, which is just wonderful.

For a little while, she can pretend everything is perfect.

A new song starts, and she is moving to it on instinct, uncaring of the way she looks from afar. Hands are everywhere, clothes being discarded in the heat of the moment so that there are shirtless men and women in bikinis.

"Hey." A voice starts. She turns around, surprised that she can hear anything in the cacophony of noises in the warehouse. But she hears him just fine, a deep baritone that fills her ears and makes her weak in the knees.

"Hi?" she offers, looking at the shirtless male. He is all hard muscles and solid strength. His eyes are a beautiful sort of black that she knows she can get lost in if she's not careful.

He grins at her and takes a step forward, and then another. She takes the hint, closing the distance between them. Her hand slides tentatively over his side as she moves her hips, grinding with the sort of awkwardness that betrays the fact that she has never done anything like this before.

He grins, his pupils blown black with desire. It obviously doesn't matter to him that she's not going to win any pole dancing competition anytime soon. He grips her waist and pulls her towards him, filling all the space between them until her chest is pressed flush against his bared chest. Her tank top soaks up his sweat and she is covered in his scent.

He leans into her until his lips are pressed against her ear, his stubble brushing against her soft skin gently. He's older, that's for sure. None of the guys she knows in her school is this confident. He nips her earlobe playfully and says, "What's a pretty little virgin like you doing at a place like this?"

She doesn't know whether to be disgusted or horrified, so she does both, pushing him back and away from her. Or at least, she attempts to. Her hands press against his chest, but she doesn't seem to be making any progress freeing herself. God, the man's a tank.

She hears a snarl and the next thing she knows; the man is being yanked away from her forcibly. She gasps, stumbling back from the sudden loss of support.

"Keep your hands to yourself," the newcomer growls.

"Hey, sorry man. Didn't know she was taken, alright?" the guy says, hands in the air. Her savior must be really scary, because he's not even trying to stand his ground. He disappears into the crowd before her savior could say anything.

"Thank you," she starts. "I don't know what-" she stops talking altogether. The stranger isn't really a stranger, after all. Charles has been her school-assigned tutor for SAT since the beginning of the year and she has been harboring a not-so-secret crush on him since their first meeting. Her and half of the girls in her SAT class, probably.

He's smart, sophisticated, and doesn't look at her with pity like the rest of the teachers. He treats her the same as he treats everyone else. Cool indifference. He has always kept things professional though, something she deeply resents. He probably doesn't even know her name.

She never thought she would see him again after she graduated high school. Seeing him here, now, is like a dream come true. She has to remind herself to breathe.

"What're you even doing here, Tanya?" he snarls, turning back to her. The malice in his tone strikes her deep. She feels like something's clenching her heart. His eyes flash red, the fingers on her arm are slightly clawed. She flinches as his fingers tighten around her arm hard enough to hurt. It takes a few deep breaths for him to get himself back to normal again.

She's never realized he's an Alpha. The werewolves in her class are too young to have their own packs, or even joined anybody else's.

"I asked you what you're doing here, Tanya," he says, his tone so much like a reprimanding teacher that she can't help but feel irritated.

She gapes at him. "Why can't I be here?" she demands.

"This is a werewolf rave," he says, gripping her by the arm. She pulls herself free and understands that she is only able to succeed because he lets her.

"I know that!" she says.

He looks at her like she's grown a second head all of a sudden. "This is a werewolf rave where humans come to be fucked," he intones with a straight face, like he's trying to scare her.

She puffs up a little. "I know."

"Are you even legal?!" he demands.

She resists the urge to yell 'You're not my mother!'. Instead, she crosses her arms and says, "I'm eighteen."

"So, you're eighteen and a virgin and you're here to lose your virginity?" he says, eyebrows etched in confusion. "Why?"

"Why not?"

"It's entirely irresponsible."

"I thought that's what raves are for," she huffs.

"The best you're going to get is a quick fuck on the dance floor. Is that what you're after?" he demands.

She doesn't know why he's trying to make this so complicated for her. She thought it would be easy. She'll just wait for the right guy to steal her away into one of the rooms, or maybe just pin her against the wall and fuck her there, and then they can say their goodbyes and she will no longer be a virgin. Realizing the man is expecting a response, she says, "Werewolves can't get or transmit STDs."

His piercing blue eyes seem to stare straight into her soul. She resists the urge to look away, knowing it's a sign of weakness.

Jessica thinks it's an awful plan, but she doesn't know what it's like to be Tanya. In high school, guys hit on her all the time so that they can be the first to take her virginity. Even when she's walking in the street, shifters who can scent her innocence check her out shamelessly. Being a virgin in college is going to be additionally hard for her since werewolves can somehow tell whether a person has had sex before. She's something of an oddity, even in high school, for never having sex.

It's not that she hasn't had offers, because she had. Or that none of the guys who's asked her out interest her, because they do. It's just that she's never had the time. Between SATs, additional classes, co-curricular activities, scholarship applications, part time jobs, and looking for a place to live after she gets kicked out of the orphanage, she just doesn't have the time or energy to find the right guy to fuck.

Now that she's finished her SATs and gotten her scholarship into a university, she can breathe easy. For a little while before her life kicks hers in the ass again. This is her only day off before she has to get back to work for a week and then university is starting, so she really just wants to get it over and done with. At this point, she doesn't even care if it's the right guy. It just needs to be a guy.

She knows that normal people reserve their first times for something special. She's not the only virgin in school, after all. She is, however, wary of standing out from the crowd. Easier to blend in and pretend to be just like everybody else. She's just sick of being ogled or looked at with sympathy by every other werewolf in the street.

The point is, she doesn't want to be the only virgin in a university where the majority of the students and staff are werewolves. They would think there's something wrong with her.

She doesn't want to tell her tutor all this. It's none of his business. She tells him as much and turns around, intending to find another person interested in helping her with a problem, when she feels an iron grip on her arm, pulling her back.

She is pinned in his chest all of a sudden.

"I don't do one-night-stands," he growls in her ear.

"Why are you here, then," she demands.

"I thought I smelled you in here," he says as if that explains everything. "You want to lose your virginity? I can help you with that," he whispers heatedly in her ear.

She worries her lower lip, embarrassed. He isn't a stranger, which should make things easier for her, but she also doesn't know if she can fuck him without being clingy afterwards. He is so very handsome, and she is incredibly inexperienced.

He twists her around so that they are face to face. His grip on her waist is so tight it's punishing. It's really unfair how hot he is. He's at least ten years older than her and from the way he's looking at her, she's pretty sure she's in way over her head.

His free hand somehow manages to find its way between their bodies and is cupping her between her legs. She is instantly weak-kneed and wet. He groans, the vibrations from the sound reverberating in her bones.

"You like that?" he asks, and she can only nod her head in response.

Pleasure courses through her spine as he fingers her through her underwear. She's worn a skirt in order to make it easier for her potential partner, but she's half regretting the decision now. Her eyes dart around, trying to gauge if anyone knows that they're doing, that he's fingering her in public. Nobody seems to be paying any attention to them, and if any of the shifters can pick up the scent of her arousal, they don't seem to care.

The couple dancing close to them are lost in their own desires. She thinks she can see his hands under her dress, hiking it up to reveal her blatant lack of underwear, but she looks away too quickly to be sure, blushing all the way to the roots of her hair.

"He's fucking her," he says in her ear, explaining to her what's happening without her having to ask.

She moves her head, searching for his mouth. He growls, and his tongue skims her trembling lips, wordlessly asking permission for more. She doesn't know what else she can do except comply, parting her lips so that he can taste into her mouth, his tongue fluttering over her teeth before venturing deeper. When their tongues touch, the sensation transcends any physical pleasure she has ever felt before. He allows her tongue to dance with his and lets her taste him as he is devouring her. She picks up the flavor something burning and sweet and utterly unfamiliar. It is intoxicating.

Urgent need flows through her body and before she realizes what she's doing, her arms are wrapped around his neck, pulling him down to deepen the kiss. He groans, pressing into her eagerly, and she feels something hard pressed against her body.

"Let's get out of here," he says with an undertone of urgency.

"Outside?" she asks, breathless with want. She had fantasized about this. The thought that others are doing it too makes it easier for her to let go of her reservations, but if he wants to bring this outside...

As if he can sense her attention waning, he fists his fingers in her hair and tugs her head back sharply, causing a sharp pain on her scalp. Her yelp of pain is quickly muffled by his lips, locked onto hers. She feels her lips curve into a satisfied smirk as he tastes her again, not letting her go even as she presses her palm into his chest.

She gasps for air when they part and she see that he is also breathing heavier.

"Would you rather I take your clothes off here and ravage you on the floor like an animal while strangers watch?" he asks, his tone deep and dangerous, as if he is willing to do exactly that if she doesn't comply with his demands. He drags his lips over her earlobe and tugs it with his teeth.

She hasn't- she hasn't really thought that far ahead. She just assumed he would tug her panties aside and slide his- his cock into her and be done with it. She doesn't actually want to be stripped in public! Her cheeks burn with intensity. She shakes her head. "No," she says softly.

"Good girl," he says.

She trembles, liking how the praise rolls on his tongue. She wants to hear him say it again. "We'll do this the right way."

Her heart is beating in her throat. She nods, because yes, even though she is adamant about losing her virginity, he's right about her not wanting to do it in public. She doesn't know what she'll be like. What if she bleeds? She really should've put more thought in her 'lose my virginity before orientation' plan.
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Chapter 3: Public Indecency
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He starts to pull her out of the crowd, his arm tight around her shoulders, when she remembers she came in with a friend. "Jessica," she whispers, looking around, as if it is even possible to find her in the crow.

"Send her a message," he says, tugging her towards the exit.

She wants to tell him that she doesn't have a phone. She can't afford one, but it should be fine. They're only supposed to meet up again in the apartment, so even if she's gone, Jessica isn't going to be too worried.

He opens the door for her and she remembers why Jessica thinks having sex in the warehouse is better than her looking for a stranger to fuck online. Because the warehouse is public, and she won't get in trouble. Well, more trouble.

"I'm not going to hurt you," he says, seeing the reluctance in her eyes.

She nods, trusting him even though she really doesn't know the guy that well. Well, this is probably the dumbest thing she's ever done in her entire life. She climbs into the back of the car, wondering if it's too late to run as she clicks the seat-belt in and-

His mouth is on hers again, his hand on the back of her neck as he sits in the driver's seat, leaning across the gear stick to get to her. She places her hand on his thigh and tries not to panic about having her hand on his thighs. Oh god. They're really doing this. He kisses like he teaches, certain and precise, knowing exactly what to do with his tongue and lips to make her melt completely. She is panting hard and the windows are fogging up. She has to remember to breathe.

His mouth parts from hers and moves to her neck. She can't seem to close her mouth, moaning when she feels teeth scrape across her skin. Her hands shift higher on his thigh. A much larger palm covers hers and moves it between his legs.

"Oh!" she gasps. "It's so- it's so-" she blushes, cupping the outline of his arousal. It's so not going to fit!

He seems to come to himself at the sound of her voice, pulling back and settling in the driver's seat. "My apartment is twenty minutes away," he says, gripping the steering wheel so tightly that she can see the muscles on his arm bulging.

Something he said earlier has been gnawing in her mind. "You said you smelled me," she breaches the topic without preamble. "What did you mean?"

He looks slightly abashed, as if he hadn't meant to admit it out loud and wishes she had forgotten about it altogether. "I had just finished a beer with friends in the bar downtown and was clearing my head. I picked up your scent and realized where it was coming from. I thought you were in there against your will."

"Jessica is in there too. Why didn't you think she's in danger?"

"Who's Jessica?"

She frowns. "She um... she's been sitting next to me during your tutoring classes all semester."

He glances at her, his expression letting her know that he has no idea who she's talking about.

"Jessica Buddings? She's in your class too."

He sighs. "I'm afraid I don't know the names of all my students," he admits.

She feels a swell of joy that he remembers hers and is instantly curious about another thing. "How do you even know my scent?" she asks. She blushes even as she asks this, wondering if he's one of those guys who has a thing about virgins. The polite thing to do is to pretend that shifters don't have enhanced senses and that they can't smell what a person had for breakfast.

Jessica, who's werewolf herself, says that because they grew up with those senses, it becomes a norm to them to just ignore everything. Their noses become immune to most of the smells in order to make things bearable. As a general rule, they can't tell a person apart from another unless something is pointedly different about them, like infections, sicknesses, or being a virgin. Jessica had told her that last part while giving Tanya a pointed look, making her blush.

"You always smell like apples," he answers so quickly that she can't even doubt the answer.

She blushes even brighter. It's such an innocent response. "There's um... there's a decent-sized apple orchard near the orphanage that I work at," she says in a way of explaining the odd scent.

He hums in acknowledgement but doesn't ask anything more of her.

She takes the chance to really look at him, something she's only dared to do in class when he has his back turned. It's not her fault he has a perfect ass! She memorizes his side-profile, loving the way his jawline is so wonderfully pronounced and perfect, just the barest hint of a stubble growing on his tanned skin.

The butterflies in her belly are doing acrobatic routines. Discreetly, she pinches her arm to make sure she's not in some sort of dream. It's all so unbelievable. She never thought someone as sophisticated and perfect as him would be interested in a nobody like her.

"Your plan is stupid," he announces all of a sudden.

She gapes at him, unsure of how to respond.

"Why are you so eager to be rid of your virginity?" he asks, his tone completely neutral, as if he hadn't offered to help her with the problem just moments earlier.

She blushes and chooses the easiest and most honest answer. "I don't want to stand out."

His brows furrow together, displeased. "Have people been giving you trouble? You know you can talk to people about it."

"I can't complain about strangers in public to my school teachers," she manages a wry smile. "And I've graduated, in case you've forgotten."

"I haven't," he says. She wouldn't be in his car is she was still his student. He would get in a world of trouble.

She doesn't want to talk about it, so she tries to change the subject. "Are you taking me to your house?" she asks.

"Yes," he says.

"Aren't you worried?"

"About what?" he asks, turning to her briefly.

"About the scent lingering after I leave..." she looks away, blushing. Werewolves are particularly careful about who they bring to their homes. She has been friends with Jessica for years before she finally obtained permission from her Alpha (her father) to allow her to hang out at their place.

He ponders over this for a moment, and then he asks, "Would you rather we go to a hotel?"

She shakes her head. "I'm just- I wanted to do it at the rave because I didn't want to be attached." She realizes how that sounds the moment she says it and quickly tries to backtrack, "But you said you didn't want a one-night-stand and I'm pretty sure now that I don't want a one-night-stand either, but like, I didn't- I really didn't think this through."

He chuckles. "Yes, I figured as much," he acknowledges. "Do you have curfew?" he asks.

She shakes her head. "I live with an apartment with Jessica," she says and immediately wonders if she's said too much.

He frowns, like the answer doesn't please him. "Bit young for an apartment, don't you think?"

"Too old for the orphanage," she says with a shrug. It's not a big deal. She moved out before they had a chance to kick her out. There are children would be able to make better use of her bed and she's been saving up in order to get her own place for years. It's freeing to be able to have her own room, even though technically, she shares most of that space with Jessica. Anything is better than having a bed in a room with a dozen more. The apartment is a little bare since neither her nor Jessica is particularly well off, but it's her own and she kind of loves it.

"Is it safe?" he asks.

"What?"

"The apartment. Is it in a safe area?"

She nods carefully. "The neighborhood is mostly students, so it's pretty safe," she says. The only complaint she had after the preliminary visit is the heavy scent of weed and alcohol, which is apparently normal for university students.

"I can drop you off to your apartment if you change your mind," he offers, looking like it hurts him physically to offer that alternative.

"No!" She clears her throat and quickly adds, "I mean, I'm not going to change my mind. I want to do sex- it. With you. I mean, I want to do it with you." She is blushing so hard she can feel her own cheeks burning. Why can't this be easier?

He chuckles, like her vehement rejection pleases him. "How much do you know about werewolves, Tanya?" he asks suddenly.

"Just what's taught in school," she says. "My
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