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This steamy short story contains scenes inappropriate for 18-years and below.  An innocent human virgin is filled by a Werewolf and a Vampire. It also contains exhibitionism and voyeurism, fisting, BDSM (bondage, extreme stretching, double fisting), domination and submission, daddy kink, size-difference (large males, petite female) knotting, double penetration, and rough sex. 
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HER EYES ARE SO WIDE and lovely with fear and he maintains eye contact with her as he spreads his fingers inside of her pussy, forcing her walls open. The sound she makes is absolutely delightful.

He gets some more lube and carefully pushes two fingers into her anal hole. She whines, muscles on her belly jumping, but he keeps playing with her pussy to take her mind off the sensation of him spreading her anal hole open.

"It's- it's weird," she whimpers. "I don't like it," she cries. "Take it out, please. Please?"

He chuckles. Maybe not today then. "Just here then, darling?" he asks, scissoring the fingers inside her stretched pussy.

She whines and throws her head back.

He takes both his fingers out of her hole and moves away for a little while, wiping his fingers clean as a camera moves closer to catch sight of the pulsing hole he's made, walls throbbing as her body tries to close the gaping hole together. There're more hints of redness on his fingers, signs that he had broken her hymen with his hand. It's a heady sensation. He notices as well that Peter is standing close to the door, not trusting himself at the scent of her blood. His side fangs are protruding, sharp and eager.

"Do you think she's ready yet?" Peter asks.

"What do you think, baby?" Ethan address the question to the young human girl who's beginning to cry again, tears dripping down her cheeks as she gasps for breathe. Her whines are louder. As 'weird' as she put it, as it had probably felt to have his fingers inside of her, he knows it would feel even more unpleasant to be left with her gaping holes and the strange man with the camera capturing her humiliation, zooming in between her legs to record the way her body is reacting. She whimpers. "Daddy- daddy, please," she whines and really, he would have to be heartless to deny her.

He smears more lube on his cleaned fingers and tucks four of his fingers inside her at once, pressing and not letting up until he has all four of them in to the knuckles.

She throws her head back and moans, her own wet arousal making it easier for him to finger her. She's really quite beautiful and a size-queen in the making. Peter really chose well.

"Do you want more, darling?" he asks.

She shakes her head. "I can't-" she cries. "'I can't- I can't-"

"Shh," he coos, pulling back until only the tip of his fingers are in, and then pushes them forward, spreading her on his fingers over and over, only slowly down when he feels her walls tense. Huh. He's not even touching her clit and he thinks he can feel her close to her orgasm already.

He adds a little more lube and continues working on her pussy, stretching and opening her up, getting her loose and ready for him.

She continues to make lewd noises, whimpering and moaning as she lets out a litany of 'please' and 'no, no, no,' that are simply music to his ears. Lube is dripping down his arms, making him slippery down to his elbows and he doesn't take the time to clean up. With his free hand, he continues to rub up and down her body, coaxing her into relaxing.

His thumb brushes her clit and he's pleasantly surprised by the way her body tenses and she comes from the touch, her body going rigid as she orgasms. Her hole clenches around his fingers, whole body seizing intensely as her lips part and she cries out.

He waits until her body is completely lax in the afterglow of her orgasm before pulling his hand back a bit and quickly smearing lube onto his palm and around his thumb. He tucks his thumb to his palm and pushes in.

Her eyes shoot open the moment she realizes what's happening. Her eyes are wide and her pupils are still blown, muscles loose from orgasming seconds ago. She whines, shaking her head. "I can't- I can't-" she gasps.
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Chapter One: Quit
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"GET THIS DONE FOR ME," Kent tosses a file in front of her without so much as a 'please' and 'thank you'.

"I'll get right on that, sir," she mumbles mostly to herself as she tries to muster a little more enthusiasm into her work. It's getting harder and harder to fake nowadays. Everything is just so monotonous. Nothing ever changes and if she lets herself continue this way, she'll be spending the rest of her life behind the desk doing work that's slowly eating her soul and turning her into a machine.

Then again, she knows this isn't how her story is going to end. She's not going to end up here forever because she's already behind on her payments and if she doesn't make next month's payments, she's going to have to resort to drastic measures to get the money. Maybe get another place to loan her the money.

She sighs and pushes that worry to the back of her head. No point worrying about something that hasn't happened yet.

Half an hour later, Kent stalks out of his office and demands to see finished work. Except she's nowhere near done because she's still working on the 'very-urgent' file that Oliver had given to her that morning.

"Prioritize mine," Kent says, knowing full well that she's the one who would get in trouble he Oliver comes in and finds out she hasn't finished his portion of work.

She makes an executive decision to ignore Kent because Oliver outranks him.

Two hours later, Kent is suffering from a full meltdown in front of her desk, screaming about how incompetent and useless she is and how she only got the job because they don't have enough humans in their staff. She's not even qualified for her job, having just graduated high school a few months ago.

She can't actually argue on that with him. He's right. She isn't exactly qualified for the work, but they hired her anyways. She thought it was weird that they did, but two days into her work and countless scoldings later, she kind of gets why the position is hard to keep filled. She's like the office punching bag.

"HR should never have hired someone as stupid and as incompetent as you!" he spits and she looks away so that his splatter of saliva only hits her cheek instead of in her eyes. She wipes it off with a look of disgust.

She knows she's not the brightest bulb in the box, but she doesn't need to suffer through this humiliation. Her colleagues are giving her sympathetic looks from the corner of their eyes, but none of them are brave enough to intervene. They would rather not be involved in something so uncomfortable. She doesn't blame them. In their shoes, she would be doing exactly the same thing. Except she's not one of them. She's the one being yelled at. Her hands tighten into fists on her lap and she does the breathing exercise that her therapist had taught her weeks ago. Breathe in. Hold for five seconds. Breathe out and let your worries flow with your breath. Hold for another five seconds-

"-never get anything right! Can't even make a decent cup of coffee. I should have fired you ages ago," he says.

"Why haven't you?" she blurts before she can help herself. Unfortunately for her, Kent is a Werewolf with exceptional hearing and he doesn't miss it.

"What did you say?" he asks, eyes bulging, veins on his bald head throbbing. He's an unpleasant looking man to begin with and being so upset just makes him even harder to look at.

She looks away from him and pretends she's somewhere else.

"I asked you a question Kristy!" he slams his hands on the desk.

She jumps, surprised by the venom and aggression in his tone. Maybe someone would intervene now? It's hardly fair for a werewolf to be threatening a meek little human like herself.

No one comes to her rescue, which is hardly surprising. Yet, she still finds herself disappointed. She thought she was well-liked around here but then again, she has only been here for a month. That's hardly any time for anyone to have a sense of loyalty towards her.

She sighs and catches the tail end of Kent's rant that concludes with him firing her. "You can take your things and go," he says.

A bit much for a small mistake, she thinks, knowing that he's waiting for her
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