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One:

Wenna.

“Becca, you can’t be serious…” I’m almost angry enough to end the call without so much as saying goodbye.

“Listen, hun, you’ll do fine. I’ve set it all up. You just have to show up and look good for your new man,” I can just see that smug smile on Becca’s face. God, I hate her right now. But really, that’s a complete lie. I love that girl with all my heart.

“You know I don’t like blind dates, though. Why would you do this to me?”

“Wenna, relax. He’s a nice guy. You’ll have a good time. It’s been four years since Mark…” She pauses. I assume she’s not sure if she should carry on with that line of conversation but ends up doing it anyway, “Died. You need to start looking again and who better to set you up than your bestie?  You know I wouldn't have if I didn't think you would like him.”

“I’ll start looking for a guy when I’m ready,” I’m busy in the kitchen, cleaning a pot I used for dinner earlier this evening. It’s while I’m scrubbing away at the pot that I realize, maybe Becca’s right. It has been a long time since I played the field. I can hear the whining screech of joy already, “But fine, I’ll go on the date with your mystery man. He better not be some creep though. I’ve had my fair share of those on blind dates before.”

“Trust me, you’re going to love him. Maybe if things go well for you two, Eric and I will be double dating again,” I roll my eyes. There’s nothing else to do in this situation, “So just meet him at the Bistro at nine tomorrow. Put on that black number.”

“What? Which black number?”

“You know the one,” I do. I know exactly which one. She’s been rifling through my closet again, “I gotta go, love you, bye.”

Just like that she’s gone. I know I won’t hear back from her now until after I’ve gone on the date. Becca knows I’ll definitely back out somewhere between now and the time it gets close to meeting this mystery man if she gives me the chance.  Ignoring my calls until after the date just ensures I can't cancel.  She drives me nuts but I know she had good intentions.

I will admit though, there are tingles of excitement deep in the pit of my stomach.  I feel just a tiny bit of excitement, maybe this whole thing won't turn out too bad.


Two:

Phillip.

“Look, she’s a good looking girl, with an ass that just won’t quit. How can you say no to that?” Erik looks at me as if that’s really something I’ve ever cared for.  I mean attractive women are nice to look at, but there really was much more to a person than their body.  

“This one of Rebecca’s friends? Another one of those desperate housewife types that can’t escape the mundanity of their own lives?” We’re sitting in a coffee shop. Eric should be in the office. I should be behind my desk, writing. Neither one of us are where we’re supposed to be so who can blame the other, right?

“No, man. She’s a good friend of ours. Really good. She’s gone through some rough stuff but I think she’s getting better now. Things are looking up for her and all that,” I contemplate, well at least it isn't some random woman he knows nothing about other than how round her ass is.

“Where am I taking her?” I ask, hesitantly.

“The Bistro. The one on…”

“Yeah, I know the one. Don’t worry about it,” I sip my cappuccino.

“Right, good. Then enjoy that. I’ve gotta go back to the office,” All of a sudden Eric’s in a rush to get to work? Now I know I’ve been duped into something I’m definitely going to regret.

“Yeah, I should probably get back to work too,” I slide my laptop out of its covering and open it up.

“Like you have ever worked a day in your life...” He teases, throwing some bills onto the table to cover his lunch before disappearing out the coffee shop.

What have I just done?


Three:

Wenna.

“You’ve got to understand, I don’t usually do these things. I’m sorry. I have to go,” I got to the Bistro early. While waiting for my blind date, I decided to head off to the lady’s room and rehearse my monologue for my departure. He doesn’t know me and I don’t know him. No harm will come of it apart a few bucks for cab fare, unless he drives. Then a few bucks for gas.

I’m worried, really, I am. What if he doesn’t show up? Just because I plan on canceling the date doesn’t mean I don’t want to feel special for that one second that he ends up seeing me in the black dress Becca demanded I wear. A black dress, low cut, exposing just enough leg and cleavage to show there’s something to be desired but not enough to make him think I look like a whore. Yes, she was right. I look at myself in the mirror. I spent a while on my hair and make-up too. My hair looks beautiful tonight. The slight, wavy curls that brush down my back. The dark eyes and red lips all complimented with the other assorted shades of my makeup kit.

Why did I put so much effort into something I really didn’t want to be a part of? Or maybe I did want to be a part of it. Maybe Becca’s right. Maybe I should get over what happened with Mark but how can I? He was my first true love. Gone too soon.

I feel the tears welling up in my eyes. I have to stop the thoughts before I cry. I do and gently wipe away whatever residue of a tear may have been left and make my way back to my table and to my surprise, someone is sitting there.

Even from his seated position, I can see beneath that blazer is a well-built man. A well-built man with beautiful olive skin, a strong jawline and his eyes. Those beautiful golden orbs, “I…” I stammer, “I think you might have the wrong table.”

“Oh sorry,” He apologizes, getting up quickly, “Are you with your husband?”

I smile, “No. I’m actually here waiting on a blind date.”

He returns a dashing smile, “Wenna Johns?” He asks, “I’m Phillip Stormy. I’m friends with Rebecca and Eric.”

“Oh my God,” I whisper to myself. I’m sure he heard it.

“No, just me.” He chuckles softly.

He pulls my chair out for me and I graciously accept.

“You are truly stunning,” His compliment brings a rosy hue to my cheeks.

“You’re not so bad yourself,” I reply with instant regret.

Phillip doesn’t seem to mind. He laughs it off and calls over a waiter, “A bottle of your finest champagne. A lady like this deserves only the best.”

I can already tell this is going to be a wonderful evening but it’s in that thought that I notice the conversation dull down. His eyes take me in and mine drift over him. I can’t help but smile. I’m by no means a piece of meat, though, so should I feel displeased that his eyes linger lower than my line of sight?

The bottle of champagne comes, Phillip pours a flute full for me and then himself, “So you’re a writer?” I try make small talk. He’s handsome. This, to some degree puts my mind at ease that he should be less of a creep than some of the last guys Becca set me up with.

“Yeah, I write. You much of a reader?”

“Not really,” I chuckle, “More just a movie and TV show buff,” I tease. He smiles.

“I have to be honest with you,” Immediately something in Phillip has changed, “I’m not going to be able to stay long tonight.”

Maybe it was my small talk.

“So, you’re ditching me?” I feel crushed and rejected, why couldn't I have just said that I read?  Dumb move, Wenna.

“No. By no means. In fact, I think you’re a fantastic young lady and I hope to see more of you. Just, my father is ill. I need to visit him. Eric chose the worst time to arrange this.”

I’m not sure if he’s lying or not but I don’t let it get me down further than it has.

“Then I understand. Go, be with your family but here’s my number,” I pull a pen and paper from my bag and write my cell phone number down, “If you’re not joking, or whatever.”

Phillip pockets my number and stands up, taking my hand from across the table, “We have the same friend circle. It would be… Awkward if I didn’t get back to you,” His smile melts away my insecurities.

This could be trouble, he was far more attractive and charming than I was expecting. I felt a flutter in my stomach, I really hope he is telling the truth.


Four:

Phillip.

I enter my father’s home with caution. He has always been skittish and now that he grows older, he can barely tell friend from foe. Mother was his anchor and after her passing, he fell into a downward spiral mentally.

He is by no means a bad man. The herbalists predict he has succumb to some form of delirium but I know that if he just got out of the stubborn rut of not leaving the pack grounds, the doctors in the outlands would be able to diagnose him. Sadly, this day will never come.  He is too old, too set in his ways.  He has no need for human medicine.

It’s not every day that he’s all too bad either. Some days he’s the same alpha we have all come to love and respect, it’s on the dark days that he slips between the veils of sanity.

“Son, come up here,” His call is enough for me to have placed which state he’s in.

Through the entry hall, I make my way up the staircase. My senses are overwhelmed by the sheer amount of people that are in my father’s home. They all seek his guidance in the clarity.

He lies in his bed, covered in the most luxurious fabrics his disciples could find. The room itself is dark, hiding the desk, dressers and other various ornaments that generally lay scattered about a bedroom.

“Father,” I bow. He is royalty among our kind. One always keeps to tradition when the underlings are about.

“My son. In this moment of brief insight, I must ask, have you found your bride?” His words are weak.

“Not yet, father. I do believe I am close now and then the ritual may commence,” I push past whoever is in my way and kneel at the alpha’s bed, cupping one hand in both of mine.

“And not a moment too soon. You know what trials our people face with the Helios clan,” In the darkness his golden eyes flash. Mine reciprocate. “Yes. Yes. Leave me now. I am weak, my boy. The others must go too,” I raise.

“You heard your leader. Let us leave,” I lead the hordes that have piled into my father’s room, down the hallway where at the end of the hall, near my old bedroom, a picture of myself, my mother, my father and sister stand together.

Oh, how I miss them.


Five:

Phillip.

In all honesty, I thought that my disappearing act a few nights back will have sent Wenna Johns packing, yet, there she sits among the hordes of people that filed into the bistro. Alone. Patient. Waiting in plain sight, like a deer stalked by a lion.

The Bistro is beautiful.  It's an artful setting, lending beautifully to its old fifties feel.  Waiters and waitresses by the dozen dressed in their old looking clothing, tables set up as if a fifties gang owned club and a few other knickknacks bringing home the feel of an era long forgotten.

There may not be a lot said about the hipster community but bringing to life beautiful, unique establishments, they do well.

Again, she’s dressed in a beautiful dress. Much like the previous one; a low-cut dress with a plunging neckline amplifying all she has to offer.

And how glorious what she had to offer was.

I sit opposite her. Her green eyes staring into mine. A small smile creeps at the corner of her lips, “You’re late,” She teases.

“I had to go home and change. I don’t think a classy joint like this would take kindly to board shorts and sandals,” I wonder, as we look deep into one another’s eyes, does she know the danger she’s in? Of course not.

That just makes the game all the more fun…

~~~~~~ ~~~~~~ ~~~~~~

Dinner came and went, with a dessert to follow and good company between myself and Wenna. She’s attractive, smart and has a wicked sense of humor. If I didn’t tread carefully, I would say that there was a chance she may be more to me than just another conquest.

“Thank you for a wonderful evening,” She says, her hands clasped in mine, the gap between us from the table, almost non-existent.

“No, thank you for coming. I honestly didn’t think you would,” In some way I always knew she would. She’s the kind of girl that seems to thrive off this kind of attention. The kind that follows only a select few around. Where no matter where they look, they end up landing in some dangerous situation, one way or another.

“And look, you’ve officially made it the whole way to the end of the night,” The bill comes. Last time we met here, I had to pay it on my way out. There was no doubt that she would poke fun at it. Another quirk, I find rather… Endearing.

“Well there must be something about you that’s good enough to stick around for,” I break our contact and pay the bill, leaning back in my seat. I can’t grow too attached and knowing myself, it’s not something I wouldn’t accomplish, “Or maybe it’s just the desserts.”

She chuckles.

We get up and begin making our way out of the restaurant. When we step outside, I slip a hand around her waist, hand caressing her side. She’s enjoying it. We walk down a long street to a corner where I hail her a cab. My hand slips down her waist, for a firm squeeze of her rear. I turn her to face me, hand remaining steadfast. I lean her against the cabbie’s door and lean in close. So close that our lips are barely but a breath away. She’s enjoying it.

I can smell it on her.

And that’s where I stop.

“Goodnight, Wenna Johns,” I lean into her neck, whispering the words into her ear, turn around and begin my journey back to my car.

I’m not sure if she knows what to make of the ending to our night but for me, it’s all just part of the plan.


Six:

Wenna.

“So, we were outside, next to this taxi, he’s got me right where he wants me and BAM he just walks off. Just shouted goodnight over his shoulder and left me to get home,” Becca and I are sitting in her and Eric’s apartment. They’re big into their trends and they have their open floor plan thing going on. Bedroom area, raised on a pedestal, with the shelves and all its accessories behind a thin curtain, the lounging area just in front of it with a massive TV, next to a wall extending onto a balcony. The kitchen just to the left. All elegant whites, with various light, colors to enhance the feel.

“And you were wearing that red dress that, you know,” Becca pulls down the front of her top, by the neck, to expose her own cleavage. I giggle but still look anyway. Becca’s always had a gorgeous hourglass figure, accentuated by her voluptuousness. She’s also never been afraid to flaunt it.

“Yes. It is even more revealing than the black one. Like I thought we’d at least carry on the evening or something but he just walked off. I don’t know if that’s a good sign or bad. Do you think he thinks I’m a slut?” I start to panic.

"No way, hun." Becca reassures, "He has already been talking about you to Eric.  So, I mean, there has got to be something there.  Maybe he is just playing hard to get." Becca heads to the kitchen and pours two glasses of water, swirling with lemon, strawberry, and cucumber slices, “Or maybe he’s just got a small secret, if you catch my meaning,” She nudges my arm, with a wink, wink to follow, before passing me and taking a seat with the drinks in the living room area.

“Well I hope that’s the case. The playing hard to get, not the small secret part." I laugh. "I’m really enjoying his company and stuff. So, it would suck if he just upped and vanished,” The living room set is shaped in an ‘L’. Becca sits on one corner and I on another, so we’re still facing each other.

“Now this is the guy that left right in the beginning of your first date and then left you high and dry… Or should I say wet, on the second?” She taps her chin, “You might have problems, little missy.”

I pick up the glass and take a sip.

“Well I’ve gotta have problems to be hanging out with you,” I retort.

“Well I’d never!” Becca defects to one of the worst Southern Belle impersonations I’ve ever heard.

It’s between Becca’s now tirade run in her newly adopted tongue and my own hideous enjoyment of it all that my phone begins to buzz. I check it, expecting just another usual cell plan message or bank notification but to my surprise I see the name Phillip in the slide bar.

I open and read it:

Hey, Wenna.

You interested in making plans for Friday night?

I reply:

Definitely.

Not sure if this is too forward but do you want to come over to my place for dinner and a few cheesy movies?

“You do know you should have given it like a twenty minute grace period before you replied right? Now he knows,” Becca takes a sip of her water.

“Yeah, well…”

My thoughts are distracted as another vibration means another message:

Sounds like a plan.

Send me your address.

I’ll come by around 7.

Looking forward to seeing you again!

“I think it might happen,” I stare into Becca’s eyes and she into mine. We’re like two teenage girls crushing over the handsome high school boys but instead of boys, it’s a man and instead of crushing…

Well there might be some crushing.


Seven:

Phillip.

I’m alone, now, waiting. I decided to send Wenna a message while I waited and the reply I got was rather pleasing. Now, sadly, I had business to attend to and just as the clock ticked past four, Rachel appeared.

“Never late,” I comment, her gaze is fixed on me.

“Can’t disappoint the prince,” She scoffs. Rules and traditions. It’s what our people are dictated by. Many stay with the old rules, I tend to follow my own rules. Old traditions slowly work their way out with each new generation. My rule, if I take it, will have advances in the pack moving quicker.

“Why have you summoned me, Rachel? I am a busy man,” I’m not. What I write is generally dictated by my life experiences. Thus far in my next book, I only have one character. A young lady. Biographical fiction, I call it. Embellished real life events. Wenna. My father’s aging. It all fits in, somewhere.  I haven’t exactly been spending the time on it that I should be.  Inspiration will strike eventually, and besides, I am just not in the mood to deal with Rachel.

“You know exactly why you’re here,” She runs a hand through her long, black hair, “You cannot truly believe that your father will allow an outsider into our pack.”

“She’s not an outsider. She’s just not one of us,” I reinforce this. She’s necessary to change the old ways and bring them into the new. My father, my mother, Rachel (who I was destined to be wedded to before refusing and calling it off), they all strongly live in the old ways. They believe that only those in the pack can attain royalty. Rachel, only follows the old law so strictly because she wants the Queendom. I will not stand for it.

“She is a human. You can’t truly believe that she will be able to hold up next to our kind,” Her slim form moves closer, slipping a hand on my side, “I’ve seen you with her while I was scouting…”

I know the scouting comment was just a lie. She was not sent on a mission to keep an eye on us. She merely did it to snoop.

It causes an abrupt laughter.

“Why are you laughing?” She spits.

“I’m laughing because you’re trying to tell me my father would spy on me once I’ve already been granted his approval. I understand you want to be queen, Rachel, however, this is my decision. Not yours. You can either respect what I am doing by standing back and retain a place at my court or you will get nothing.”

I can see, in her eyes, this resonates deeply with her. She’s worried I am not bluffing, she is correct, it is not a bluff.

"You are betraying our kind for someone you don't even really know." Her voice is soft, the hand she placed on my side retracted as she takes her military stance. Legs slightly spread, hands clasped behind her back. She’s a good soldier in my father’s army. She will be a good military leader.  Rachel Thorne is just not queen material.

“You do not know what we need. You’re a warrior. You’re not a politician. I’ve made my decision. Wenna Johns is what we need.”

“And what does she have that I can’t give you?” The conversation went exactly where I didn’t want it to go.

“She will be a queen above all rest. Not one forced into the position by royal decree but instead, she will be welcomed into our pack. Wenna will help me bring our kind into a new world. Let the rest of the packs be left in the dark. We will rule them all.”

“And what about this impending battle I hear about? You are not in ruling command until you’re married. Your father doesn’t have long for this world. When he’s gone, tradition dies with him. If you’ve not taken kingship before then, he will have to stand and fight in battle, as alpha. You know he won’t survive the walk down his stairs, let alone a fight against the Helion’s!” This hits harder than I’m willing to admit. She’s right.

“Then we have to expedite the process. I cannot let my father worry about this. I can take temporary reigns once Wenna has accepted her new place in our lives. She just has to accept. As for the battle, you should know more about it than just having heard about it,” I stand tall, strong, she backs down knowing that this will not end well for her, “You are a warrior in the Sentinel’s army. You should be out there finding out what we need to win, instead of spying on me and my personal business.” I’m not truly angry, though when an underling crosses a line they have to be put in place. It’s one of the ways our people will never forget or change.

“Yes, sir,” I can see she wasn’t expecting this outburst. She turns around and walks down the street, slipping into an alleyway. I tail her but by the time I get to the alley she is gone. A raven flies overhead. I salute it.

The message has gotten across.


Eight:

Wenna.

I don’t actually know why I’m so nervous. Across the table sits the man I’ve been next to a few times before. I mean, he likes me and I like him so far, so there’s no reason to be this scared, is there? Maybe I’m just worried I will mess something up. I’m usually good at doing that, so I suppose that could be a threat…

“The food was really good. Thank you,” Phillip wipes his mouth with the cloth provided.

I didn’t really put any effort into dinner. Bought a few pre-packaged meals, threw them in the oven to get ready and plated them up nice before he got here. Easy, but he doesn’t need to know that.

“You’re welcome. I’m glad you enjoyed it,” I take a sip of wine.

He does the same. The room is silent a moment, the two of us just looking deep into each other’s eyes, taking one another in. A mischievous little smile creeps on his face. I can’t help but follow suit.

We stand up from the dinner table and make our way to the next room. My living room. In a small room beside is my bedroom. Before we even make it to the sofa, I feel his warm hands around me, spinning me around, his lips against mine.

I melt into him as he pulls me into him. His arms wrapped around me tightly, pulling me close, makes me feel small and safe all at the same time.  It's an incredible feeling that I have never experienced with any other man.  I kiss him back, letting instinct take over as I wrapped my arms around his neck and get lost in him.

He brings a hand up to the back of my head, running his fingers through my hair and grabbing it lightly.  He uses his grip in my hair to tilt my head slightly to the side.  Him being so aggressive yet gentle at the same time is driving me crazy.  I part my lips and let out a soft moan in response.  That must have been the response he wanted because without any hesitation, his tongue begins to explore my mouth.  I follow his lead and let my tongue intertwine and dance with his.

His hand on my lower back glides to the side of my hip.  When a gentle pressure in that spot, he guides me to the bedroom.  I carefully walk backwards, our deep kiss never breaking off until I back into the bed.  Again, he used his strong hands to show me where he wants me to go.

He lowered himself on top of me and began kissing me again.  He led my hand down to his crotch and guided me to being stroking on his cock. I continued to stroke him as I peeked down at the biggest cock I had ever had seen with own eyes. It was larger than any boyfriend I had ever been with. He broke off our kiss and leaned back, sitting upright.  He unbuckled his belt and unzipped his pants.

There was a look of animalistic need in his golden eyes that turned me on as he laid next to me and freed him hard cock from his pants.  He reached up into my hair again and pushed gently, telling me he wanted a blow job.

I scooted my body down the bed to lay flat and moved my head closer, extending my tongue, encircling the crown of his beautiful penis. I then gracefully slid my lips over the crest of the crown of his cock. My lips glided down his shaft until Phillip felt his cock touch against back of my mouth. I slowly began to bob his shaft and my mouth filled with saliva. I made quiet slurping sounds as I sucked his length, sending waves of pleasure from his balls straight to his brain. I briefly took it out of my mouth and looked down at his cock.

“Wow.” And I quickly slid it back between my lips, eagerly sucking away.

“You like?” His voice had a sexy growl to it that sent a ripple of pleasure through my body.

I lowered my head down to his testicles and licked his shaft in a slow upward motion until I reached the head, taking him back again into my mouth. Phillip rubbed the top of my head and stroked it as I moved my hands to his hips and began to bounce on his rod increasing my rhythm. I nursed Phillip’s cock at a steady pace and moaned softly, I was so turned on by this hunk of a man.  My hand lowered from his hip to his balls and began caress them with my fingers. I sucked on him while constantly humming as his long hard cock filled my mouth.

“MMMmmm, that feels so good Wenna.  You like my dick in your mouth?”

“MMhmm.” I murmured as I continued to service Phillip, swirling my tongue around the head of his cocked tasting the oozing pre-cum, keeping my lips tight around his girth. I sunk my head back onto his cock again, attempting to deepthroat his entire length, but the crown of his dick hit the back of my mouth, threatening to gag me.

“Pump my dick with your hand.”

“MMhmm.” I moaned out as I obediently began to work hand steadily back and forth on his dick with my lips tight around the head. Phillip growled as he felt his balls and cock flex with excitement.

He breathed heavily and sighed as my mouth rose and fell on his hardness. He reached out and gabbed a handful of hair in the back of my head and began to guide my head as I worked his thick dick. I moaned and took him deep in my mouth, almost swallowing the head of his cock. He pushed my head down even more on him as he thrusted his hips up and buried his dick deep into my throat. Phillip groaned loudly as my eyes shot open in surprise and I coughed. I quickly resisted and moved my head back up his length. I had never deep throated a man before and was afraid to gag.

I didn't want to disappoint him though, this time I would be ready. While I had never taken a cock into my throat, I had been practicing with a toothbrush for some time so my gag reflex wouldn’t trigger. I plunged my mouth down his cock and back into my hungry mouth, slowly descending my head on his length. I pushed my face tighter against Phillip and as his cock reached my throat. I breathed through my nose as my throat relaxed. I moved my hands around his hips and clasped his ass, pushing him further into my mouth and past the opening to my throat. I swallowed his tip, pulled him all the way into my throat until my lips were tight around the base of his cock. I rested there for a moment and knew I was about to cough before I had to draw back to keep from choking. I took a breath and looked up at him and smiled. I repeated deep throating him, each time I was able to rest my lips at the base, making his cock completely disappear in the mouth. I licked the bottom side of his shaft and top of his balls before I couldn’t handle it anymore and rose back up to breathe.

Phillip pulled me into him and kissed me deeply, our tongues intertwined as we pressed them against each other’s. We released our kiss and Phillip slowly pushed me back down on to bed. He reached out to touch my knees and I twitched as his hand met my smooth skin. His other hand did the same on the opposite knee and then he slid his hands up my skirt.  He went straight for my panties and pulled them off me quickly.  He then put his hands back on my knees and then slammed my knees apart down onto the sheets. Phillip leaned in and knelt on the bed between my thighs to spread my legs apart and lowered his head toward my moist pussy.

"May I?" He asked, even though it was more of a demand.

"Of course." I whispered.  I had never had a man handle me so roughly and I loved every second of it.

He moved his face closer to my awaiting pussy and extended his tongue. He slowly licked at my hood with the tip of his tongue. He began to trace the outline of my tiny lips, working down one lip flicking his tongue horizontally across it.

"MMMmmm. OHHHhh." I moaned, the feeling of his tongue on me was sending ripples of pleasure through my body.

He continued to work around my lips before reaching the bottom and then working his way up the other. Phillip worked his way around my hood searching for my clit, when he found it, he slowly flicked his tongue against it. He licked it slowly at first, using the width of his tongue in an upward motion to cover as much area as possible. He repeated this again and again until I twitched and then moaned out with pleasure. He lifted his head away from my moist cunt and then kissed my smooth flat stomach.

“You’re taste so nice.” He complimented, before moving back between my legs to my luscious pussy. He then flicked his finger against my clit and I squirmed in response. He licked upward with his tongue along my cleft, letting his tongue part the folds of my pussy and glancing off my clit. Keeping his eyes locked on me, he slid a finger inside me slowly. When he pulled it back out it was slathered with my juices. He drew his hand to his mouth and sucked his fingertip for a moment before pressing it against me, just above my clit. He slowly retracted the hood, making my clit stand forth, as if begging for the caress of his tongue.

He slowly encircled my tiny bud, then rapidly flicked his tongue against it from beneath. Phillip leaned forth and closed his lips around my clit, sucking me into his mouth. He licked at it quickly as he locked his mouth around my opening and I thrusted my hips forward to assist him as an orgasm began to climb within me.

"AHHHhh. I’m cumming, I’m cumming!" I screamed softly. I choked back a short breath and grabbed his head and grinded it into me as I shuddered and burst. A powerful flood of pleasure swept across my body and out my pussy, Phillip savored the moment as he continued to suck me into his mouth.

“OHHHhh, oh, FUCK!” I howled. I shook uncontrollably, my vaginal muscles spasming. 

When my shuddering subsided, he released me from his mouth and sat up on the bed before leaning back on the headboard. His erect cock was full strength and demanded attention and servicing. He grabbed it from the base and waved it slowly in my direction.

"You know what is going to happen now right?" He asked, but it wasn't really a question.

"I’m going to ride your cock..." I was so turned on. I sat up and crawled over and straddled him. I position my hips above his stiff member and lowered my pussy toward him. When I got close, Phillip rubbed his cock against my lips, teasing me.

"Let me fuck you.... please...." I begged.  I had never begged a man for anything in my whole life, but Phillip brought out this submissive side to me that I never knew existed.

He held his dick from the base swiping it up and down across my clit, poising the head of his cock between my legs. He paused there, rubbing it up and down between my labia. I tried to press my hips down on him so he would enter me but he kept sliding it away from my opening. I grabbed onto his shoulder and raked my fingernails against his skin and moved my face an inch away from his.

"Please Phillip, I need to feel you inside me!" I begged shamelessly.

He nodded and pointed his rod at my lips and with one slow, powerful plunge, I buried his stiff cock deep in my tiny welcoming cunt. My tight vagina began to accommodate his thick shaft, stretching to be completely filled by his cock. My pussy gripped onto it as he moved his hands just above my hips, and he pushed me down slowly onto him, impaling me with his cock.

“OHHH OHH YESSS!” I moaned.

I began to ride him, sinking his cock all the way into my pussy. My hips grinded forward when I was fully seated, rocking myself back and forth before I rose back up again. Phillip began to thrust his hips upwards to meet mine, working with me. My cunt clung to him each time his dick withdrew. My tits bounced up and down as I sunk his cock in and out. I titled my face down and focused on my cunt being impaled by his rod as it slammed in and out of me.

"Oh yes, fuck my cock with that tight pussy of yours. " He growled.

I flung my head about as I continued to rock his cock back in forth inside me as my hands went down to his chest to rest on his pecs. Phillip reached up and grabbed one of my tits, massaging it as I rode aggressively on his dick, my hot tight pussy sending sensations over his body. My pussy constricted around his dick as I started rampaging my rhythm, increasing my pace up and down, sinking his rod all the way into my cunt with each bounce. I continued to fuck myself on his cock, adding more force to each and every bounce. Phillip looked up into my eyes, they were flushed with provocation. He felt my body tense up and my breath quicken, I was going to burst all over his cock.

I kept working his hard prick in and out of me, my moans escalated in pitch. Moments later, I forced myself down on him and quickly took a deep breath and held it in, I tried with all my strength to choke back a moan of pleasure but ultimately failed. “UHHHHHH!” I screamed out as my pussy spasmed over the length of his cock, my hips shuddered uncontrollably as my orgasm shivered throughout my body. 

“MMMMmmm!” I cried out as my orgasm subsided.

He grabbed me by the waist and lifted me up. His cock withdrew from my pussy as he sat up and quickly pressed me down to bed onto my front. I propped myself up on my elbows and stuck out my ass to get into position. He poised his cock at my opening and swiped his dick in an upwards motion against my labia a few times before driving his hard cock back into me. I threw my head back and moaned, my hands grabbed the bed spread urgently as he slid in, filling my tight little hole yet again.

Phillip moved his hands from my hips and switched his grip, placing them on my ass cheeks. He cupped each one from the sides so they plumped up nicely as he repeatedly mashed his cock into my tight pussy below. My head whipped about as Phillips’s thick long cock stroked powerfully away. He looked down and his massive organ filled his vision as it moved below, thrusting in and out of my pussy, my labia seeming to cling to it as it withdrew each time. My tits bounced back and forth and I lowered her head into the mattress. He drove deep and hard for several minutes as his balls slapped unceasingly against my tiny clit and added toward the feeling of yet another incoming orgasm.

"OHHH! FUCK! I'M CUMMING AGAIN!" I screamed and I bucked her head upward, my ass and pussy shuddering against his rampaging cock as it pistoned in and out of me. He buried it all the way inside me and waited for a moment as my third orgasm seized my body, my pussy grabbing his cock tightly as I trembled through waves of pleasure. I panted and gasped as Phillip resumed pounding me hard from behind.

“You just keep coming on my cock, don’t you?” He asked.

“What do, do you expect?” I panted, his cock still working my pussy. “I’ve been wanting this for... so… so long, I can’t help but cum... all over your dick.”

He pressed in with his hard penis, filling her up with his girth. He excitedly pounded my tiny pussy below with savage abandon as his balls slapped my clit. He continued to drive hard and harder, slamming my body on his hard rod. He began to breathe rapidly and his balls began to churn. His pace in and out was fast as he could muster.

“OHHhhh fuck me. Faster. Cum for me.” I panted.

He stepped up his rhythm and sustained it for several minutes as I dug my nails into the bedding and tried not to scream in pleasure.  I buried my face into the pillow, trying to muffle my screams of pleasure.

“OHH GOD YES!” I cried.

Phillip tried to hold off but my pussy clutched tightly around his cock and he knew he would cum soon. I moaned as I felt his cock beginning to flex and swell inside me.

"Shoot it inside me." I begged. “Please… I want to feel it.”

His balls began to convulse and his toes curled up.

"Oh fuck I’m cumming." He growled as his eyes rolled back in his head.

Phillip gripped my ass with both hands as his cock expanded in my pussy. He felt his balls contract against the base of his dick as it shot a ribbon of hot thick cum and it splashed against the back walls of my cunt.

"Ohhhh FUUUCCCK!" He groaned out as the cum erupted out of him and into my pussy. My thirsty cunt clung to his cock eagerly accepting him as he furiously worked his dick in and out. His balls spasmed as he pumped a huge amount of his jizz into me. I assisted him by squeezing the walls of my vagina around him, tightening my little hole, milking him for everything he had. He fired blast after blast until finally, he had dispensed the full load out of his balls.

"Fuck that was that hardest I’ve ever come!" He exclaimed. As he settled his rhythm to a stop, his cock still twitching intermittently in the still aftermath.

He pulled out of me and collapsed onto the bed next to me.  I curled up against his chest and pretty quickly we both drifted off to sleep, exhausted from the intense fucking.

~ ~ ~

The next morning, we wake up and I’m half expecting Phillip to be gone but to my surprise, he’s beside me, asleep. He looks cute when he sleeps. The ferocity his eyes bring to him, now gone, it’s like looking at a different person.

I slip out of bed and start preparing breakfast.  It’s near the end of my food making that he emerges from the room, yawning loudly as he stretches behind the island that breaks the living room from the kitchen.

“Morning,” He says in between a stretch induced yawn.

“Morning,” I reply, looking at his body twist and turn. He’s shirtless and that’s a sight to behold on its own.

“What’s for breakfast?” He asks, sitting at the high chair.

“I’m making bacon and eggs. How do you like your coffee?” I ask through messy hair, buttering a slice of toast.

"Black." He gets comfortable. I bring him his coffee and breakfast. I get my own and sit beside him. It is comfortable; this thing that we have. A night of debauchery is generally more awkward.  This was nice. That fact that he was still here, the fact that he still is…

I like it.


Nine:

Phillip.

It’s a little later than noon when I get back to my father’s house. He’s near banished all technology from the home after mother died so I come by regularly to make sure he’s fine.

To my surprise, Rachel sits beside his bed when I get in. The rest of the house is empty. I wonder if this is because he’s not in the right state of mind today or if she chased them away to have her all to himself. To corrupt his already fickle mind.

“What are you doing here?” I ask Rachel.

“I’m here to visit my alpha,” She replies, stroking the old man’s hand.

“Father,” I bow. He nods, knowing that I’m only bowing because she’s in the room. Not that I think she’s sticking to tradition herself, now that the king is old and weak.

“Son, after our last conversation, have you made any progress on finding your mate?” He asks. Yes, Rachel was definitely here to talk about me and Wenna.

“As I told you, father, I have made a connection with someone who may be my future queen.”

“Yes, but now I hear that she may not be of our kinship.”

I lazily look from my father to Rachel, who can feel my intentions.

“Yes, she is not one of us. She cannot do what we can but she is special in other ways father,” I reply. I’m not sure how he will react to this. Rachel is one of the greatest fighters our pack has ever seen. My mother was on similar footing when my father chose her as his bride. Perhaps, it’s for that reason that he chose her for me.

“You know this is against our rules, my boy. You know that we have kept the pack pure for eons,” I feel the disappointment wash over me, suddenly he begins speaking again, “But if I can all recall, the last half breed we had in our ranks was Alexander Jericho. Do you two even know the name?” I do. I can see on Rachel’s face she does too.

“Alexander Jericho was the greatest military tactician this pack had ever seen. With the ability to shift into a great wolf, none of us were able to conquer. Do you know why he had this ability?” The old man asked. I shook my head. Rachel’s fuming.

“It’s because the impurity in his system allowed him the ability to shift but incomplete. He was a freak among our kind but instead of being weaker for it, he was one of the strongest our kind has ever seen.”

I kneel beside my father, resting a hand on his.  Rachel wants to speak but she knows now is not the time.

“Then I’ll leave you two,” She storms off in grace.

When she’s out of the room, door slammed behind her, father is laughing. Harder than I knew him to in recent years.

“I guess I saved you from that one,” He teases me, “It would have been more horrid than a bed of nails.”

Weird comparison.

“But my boy, I must ask, are you sure that this is the girl you want to bring into the pack?” The laughter subsides and again, he’s serious.

“Yes, father. She is incredible. It’s hard to explain…”

He cuts me off, “The feeling you feel when you’ve met the one you’re meant to be with is indescribable. I know because my own father was uncertain of me being wed outside the royal family. You have my blessing, son.”

I rest my forehead against his hand. It’s hard to see a once great man reduced to nothing but even so, he’s always maintained the best for me.

“Thank you, father. I will not let you down.”


Ten:

Wenna.

Things have been busy lately. In between dealing with Becca, who’s more than a handful, even though I love her and everything that’s been going on in my life with Phillip, I don’t really have time to do the simple things anymore. Just sitting at home, watching TV, playing video games, and all around just having some me-time.

Everything has gone so fast. Everything that has gone this fast has been fantastic. There’s been no issues or problems but when things always seem to be going this good, something is bound to go bad.

Knock.

Knock.

Knock.

And just as that thought crossed my mind, I heard the knocking.

Okay.

It could be nothing.  I put my show on pause, put the teacup on the side table, and get up to walk over to the door.

It's Phillip.  I'm only wearing my purple nightie. He doesn't even seem to pay attention to that as he pushes past into the house.

“What’s wrong?” I ask since his face is stern. I take a deep breath and brace myself for some kind of bad news. He leads me to the living room, sitting me down.

“There’s something I need to tell you,” His eyes can’t fix on anything. They move from me, to my surroundings and even outside the window.

“Yes, what is it?”

I prepare for the worst…

Wenna and Phillip’s story continues in the next book in the Stormy Clan series!
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