
Betrayed
Author: Evangeline Anderson

Category: Romance, Paranormal, Fantasy

Description: Connor:

I lied to protect her… but now I’d burn the world to keep her.

It started as a lie.

I found the letter in my cellmate’s trash—his little sister reaching out,

just wanting a connection. I missed my own sister, so I wrote back,

pretending to be him. Just one letter. One lie.

But I couldn’t stop.

By the time I got out of prison, I only meant to give her one good

memory—proof her “brother” was doing okay. But Sunny wasn’t what

I expected. She was sunshine in human form… and the Wolf in me

roared that she was mine.

Now I’m trapped between a lie I never meant to tell… and a mate I

can’t walk away from.

Sunny:

I shouldn’t want him—but I do. In every filthy, forbidden way…

For years, I wrote letters to the brother I barely remembered—until

the day he finally wrote back. He was kind. Thoughtful. Everything I

needed.

When he got out, I begged him to stay with me. But now that he’s

here, nothing feels right… except the way I feel when I look at him.

Because he’s not really my brother, Kane.

And the truth? It shatters me.

Worse, the real Kane is out of prison now—and he’s not just a liar.

He’s a killer. And he’s coming for me.

I just hope I survive the fallout… of being Betrayed.
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BETRAYED

Connor:

It started as a lie.

I found the letter in my cellmate’s trash—his little sister reaching out, just wanting a

connection.Imissed my own sister, soIwrote back, pretending to be him.Justone

letter.Onelie.

ButIcouldn’t stop.

By the timeIgot out,Ionly meant to give her one good memory—proof her "brother"

was doing okay.ButSunnywasn’t whatIexpected.Shewas sunshine in human form…

and theWolfin me roared that she was mine.

NowI’mtrapped between a lieInever meant to tell… and a mateIcan’t walk away

from.

Sunny:

For years,Iwrote letters to the brotherIbarely remembered—until the day he finally

wrote back.Hewas kind.Thoughtful.EverythingIneeded.

When he got out,Ibegged him to stay with me.Butnow that he’s here, nothing feels

right… except the wayIfeel whenIlook at him.



Because he’s not really my brother.

And the truth?Itshatters me.

Worse, the realKaneis out—and he’s not just a liar.He’sa killer.Andhe’s coming for

me.

I just hopeIsurvive the fallout… of beingBetrayed.

1

CONNOR

The lights flash on at six am—same time as always butI’vebeen awake since

five.I’msitting on the side of my bunk, blinking in the overhead fluorescents that

bathe my cell in harsh white light.

It’s just another day in prison.

Across from meIsee my image in the flat, scratched metal plate that serves as a kind

of mirror welded to the toilet/sink combo.Atall man with pale gray eyes and longish

dark brown hair stares back.Theyshave your head when you first come in, butI’vehad

three long years to grow it back, soIdid because why the fuck not?

There’s an ugly scar from my left eyebrow down to my left cheekbone, courtesy of

another inmate who had a box cutter with a blade that had been dipped in

silver.Howhe smuggled it in,Idon’t fucking know but it was damn effective—he

barely missed my eye.Silverwounds don’t heal cleanly for aWere, soI’mstuck with

the scar for life.

The man staring back at me is unrecognizable as the one who first came



toBriarcliffMaximumCorrectional.Prisonhardens you.It’snot just the tattoos that mark

you as someone who’s spent time on the inside.It’sthe wary, dangerous look in your

eyes—the same expression a cornered wolf gets right before it rips out someone’s

throat.

It’s hard to see myself like this, butIhave to be honest.Thisis me now.Nobodylooking

at the brooding, scarred, tattooed man in the mirror would mistake me for the heir to

theLowellfortune.Buthere we are.

My private introspection is interrupted by the clomp of the guard’s boots and the

jingle of keys as, one by one, the cells are opened.Ihear the groans and grunts and

angry mumbling of the fifty other men inCellblockC—the maximum security block

forRogueAlphas—as they start to wake up and make their way through another day.

But it’s not really just another day—not for me.Forme, today is the last day in this

hellhole.Thelast timeI’llstand in line at the chow hall and get a tray filled with the

disgusting, inedible slop that passes for food here.Meatrock, anyone?Orhow about a

nice slice of nutri-loaf?

It’s the last timeI’llwork in the prison woodworking shop, the last timeI’llgo out to

the yard and lift, trying to avoid the inevitable fights that always break out because

some stupid fucker has a beef with some other stupid fucker and they think they have

to throw hands to settle it.

It’s the last timeI’lltake a shower with twenty other men, watching my back the

whole time.Thelast timeI’llhave to sleep with one eye open—though honestly,

sinceIgot moved to a two-man cell that locks at night, that part has been a little better.

Not because my cell mate is a saint—quite the opposite.I’mpretty sure

thatKaneBlackis a sociopath—which isn’t unusual for aRogueAlpha.Wegot into it

exactly once whenIfirst moved in here.Theminute he found outIcan hold my own, he



left me alone, which suits me fucking fine.

We don’t even talk, my cellmate and me andIcertainly wouldn’t call us “friends” but

without even knowing it,Kanehas kept me going for the past two years—or at least,

his connections have.

Speaking of my bunkie, he’s still snoring in the upper bunk, dead to the

world.Heprefers to sleep through breakfast and then steal several other inmates’

lunches to make up his calorie deficit later.He’sone of the few people in here who

doesn’t have a job—he’s the head of a trafficking ring in the outside world and he

still has enough pull to keep his prison canteen card full.He’snot hurting for money,

so why work?

To be clear,I’mnot hurting for money either, butIcouldn’t hang around the cellblock

all day—I’dgo fucking crazy.SoI’vealways had a job in prison.Firstit was the

kitchen—you have to get up at 4am to start your shift in there.Andthen, onceIgot into

the two-man cell,Imoved to the woodworking shop soIcould sleep in.
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But of course, you never get really good, deep sleep in prison—you never know when

you might have a shank with your name on it.Lookingat someone wrong is enough to

get you poked—Ican attest to that, having been on the wrong end of a homemade shiv

once or twice myself.It’sa damn good thing weWeresheal quickly orI’dbe dead right

now.

That’s another last—the last timeIhave to worry about getting stabbed in my

sleep.Won’tthat be fucking nice?Ithink so, anyway.

The guard reaches me at last, unlocking the door to the cell as he calls my name

andKane’s.

“ConnorLowellandKaneBlack!” he bawls, likeI’mnot sitting right there on my bunk,

looking at him.

“Here,”Isaid for both of us.It’sthe morning count—the first of many.Weget counted

throughout the day to make sure no one has escaped.Iget a little shiver down my

spine whenIrealize that this is my last morning count—tomorrow they can call my

name all they want,Iwon’t fucking be here.

The guard moves on andKanefarts and rolls over in his bunk with a loud creaking of

the metal springs.Ibarely even notice.He’sstill asleep—that’s what

counts.Whichmeans it’s safe to look.

Reaching under my own bunk,Ipull out a folded envelope.Ihave time to read it over a

few more times beforeIhave to report to the prison office so they can process my

release.



I take the letter out of the envelope—I’veread it so many times it’s worn and creased

but the words, written in a round, feminine handwriting, are still legible.

DearKane,(it reads)

I can’t tell you how excitedIam to hear you’re finally getting out!See—Iknew you

could make it.Ihad faith in you and it paid off.I’mso proud of my big brother!

I know we haven’t seen each other since you were ten andIwas three, butIhope you

can make some time to stop by once you get out.I’mnot that far from you and

maybeIcould help you get on your feet again.I’veheard it can be hard for people

getting out of the prison system to adjust to life on the “outside” andI’dreally like to

be there for you if you’ll let me.

These past two years have been amazing.You’vebeen out of my life for so long

butIfeel like we’ve really reconnected ever since you started answering my

letters.Iwant you to know how much your support has meant to me.Thankyou for

reading my letters and writing back—I’mso glad we finally got to know each

other.EventhoughIhave no idea what you look like,Ifeel so close to you.I’vetold you

thingsIwould never dare to say to another living soul and you never judge me—thank

you for that!

Well, things are getting busy inThePieShopnow, soIhave to run.Idon’t have anything

else to say exceptIlove you andIwant to see you!Stopin andI’llgive you a piece of my

famousStrawberryStreuselpie and a big hug for my big brother.

Your baby sister,

Sunny.

PS—here’s the picture you asked for.Whatdo you think of our new uniforms?



I read the letter twice more and look at the photograph she included.Abeautiful young

woman with warm amber eyes and shoulder-length black hair drawn up in a ponytail

smiles back at me.She’swearing a powder blue waitress uniform with a cute, frilly

white apron.Thereare freckles across her pert little nose and she’s curvy in all the

right places.

Extra curvy, to tell the truth, but that’s exactly howIlike my women.I’ma big

guy—6’6” with muscles to spare after working out every damn day for the past three

years—Idon’t want to be with some frail little thingI’mafraidImight break.Giveme a

girl with thick thighs and a heart-shaped ass over the stick-thin supermodel type

every day of the week.

SunnyYoung—(she andKanehad different fathers but the same mother, hence the

different last name)—is everythingIcould ever want in a woman.She’ssweet and kind

and thoughtful and beautiful and her letters have been keeping me going for the past

two years.It’sa damn good thingI’mgetting out today becauseKaneis getting out soon

too.Withouthim here,Iwouldn’t get any more letters from my beautifulSunny.

Not thatI’llbe dating my cellmate’s little sister anytime soon, no matter how adorable

she is.Idon’t even know howIstarted writing to her and pretending to beKanein the

first place.

OhHell, yesIdo.Iknow what got me going.Ihappened to find a crumpled envelope in

the trash about a week afterIfirst moved intoKane’scell.Hewas out in the yard

andIwas taking some time for a rare moment of privacy—something that’s in very

fucking short supply in prison.

I had nothing else to do soIpicked the letter out of the trash.Itwas addressed toKanein

round, flowing handwriting that made it obvious the sender was a woman.Buthe

hadn’t even bothered to open the envelope before he crumpled it up and threw it

away.



I’m not normally the nosey type but for some reason this letter caught my

eye.Maybeit was the cuteSnoopystamp she used or just the way her handwriting

looped over the creamy white paper.Therewas somethinghopefulabout it.

Looking around to see that no one was watching,Iopened it and read my very

firstSunnyletter.

It was addressed to “my big brother” and contained a lot of gossipy news

aboutSunny’shometown, her boyfriend, the diner she worked at calledThePieShop,

and how she was trying to remodel the kitchen in the house their mother had left her

when she died. (ApparentlyKane’sfather got custody of him when the two of them

split which isn’t unusual in theWereworld.It’sbelieved that a boy needs his father to

train him to be a successfulAlphamore than he needs his mother to care for him in our

culture.)

The whole letter was written in a sweet, intimate tone that almost felt like someone

writing in a diary, as thoughSunnywas just writing for her own satisfaction, with no

expectation of a replay.Butat the very end she said,

I know you never answer these letters, butI’mnot going to give up on

you,BigBrother!Iwant you to know that someone on the outside is rooting for you and

loves you.Pleasebe safe and know thatI’mpraying for you every night.Ihope someday

you’ll write back but until then,I’llkeep sending you all my love and hugs,

Your baby sister,

Sunny.

That damn letter got to me.Itsounded like maybeSunnyhad been writing to her big

brother for years butKanewas too much of a sociopathic asshole to even answer a

single letter.Itmade me fucking angry—she sounded so sweet and kind and



vulnerable—she just wanted her big brother to love her.
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It also reminded me of my own little sister, whoIlost beforeIwent into

prison.BethanyandIhad always been close andIstill missed her.Ifshe’d still been

alive,Iknew she would have been writing me letters just likeSunnywas writing

toKane.

BeforeIknew it,Ifound myself composing a letter back to her in my head.Prisonis

fucking boring—it’s the same damn thing day after day after month after

year.Anythingnew or interesting makes a huge positive difference in your

life.AndSunny’schatty little letter did that for me.

I somehow convinced myself it was okay to write back to her, pretending to

beKane.Imean,Iconsidered letting her knowIwasKane’scellmate instead, butIwas

afraidI’dscare her.

How would it look, having some strange inmate writing to her from

prison?Somescary guy who stole the letter she wrote to her big brother and read all

her private thoughts?Prettyfucking creepy—that’s how it would look.SoIdecided just

to write back asKane.

Sunny’s next letter was much longer and more involved.Shewas thrilled that her “big

brother” was finally writing back after years of trying to get in touch with him.Ihad

been right—she’d been carrying on a one-way correspondence withKaneever since

she’d tracked him down in the prison system years ago and he’d been ignoring her

weekly letters for just as long as she’d been writing.

I had intended to only write back once—Iswear that’s true.Buther second letter got

me hooked.Shementioned gossipy little details of her life and painted a picture of the



small town she lived in and the diner she worked at so vividly,Icould almost see it all

in my mind.

I was starved for any little bit of affection—Iheard fromBransonregularly, but he’s

my business manager and he’s not about to send me cute little notes to brighten my

life.That’snot his job.

It wasn’t my job to write back toSunnyeither, butIcouldn’t help myself.Shestarted

asking my opinion about things in her life—asking my advice.Shesent me pictures

and in every one she looked so fucking adorable—so sweet and

innocent—everythingIknewIshould avoid becauseI’djust fuck it up.

I told myselfI’dstop writing.Butevery timeIsaw a new envelope withSunny’sround

handwriting in the trash,Ifelt like a moth being drawn to a

flame.Iliterallycouldnotfucking resist.Everyletter was like a ray of light piercing the

gloom of my dark, ugly prison cell.

BeforeIstarted corresponding with her,Isaw no reason to go on.It’snot exaggerating to

say that she gave me a reason to live.HowcouldIever give that up?

So that’s whyI’vebeen writing to my cellmate’s little sister for the past two years,

pretending to be him and the reasonI’mplanning somethingIknowIshouldn’t even be

considering now that it’s time for my release.

Even thoughIknow it’s fucking wrong,Iwant to go seeSunnyin person.

2

CONNOR

Ifollow the guard who came to get me through the prison yard on my way to the



office where my discharge papers are waiting.Placedat three-foot intervals around the

perimeter of the cracked concrete rectangle that counts as “recreation space” are the

cages.Eachone is three by five—not very fucking roomy, especially for a big guy like

me—you have to crouch down on all fours to get in one.Yetalmost every full

moonI’vebeen crammed into one of these until myShiftwas over.

You can probably see the point of the cages.Afterall, you can’t have a bunch

ofRogueAlphasrunning around in theirWolfforms.TheprisonI’min—Briarcliff—is

one of the few that accepts my kind.

The human world and theWereworld don’t mix much, but there are a few people who

straddle the line between both.Oneof them is the warden here.He’sa

blank—aWerewith no wolf in him—but he apparently recognized the need for a

facility that could handle my kind.Afterall, what’s worse than a hardened criminal

running around loose?Ahardened criminal who shifts into a huge, powerful wolf is

the answer to that fucking question.

So cell-blockCwas established and the cages made an appearance.They’remade of

solid steel and painted with silver, which makes them strong enough to keep even the

most determinedWerein place during hisShift.

Honestly, they’re not as bad as being thrown into solitary once a month—which is

what used to happen before they brought in the cages.Atleast you can see the sky and

feel the moonlight working on you when you’re in a cage instead of being held

underground in the dark.ButI’llstill be fucking glad to never see them again.

It sends a shiver down my spine to think that this month, when the moon gets

full,I’llbe able toShiftand run and hunt in freedom with no bars to hold me back.I’llgo

to the woods and bring down a deer, likeIused to.Ican almost taste the fresh venison

now—it’s a hell of a lot better than nutri-loaf.Butthen, almost anything is.



Once in the office they take their time with the paperwork and eventually they give

me back my clothes and thingsIcame here with.I’msurprised thatIget it all

back.Ifinger the goldRolexUltra, which was a gift from my old man before he

passed.Hewanted so much for me—he would be disappointed to see me now.

Or maybe not.Ithink he’d understand ifIexplained whyIdid whatIdid to get in here.

My mom died from breast cancer the year after my dad went.ThenBethany…butIhate

to think about how she died.Andwhy.Idid whatIcould for her but it was too little, too

late.

The result of all this is thatIhave no family to meet me asIcome out of the prison and

walk across the road to the dusty gray parking lot beyond.Ijust haveBranson.

Of course, it’s notBranson’sfault he’s all business.I’mglad he is—he did a great job

keeping things running whileIwas gone.Whichis whyI’msure he can keep it up just a

little while longer.

To giveBransoncredit, a genuine smile breaks over his face when he sees me heading

his way.Hegets out of theBentleyand waves at me.WhenIget to him he gives me a

hearty handshake thatI’msure would be a hug if he was just a little less

uptight.Ormaybe ifIlooked a little less threatening.

“Mr.Lowell—Connor!” he exclaims.Asmy family’s most loyal employee, he’s earned

the right to be on a first name basis.WhichIhave often told him, but he almost never

takes me up on it.Thefact that he does now lets me know how excited he really is to

see me.

“Branson!”Ipump his hand gratefully. “Thanksfor coming to get me.”

“Of course,Mr.Lowell.”He’sall business again. “Er…Ibrought the vehicle you



requested,” he adds and nods distastefully at the beat-up old pickup truckIasked him

to buy.

“Good.Perfect!”Iwalk around the truck, noting the dents and the

dirt.Exactlyright.SomethingSunnywould expect her big brother to drive in keeping

with the fictionI’vebuilt around him.
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I couldn’t tell her thatKanewas a sociopath who got put away for trafficking sweet

young things like herself—as well as moving a shit-ton ofFentanyland all kinds of

other dangerous drugs.AndIcouldn’t tell her he was rich either—he probably is, but

the way he’s getting his money from the outside is still from those twisted activities

andIdidn’t want to have to explain that to her.

So this is whatKanewould drive—theKaneImade up forSunny.Thisdented, dirty

pickup with faded blue paint and a crooked side mirror on the passenger’s side.

Kane wouldn’t wear whatI’mwearing either.Ihad on a suit whenIformally surrendered

to serve my sentence.It’sway too expensive looking for the fictionalKaneand besides,

it doesn’t really fit me anymore.Threesolid years of pumping iron has me bigger

thanI’veever been, so everythingIhave on is too tight.

“You brought the clothes too?”Isay, raising my eyebrows atBranson.

“Yes, of course.”

He pulls aWalmartbag out of theBentley.I’venever worn anything fromWally-world

in my life, butI’mnot too proud to wear clothes from there now.Bransonhas included

some work boots too,Isee with satisfaction.Perfect.

“You’re absolutely sure you need to go on this, er, errand,Sir?”Bransonasks,

frowning as he watches me examine the clothes and the truck.

“Absolutely.Oh, here—Iwon’t need this.”Ihand him theRolex. “Takecare of it for me,

would you?I’llget it from you whenIfinish this.”



Branson pointedly doesn’t ask, “Finishwhat?”Hehas an idea of whatI’mdoing, but

he’s too proper to ask for details.Hejust knowsIhave someoneIwant to visit on the

way home—someone who doesn’t know me as me,ConnorJamesLowelltheThird.

“How long will you be?” he asks instead. “Wouldyou likeRichardsandIto follow you

in theBentleyso you can ride back with us after your, er, errand?”

“No.”Ishake my head.Tobe honest,I’mnot completely sure how long this will

take.Nottoo long,Idon’t think.Justlong enough to seeSunnyin person and have a piece

of her famous pie. (Shemakes all the pies forThePieShopdiner, as well as waitressing

there.)

Of course,Ithought about showing up and confessing the truth to her—letting her

know howIfirst started reading and replying to her letters.Butagain,Iwas afraid of

coming off as creepy.Idon’t want that.I’vebuiltKaneup as the perfect big

brother.Well, not perfect but at least someone who’s willing to try.Allshe knows is

that he went in for drug charges but he’s clean now and working hard to stay that

way.

I don’t want to ruin the pretty pictureIpainted for her in my letters.Iwant tobethat

perfect big brother—to give her a hug and thank her for her encouragement and

kindness whileIwas locked away.ThenI’llleave her with the happy fictionIcreated of a

big brother she can be proud of—one who’s well along the road to recovering his life.

I’ll even keep in touch…for a while.Thengradually, the letters will taper off.Aftera

while,Kanewill move away, leaving her with a nice warm feeling that his life is back

on track and he loves her, even though he had to go.

That’s my plan, anyway.

“I’m playing this by ear,”ItellBranson, who’s still frowning at me skeptically.



“Itshouldn’t take long.I’llget in touch with you later—okay?”

“Very well,Sir—as you wish.Thereis a cell phone in the bag of clothes should you

wish to call me.Mynumber is programmed into the contacts.”

He gives me a formal nod, fully back inBusinessManagermode.DidImention he was

our family’s butler before my father promoted him for his business

savvy?Probablynot and you wouldn’t guess it to look at him, but when he starts

calling me “Sir” and talking like we’re both fromWayneManor, it becomes

abundantly apparent.

“Thanks,Branson.”Iclap him on the shoulder and nod. “Ican’t tell you how

muchIappreciate everything you’ve done over the past three years.Ijust need to run

this one errand beforeIcome back and settle down.”

“TheBoardwill be relieved when you come back,” he tells me. “They’reextremely

happy you’ve been released.”

I have my doubts about that—butIdon’t doubtBranson’sown relief and his happiness

to see me.Itshines in his eyes, which have more wrinkles around them than they did

whenIwent in.Alsohis hair has turned from salt and pepper to full

silver.RunningLowellEnterpriseshad been hard on him these past three years,Ican

tell.I’lltake that burden off his shoulders soon.

But first,Ineed to go seeSunny.

3

CONNOR

The trip toSunny’shometown ofSingingRocktakes me about two hours.It’snot far



from the prison—close enough for a visit, but those were strictly denied to the

inmates ofCellblockC.RogueAlphasare considered too dangerous to have any kind of

contact with the outside world.Whichis actually a good thing becauseSunnywould

have come for a visit in a heartbeat if she’d been allowed.

The non-visitation policy allowed me to keep up the fictionIbuilt through my

letters—the idea of a kind and caring older brother.Ifshe’d ever been able to come

and see the realKanein person, that idea would have been blown up in the first five

minutes.

I drive through theAppalachianMountains, marveling at all the beauty…and the

freedom.It’sbeen a long time sinceI’vebeen behind the wheel but the truck handles

surprisingly well andI’mable to enjoy the nature around me.Springis just fading to the

first hints of summer, so everything is green and growing or bursting into bloom.

I roll down the window and inhale deeply, taking in the scents of the forest on either

side of the road.TheWolfinside me howls in delight to scent the wild lands around me

instead of being constantly surrounded by concrete and cinderblock, smelling the

stink of fifty other men who could use a shower and the disgusting odor of what

passes for food in the chow hall.Ohfuck yeah—this month’sShiftis going to

beamazing.

Speaking of the chow hall,Iskipped both breakfast and lunch today—Iwas too excited

about my release to be able to eat.Butnow my stomach is growling.Ithink about

stopping along the way to get something, butI’malmost toSingingRocknow,

soIfigureI’llsave my appetite for some ofSunny’spie—ifIdecide to stay that long.

I hopeIlook all right for this meeting.ThejeansBransonbought me are a little too tight,

as is the plain black t-shirt.Butof course, he was buying for the manIwas whenIwent

inside andI’mnot that guy anymore.LikeIsaid, prison changes you.
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At any rate, the work boots with their steel toes fit great, as does the leather bomber

jacket he got me.I’mnot sure where he bought it—definitely notWalmart.It’smade of

buttery brown leather and it fits me perfectly.Ialready love it—it feels like freedom to

wear something with a metal zipper which is something we were denied in

prison—(you can turn almost anything metal into some kind of weapon.)I’vegot the

cell phone stowed in one pocket and my wallet, whichBransonthoughtfully loaded

with cash, in the other.

At lastIreachSingingRock—so named because it’s not far from a rock formation that

seems to “sing” when the wind blows through it.That’swhatSunnytold me anyway, in

one of her letters.

It’s just a wide place in the road—one of those “blink and you’ll miss it” towns.Isee a

tiny post office that’s sharing room with a small rural library, a gas station with a

single pump, a convenience store that advertisesfresh vegetables and groceries!on a

faded banner hung out front, a tinyBaptistchurch with a miniature steeple, and—sure

enough—ThePieShopdiner.

There’s parking around the rear of the building—the parking lot has nearly been

swallowed by the encroaching trees, butIfind a place for the truck and park it.It’slate

for lunch and early for supper, but there are a few other cars and trucks scattered in

the lot.

I get out of the truck and glance in the side mirror.Ascarred and tattooed man stares

back.IhopeIdon’t scareSunny.Sheoften said she wished she could get a picture of me,

but of courseIhad no way to take one for her and cell phones are strictly forbidden

inCellblockC.Thatdidn’t stop some inmates from smuggling them in, but if you got



caught it meant a month in solitary—Iwasn’t willing to risk that.

Solitary is fucking brutal, especially for aWere.Whena regular human man gets

thrown in, he’s only got himself to worry about.ButtheWolfinside me craves

stimulation and sensation like a drug addict cravesHeroin.Beinglocked in a dark

concrete cell with no lights, no bed, no windows—no fucking nothing—was

torture.Thesensory deprivation nearly drove me insane during the months whereIhad

to endure my monthlyShiftdown there.That’swhy even being crammed into a three by

five cage was better.

I try to put such thoughts out of my mind and shake off the bad memories.I’mfree

now,Iremind myself.Iknow that lots of convicts getPTSDfrom their time in prison,

butIhopeI’mnot one of them.I’mgoing to focus on the here and now and try to forget

the past.Andright now my mission is to seeSunnyand play the part of the perfect big

brother.

Taking a deep breath,Ihead for the door ofThePieShop.I’mgoing to keep this short

and sweet and thenI’llbe on my way, back to my old life.

That’s whatItell myself, anyway.Ihave no idea that this one meeting withSunnyis

about to change my life forever.

4

SUNNY

“Sunny?Orderup!”Cookieshouts through the window and rings the bell.

“Coming!”Icall back.Iput the check down forTableFiveand give the family sitting

there a big smile. “There’sno rush on that, folks.Justwhenever you’re ready.”



They smile back and nod, still stuffing their faces with the pie of the day—my

famousBlueberryBacon.Youwouldn’t think you could find a way to make those

things go together, butImanaged it.Mommaalways saidIhad a real knack for baking

andCookieseems to agree because he lets me try just about anything in the kitchen

and it usually sells real well.

I hustle over to the window and pick up theBluePlateSpecialfor

oldMr.CochranatTableThree.It’sheaped high withCookie’sspecial meatloaf,

homemade mashed potatoes swimming in gravy, and a big portion of fresh green

beans that have been stewed with fat back until they’re tender and

delicious.Thewhole thing comes with one of my big, fluffy yeast rolls thatIbaked this

morning.Ialmost always get toThePieShopearly soIcan do the baking before the

morning rush begins.

I know it’s not a very glamorous life, living in tiny littleSingingRock, baking in the

morning and waitressing the rest of the day, but it pays my bills.I’meven saving

money to do some more college courses online.I’vedone several already and made

really good grades—somedayI’llbe more than a waitress but for now,I’mcontent.

I have my regular customers and my boyfriend,Charles, who’s sweet as can be,

andCookie, who’s a good boss, even if heiskind of grumpy at times.PlusIown my

house free and clear—not everyone can say that these days.Mommaleft it to me when

she passed and allIhave to do is keep up on the taxes.Imanage that all right, though

sometimes things get a little tight if my tips aren’t good.

I’m in the act of setting theBluePlateSpecialdown in front of oldMr.Chochran—who

comes in everyFridayfor the same thing—when the little bell over the diner’s door

tinkles and someone new walks in.

It’s a man—an extremelybigman—he has to be over 6’6”.He’swearing a brown

bomber jacket that can’t quite hide his muscles.Healso has on tight, new-looking



jeans and work boots.Hishair is longish but clean, which is nice.Idon’t mind men with

long hair providing they know how to care for it.

But it’s his face that really draws my attention.Hehas pale eyes like aHuskyand a

scary-looking scar that runs through his left eyebrow and down to his

cheekbone.Thatmust have been a close call—it’s clear he almost lost one of those

pale, arresting eyes.Hisnose is sharp and his jaw is strong—Ithink he looks like the

morally gray heroes in my dark romance books.Scarybut sexy at the same time.

Then he opens his mouth and rumbles my name.

“Sunny?” he asks, raising his eyebrows at me. “Isthat you?”

Realization breaks over me.It’shim!Afterall these years, it’s finallyhim!

TheBluePlateSpecialdrops from my nerveless fingers.Itlands on the table and gravy

splatters everywhere.Mr.Cochrangives a grunt of protest butIdon’t even

notice—I’mtoo busy running to greet my big brother.

“Kane!”Ishout, flinging myself into his arms.

He looks surprised but he catches me anyway asIlaunch myself at him.Iwrap my arms

around his neck and my legs around his waist, not caring that my powder blue

waitressing uniform is riding up to show my thighs.

One ofKane’sarms goes around my waist and the other hand supports my

bottom.Idon’t care—I’mjust so happy to see him!

“Kane—big brother!”Ibabble and cover his face with kisses.I’vebeen dreaming of

this day for literallyyears—Ican’t believe it’s finally here!



My brother looks shocked whenIfinally stop kissing him but then a slow, almost shy

smile, spreads across his scarred face.

“Sunny…baby sis,” he says, which is what he always calls me in his letters.Ican’t

help noticing that he smellsreallygood—is he wearing cologne?Itjust makes me want

to hang on to him and never let go.
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“You didn’t say you were coming today!”Iaccuse him. “Iwould have gotten the day

off work so we could spend some time together.”

“Oh no,” he begins. “Idon’t really think?—”

“Well, never mind,”Isay briskly. “You’rehere now soI’mgoing to feed you.”

Giving him one last smooch on his bristly cheek—he needs a shave butIkind of like

the stubble—Islide down his long body and stand on my own two feet again.Idrag

him by the hand over toTableSix, right by the window that shows the

mountains.ThenIput one of our laminated menus in his hands and smile down at him.

“Get anything you want—it’s on me.”

“Oh no—Ican pay,” he starts to protest.

I give him a stern look.

“Not in my diner you won’t!Thismeal is my treat andIwant you to get whatever you

want.I’llbe back in a minute, so you just study that menu and decide.”

I go back toMr.Cochran’stable and help clean the gravy off his shirt.He’speeved with

me but he lightens up whenIexplain thatKaneis the big brotherIhaven’t seen in well

over twenty years.

“Well…itisalways nice when family comes to town,” he allows, afterIget him all

cleaned up and offer him a free slice of pie for his trouble.



“Very nice,”Iagree, smiling.

ThenIhustle back toKanewith a glass of ice water.

“Well?”Isay, raising and eyebrow at him. “What’llit be,BigBrother?”

“Hmmm…”He’sfrowning in concentration as he looks at the menu. “Ican’t

decide.Whichis better—theBluePlateSpecialwith the meatloaf orGranny’sbuttermilk

brined fried chicken?”

“Both are delicious,”Iassure him. “SoI’llbring both, since you can’t decide.”

He frowns.

“Oh no—Icouldn’t.”

“Yes, you can and you will,”Isay bossily, butIgive him a smile to let him

knowI’mhalf teasing.Butserious too. “You’rea big guy—you can handle both,”Itell

him.

In fact, my brother is a lot bigger thanIdreamed he’d be.Andhe doesn’t really look

much like me.Ihave black hair and amber eyes likeMommadid.Iguess our fathers

must have been really different looking guys.AlsoI’mshort and compact with wide

hips and a big behind—thicccwith threeCsis howIheard it described a while

back.Myboyfriend,Charles, is always after me to lose some weight butKaneheld me

likeIweighed nothing whenIjumped into his arms.

These are all my thoughts asIhead back to the kitchen and put in both orders

toCookie.

“And be sure you give him plenty of sides, too,”Itell him. “Theseorders are for my



big brother.”

“The oneIsaw you climbing like a tree?” he asks, deadpan.

“The same.”Ilift my chin. “Hehasn’t had decent food in a long time, so make it

good.”

“It’salwaysgood,”Cookiegrouses. “Youknow that.”

But he gets to work, dishing up the food.SoonIhave two piping hot platters to put on

my tray.Oneis loaded with meatloaf and mashed potatoes and green beans and the

other has fried chicken, buttery corn, and a heaping helping ofCookie’sfamous four-

cheese mac ‘n cheese.Ican’t help but be proud whenIsee how good it looks—Ihope

thatKanewill like it.

I add a big glass of iced sweet tea and carry the whole thing to his table.Hispale eyes

get wide when he sees the spread.

“Oh myGod—IthinkIdied and went toHeaven,” he groans asIunload the tray, putting

both steaming plates and the tea in front of him. “Thislooks fuckingamazing.Uh,

sorry for the language,” he adds, looking at me.

I can’t help laughing.

“That’s okay—Cookiewill take it as a compliment that his food made you

swear,”Itell him. “Goon—dig in.Ihave to take care of a few other customers butI’llbe

back in a little so we can talk.”

I don’t have to tell him twice.He’salready spearing a bite of the meatloaf asIwalk off,

a little smile playing around my lips.Ican’t believe how luckyIam—my big brother

has finally come home!
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AndIintend to keep him with me as long asIcan.

5

CONNOR

The food atThePieShopis the best thingI’veever put in my mouth.Idon’t say that

lightly, either—beforeIwent to prison,Iled a privileged life.I’vebeen to restaurants

with threeMichelinstars and steak houses where there was nothing under a hundred

dollars on the menu.Butafter three years of prison slop, the food in front of me is

more than gourmet—it’s fucking ambrosia.

It feels strange to eat with metal silverware again.Inprison, we always got

plastic—it’s way too easy to stab someone with a metal fork or sharpen a spoon into a

shiv.Themetal feels unfamiliar in my mouth but whatever—this is just part of the

taste of freedom.

I inhale both plates and drink the sweet tea whichSunnykeeps refilling.It’snot too

sweet, which is nice.JustasI’mfinishing up, she comes to sit across from me in the red

vinyl booth and puts down two pieces of pie.

“There you go—StrawberryStreusel, just likeIpromised you,” she says, smiling.

“Andthat other one is today’s special pie—BlueberryBacon.”

“BlueberryBacon?”Irepeat, raising my eyebrows.Itsounds like a strange combination.

Sunny gives me an impish grin, her pert, freckled nose wrinkling.



“Doesn’t sound very good, does it?Butit is,Ipromise.Goon—try it.”

I’m getting really full, butI’mnot about to say ‘no’ to her pie—not after all the letters

she wrote me describing the many different kinds she makes.I’vebeen wanting to eat

her pie for years now—which sounds really dirty, but get your mind out of the

gutter.I’mpretending to be her big brother.

I take a bite of theBlueberryBaconpie andI’msurprised at how delicious it is.It’smade

with fresh blueberries in a light, flaky crust sprinkled with tiny, crispy bits of bacon

and the whole thing is topped with fresh maple whipped cream.It’sfucking amazing.

“This is fucking amazing,”Isay toSunnyasIshovel in another bite.

“See,Itold you!”Shegrins at me, looking so damn adorableIwant to lean across the

table and…and what?

She’s supposed to be your little sister,Iremind myself again.Butthere’s something

about her—something about the way she felt in my arms whenIheld

her.Andsomething about her scent too—it made my innerWolfperk up.Whichdoesn’t

make any sense—she’s human,I’msure of it.Ithad to beKane’sfather who was

aWere.Ifhis andSunny’smother had anyWereblood at all, it was probably diluted.

But the way her soft, curvy body felt against me when she launched herself into my

arms and her warm, feminine scent…Itry to push the forbidden thoughts away.

I’m sure if anybody else had run at me that way,Iwould have gone into defensive

mode at once.Livingin prison, you learn to watch your back.ButSunnydidn’t feel like

a threat—she felt warm and she smelled so sweet.Ican still feel her eager kisses all

over my face…

“…ask if my friendAnnabellecan come cover my dinner shift,”Sunnysays andIrealize



thatImissed something she said.

“Uh, what?Sorry,Iwas focusing on the pie,”Ilie and take a bite of

theStrawberryStreusel—it’s even better than theBlueberryBacon.

“I saidI’mgoing to get someone to cover my shift so we can go back to my place and

get reacquainted,”Sunnytells me.

“Oh,Idon’t want to interrupt your work,”Iprotest. “Ireally just stopped by to say hello

and try some of your famous pie.”

“You want to leave already?”

Sunny pouts—an absolutely adorable expression on her sweet face.Shepushes out her

lush lower lip and makes sad eyes at me.Thenher expression changes—gets more

determined.

“You don’t think you’re just going to eat my pie and then walk out on me, do you?”

she demands. “Idon’t think so, big brother—I’vebeen waitingyearsfor this reunion

and it’s not nearly over yet.”

She’s a bossy little thing—Ikind of like that.

“Well…okay,”Isaid.Itcan’t hurt to go see her house and chat some.Herletters kept me

going in prison and gave me hope—the leastIcan do is takes some time to “catch up”

with her.

Sunny doesn’t wait to hear any more.Shegoes up to talk to the cook and owner

ofThePieShop, who just goes by “Cookie.”Iknow all about him from her letters.He’sa

veteran and outwardly gruff but according toSunny, he’s a “marshmallow inside.”



Apparently he really is a softy because even thoughIcan hear him

grumbling,Sunnycomes back with a wide smile on her adorable face.

“Come on.”Shetugs at my arm, pulling me up to a standing position. “Let’sgo.”

“I have my truck out back—shouldIfollow you?”Iask her.
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She shakes her head.

“No need—Ijust live down the street.”Ohright—she did tell me that.She’swithin

walking distance of work, which is nice.

“Okay.”Inod through the back window atCookieas we leave and he nods back

grudgingly.Wewalk out the front door ofThePieShopand take a right, heading down

the sidewalk.

As we walk,Sunnylinks her arm through mine and looks up at me.

“Come on,BigBrother—let’s go home.”

She’s so much shorter than me, the top of her head doesn’t even reach my shoulder

butIfindIlike feeling her beside me.Ilike her arm through mine even more.

I’ve been avoiding physical touch for so long—in prison, getting physical with

someone almost always means violence.ButwithSunny, it’s warm and comforting and

sweet—Idon’t thinkI’veever met anyone who lives up to their name better than

her.Soeven thoughIpromised myselfI’donly stay for pie,Ilet her lead me along

willingly.

Apparently we’re going home.

6

SUNNY



I’m so excited to finally show my big brother around my house!It’sa good thingIdid a

little cleaning last night—not thatIever let it get too messy.Mommataught me to keep

things neat and that’s howIlike it.

My house is a big oldVictorianone block down and one block over

fromThePieShop.It’sthe only house like it in town andIlove it butIwon’t lie—it costs

a lot to cool in the summer and even more to heat in the winter.Sinceit’s the tail end

ofSpring, things are still a little chilly but not cold enough to turn on the heat.Soit’s

kind of nippy inside whenIpush open the door.

“Sorry about the temperature,”Iapologize toKane. “Iknow it’s chilly in here.”

He only shrugs, his broad shoulders rolling.

“Doesn’t bother me—Irun hot anyway.”

As if to prove it, he takes off the brown leather bomber jacket he’s wearing, revealing

a skintight black t-shirt underneath that shows the most mouthwatering male

chestI’veever seen in my life.ThenIremind myself that he’s my big

brother—Ishouldn’t be looking at him that way.

But still…Ican’t help comparing him to my boyfriend,Charles.It’snot

thatCharlesdoesn’t look nice, hedoes.Butthere’s nice and then

there’s…this.Chiseledabs and bulging biceps and…Imake myself look away.

“Make yourself at home,”Isay, hoping my voice doesn’t come out too high and

squeaky. “Justwatch out forMissSassy, my cat.Shehates most everybody but me.”

As if she heard her name,MissSassycomes sauntering out from behind the couch with

her furry tail riding high.She’saRagdollthatIgot from the animal shelter over

inCunningham.Supposedlythey’re the most loving cats in the world.Infact, they’re



supposed to flop over like a rag doll the minute you pet them or pick them up—which

is how they got the name.

MissSassy, however, doesnotfit that stereotype.She’sbonded with me andI’mthe only

one she wants—she hisses and swipes at everyone else who comes in the

house.Evenmy friendAnnabelle, who loves animals and has so many pets she

practically qualifies as aDisneyPrincess, can’t make any headway with my stubborn

cat.

SoIfeel justified in warning my brother.

“She acts like she might be friendly at first but then she’ll scratch the crap out of you

if she gets a chance,”Iwarn him again, because he is actually bending down and

holding a hand out to the cat.

MissSassycomes over cautiously and sniffs his fingertips.Then, to my utter shock, she

rubs her furry cheek against his hand and begins to purr!

“She seems all right.”Kanecaresses her with one big hand and she arches her back,

the purring ratcheting up to an even higher volume.

“I don’t believe it!”Isay blankly, watching him pet her. “Usuallyshe doesn’t like

anyone!”She’seven scratched me a fair few times, despite the fact thatI’mher

“designated human.”

“Animals like me,” he rumbles.

“They do?”Iask.

He nods and gives me a lookIcan’t interpret.



“Maybe they sense something in me…you know?”

“Uh…maybe.”Whatthey’re sensingIdon’t know.Butwait, maybeIdo.There’sno

denying that my big brother exudes a kind of animal magnetism.Icertainly feel it

whenI’maround him—it’s like there’s something primal inside him.Iknow that

sounds dramatic, but it’s true.Probablyit’s his pale eyes—Ican’t decide if they’re gray

or blue.
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Meanwhile, he’s still petting my cat.

“You know, guys in prison would love to have a pet like this,” he murmurs,

straightening up.MissSassycontinues the love fest—winding her way around and

between his legs, purring up a storm. “Ieven knew a few who tried keeping bugs or

mice as pets in their cells—just anything at all that they could love.”

His words bring a lump to my throat and it’s brought home to me, all over again, how

terribly lonely he must have been all those years on the inside.I’veread a few books

and articles about helping ex-cons re-acclimate to the outside world and that’s one of

the things they all mentioned—the emotional isolation of prison.

“That’s sosad,”Iwhisper.Impulsively,Iwrap my arms around his waist and hug him.

He doesn’t seem to know what to do at first…but then he slowly puts his arms around

me and gives me a careful squeeze, as thoughImight break.

“I hope you don’t mind,”Isay, looking up at him—Ihave a long way to look because

he’s so tall. “I’ma hugger and it seemed to me that you could use a hug just now.”

The uncertain look on his face fades and he gives me a smile—it’s little more than

one corner of his mouth crooking up, but it counts as far asI’mconcerned.

“Well, thank you, baby.That’ssweet of you.”

I like the sweet nickname.Inhis letters to me, he always called me “baby sis” which is

nice too.Igive him a squeeze and reluctantly let go.I’mwondering again what cologne



he wears—whatever it is, it’s the best thingI’veever smelled.It’skind of woodsy and

wild with a dark, dangerous spice as the under-note.

“Okay, well…let me give you the tour of the house,”Itell him.Itake his hand and tug.

“Comeon—this way.”

7

CONNOR

Bemused,IallowSunnyto lead me around the oldVictorianmansion.Thehouse has good

bones butIsee several places where the wood is getting rotten and areas where it’s

been chipped or broken.

I could fix that,Ithink and catch myself wondering ifSunnyhas access to any

tools.ThenIremind myselfI’monly here for a quick house tour and thenI’llbe on my

way again.Afterall,Ihave to get back toBransonlikeIpromised sometime, right?

Sunny takes me all over the house—well, the downstairs, anyway.Theupstairs is shut

off because, as she explains, it costs too much to heat and cool it.Andsince she’s the

only one living here and she has her bedroom on the bottom floor, why should she

pay money to heat or cool empty rooms?

She shows me an old-fashioned kitchen with a gas stove and a pea-green refrigerator.

“The same one ourNanbought when she first moved in here whenMommawas just a

little girl,” she said proudly, patting the ancient but still humming appliance.Thenshe

puts a hand over her mouth. “Oh,I’msorry—do you rememberMommaorNanat

all?Youwere so young when your dad took you away…”

“No, afraid not,”Isay, truthfully enough, shaking my head.



Sunny gets a sad look in her pretty amber eyes.

“Momma never got over losing you, you know,” she tells me. “Sheused to cry for you

sometimes—Iremember wondering why she was so sad whenIwas little.”

I’m not sure what to say to this.It’sa sad story but not an unusual one in

theWereworld.Whentwo people split, the maleWerealmost always keeps any sons

while his mate gets the daughters.

“What about your father?”Iask, to change the subject.

“Oh, he died beforeMommadid.”Shesounds sad. “Ilost all of them in the space of

three years—firstNan, thenDaddy, thenMomma.That’swhyIwas so thrilled when you

finally wrote me back.Itmade me feel so good to have family in my life again.”

I feel kind of bad, continuing to deceive her like this.Butit’s clear she needs a big

brother andI’mhappyIcan fill the role.

“I was glad too,”Itell her truthfully. “Youknow, your letters got me through some

really dark times.WheneverIread one, it felt like a ray of sunshine was coming right

into my cell.”

Sunny breaks into a smile.

“Oh,Kane—that’s the nicest thing anyone’s ever said to me.Thankyou!”

She hugs me again and this timeIhug her back with less trepidation.Ilove how warm

and soft she feels in my arms—Ihaven’t been this close to a woman in years.Infact,

living inCellblockC,Ibarely evensawany women since they didn’t allow any female

guards around theRogueAlphas.



I’d forgotten how soft and sweet women can be—how warm and gentle and

loving.It’snice to be reminded.

But her soft body against mine produces an unintended effect.Asher full breasts rub

against my abs,Ican feel my cock getting hard.Hastily,Ishuffle back a bit, putting

some distance between us.Ican’t be getting a hard-on with my own little sister!Evenif

she isn’t really my sister at all,Istill don’t want to offend her.
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Sunny doesn’t seem to have noticed my problem, or at least, she doesn’t say anything

about it.Shejust smiles when she pulls away and then takes me by the hand.

“Come on—let’s get comfy on the couch so we can talk.”

She leads me back to the living room which contains an overstuffed sofa with a faded

floral print.I’mwilling to bet this was also one of herNan’soriginal

possessions.There’sa hand-braided rag rug on the floor and aTVon a stand across

from the couch.Everythingis shabby but extremely neat and clean.Itappears

thatSunnylives in gentile poverty but you’d never know it by the pride she obviously

takes in her home.

The living room is lit by two chunky, old-fashioned lamps with broad

shades.Theycast a warm, golden glow in the room which is good, since the outside

light is fading.

It’s going to be time to go back to my truck soon,Ithink, noticing the rapidly

approaching dusk.ButsomehowIcan’t bear to leave yet.Iwant to sit withSunnyand

talk—to catch up on all the people’s lives she told me about in her letters.

I told her some about prison life and the inmates around me too, but none of the

violent, scary parts.Itold her the funny stuff—like the timeIwas working in the

kitchen and made a cake out of mashed potatoes and frosted and decorated it with

whipped lard.

Everyone in the chow line was eager for a taste butIwas saving it for a certain inmate

who had given me trouble.Icut him a fat slice and he dug in before he even examined



it.Hisface when he got a mouthful of cold mashed potatoes and lard “frosting” was

fucking priceless!Sunnyhad gotten a real kick out of that story.

“So what’s going on?”Iask her as we settle on the couch, which is surprisingly

comfortable. “Didyour friendLucyfind out if she’s pregnant or not?”

Her eyes widen.

“Yes—and sheis.Butlet me tell you, her husband isnot happyabout it!”

And we’re off.Shefills me in on what happened since her last letter andIdo the same,

thoughIdon’t talk nearly as much as she does.That’sfine with me though—Icould

listen to her sweet voice and watch her gorgeous face as she “spills the tea” all night

long.

God,Ican’t believeI’mactually here with her!Iimagined this so many times—thought

about sitting with her and just talking, like we are now.Justbeing able to communicate

face-to-face instead of with letters.Thereality is even better than my fantasy—her

smile warms me all the way through.

I had some concerns that we might not be able to connect in person the way we did

on paper, but those prove to be completely unfounded.Ifanything, we get along

evenbetterin person.Wefit together so well,Ican almost hear an audibleclick.

We end up talking for hours and the windows are completely black by the

timeIfinally sigh and say,

“Well,IguessIshould get going now.”

“Get going where?”Sunnydemands, narrowing her eyes at me suspiciously. “Yougot

somewhere to be?”



Actually,Ido—IpromisedBransonthis “errand” wouldn’t take long.Butthe

fictionalKaneIbuiltdoesn’thave anywhere to be or anyone to see andSunnyknows that.

“Well…”Isay slowly. “It’sjust getting late andIknow you usually have to get up early

to bake pies and make dinner rolls for the diner.”

“That doesn’t meanI’mgoing to kick you out!”Shesounds horrified at the idea.

“You’restaying here tonight.”

“Here?”Ilook around blankly. “Really,Sunny—you don’t have to?—”

“Yes,Ido!” she says firmly. “You’remy big brother—where else should you stay but

with your little sister?”

“Well…”Isay again, butSunnytakes that for an acceptance.

“Great, but let’s watch a movie before we turn in—they have monster movie

marathons every night on theSlashTVchannel.Areyou up for it?”

“Well…sure.”Ishrug, defeated.Itlooks likeI’mstaying here tonight.I’llhave to

textBransonand let him know.

“Okay,I’mgoing to change into my jammies soIcan get comfortable,”Sunnytells me.

“I’llbe right back.”

She disappears into the back of the house andItake the opportunity to

letBransonknowIwon’t be seeing him until tomorrow.Bythe timeIput my phone

away,Sunnyis back.

She’s wearing a silky white nightgown that falls to mid-thigh and a white silk robe

that goes over it.Itry really hard not to notice how her full breasts and tight nipples



poke at the thin material or the way her short but shapely legs show under the lacy

hem.Whydoes she have to be so fucking gorgeous whenI’mpretending to be her

brother and she’s completely off limits?

Sunny settles on the couch beside me and grabs for the remote.Sheflips to the channel

she wants and it turns out to be a movie about werewolves, of all things.

Inwardly,Isigh—the human world almost never gets it right when they talk about my

people.Butthis one is fairly accurate—only the males in the story haveWolvesin

them—that’s right, at least.TheyallShiftin the most gruesome, slow-motion way with

lots of blood and guts, though—it’s not really like that, thank theMoonGoddess!

All the time we’re watching the movie,I’mwatchingSunny.I’mstill trying to figure out

if she has anyWereheritage or knows anything about theWereworld.It’shard to tell by

her reaction—she gasps and gives cute little screams when the bad werewolves

attack.Atone point she grabs my arms in fright andInotice how cold her hands are.
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“Hey, you’re freezing.”Gently,Icapture her hands between my

own.Leaningdown,Ibreathe on her chilly fingers.

“Mmm, your hands are so warm!”Shelooks up at me with big eyes.God, she’s

gorgeous! “I’malways cold at night,” she adds. “Ilove this house but it gets really

drafty.”

Part of the problem is that she needs some new insulation and to fix some of the

warped wood around her doors and windows.Icould do that,whispers a little voice in

my head.Butnot tonight—tonight she just needs to be warmed up.

“I run hot, likeIsaid before,”Isay.I’mstill holding her hands in mine and somehow

we’re looking into each other’s eyes, the werewolf movie forgotten.

“Could you…would you think it was weird ifIasked to cuddle up to

you?”Sunnymurmurs. “Imean,Iknow we just met…”

“That’s not true,”Iobject. “We’vebeen talking for two years—it’s just that this is the

first time we’ve met in person.Butit feels likeI’veknown you forever, baby.”

Her eyes soften.

“It feels like that to me, too,” she admits.

“Come here.”Ilet go of her hands and hold out my arms to her. “Letme warm you

up.”



Sunny hesitates for just a second, then scoots over to sit close so our thighs are

touching.Shelays her head against my chest andIwrap one arm around her shoulders

and pull her even closer.

She makes a little sound like, “Oh!” and then melts against me.Ican feel her soft

breasts against my side and smell her warm, clean, feminine scent as she slides one

arm around my waist and cuddles close.

From that point on, the movie is a loss.Ican’t pay a spec of attention to it

becauseI’mwholly focused onSunny.She’slooking at the screen, soIcan look at her

without her catching me.

I find myself studying her features.Herthick black hair, loosed from its ponytail, spills

over my chest like a glossy shawl andIhave to stop myself from petting it—from

pettingher.Myfingers itch to trail down from her shoulder and slide over her waist and

hip, tracing her curves, butIresist the urge.

I still can’t figure out if she has anyWereblood or not.Herscent is a

mystery—oneIdesperately want to solve.IthinkIdetect a note of feminine heat in it,

butImust be mistaken.Afterall, she thinksI’mher big brother—there’s no way she’s

attracted to me the same wayIhave to admitI’mattracted to her.

Of course, all this closeness and cuddling is bound to have an effect on me.Icurse the

fact that my jeans are too tight—they make it really obvious thatI’msporting a hard-

on.Ishift uneasily on the couch, wishingIcould adjust myself.Ifeel like a fucking high

school kid all over again—popping a boner the minute a pretty girl gets near me.

Sunny seems oblivious to my condition, despite the fact that my cock had formed a

long, thick ridge in the crotch of my jeans.Sheseems focused on theTVand the movie

about the werewolves, which is coming to a bloody and predictable end.



I’mcompletely focused onher—every time she shifts against me it feels like her

small, soft body makes more contact with mine.I’vebeen starved for physical touch

for so long, thoughIdon’t thinkIknew it until now.Ifeel like a man who’s been on a

hunger strike for years suddenly faced with a juicy steak.

That’s not a very romantic metaphor, but it’s howIfucking

feel.LikeI’mhungryforSunny—likeIcould eat her up ifI’mnot careful.

That thought brings on another—a fantasy of pushing her down on the couch and

spreading her deliciously thick thighs.Iwonder if she has on panties under the silky

white robe and gown.Iwonder if they’re lacy little thingsIcould pull off with my

teeth.Iwonder if her pussy would get wet for me and if she’d spread her legs willingly

to let me in.Iwonder what her juices taste like—if she’d moan and quiver under my

tongue asItasted her pussy and she cried my name…

God,Ihaveto stop thinking like this!Igive myself a mental slap.What’swrong with

me?Sunnyis a sweet, innocent girl andI’msupposed to be her big brother.Ican’t be

imagining going down on her, picturing her pulling my hair and moaning for me

whileIpart her lower lips with my tongue and tease her tight little clit…

And thereIgo again.Iswear my mind’s in the gutter.Fuck—IwishIcould just go jerk

off but the movie is almost over andI’mafraid she’d know whatIwas doing in the

bathroom!

At last the movie ends andIbreathe a private sigh of relief.Nowshe’ll go sleep in her

room andIcan stay out here on the couch and maybe get some relief from this raging

erection that refuses to go down.

But whenIlook down atSunnyagain, she’s asleep.Herbreathing is soft and even and

her eyelashes are like black fans across her high cheekbones.She’slike a little girl,

curled against my side, trusting me to take care of her.



I’m surprised at the rush of tenderness that overcomes me.Ihaven’t felt this

emotion—the desire to protect, to cherish and guard—in so long that it feels

completely foreign…but also completely right.Ijust want to keep her safe.

“Guess it’s time to get you to bed, baby,”Imurmur, stroking a strand of long, silky

hair out of her face.

Sunny mumbles something in her sleep, “Bedtime,” it sounds like and sighs

contentedly.

I guess it’s up to me to tuck her in.
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IscoopSunnycarefully into my arms and she only murmurs a little bit before

snuggling her cheek against my chest again.Risingfrom the couch,Itake her down the

hallway to her room, which she showed me briefly earlier.
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Her bed—a queen size that looks huge to me after the narrow prison bunkI’vebeen

sleeping in—is neatly made up with a patchwork quilt and soft, fluffy pillows.Itlooks

likeHeavenafter the flat, dirty mattress and the scratchy wool blanketsI’vebeen used

to these last three years.

I have my hands full soIhave to maneuver some to pull back the quilt and sheet

soIcan slip her into bed, butImanage.Sunnymurmurs sleepily and scoots around so

that her nightgown rides up.BeforeIknow it, my earlier questions are answered—yes,

she’s wearing panties and yes, they’re lacy—but pink lace instead of white like her

nightgown.

The sight of her soft little pussy mound under the panties makes my cock get hard all

over again.Ilet out a low, involuntary groan and rub my aching shaft through the

brutally tight jeans.God,Ineed some relief!

I turn to go back to the couch—but first to the bathroom to ease this

tension—whenI’msurprised by a little hand on mine.Lookingdown,Isee

thatSunny’seyes are half open, looking up at me with a sleepy gaze.

“Don’t go, big brother,” she whispers, clearly half-asleep.

“I have to,”Iobject. “I’llfind a blanket and sleep on the couch.”

“No.”Sheshakes her head. “Don’twant you out there.Sleepin here—with me.”

“In the same bed, you mean?”Ican’t believe she’s asking me this—that she’s trusting

me this much.



“Mmm-hmm.”Shenods. “Comeon—come to bed.”

“I don’t have any pajamas with me,”Iobject.Ofcourse,Bransondidn’t knowI’dbe

staying overnight so he didn’t buy me any.I’dbeen planning to sleep in my clothes on

her couch, butIdon’t want to get in bed with my clothes on—Imight mess up her

sheets.

“Just wear your underwear,” she tells me.Shehalf sits up and slips off the white robe

she’s been wearing over her nightgown.Ihave to bite back a moan whenIsee how

fucking see-through the white silk of the gown is.Thoughthe room is lit only by a

small bedside lamp,Ican clearly see her tight, dark pink nipples pressing against the

thin fabric.

“I shouldn’t,”Isay, and my voice comes out hoarse.

“Why not?We’refamily—there’s no harm sharing a bed,” she objects. “Hurryup and

get in—I’mtired andIhave to get up early.”

Her bossy tone has returned, though it’s half sleepy too.Iwonder if she has any idea

what she’s asking.Oris she really so naïve and trusting that she believesIcan sleep

beside her all night and not want her?

Of courseIcan keep my hands to myself—Ihave self-control andI’mnot a fucking

monster.ButIknow for a factI’mgoing to be fantasizing about her all night, especially

after seeing her bare breasts under the thin silk nightgown.

Reluctantly,Islip out of my jeans and t-shirt, work boots and socks, which leaves me

wearing nothing but a pair of black boxer-briefs.Iwish now thatBransonhad bought

me regular baggy boxers.Thesehug tight to my body, outlining my aching erection

which by now feels like it’s going toexplode.



I need to go to the bathroom and take care of this now…but ifIdo,Sunnymight guess

whatI’mdoing.Idecide to get in bed with her and wait until she falls asleep again

beforeIslip out to take care of business.

I turn off the light and slide into bed beside her, pulling the sheet and quilt up over

both of us, butSunnypushes her side down again.

“Too hot!” she complains, though she was cold earlier.She’slaying on her back,

slightly turned to me.Inthe moonlight streaming through the window beside the

bed,Ican still clearly see the outline of her full breasts and tight nipples.Also, her

nightgown has somehow ridden up again, once more showing her lacy little

panties.Herthighs are parted, giving me an excellent view.

I grit my teeth and try to look away.Goddamn it!Doesshe have any idea what kind of

show she’s putting on?

But a glance at her face shows that no, of course she doesn’t know—she’s out

again.Apparentlyshe woke up just long enough to boss me into bed with her and then

went right back to sleep.

Looking at her luscious body—her full curves, tight nipples, and thick thighs—Ifeel

likeIcan’t stand it anymore.Anotherglance at her face lets me know she’s really

asleep.Feelingdesperate,Ipull down my boxer-briefs and take hold of my shaft.

I knowIshould go to the bathroom to do this, butIcan’t wait one more fucking minute

for relief!Also,Ican’t stop looking atSunny—she’s so fucking beautiful.Idon’t touch

though—Ijust look whileIslowly stroke my aching cock and imagine what it would be

like to rip that thin white nightgown off her and suck those pink nipples.

I want to slide my cock into her tight little pussy and feel her wet warmth all around

me…Iwant to hear her moan my name asIpoundinto her.Idon’t thinkIcould be



gentle—not the first time, anyway.Iwant her too badly and it’s been too long

sinceI’vehad a woman.Ijust want to fill her over and over untilIflood her sweet pussy

with my cum and she begs me not to stop…

It doesn’t take me long—I’vebeen on the edge for what feels likehours.

“God, baby,”Ibreathe harshly as my balls get tight andIfeel my orgasm building.

“God, so fucking beautiful!Whydo you have to be so fucking hot?”

And thenI’mcoming—my cock jerking in my hand as rope after rope of pearly white

seed paints my belly.

Sunny stirs in her sleep, moaning softly.Themovement makes her breasts jiggle,

which makes me come even harder.Goddamn it, why does she have to have such big,

beautiful tits?

Thankfully, she doesn’t wake up.Shesleeps through my entire orgasm, which is a

damn good thing.Whatthe hell would she think of me if she saw me, jerking off to my

own little sister?Ofcourse she’s notreallymy sister, but you know whatImean.

Feeling drained,Igo to the bathroom at last and clean up my mess.WhenIget back to

the bedroom,Sunnyhas turned on her side and is shivering.Islide in beside her and

pull the covers up over both of us.Thistime she doesn’t protest, though she does sigh

and murmur as she burrows deeper into the cushy mattress.Thenshe scoots back

some, until her lush bottom is pressed to my crotch and her back is against my chest.
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WhenItry to move away,Sunnymurmurs a protest and backs up against me again.Itry

again with the same result.Atthis rate,I’llfall off the bed ifIdon’t stop trying to get

away.

With a sigh,Igive up and put an arm around her.Inever intended to spoon her, but here

we are—Iguess we’re spooning.Shesighs happily and relaxes at last.Itlooks like this

is the way we’re sleeping.

AsIlay there with her small, soft body curled against my own, much larger

frame,Ihave a moment of post-nut clarity:Ineed to leave tomorrow morning and try

my best to forget aboutSunnyand let her forget about me.There’sno future for us

while she thinksI’mher big brother and it’s too late now to tell herI’vebeen pretending

for two years.She’dfeel betrayed if she found out—Ihave to keep it a

secret.ButI’mafraid ifIstay here,I’llend up wanting much more than she can give me.

I need to leave.

But, fuck—Idon’twantto leave!Dippingmy head,Icarefully press my face to her hair

and breathe in her sweet scent.It’sfucking addictive but what is it?Isthere a trace

ofWerein it?Idon’t know butIdoknowIshouldn’t be doing this—it only makes me

want her more.

I fall asleep still arguing with myself butIknow whatIneed to do is say goodbye

before something bad happens.

SomethingSunnywill never forgive me or herself for.
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Ican’t believe he jerked off to me!

I lay there, quietly in bed, watching as he did it.Myeyelashes are really long soIcan

keep my eyes cracked just a little and you’d never knowIwas awake.Butof course, it

wasn’t my face my big brother was looking at.Itwas my breasts…and between my

legs.

I let him look—Iadmit it.Ikept thinking of the booksIread, about how ex-cons come

out of prison with these deep, sexual needs because they haven’t been with a woman

in so long.Iwanted to help him meet those needs—at least, indirectly.Imean,Iwouldn’t

have let himtouchme or anything, thoughIadmitIcouldn’t help watching him back.

I’ve never seen a cock as big as his—none of the boysIdated in high school are

anywhere near that huge.Andas for my boyfriend,Charles, well…if you want to know

the truth, he’s a little on the small side.NotthatIwas comparing him toKaneor

anything.I’mjust saying…

Anyway,Iknow he’s my brother, which makes me feel all kinds of guilty for letting

him look at my body while he got himself off.Butin another way,Ifeel like it’s the

right thing to do—helping him when he’s so desperately starved for any kind of

sexual release.

Besides, even though we’ve been corresponding for the past two years, he

doesn’tfeellike my brother.Hefeels like a handsome, muscular stranger who came into

my life just whenIwas wishing for a little something to perk me up.

I’ll be honest, things have been rough lately.Partsof my house are broken andIdon’t



have the money to fix them.IsupposeIcould askCharlesfor a loan—hisDadowns a car

dealership over inClariton, so he’s got plenty of money.ButIdon’t like doing

that—Mommaraised me to be independent and that’s howIlike to stay.

Besides, things withCharleshaven’t been great lately.He’sbeen pushing me to set a

date for the wedding—apparently his mom is bugging him for some

grandbabies.ButI’mjust notreadyto settle down and start popping out babies.

And he hasn’t even asked me to marry him yet—Imean, not formally.I’mnot saying

“Ido” until he gets down on one knee and offers me a ring.Itdoesn’t have to be

anything fancy like a four-carat diamond—I’mnot greedy.Butit has to be something

he put some thought into and so farIhaven’t seen any indication that he’s willing to

do that.

I sigh and snuggle againstKane, pressing my back more firmly to his broad

chest.WhenIfirst settled against him, he tried to move away from me—maybe

thinking it wasn’t right for us to be so close.Buthe’s so big and warm,Ijust couldn’t

help myself.

I don’t feel offended that he tried to scoot away—on the contrary, it makes me like

him more.Despitehis sexual starvation, he was trying to act like a

gentleman—Iappreciate that.Itmakes me feel safe with him.Thoughto be honest,Iwas

already feeling safe.IfIhadn’t been,Iwouldn’t have let him look at me or offered to

share my bed with him in the first place.

Some people might thinkI’mcrazy, trusting an ex-con, but those people haven’t

readKane’sletters.They’reso deep and thoughtful andpersonal.Icould feel his heart in

every line.Eventhough it was nothing but words on paper, it was enough to let me

really know him…andIknow that he’d never hurt me.Butwhere do we go from

here?Well, to be honest,I’mnot sure.



I don’t want him to leave—that’s the one thingI’msure of.IthinkIcan getCookieto

offer him a job and of course he can stay with me.Iwant to help him get back on his

feet and reacclimate to the outside world.

But for now,Ijust want to be close to him.Hesmells so good andIfeel so warm with his

big body surrounding mine.

I might not have known my big brother for long, butIalready love him.Notlikethat,

though,Ihasten to tell myself.Ilove him in the right way—thefamilyway.Nothingelse.

Secure in that knowledge,Ifinally drift off to sleep in his arms.
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Iwake up early—even earlier thanSunny—and get silently out of bed.Ineed to leave

and let her get on with her life, even though the thought of never seeing her again

makes me feel like my heart is being cut up by a sharp pair of scissors.Still, it’s better

this way.

I pull on my jeans and socks and work boots andI’mabout to squeeze into the too-

tight black t-shirt again whenIhearSunnysay,

“Good morning, big brother.Andwhere do you think you’re going?”
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“Um…”Iturn to see her staring at me in the darkness.Sheflips on the bedside light and

both of us wince at the sudden brilliance, even though it’s not really that bright.

“You wouldn’t be slipping out on me, would you?”Sunnyarches an eyebrow at me.

“Becausethat wouldn’t be very nice of you.”

I sigh and run a hand through my hair.

“Look,Ijust think maybe it would be better ifIgot going, you know?”

“No,Idonotknow,” she said tartly. “Justwhere are you going?Doyou have a job lined

up?”

Actually,Ihave a multinational corporation to run thatI’vebeen neglecting for far too

long.ButKanedoesn’t have anything like that.

“No,”Iadmit, sticking to my “big brother” persona.

“And do you have anywhere to live?” she demands.

I have to say “no” again, since theKaneImade up for her is definitely homeless.

“I didn’t think so,” she says. “Sowhy not stay here with me until you can get on your

feet?”

“Stay here?”Iask blankly.



“With me,” she repeats. “Look, our last dishwasher quit a week ago andCookieis

looking to find a new one.Iknow it’s not a very glamorous job butIthought it would

let you save a little until you can get out on your own.”

After working in the prison kitchen—which included dishwashing

duty—IsworeI’dnever do anything like that again.Butif it lets me stay close

toSunny…

No, you can’t stay close to her!a guilty voice shouts in my head.Youwant more than

she can give and you know it!

“I can’t, baby,”Isay heavily. “Ithink maybe it’s just better if we go our own

ways.Idon’t thinkI’dbe any good for you, hanging around here.”

I’m standing by the side of the bed andSunnyis still half reclined, leaning on one

elbow and looking up at me.Butwhen she hears my words, a determined look comes

over her pretty face and she gets out of bed and comes over to me.Shelooks me right

in the eye and asks,

“Does this have anything to do with what happened last night?”

I feel my stomach twist into a knot of guilt butIdon’t let it show on my

face.Afteryears in prison,I’mgood at concealing my emotions.

“What happened last night?”Irepeat.

“You know when you, er, were stroking yourself.”Hercheeks get pink with

embarrassment but she refuses to break eye-contact.

Inwardly,Igroan.Andthen outwardly too, becauseIcan’t fucking hold my poker face

around her for some reason.



“Fuck—you saw that?”

“I was only half asleep,” she admits. “Look,Kane…”Sheputs one small hand on my

bare chest. “IthinkIunderstand what’s going on.”

“You do?”I’msurprised that she doesn’t seem at all upset.

“Yes,Ido.”Shenods firmly. “Youhaven’t had any contact with a woman in over three

years.It’slike that part of you is starved.Idon’t blame you for looking at me while you,

uh, gave yourself pleasure anymore thanIwould blame a starving man for taking some

food from my kitchen.”

Her words so exactly echo my own thoughts from last night thatI’mstunned into

silence for a moment.AtlastIlay a hand over hers, which is still planted in the middle

of my chest.

“And…you’re really not angry or upset with me?”Iask.

She shakes her head.

“No, of course not.Imean, we shouldn’t do anything else—youaremy big brother after

all.ButIdon’t mind letting you look, if…if you need to.”Hercheeks are pink

again—actually almost red.She’sembarrassed to be saying this—embarrassed but

excited.Ican hear her heart pounding and her scent just suddenly got hotter.

“You’d let me look at you again?”Myvoice comes out hoarse with lust and my eyes

stray down to her breasts, semi-visible beneath her white silk nightgown.Hernipples

are tight—poking at the thin fabric.
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Sunny lifts her chin defiantly.

“Yes,Iwill.”

As if to prove she’s not joking, she pulls her nightgown over her head and drops it to

the floor.She’sstanding in front of me in nothing but those pink, lacy panties with her

full curves on display anddamndoes she look fine!

“See?”Sunnydemands.Sheputs her hands on her hips and her full breasts jiggle with

the motion.Thenipples are even darker pink thanIthought.Ihave a sudden dark urge to

lean down and suck one into my mouth whileIpinch the other until she squirms and

gasps.ButIcan’t do that.

I clench my hands into fists at my sides to keep them from reaching for her.

“Baby…Sunny, you don’t have to do this.”Myvoice sounds slightly strangled.

“I’m just proving a point—I’mnot mad at you for looking,” she retorts. “Youhaven’t

seen a woman in a long time—you probablyneedto look.”

That’s not allIneed to do.Mycock is throbbing in my jeans again, a hard ridge

pressing against the too-tight denim asItake her in.God, she’s fuckingperfect,from her

full, bare breasts down to her wide hips and ample, heart-shaped ass.She’sexactly the

kind of womanI’vealways had a thing for—my “type” if you will.

I ought to say no.Thesmart, responsible thing to do is to

leaveSingingRockandSunnybehind, go find a willing woman to fuck and try to get



my fake little sister out of my system.

ButIcan’t do that.IknowIcan’t asIstand there watching the emotions play

acrossSunny’sface.Embarrassment…pride…determination.Shewants me here and

she’s going to keep me, no matter what it takes.Iremind myself that she’ll feel like

she’s losing her big brother ifIgo.Asfar as she knows,I’mthe only family she has.

“You’re going to stay until you can get on your feet,” she tells me, getting bossy in

that cute way again. “You’remy big brother—myhome isyourhome.Andif you need to

look at me sometimes, well…that’s okay.IpromiseIwon’t get upset.”

“All right,”Ihear myself saying, against my better judgment. “I’llstay.”

“You will?”Sunny’sface breaks into a smile. “Yes!”Shethrows her arms around me

spontaneously andIfeel her warm, bare breasts and tight nipples press against my abs.

“Oh, sorry!”Shejumps back beforeIcan decide ifIshould hug her back or not.

“ForgotIwas topless.”Shegives a self-deprecating giggle.

“You’d better get dressed,”Itell her. “Orwe’re going to be late to the diner.”

“You’re right.”Shebends down to pick up her nightgown and presses it to her chest,

which is a good thing—Iwas having a hard time looking at anything but her gorgeous

tits.

“Thank you,”Itell her and mean it. “Imean, for asking me to stay even after last

night.Fornot being mad at me.You’reright.It’slike…like ahunger,”Ifinish lamely.

Sunny nods.

“I understand.”Shelooks up at me earnestly. “Ijust want to be here for you, big

brother—Iwant to help you any wayIcan.”



I’m touched by her concern.She’sso sweet—so completely unselfish.Idon’t

thinkI’veever met anyone with such a pure soul.

“Thank you, baby.”Icup her cheek and look down into her eyes for a long

moment.Impulsively,Ilean down and press a kiss to her forehead.

Sunny sighs and smiles up at me whenIpull away.

“You’re welcome.Nowcome on—let’s get dressed!Weneed to get going.”

Then she crosses over to the dresser across from the bed and starts rummaging for

clothes.

There’s nothing for me to do but pull on my t-shirt, whichIhad almost forgotten.Ican’t

believeIjust agreed to live here with her.Thisis such a bad decision on my

part.ButsomehowIcan’t leave her.Ijust fuckingcan’t.

I guessI’mstaying…at least for now.
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My heart is pounding asIdig for my clothes, keeping my back to my big brother to

conceal my burning face.Ican’t believeIhugged him half-naked!Ijust kind of went

overboard, likeIalways do.Iprobably shouldn’t have showed him my breasts either,

butIwanted so much to let him knowIwasn’t mad at him!Ihad to prove

itsomehow.Anyway,Ithink he got the point.

I find my baking clothes—yoga pants and an oversized t-shirt along with a new pair

of panties and a bra that matches.I’llchange into my spare uniform at the diner later



on, when it’s time to start serving.

I start to take the clothes into the bathroom to change.ButthenIrealize that will look

likeI’mhiding myself fromKane, andIjust told him he was free to look at me.
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So, cheeks still burning,Iturn to face him.Asnonchalantly asIcan,Islip off undies and

throw them in the hamper.UsuallyIwould take a shower, but there’s no time now

soIjust step into the fresh pair without trying to hide whatI’mdoing.

I can feel his eyes on me—those pale eyes that aren’t quite gray and aren’t quite

blue.Ican’t help remembering how he looked without his shirt.He’sso muscular all

over—his muscles have muscles!Seriously, it’s like hugging warm, solid steel

whenI’min his arms.

I like his tattoos, too.Hehas one that’s especially interesting on his left biceps.It’sa

wolf’s head with the muzzle pointed up—maybe howling at the moon.It’sclear it

wasn’t done in a regular tattoo parlor—some of the lines are rough and crude.Butthe

tattooist had real talent—it’s like a primitive work of art.

He also has a brand on his left wrist.Mydaddy had one like it, asIrecall.Iwonder if it

means anything.WheneverIasked my dad about his, he always said, “That’sfor

daddies to know and little girls to find out” and that was all the answerIever got from

him.

I think about askingKaneabout his, but what if it’s a scar from prison?Idon’t want to

bring back bad memories.

At last,I’mall dressed and ready to go and so is he.

Time for work.IhopeKanelikes it—Iwant him to have a reason to stay.

12



SUNNY

“You know,” he says, afterIfeedMissSassyand we head out the door

towardsThePieShop. “IfI’mgoing to stay here,Ineed to get some new clothes.Theseare

the only onesIhave.”Henods down at himself.

“Oh,Ican help you with that,”Isay. “Imean,Idon’t have awholelot saved up right now

andItry really hard not to live on my credit cards, but?—”

“Hey—no!”Hegives me a horrified look. “I’mnot sayingIwant you tobuyme some

clothes—Ihave some money saved up.Infact,I’mgoing to pay you rent

whileI’mstaying with you.”

“You will not!”Isay sharply, frowning up at him. “KaneMichaelBlack, you

arenotgoing to give me one dime!You’refamily—Iwouldn’t dream of charging you

rent!”

He looks taken aback by my vehemence.

“Well…at least let me fix a few things around your house,” he offers at last. “Imean,

you’ve got some warping around the front door and some of the windows.Ifyou’d let

me replace the wood there, it would be a lot less drafty inside.”

“Hmm,Ilike the sound of that.”Iknow that he worked in the prison’s wood shop for

most of his time there.It’san assignment that only the most trusted inmates can get

because they have to handle power tools and sharp objects you could use to hurt

somebody with.Kanetold me in his letters that they accounted for every tool multiple

times a day—just like they counted the inmates all the time, to make sure none of

them had escaped.

We get toThePieShopandIlet us in through the back entrance.Mostpeople know we



don’t open until seven, but if you turn on the front house lights, people will start

showing up regardless of what the sign on the door says.

The kitchen is small, but neat as a pin.Cookiespent some time in the military and he’s

a stickler for keeping things clean.ThePieShophas never once failed a health

inspection—a fact that we’re all really proud of.AndwhenIsay “we”Imean me

andCookieand my best friend,Annabelle, who’s the other full-time waitress.Wehave a

few other girls who pick up shifts occasionally and up until last week we had a

dishwasher/busboy but he’s gone now—he got a scholarship and moved away for

college.

I wishIcould afford to go to college full-time—I’vesaid as much toKanein my letters

to him.He’salways very encouraging, telling me he’s sureI’ma great student.Asa

matter of fact,Iam, but it’s nice to hear that someone else besides me thinks it.

As soon as we get situated and wash our hands,Iput on an apron.Iput one on my big

brother too.

“You sure about this?”Helooks uncertainly down at the frilly pink apron.Ihave to

admit, he looks funny—a big, muscular, hardened ex-con in an apron.Buthe has to

wear it.

“Yes,I’msure,”Isay firmly. “Youdon’t want to get flour all over yourself—you’re

going to help me make pies.”

He looks interested.

“Never made pie before.Mostof the stuffIcooked in prison was freeze-dried and

disgusting.”

I know all about the prison food—he wrote about it a lot.That’showIknew he needed



a good meal when he showed up yesterday.Thepoor man has been eating slop for the

past three years!Well, that ends now.Fromnow on,I’llbe making sure he eats good

food.Buthe’s also going to have to learn to make it.

“I have faith in you,”Itell him and go to the walk-in freezer to get out my prepared pie

dough.Ifrown whenIsee there isn’t much of it.Iusually make a double batch but this

time we used more of it thanIthought.Probablybecause theBlueberryBaconpie was a

hit, soIkept on making more.

“CanIhelp with anything?”Kaneasks whenIcome back with an armful of flat dough

disks wrapped in plastic.

“Sure—you can help me make more dough—this isn’t nearly enough,”Itell him.

“Ineed to drag that big container of flour over to the mixer,”Isay, pointing.

This is one of my least favorite parts of the job.NotthatImind making dough—Icould

do it in my sleep.Butthose huge drums of flour areheavy.Andthe metal mixing bowl

of the industrial mixer is almost as big asIam—it can be really difficult to deal

with.Ican’t lift it, of course.UsuallyIjust scoop out the pie dough untilIget it all out—a

time-consuming chore.

But my big brother makes it look easy.Helifts the 55 gallon drum of flour like it

weighs nothing at all and brings it over to the mixer.
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“Okay—how much?” he asks as he puts it down.

I tell him and then nod at the scoop on the wall.

“That’s the one you want—just start scooping it in whileIget the butter ready.”

Really good pie dough can be made with lard or shortening or butter—to me, butter

tastes the best.Itcosts more than using the shortening but the name of the diner

isThePieShopso the pie has to be perfect.AsCookiesays, we don’t skimp on

ingredients.

I get the butter out of the freezer—we have these huge blocks of it—and start grating

it into fine pieces.Thesecret to flaky, tender pie dough is to freeze the butter and use

ice water.Everythinghas to be as cold as possible.Youalso don’t want to knead it too

much and overwork the dough.

I explain all this toKaneasIdump the butter in and get the mixer started.Oncethe butter

is incorporated into the flour,Istart adding ice water from a huge pitcherIkeep for this

purpose.

“Wow—it’s really coming together,” he remarks, raising his voice to be heard over

the sound of the mixer.

“Yup—and this is where we stop.Wedon’t want to overwork the dough.”

I turn off the mixer and the dough hook stops revolving.Iunhook it and clean the

excess dough off.Nowcomes the tiresome part—getting the dough out.



“Now what?”Kaneasks, looking honestly interested.

“Now we need to get this dough out of the mixer and onto that table.”Ipoint to the

stainless steel worktable whereIroll out the dough for all my pies.

“Okay.”Tomy surprise, he reaches down and unhooks the mixing bowl.Thenhe lifts it

like it weights next to nothing and asks, “ShouldIjust pour it out onto the table then?”

I stare at him in surprise.Imean,Iknew he was strong—he’s got all those muscles and

he lifted me last night and carried me to bed likeIweighed about as much as a feather

pillow.Whichisnotthe case, by the way.Butthis is really impressive—that metal bowl

is heavy enough on its own, let alone filled to the brim with dough!

“Yes, the table,”Isay faintly, watching as he carries the big mixing bowl over and

pours out the doughy contents like it’s no big deal.Hismuscles bulge as he works

andItry not to notice. “Great—thank you,”Isay.

“ShouldIwash the bowl now?” he asks, raising his eyebrows.Ilike how good he is at

offering to help.Lotsof men won’t do that.Charlescertainly won’t—he won’t lift a

finger around the house because he says it’s “women’s work.”IfI’mbeing honest,

that’s one reasonI’mnot in a rush to marry him.It’salso the reasonIhaven’t asked him

to move in with me, even though he’s been hinting he’d like to for some time now.

I show my big brother the sink and he gets to work on the bowl whileIstart sorting out

the crust.Ikeep some for today’s pies and wrap the rest to put in the cooler for

tomorrow.ThenIstart making the fillings.

TodayI’mmaking three kinds of pies.Bananacream, sinceCookiebought a load of

bananas that need to be used up,Lemonmeringue, since we also have a lot of lemons,

and a new oneIjust made up called, “DoMeDirtyPie.”It’sa variation on a whiskey

butterscotch praline pie that usesKahluainstead of whiskey and has chocolate instead



of butterscotch.It’sgoing to be really good—Ijust know it.

Kane finishes cleaning the mixer and asks what else he can do.I’mstill making fillings

on the stove, soIask him if he knows how to roll out pie crusts.

He shakes his head.

“No, butIcan learn.”

“Here.I’llshow you.”

I put the vanilla pudding for the banana cream pie to the back burner to cool and

come over to the worktable.Itake out a rolling pin, flour the surface, and begin

rolling, talking asIdo.

“Roll up and down twice, then rotate it and do it again.Keepit up until you have a

perfect circle about ten inches across,”Itell him. “Wehave nine-inch pie plates, but we

need some extra to crimp on the edges.”

Kane watches me do one more and then tries one himself.It’sa little lopsided, but not

bad.Thenext one he does is even better.Bythe third,IknowIcan leave him alone and go

finish the fillings.

We keep going this way.Withmy big brother’s help, it takes me a lot less time to get

the pies done.Imake the yeast rolls with dough that’s been rising overnight andIeven

have time to whip up a batch of honey buns—which happen to beCookie’sfavorite.

If you’re thinkingI’mgoing to try and sweeten him up beforeIask him if he’ll

giveKanea job, you’re absolutely right.Idon’t care if that sounds

manipulative—Ifinally have family back in my life andI’llbe damned ifIlose my

brother again so soon!



Cookie comes in just as the honey buns come out of the oven, all fragrant and

gooey.Hiseyes get wide as he sees the delicious treats…then narrow as he

seesKanestanding there in his pink frilly apron.

“Well, well…what’s all this about?” he grumbles. “Ithought your brother was leaving

after you two caught up last night.”

“He’s not leaving—he’s decided to stay a while,”Isay, rather breathlessly. “Buthe

needs a job andIthought sinceCedricleft and you need a dishwasher maybe?—”

“Now hold on just a second.Holdon.”Cookieputs up a hand to stop me.Hefrowns up

atKane. “Thistrue?Youwant a job?”
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“Yes,Sir,”Kanerumbles respectfully.

“I know you’re an ex-con,”Cookietells him. “Iwon’t ask you what you went in

for—that’s your business.Idon’t tolerate any shenanigans around here, though.”

“I understand.”Kanenods.

“I can’t pay more than minimum wage,”Cookiewarns. “Andit’ll have to be under the

table.”

“Works for me.”Kanenods again.

“You’d be washing dishes and bussing tables mostly,”Cookiesays. “Doyou mind that

kind of work?”

Kane shakes his head.

“I worked in the prison kitchen for a year and a half.Iknow my way around an

industrial dishwasher andI’mnot too proud to buss tables.”

“What about a parole officer?”Cookieprobes. “Youhave to report to anyone?”

Kane shakes his head.

“No,Iwas released free and clear.Idid my time.NowI’mjust trying to turn my life

around.”



“He helped me make the pies this morning,”Ichime in, smiling atCookie. “Wegot

done so fastIhad time to make your favorite—honey buns.”

I slide one of the warm, gooey pastries onto a plate for him and present it with a

smile.

Cookie gives me a stern look.

“You wouldn’t be trying to butter me up now, would you, girl?”

“Maybe.”Igive him my cutest grin. “Please,Cookie—Kane’sa good hard

worker.I’llvouch for him.”

“I wouldn’t hire him otherwise,” he says.

He takes a bite of the honey bun and his eyes roll up for a second.Iknow that

look—pure ecstasy.Ilove it when people get that look after taking a bite of my

food—it never gets old.

“All right,”Cookiesays at last after swallowing and licking his fingers. “We’llgive it a

one-week trial to start with.Youdo good, and we’ll keep it up.Areyou going to be

coming in withSunnyevery morning?”

“Absolutely.”Kanenods.

“All right—I’llpay you a dollar extra an hour then,”Cookiesays, nodding. “I’mglad

you’ll be with her—Idon’t like the idea of her being here alone in the mornings

butI’mgetting too old to come in every morning myself.”

“You’re not too old—you’re ageless.”Idrop a kiss onCookie’scheek and he gets red

and waves me off.



“Go on, now.Bettercheck those rolls in the oven—Ican smell them so they must be

almost done.”

I skip off to the oven, my heart light as a feather.Mybig brother can stay!Hehas a job

and a reason to stick around.Wecan really get to know each other now, not just by

letters but in person!

You mean the way you got to know him this morning?Showinghim your breasts and

hugging him while you were topless?whispers a guilty little voice in my head.

I push it to the side.Idon’t give a damn whatIhave to do to keepKanehere—Ijust know

thatIhave my big brother back at last andI’mnotgoing to lose him.

13

CONNOR

Things are slow at first soIhave a minute to go to the men’s room and make a call.

“Where might you be,Sir?”Bransoninquires when he picks up. “Areyou on your

way?ShouldIschedule a meeting of theBoard?”
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“Not quite yet,Branson.Ineed to stay here for a little while longer.”

“Stay where,Sir, ifImay be so bold as to inquire?” he asks.

“Er…let’s just say it’s a small town in theAppalachianMountains,”Itell him.

“And for how long will you be staying?” is his next question.

“I’m not quite sure,”Iconfess.

“MayIask what you’re doing there and if there is any wayIcan help,Sir?” he asks

next.

I frown and bite the inside of my cheek.Ican hardly tell him that instead of going

home to run my multinational corporation,Ijust accepted a job washing dishes and

bussing tables.AllsoIcould be with a girl whoI’vefooled into thinkingI’mher big

brother.Bransonis a great guy, but he’s also kind of uptight.Hewouldn’t understand.

“It’s just…unfinished business,”Isay at last. “Ithas to do with the guy who was my

cellmate.”

“Ah,Isee,” he says in a tone that indicates he doesn’t see at all. “Nothingtoo

dangerous,Ihope?” he adds anxiously.

“Not dangerous at all,”Iassure him. “I’mperfectly safe, this business is just taking a

little longer thanIthought to wrap up.Iknow you’ve been watching over things for

three long years, but can you keep it up just a little while longer?”



Branson doesn’t hesitate.

“Of course,Sir.Youcan rely on me.”

“Good man.IknowIcan.YouknowI’mgrateful,Branson.”

“Just doing my job,Sir.”Buthis voice is warm. “Pleasebe safe and keep me informed

soIcan have things ready when you finally come home.”

“I will,”Ipromise. “Ihave to go now butI’lltry to touch base every other day or so.”

“Very well,Sir.Farewellfor now, then.”

Branson hangs up and so doI.It’stime to get into my new job—oneInever

thoughtI’dbe doing and probably would have turned my nose up at in my past

life.Butprison taught me something—I’mnot too good for manual labor and even the

lowest job is worth doing well.

It humbled me, but in a good way.Iwas kind of an entitled shit before—born with a

silver spoon in my mouth and all that.It’samazing how being forced to live in a bare-

bones cell and eat slop three meals a day will bring you down toEarthand let you

know you’re not any better than anyone else.

The first half of the day goes smoothly.Thebreakfast crowd comes in

andThePieShopis hopping.SingingRockmight be small, but it turns out people come

from miles around to eat here.

Cookie makes excellent diner food—Ican attest to that—but most of the people come

in forSunny’spies.I’msurprised at how many of them order a slice for breakfast and

they’re eager to know what the special of the day is.Whichis her “DoMeDirtyPie”—a

kind of chocolateKahluapraline pie that’s fucking delicious.



The regulars all knowSunnyas “the pie lady” and they give her compliments that

make her blush and smile.Ican’t help watching her asIbuss the empty

tables.Herhappiness is so pure it’s infectious.Oftena customer will walk in with a

frown on their face but the minute they start interacting withSunny, they start to

smile.It’slike her good mood is catching in the best way.

I knowIcertainly catch it—Ifind myself smiling even asIspray off the dirty dishes and

run them through the washer.I’mthinking of going shopping with her later on that day

and then spending time with her alone.NotthatIexpect anything to happen—it

absolutely won’t,Itell myself sternly.ButIlove the idea of just being with her and

hearing her bubbly laugh and looking into her gorgeous amber eyes.

It seems like my first day of work atThePieShopis going to go just perfect…until

everything goes to shit.

14

SUNNY

Annabelle comes in around noon andKaneandItake a break and eat a quick lunch

thatCookiemade us.Chefsalad with plenty of ranch dressing for me—(he knows it’s

my favorite and he’s returning the favor for the honey buns)—andSalisburysteak with

mashed potatoes, green beans, and a yeast roll forKane.

We sit at the tiny table at the very back of the restaurant—the one that has a

permanent, “reserved forStaff” sign on it.Nomatter how busy we get,Cookiekeeps

that one free for his people.Hedoesn’t believe in letting us get run off our

feet.That’sone reasonAnnabelleandIhave stayed with him so long.He’sgrumpy and

crusty on the outside, but inside he’s a big softy.

Speaking ofAnnabelle, her eyes get wide when she sees my brother.



“Pleased to meet you—Sunny’stold me so much about you,” she says, holding out

her hand.

Kane shakes and smiles politely.
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“The same.Youwere one of her favorite people to write about.”

“Oh…Iwas?”Annabelletouches a hand to her blonde hair, done up in aFrenchTwistin

the back.She’smy best friend but she’s also kind of a flirt.Infact,Ihad been thinking

that maybe she andKanemight hit it off and go out together.

The idea doesn’t seem to appeal toKanethough.He’snice and polite but there’s no

spark in his pale eyes when he looks at my friend, even thoughAnnabelleis really

pretty and way thinner thanIam.

Then, just an hour after noon when the lunch rush is starting to slack a

little,Charlescomes in.

He’s in a brand-new candy-apple redCorvettethis time—Isee him through the

window.Hisfather lets him take whatever car he wants from the lot out for a test drive

anytime he feels like it.Ithought that was fun when we first started dating, but to be

honest, it’s getting kind of old now.I’venever exactly been a car person—allIcare is

that a vehicle gets me from pointAto pointBand it hasACin the summer and heat in

the winter.ButCharlesisn’t like that—he always has to have the flashiest car.

He comes in, swaggering a little, looking around to see who saw him driving past the

diner’s front window in the sleekCorvette.He’sdressed in golf slacks and a polo

shirt—he must be hitting the links over inClaritona little later.

Charles doesn’t really do regular work—he acts as a salesman for his dad sometimes

but mostly he has enough free time to do what he wants.Itmust be a nice life—Ihave

to admitI’ma little jealous.Ofcourse,Ilove my job, but ifIhad as much time



asIwanted,I’dbe spending it going to college to earn a business degree soIcan open

my own bakery some day.That’smy big dream andIhaven’t told it to anyone butKane.

My big brother was supportive of the idea—whichIappreciate.I’mafraid that ifItell

anyone else, they’ll thinkI’mjust having “pie in the sky” dreams—literally in this

case, sinceIspecifically want to open a pie and pastry bakery.

Anyway,IgiveCharlesa peck on the cheek and get him seated at table three.Iwant to

introduce him toKane—Ihaven’t even told him that my big brother is in town

yet.ButKane’sin the back washing dishes andIfigureIcan bring him out later.Forright

now,Iask my boyfriend what he wants for lunch.

“Something light, babe.Gottawatch it, you know?”Hepats his stomach, which is fairly

flat.AsIsaid, he looks nice naked.Butafter seeingKanewithout his shirt?—

No,Ican’t think like that.Kane’smy big brother.Iput a pin in it and suggest

theChef’ssalad.

“I had it for lunch and it was great,”ItellCharles.

He frowns.

“I hope you left off the cheese and used the diet dressing, babe.You’regetting kind of

chunky, you know?”

I bite back an annoyed retort.IfIget mad at him, he’ll just claim he was kidding.Orhe

might say he was trying to watch out for my health.Butjust becauseI’mcurvy doesn’t

meanI’mnot healthy!I’mon my feet all day baking and waitressing so it’s not

likeIdon’t get any exercise.Besides,I’vetried dieting—it doesn’t seem to do me any

good.I’mjust miserable for no reason since the scales never budge.IthinkI’drather be

curvy and happy.



ButIdon’t say any of this toCharles—it wouldn’t do any good.InsteadIask him again

if he wants the salad and he shakes his head.

“Just bring me aBLTwith fries on the side,” he orders.

“Got it.”Notexactly the lightest thing we have on the menu, but not the worst

either.Iturn to go butCharlesgrabs my hand and pulls me back to the table.

“Wait—Iwas meaning to ask you, how aboutIcome over tonight?Wehaven’t had

anyfunfor a while, if you know whatImean.”

He wiggles his eyebrows at me expressively andIsuppress a sigh.Yeah,Iknow what he

means—he wants to come over to my house so we can have sex.Onlysex

withCharlesisn’t much fun at all—at least not for me.

To be fair to my boyfriend, sex withanyguy isn’t much fun for me—it never has

been.It’snot likeIwas hurt or attacked whenIwas a child or anything like that,

though.Itjust doesn’tfeelright.Mybody won’t get excited, no matter whoI’mwith.

I thought for awhile thatIwas a lesbian, but nope—I’mnot attracted to girls

either.SoIguessI’mjust one of those asexuals who doesn’t like sex.Imean,Ican tolerate

it—which is mostly whatIdo whenI’mwithCharles—butInever reallyenjoyit.

He doesn’t seem to notice, though.Hethinks he’s doing everything right andIdon’t

have the heart to let him know that his kisses leave me cold andI’mjust laying there

counting the cracks in the ceiling when he’s going to town in theMissionaryposition.

SoI’mnot sorry at all to tell him “no” about tonight.

“Sorry, but my brother’s in town,”Itell him. “I’mtaking him shopping for some new

clothes after work soI’mafraidIcan’t have you over tonight.”



“Your brother?”Hiseyebrows shoot up. “Babe—you mean the one that’s been

inprisonall this time?”

I wishIhadn’t told him that part ofKane’sstory but it’s too late to take it back now.

“Yes, he’s getting his life turned around,”Isay and smile. “Look, let me go put in your

order or you’ll never get to eat.”

I hurry towards the kitchen window but beforeIcan get there, the bell above the door

jingles and a group of three rough-looking men come in.They’rewearing work clothes

that are grimy and covered in dust—possibly they work on a road crew somewhere or

maybe they’re in construction.Thethree of them swagger in and look around.

“Hey,” one of them says to me. “Youserve anything decent in this joint, sweet

thing?”
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He seems like the kind of guy who would have those stupid “truck nuts” hanging off

the hitch of his pickup butI’mnever rude to customers.

“We certainly do,”Isay brightly. “CanIget you seated?Youcan look over the menu

and see for yourself.”

“Yeah, okay.”Heshrugs and they follow me to table two, right across fromCharles.

I get them seated and hand out the menus, promising to come back with ice water in a

minute.

“Nah—we don’t want water!” one of them says. “Don’tyou have any beer around

here?”

“I’m afraid we don’t have a liquor license,”Itell him. “Thoughwedohave kind of a

boozy pie on the menu today—it’s made withKahlua.Wecall it the

‘DoMeDirtyPie’.”Iadd.

“Hmmm,Iwouldn’t mind doingyoudirty, sweet thing,” the first man says, giving me

the eye. “Ilove a chick with a fat ass!”

I cast a quick look atCharlesto see if he’s going to say anything but he’s got his head

down, studying his fingernails as though there’s something fascinating about

them.Fine, soI’mon my own.

“I don’t appreciate personal remarks,”Isay tartly. “Pleasekeep a civil tongue in your

head.I’llbe back shortly with your water.”



“I told you, we don’t want no fucking water!” the first man snaps, glaring at me.

“WhatIwantis a piece of that fat ass—which iscompliment,girly!”

BeforeIcan say anything about howIdon’t appreciate “compliments” like that, he

reaches out and grabs my ass in one grimy hand, no doubt leaving a mark on my

powder blue uniform.Notthat it’s my uniformI’mmost concerned with at the moment.

“Hey!”Igasp and jump away from him. “That’sit—out!”Ipoint at the front door.

By this time the restaurant has fallen silent.It’sso quietIcan hear the sports radio

thatCookiekeeps on in the kitchen while he cooks.Everyoneis staring at me and the

rude men.Well, everyone butCharles, who’s still studying his fingernails like they

hold some mysterious secret he needs to decipher.

“Out?”Theman’s lip curls in an arrogant sneer. “Idon’t think so, sweetheart—you

haven’t even served us yet.”

“AndI’mnot going to!”Isnap. “Idon’t serve people who lay hands on me.Getoutnow!”

“Who’s going to make me?” he demands.

Cookie must have heard the altercation, because he comes out from the kitchen, his

cook’s whites flapping.

“Hey, what’s going on here?” he demands, frowning.

“This man grabbed my butt,”Itell him, pointing at the ringleader. “SoItold him to

leave.”

“That’s a mouthy little bitch you got waiting tables here, grandpa,” the man drawls

atCookie, clearly not worried in the least. “Youneed to fire her, talking to paying



customers like that.”

“You’re no customer of mine if you’re laying hands on my staff,”Cookiesnaps.

“Getout of here—we don’t need ‘customers’ like you.”

The man and his friends just sit there.

“I don’t think so,” he says. “Wecame in here for lunch and we’re not leaving

hungry—this is the only place to eat for miles.”

“You should have thought of that before you harassed my waitress,”Cookiesays.

“Nowget out or shouldIcall the cops?”

The man laughs.

“Call the cops?Right—like you have a police department in a little shit-stain of a

town like this!We’renot going anywhere until we get some lunchandan

apology.Yourgirl there was pretty rude to us.”

Now we have a stand-off andI’mnot sure what to do.Thethree men just sit there,

glaring atCookiewho is glaring right back.He’sa good boss, backing me up like this,

but he’s also in his late sixties.There’sno way he could win in a fight against the rude,

grimy ringleader—let alone all three of them.

“You gonna serve us old man?” the ringleader demands. “OramIgonna start fucking

shit up around here?”

“How about a third option—you and your friends get thefuckout of here.”

I look over and see thatKanehas appeared and is striding towards us.Heshoots me a

look.
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“Sorry, baby—Iwas out back, taking out the trash.Butit looks like we have more trash

up here that needs taking out.”

The three men take a look at him and their faces change from arrogance to

unease.Ican’t say thatIblame them.Kanelookshugelooming over their table.

He has taken off the apron he had on earlier and the black t-shirt he’s wearing is

soaked—probably from washing dishes—and clinging to his muscular torso like a

second skin.Thesleeves are high enough that you can see his tattoos.Hisbig body is

coiled with tension and his hands are curled into fists at his sides.Helooks like a man

who’s spoiling for a fight.

“Hey, man,” the ringleader says uneasily. “Wejust came in for lunch—that’s all.”

Kane looks at me.

“What did they do?”

“Talked nasty and grabbed my ass,”Itell him. “Look.”Inod at my uniform where, sure

enough, there’s a grimy gray handprint on the powder blue skirt, right over my left

butt cheek.

“What?”Kane’sface gets as dark as a thundercloud. “Whichone of them laid hands on

you, baby?He’sgoing to fuckingdie.”

Now it’s my turn to be uneasy.Whatwill happen if he gets in a fight and the

authorities are called?Nothinggood,I’msure.



“No,Kane—please,”Ibeg him softly. “Youdon’t want to go back to prison!”

“Prison?”Theman who grabbed me now looks genuinely afraid.

“That’s right, asshole—prison,”Kanegrowls, leaning over him. “AndIdon’t mind

going back if it meansIget to fuck up the bastard who grabbed my baby sister’s ass!”

The man’s face has turned as gray as his grimy work clothes and he holds up both

hands in a “don’t shoot,” gesture.

“Look, man,Isincerely apologize,” he says in a wavering voice. “Ididn’t have any

idea she was your sister.”

“But ifIwasn’t around to protect her, then it was just fine for you to grab

her?”Kanedemands. “Isthat what you’re saying?”

“No!No,Ididn’t mean it like that!” the man protests. “Hey, just let us go—we’re

leaving, all right?”

“You’re goddamned right you’re leaving, asshole!”

Kane grabs him by the collar of his dirty shirt and hauls him to his feet.Hestarts

dragging the man towards the front door.Theguy stammers and begs for his life the

whole time and thenKanepushes him out and gives him a boot to the ass.Witha

muffled scream, the guy falls down the front porch steps and onto the sidewalk.

As soon as he’s done with the man who grabbed me,Kaneturns to the other two men

who are sitting silent at their table.Bothof them look scared to death.

“Did either of you touch my baby sister?”Kanedemands, his voice a harsh, almost

inhuman growl of rage.



“No, man—no, we swear!”Theyhold up their hands in protest.

“Gary’s just an asshole,” one of them says. “Itold him before he shouldn’t fuck

around like he does but he won’t listen!”

Kane looks at me for confirmation.

“Did either of these two touch you, baby?”

I shake my head.

“No—just the jerk you already threw out.”

“All right.”Kanenods at them. “Thenyou can go.Butdon’teverfucking come back here

again!Andtell your friend he’d better learn some manners or someone’s going to fuck

his shit up permanently.”

The other two men hurry out the door, apologizing as they go and keeping a wary eye

onKanewho’s standing there at the door like the biggest, scariest bouncer you ever

saw.

They help the guy who grabbed me up—whose name is “Gary”Iguess.He’sstill lying

on the sidewalk moaning that he fell wrong.Possiblyhe twisted an ankle because they

have to grab him under the arms and drag him, half-hobbling, towards the parking lot.

“Shut your whining—your big mouth almost got us all killed!” one of them snaps.
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And then they turn the corner andIcan’t hear them anymore.

Kane closes the door firmly and comes back to me andCookie, who’s been standing

there, watching the whole altercation with wide eyes.

“Thank you for handling that,” he says to my brother. “Theywere right—we don’t

have any police around her for miles.Itmight have gotten ugly.”

“I wouldn’t have minded.”Kanestill looks like a simmering pot just about to boil

over.Hisjaw is tense as he looks down at me. “Youall right, baby?Areyou sure you

don’t want me to go fuck them up.BecauseI’lldo it.I’llbehappyto do it.”

The intensity in his pale eyes scares me a little.ButI’mnot afraid of him—Iknow my

brother would never hurt me.I’mafraid for the three men he just kicked out of the

diner.AndI’mafraid of what might happen toKaneif he takes revenge for me.Idon’t

want him getting sent back to prison.

“It’s all right—I’mfine,”Isay quickly. “Theywere just jerks, that’s all.”

“Fucking assholes is what they were,”Kanegrowls.Heputs an arm around my

shoulders. “Nobodyfucks with my baby sister.”

I feel a rush of raw emotion so intenseIcan hardly say what it is.Ihaven’t felt so

protected and safe since myDaddydied.Ican tell thatKanewould be willing to fight or

die for me and it’s a powerful feeling.

“Thank you, big brother.”Isay and press myself against him for a



hug.Whichunfortunately, gets the front of my uniform wet.

“Uh, sorry.Gotyou wet,”Kaneremarks whenIpull away. “Iwas washing the

dishes—the spray back there is fierce.”

“It’s okay—it’ll dry,”Iassure him. “Oh, while you’re out here,Ihave someoneIwant

you to meet.”

I take his arm and pull him over to table two, whereCharlesis still sitting, looking

kind of sheepish.

“Who’s this?”Kaneasks, looking down at him.

“Kane, this isCharles, my boyfriend,”Itell him. “AndCharles, this isKane—my big

brother.”

Kane frowns andIcan almost hear his thoughts.He’swondering why my boyfriend sat

by and let me get harassed without saying or doing anything.Howeverhe doesn’t say

anything about it.Hejust holds out a hand toCharles.

“Good to meet you.I’veheard a lot about you fromSunny’sletters,” he rumbles.

Charles shakes reluctantly,Ithink.Heclears his throat.

“Likewise.Shetold me she was writing to you in prison.Ijust had no idea you were

about to be released.”

“Yeah well—hereIam.”Kanespreads his arms. “Butright now,I’dbetter get back to the

kitchen,” he says.Helooks at me. “You’resure you’re all right, baby?”

“I’m okay,”Iassure him, though to be honest,Istill feel kind of shaken



up.IfKanehadn’t stepped in, we might have had a really nasty altercation on our

hands and it wasn’t likeCharleswas going to do anything about it.

Though to be fair to my boyfriend, he’s only about 5’9 and those three road crew

workers would have eaten him for lunch if he’d tried anything.Still, he could have at

least spoken up for me,Ithink, feeling resentful.

“Okay well—good to meet you, man,”Kanesays toCharles.Heheads back to the

kitchen and the other customers go back to eating.Show’sover, folks—we can all

relax.

“Well!”Itake a deep breath and straighten my shoulders. “Iguess nowIshould finally

put in your order,”Isay toCharles.

But my boyfriend scowls at me as though he’s angry for some reason.

“Forget it,” he says shortly. “Ilost my appetite.”

“What?Why?”Iask, but he doesn’t bother to answer.Herises abruptly from his table

and pushes past me towards the door. “Charles?”Icall after him, but he’s already

gone, slamming the door behind him and making the little bell tinkle wildly, as

though to announce his departure.

“Well, it looks likesomebody’sgot a bug up his butt,”Annabellemurmurs, coming up

to stand beside me.I’mnot sure where she was during the altercation with the

workers—in the corner, maybe, keeping out of the action.NotthatIblame her.

“Yeah,Idon’t know what his problem is,”Iremark, frowning.

“He’s probably mad that your big brother had the guts to come rescue you

whenhewas too scared to do it,” she remarks, giving a disdainful sniff. “Ialways said



you were too good for him.”

“NowAnnie, don’t be mean!”Isay, frowning at her.Butinside,Ican’t help secretly

agreeing with her.Evenif he thought he might get his ass handed to

him,Charlesshould have saidsomethingto defend me!
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“Well,Iguess we better get back to it,”Annabellesays. “Butyou let your brother

knowIthought what he did was amazing.Notto mention freakinghot.”Shefans herself

with one hand andIlaugh and nudge her with my elbow.ButIhave to admit, she’s

right.Kanewas so masterful just now and yes,Iguess that is hot.Orit would be if he

wasn’t my big brother.

Anyway, it’s time to get back to work.Ipush the confusing feelingsIhave away and go

check on my tables.I’msure everything is going to be just fine.

15

CONNOR

“Ugh,I’mbeat!”Sunnysighs as we walk into her house. “It’sgood to be home.”

I have to agree with her.Aftera full day of work, the two of us went out

shopping.Shehelped me pick out clothes she liked on me, sending me into the

dressing room multiple times to try things on.

I’m not much of a shopper usually, butIhumored her becauseIloved the look on her

face when she found something she really liked on me.Plus, it feels good to have new

clothes, even if they’re cheap ones from a discount store.

I didn’t buy a whole lot—it’s hard to find my size outside of a big and tall men’s

store and they don’t have anything like that inSingingRock.ButIhave enough

thatIwon’t have to wear the same thing two days in a row, so that’s good.



I also bought a pair of long pajama bottoms to sleep in but no tops—I’malways too

hot unlessIsleep shirtless.

“I need a shower andI’msure you want one too,”Sunnysays to me. “Whydon’t you

take the first one andI’llmake us some movie snacks?ThenI’llgrab a shower while

you find us something to watch.”

We’ve been together all day, butIdon’t mind spending more time with her.Infact,Ilove

it.She’sso much fun to be around—her smile lights up the room wherever she goes

and she gets so excited about little things.Likewhen we finally found a pair or jeans

that fit me right and she gave me a big hug.

It makes me think of how she’d hugged me that morning, after she showed me her

breasts and told me she wasn’t mad at me for looking.Ithink the feeling of her full,

soft breasts pressing against my abs is burned into my brain forever.

I try not to wonder if there might be anything else like that on the menu for

tonight.Wealready had dinner—fast food while we were out

shopping.ButIfindI’mhungry for something else now.

Something that my “baby sister”cannotprovide,Iremind myself sternly asIhead into

the bathroom.Sunnystill thinksI’mher big brother—there can’t be anything between

us.

I take a quick shower and pull on my new sleep trousers.They’remade of soft gray

cotton that feels good against my skin.I’mnot wearing my boxer-briefs (Igot a whole

new pack of them) becauseIgenerally don’t sleep in my underwear.Ijust hope

thatSunnydoesn’t start cuddling up to me tonight—I’mafraid having a hard-on in

these sleep pants would be a lot more obvious even than the tight jeansIhad on last

night.



I brush my teeth, (Ibought a toothbrush and toothpaste and shampoo and soap too,)

and go out to the living room.

Sunny has her back to me, doing something to the couch cushions.

“I’m out,”Isay. “Shower’sall yours.”

“Oh good!I’lljust—”Sheturns as she’s talking and her words cut off abruptly.Hereyes

go wide as she looks me up and down.

“What?”Ilook down at myself.I’mbare-chested and wearing just the gray sleep

trousers.Myhair is still wet and there’s water beading on my shoulders and chest.

“Isthere a problem?”Iask her.

“Uh, no.Noproblem at all.”Shesmiles a little too brightly. “I’lljust run in and take a

shower myself. “Um,Ihope you like popcorn—I’mmaking some in the microwave,”

she adds.

“Popcorn’s fine with me.”Ishrug, still wondering what’s wrong with her.It’slike she

can’t stop looking at me.Seriously, is there something on my chest?Ilook down at

myself again butIstill don’t see anything.

“Okay, wellI’dbetter jump in the shower.”Sunnyhurries past me, leaving me to

wonder if she’s really all right.

Well,Iguess she’ll figure it out, whatever it is.Isettle on the couch and pick up the

remote.I’mdown for any kind of movie but another werewolf flick.

I start flipping channels and in the background,Ihear the shower cut on.Itry

really,reallyhard not to picture her naked in there with the water running down her

lush, curvy body.Ican just imagine it beading on her tight pink nipples and sliding



down to the soft cleft of her pussy…

Stop it,Connor!Iscold myself.Youcan’t think of her like that—she’s supposed to be

your sister!

ButIcan’t seem to help it—the mental images keep coming back.NowI’mpicturing

myself in the shower with her, kneeling down to tongue her pussy open as she moans

and clutches my shoulders for balance…

Damn it, nowI’mhard again!Ishould have jerked off in the shower butIdidn’t need to

at that moment.NowI’mwishingIhad taken the edge off before agreeing to another

movie night with my “baby sis.”

I concentrate hard on theTV, looking for anything good to take my mind off my lust

forSunny.I’vejust settled on another monster movie—but this one is about vampires

or maybe zombies—whenSunnycomes out of the bathroom.

My jaw drops andItry but fail not to stare.Herlong black hair is damp and curling

around her shoulders.She’swearing a tiny little nightgown made of silky, light pink

fabric.Somehowit seems to be even more see-through than the gown she had on last

night.Ican clearly see her full breasts and tight nipples swaying as she walks.I’mnot

sure she’s wearing panties under the gown either—IswearIcan see the outline of her

soft little pussy slit and her neatly trimmed mound of curls above it.
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“Everything okay, big brother?”Hervoice is slightly breathless as she comes to sit

beside me.

“Uh…yeah.Sorry.”Idrag my eyes away. “I, uh, found us this to watch,”Isay stupidly,

nodding at theTVscreen.Damnit, why does she have to be so fucking gorgeous?

“Did you?What’sit about?” she asks casually.

“Vampires.Orzombies,Ithink,”Isay.I’mmaking myself stare at the screen butI’mnot

seeing anything on it.Insteadmy attention is on my peripheral vision—Ican

seeSunnyfrom the corner of my eye.She’ssitting there, relaxed against the couch with

her tight nipples pressing against the thin material of her night gown…

“Kane?Bigbrother?”Shetouches me lightly on the arm andInearly jump.

“Uh, yeah?”Isay, still making myself stare at the screen.

“You can look at me if you want to,” she says, which makes me turn my head at last.

“What?”

“I mean…what we talked about this morning.Aboutyou being, you

know,hungry.”Shesits up and thrusts out her breasts a little more.God, her nipples are

so tight!

“You mean you dressed like that on purpose?”Iask, my throat going dry. “Forme?”



“For you,” she assures me. “Idon’t want you to feel bad—look as much as you

want.Idon’t mind.”

“God, baby…Ishouldn’t,”Igroan but now thatIhave her permission,Ican’t seem

tostoplooking.She’ssuch a gorgeous, curvy little package sitting there on the couch

beside me.Myhands itch to palm her tits butIcurl them into fists and keep them at my

sides instead.

“Let’s just relax,”Sunnysuggests. “Andwatch the movie.”Sheshivers. “Doyou mind if

we cuddle like last night?I’mcold.”

I ought to say no—I’msureIshould.Instead,Iopen my arms for her and say,

“Come here, baby.”

Sunny cuddles up against me, her full, braless tits pressed to my side asIput my arm

around her.Wewatch the movie in silence for a few minutes, butIdon’t think either of

us is seeing any of it.Ican smell her scent—she’shot.Thisis turning her on as much as

it’s turning me on.Mycock aches and there’s an embarrassing tent in the stretchy

cotton fabric of my new sleep trousers.

“I thinkCharlesis angry with me,” she says, apropos of nothing.

“Who?”Ittakes me a minute to remember the name. “Oh—your boyfriend,

right?Why?”

“I dunno.”Sheshrugs, which makes her tits move against my side.God, she’skillingme

here! “Wellno,Idoknow,” she goes on. “He’smad because he wanted to come over

and have sex tonight andItold him no because you’re here.”

“He did?”Myarm tightens around her shoulders andIfeel a possessive growl rise in



my throat at the idea of that cowardly little weasel fuckingSunny.Idon’t want to even

imagine his hands on her, let alone his dick inside her!

Mine,whispers a primal voice in my head—the voice of myWolf.Mine, she ought to

be mine!

“Yeah.”Shesighs. “Only,Idon’t enjoy sex with him much,” she says in a low voice, as

though admitting a shameful secret. “Itjust doesn’tfeelright—you know?Imean,Idon’t

even like kissing him.”

“Maybe he just doesn’t know how to kiss you right, baby,”Imurmur, looking down at

her.

“Maybe.”Shelooks up at me and her eyes are on my mouth. “Couldyou…would

you…No, never mind.”Shelooks away.

“CouldIwhat?”Iask her softly.

“Well, the thing is,I’venever enjoyed kissinganyone,”Sunnyadmits breathlessly.

“AndIthought maybe…maybeI’mdoing it wrong.Ifyou could just teach

me…ButIknow that’s a weird thing to ask.Imean, youaremy big brother.”

“No, no—it’s okay,”Isay quickly. “Ican teach you if you want.”

“Would you?”Shelooks up at me from under those gorgeous long lashes of hers.God,

she’s so tempting!

“Yeah, baby—if you want,”Isay. “ThoughImight be a little rusty—Ihaven’t kissed

anyone in over three years.”

“That’s okay,”Sunnybreathes. “Idon’t mind.”
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And she leans towards me, her mouth tilted up and her soft lips just inches from my

own.

I shouldn’t do this…butIcan’t fucking stop myself.

16

SUNNY

Ican’t believeI’mdoing this—it’s wrong, sowrong.Imean, isn’t it?Kaneis my big

brother,Ishouldn’t be asking him for kissing lessons.AndIalso shouldn’t be sitting

here beside him in the naughty new nightgownIbought while he was looking for

clothes.Ibought a few more things too—thingsIdon’t dare to wear around him,

thoughIwishIcould.

But the thing is, even thoughIknow this is wrong, it feels soright.Forsome reasonIfeel

drawn toKanein a wayI’venever felt drawn to any other man.Andbeing near him

makes mefeelthings—thingsI’venever felt before, not even withCharles.

My heart is racing and my nipples are tight.Betweenmy legs my pussy is so wet it’s

embarrassing.It’snever gotten wet like this forCharles, not even when he tried kissing

me there.Notthat he kept it up for very long—he explained that it’s “just not his

thing.”ButKanehasn’t even touched me—well, other than putting an arm around my

shoulders—and yet my body just feelsreadyin a way it never has before.

Not that we’re going to do anything but kiss,Iremind myself.Andthen our lips meet

andIfeel like fireworks are going off inside me.



Kane’s mouth is hot but gentle, thoughIcan feel the urgency in his big

body.He’stense—he needs this.Heprobably has lots of pent-up sexual frustration

andI’mmore than willing to help him relieve it.

After a momentIfeel the tip of his tongue tracing the seam of my lips.Witha little

moanIopen for him, inviting him in.

He groans softly and cups the back of my head in his big hand, drawing me even

closer.Histongue explores my mouth—he tastes like cinnamon toothpaste and

something else…something wild.

Then he withdraws, panting.

“It’s like that, baby,” he growls softly, looking into my eyes. “Didit feel

good?Betterthan withCharles?”

“A lot better,”Iadmit. “You’reareallygood kisser.”

“Mmm, you are too.”Hekisses me again and this time his darting tongue seems to

invite me to explore him the way he explored me.Experimentally,Islip my tongue in

his mouth and he sucks on it gently, making a shiver go down my

spine.OhGod,I’venever enjoyed kissing until this minute but now it seems likeIcan’t

get enough!

At lastIpull back, panting.Ifeel like my whole body is on fire and even thoughIknow

it’s wrong,Iwant more.Morethan just kissing,Imean.

I thinkKanewants more too.Infact,Ican tell he does—there’s a really big tent in his

gray sleep pants and there’s even a little wet spot forming at the tip—he must be

leaking precum.Thethought makes me excited for some reason.



“We should stop, baby,” he growls hoarsely, his eyes sweeping over me. “You’retoo

fucking gorgeous.Kissingyou makes me want to do…other things.”

I know what things he’s talking about.Iwant them too, butIcan’t have them because,

asIremind myself firmly again, he’s my big brother.Butwhy doIfeel so drawn to

him?Hejust doesn’t feel like a brother—or family at all.

“Are you feeling…hungryagain?”Iask hesitantly.

Kane’s pale eyes are half-lidded as he looks me up and down.

“Fuckingravenous,baby,” he growls.

“Do you want to…to touch yourself while you look at me?”Ioffer breathlessly.

“Ormaybe…do you wantmeto touch you?”

My hand hovers over the hard ridge in his sleep trousers.IknowIshouldn’t but really,

would it be so bad?I’djust be giving him a hand job.That’snot a big deal, right?

Kane’s pale eyes are burning with hunger.

“You sure you’d feel okay with that, baby?” he growls softly. “Touchingme,Imean?”

“Yes,I’msure.”Itry not to sound too eager.Ican’t forget how big he looked

whenIwatched him touch himself last night but thenIcould only see the shadow of

what he was doing because it was so dark in the room.Iwant to see him in person—up

close with the lights on.

“Then go ahead.”Kanespreads his arms, offering himself. “Touchme however you

want.”



I don’t even hesitate.Ipeel down the front of his gray sleep trousers and my eyes go

wide whenIsee my prize.He’shuge.Sobig that whenIfinally take his shaft in my hand,

my fingers won’t wrap all the way around it.

Kane draws in a hissing breath asIhandle him andIfreeze.
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“Everything okay?DidIdo it wrong?”Iask anxiously.

“No, baby—you’re doing itsodamn right,” he assures me. “Don’tstop—love the feel

of your soft little hands on me.”

Encouraged by his response,Itake a firmer grip and begin to stroke him up and

down.Hegroans and shifts his hips, spreading his thighs wider as he thrusts into my

hand.Hiscock feels like warm, velvety steel in my palm butIwant to see more of

it—Iwant to seeallof it.

Impatiently,Ipush the gray sleep trousers down untilKanelifts himself obligingly so

they fall down to around his ankles.Istart stroking the entire length of him now and let

me tell you, there’s alotto stroke.Iwonder how he ever fits this monster inside a girl to

have sex at all.

And thenIsee something strange…down near the base of his cock is a kind of

swelling that’s considerably thicker than the rest of his shaft.

“Er…what’s this?”Iask, running my fingers over it.

“God!”Hebucks his hips again, clearly loving my touch. “That…that’s my knot,

baby,” he says and his voice is a deep, hungry growl.

“Your what?”Ifrown.

“It has to do with my pack—er,Imean, it’s somethingIinherited from my father,” he

explains. “It’spart of me—a sign of my people.Likethis.”Heshows me the brand on



his wrist—the oneIwanted to ask about earlier. “See, my father was in a kind of, uh,

club,” he explains. “Aclub with people that all have the same genetic

markers.AndIinherited them from him.”

“Oh.Mydad had a brand like that, too,”Isay, pointing at his wrist.

“He did?”Hiseyebrows shoot up.

“Uh-huh.”Inod. “ButIdon’t thinkIinherited any kind of, uh, genetic markers from

him.Nothinglike your knot, at least.”Istroke it again, using my nails to tickle it

andKanegroans aloud. “Tellme more about it—what does it do?”

“It swells inside a woman’s pussy whenI’mfucking her,” he growls. “Itties us

together and helps me breed her—makes it more likely she’ll get pregnant

whenIshoot my cum deep inside her.”

OhGod, why didIimagine him doing that to me when he said it?Whydo his words,

spoken in that low, growling voice, make me feel so hot?Itry to make myself sound

normal.

“Really?”Ilook at the knot uncertainly—it seems like it’s gotten bigger sinceIstarted

stroking it.Ican’t imagine having it in my pussy.Ofcourse,Ishouldn’t be imagining

havinganypart of my big brother’s cock in my pussy, but my mind won’t stop

showing me pictures—really naughty ones.Itry to push them away and concentrate on

stroking him.

Kane groans again.

“God, you’re driving me fuckingcrazybaby!”

“You like it whenItouch you like this?”Iask him. “Doyou like to watch me do it?”



“I love to watch your tits when you’re stroking me,” he growls hoarsely. “Lovethe

way they jiggle.Fuckinghot!”

Impulsively,Ishrug my shoulders and let the spaghetti straps of my gown slither down

my arms.Thepale pink gown falls low, baring my breasts and my tight nipples which

are aching with need.

“God, baby—so fucking beautiful!”Kanegrowls. “CanItouch them?”

“If…if you want to.”Ilean even closer, thrusting my breasts out asIcontinue to stroke

him up and down with one hand.

Kane palms one of my breasts and squeezes lightly.Thenhe cups it and begins to run

the pad of his thumb around and around the tight tip of my nipple.

Sparks of pleasure shoot through me.Aguilty little voice in my head is shouting

thatIshouldn’t be doing this.Ishouldn’t be letting my big brother caress my breasts

whileIjerk him off.

But it feels too good to stop.Kane’sspicy scent seems to invade my senses asIlean

towards him, urging me on.Iwonder ifIsmell as good to him as he does to me.Istroke

him faster—Ican’t lie,Iwant to make him come.Iwant to see him lose it and know

thatI’mthe reason why.

Meanwhile the way he’s teasing my nipple is driving mecrazy.Hisbig hand is so

warm and he’s pinching me now, tugging lightly and sending sparks of sensation

straight down to my pussy, which is so wetI’mafraidImight leave a spot on the couch.

I feelKanego rigid in my hand—his cock gets even bigger and harder, if that’s

possible.Andthen he starts to cum.



My eyes get wide—I’venever seen anything like this.Imean,I’veseenCharlescome

before, whenIdidn’t feel like having sex and jerked him off instead.Buthe only

pumped out one or two weak spurts and he was done.

WithKane, it’s different.Histhick cock jerks in my hand and rope after rope of creamy

white cum shoots from the tip, painting his hard abs and belly.

He’s not quiet when he comes either.
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“Oh fuck, baby!” he groans, thrusting his shaft into my hand. “God, your soft little

hand feels so fucking good!You’remaking me come so fuckinghard!”

I’ve never been with a man who’s vocal when he comes butIfind thatIlike it—Ilike it

alot.It’sso hot that he lets me know how much he likes whatI’mdoing to

him.Also,Ican’t believe he’sstillcoming.Inever knew a guy who made so much cum

in my life!

At lastKanerelaxes back against the couch with a satisfied groan and his shaft gets a

little less hard in my hand, though it doesn’t go completely soft.

“God, baby—you don’t know how muchIneeded that,” he tells me. “Ihaven’t had a

woman’s hands on me in so fucking long.”

“I’m glad you enjoyed it,”Isay, smiling.Iliked it too, to be honest.Itmade me feel

powerful to bring such a big, strong man to his knees, so to speak.

“Well…”Kanelooks down at himself and makes a face. “LookslikeImade a fucking

mess.”

“Hang on—I’llget something to clean you up,”Itell him.

I hop off the couch and run to the bathroom to get a wet washrag.ButasI’mreaching

for one from the stack in the linen cupboard,Inoticed that some ofKane’scum got on

the back of my hand.Notsurprising since there was so much of it.

Impulsively,Ibring my hand to my mouth and lick it.Idon’t know what makes me do



it—Ijust want to taste him for some reason.

To my surprise, it tastes really good.Saltybut sweet—a little spicy too, like cinnamon

candy.Howstrange.Ilick some more until my hand is clean.Iknow it’s a weird thing to

do, but it seems likeIcan’t stop myself.

I look in the mirror and see a girl with flushed cheeks and her gown falling down to

show her breasts.WhatamIdoing?

I pull up the straps of my gown, hiding my breasts again—well, covering them

anyway, there’s no hiding behind the thin, see-through fabric.IfI’mhonest, that’s

whyIbought it.ThenIget on with business.

I run the water until it’s warm and get the washcloth good and wet beforeIwring it

out.ThenIcarry it into the living room, whereKaneis still sitting on the couch, his flat

belly painted with his cream.

For just a split second,Ihave the urge to forget the washcloth and clean him with my

tongue.Iknow that’s wrong—Ishouldn’t want to do that with my big

brother—shouldn’t crave the taste of his cream.ButIcan’t seem to help it—Iwanthim.

I push the wanting aside and kneel beside him on the couch and start cleaning him up.

“Hey, it’s all right, baby—Ican do that,” he objects.

“No, let me,”Iinsist in my bossiest voice. “I’mthe one who made you make this

mess—Ishould be the one to clean it up.”

“Well…all right.”Hesubsides, watching asIwipe his belly and shaft.Tobe

honest,Ireally just want an excuse to handle him some more, but asIdo,Ican feel him

getting hard all over again.Wow—he really has some stamina!Charlesis usually only



good for once a night, whichIdon’t mind becauseIdon’t like sex with him

anyway.ButIreallyliked whatIdid withKanejust now.Doesthat make me wrong or

sick?

I push those thoughts away—the part of my mind whereIput thingsIdon’t want to

think about is getting really crowded tonight—and finish wiping him.Then,

impulsively,Ilean down and kiss the broad crown of his cock.

Well,Isaid “kiss” but whatIreally mean is suck—Isuck the head briefly into my

mouth, swiping my tongue over it and tasting one more droplet of his cinnamon

candy cream before sitting up to look at him.

“There—all clean,”Isay, as though whatIjust did was no big deal.

Kane’s looking at me with half-lidded eyes andIcan’t help noticing that his cock is

now fully hard all over again.Iwait, my heart pounding, for him to ask me whyIkissed

him there.Buthe only nods at me.

“Thank you, baby—that felt fucking amazing,” he growls softly.

“I…I’mglad you liked it.”Ifeel suddenly shy, even thoughIwas so bold earlier. “Didit

help your, uh, hunger?”

“It took the edge off,”Kanesays.

“I’m glad,”Isay and really mean it. “Iknow how hard it must have been for you, never

having anyone to touch you or make you feel good for so long,”Itell him. “Iwant you

to know,Idon’t mind helping you.Youknow, when you get ‘hungry’ again.”

“What about you?”Heraises an eyebrow at me.



“What about me?Whatdo you mean?”Isay, frowning.

Kane gives me a knowing look—it feels like he can see right inside me.

“Doyouever get ‘hungry,’ baby?” he rumbles.
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“Oh,I…”Ican feel my cheeks getting hot.Mynipples—especially the one he was

touching and teasing—feel tight and my pussy juice has made my inner thighs all

wet.Butit’s hard to admit all that to him—it feels like crossing a line somehow.

And jerking him offwasn’tcrossing a line?demands a guilty little voice in my

head.ButIignore it.

“It’s okay, you don’t have to answer if you’re shy,”Kanerumbles.Hereaches out a

hand and cups my hot cheek. “Ijust want you to know, it’s all right to have needs,

baby.Womenget ‘hungry’ the same way men do.”

“I don’t,”Isay softly. “Or, well…Inever havebefore.”

He frowns.

“What do you mean?”

“Just that…being with guys doesn’t turn me on.Imean,I’mnot a lesbian or

anything,”Iexplain quickly. “Honestly,Idon’t knowwhatIam.Ijust know that sex has

never done anything for me before.Butnow…”

“Now?” he echoes softly.

I drop my eyes, too embarrassed to go on.Tooshy to let him know that what we did

just now turned me on more than anythingI’veever done with any other guyI’veever

been with.That’scrazy, right?Imean, he’s mybrother.Whywould being with him turn

me on even though no other guy has ever pushed my buttons?DoIhave some kind of



weird fetish or something?

It’s just that he doesn’tfeellike my brother—not at all.Hefeels like something

more—something important.Butwhat?Idon’t have any answers.

“Never mind.It’slate and we have to get up early tomorrow.Let’sget to bed,

okay?”Isay.

“Sure.”Heshrugs, his broad shoulders rolling.Thenhe sits up and pulls up his sleep

trousers.There’sa tent in them again, butItry not to notice. “Er…do you want me to

sleep out here tonight?”Kaneasks, nodding at the couch.

“No!”Isay, beforeIeven think about it. “Uh, that is…it wouldn’t be good for your

back,”Isay quickly. “It’sreally lumpy.Ithink it’s better if you sleep with me again in

the bed.If…”Ilook up at him shyly. “Ifyou want to.”

“Of courseIwant to, baby,” he rumbles.Reachingout, he strokes a strand of hair out of

my face and pushes it behind my ear. “Ialways want to be close to you,” he tells me.

“I want that too,”Iwhisper, dropping my eyes as my cheeks get hot

again.What’swrong with me?I’mso bold one minute and so shy the next.Idon’t know

whyIcan’t just benormal.Butsomehow being close toKanemakes my heart pound and

my knees feel weak.

“Come on, baby.”Kanestands up and holds out a hand to me.Itake it and he pulls me

off the couch. “Let’sgo to bed,” he says.

“Okay.”Inod and notice that he hasn’t let go of my hand.Heentwines our fingers and

tugs me gently, leading me to the bedroom.

I’m still not quite sure what just happened between us and ifIfeel guilty about it or



not.Tobe honest,I’mconfused and my body is still aching for a release.ButItry to

ignore it—I’vebeen bad enough already tonight.Itell myself thatIneed to get control

and go back to normal.

AndI’mdetermined to do exactly that.

17

CONNOR

Ican’t believe she did that—can’t believe she jerked me off.Buteven more than her

soft hands stroking my shaft,Ikeep coming back to that one moment after she cleaned

me up.Whenshe leaned down and sucked the head of my cock.Ican still feel her soft

lips wrapped around me in a brief but thorough kiss.Ican still feel her wet tongue

brushing over me, as if she was curious to taste my seed.

Stop it,Itell myself.Youknow you need to stop.She’salready done more than she’s

probably comfortable with.Don’tforget, she thinks you’re her brother!

Still,Ican’t forget how she let her gown down, or the feel of her breast—soft and

warm and heavy in my hand.Iknow she was as turned on asIwas—Icould smell her

scent, which got hotter and hotter as she stroked me andIteased her nipple.

I think about how she said her father had a brand like mine—my brand is the mark of

my pack.Igot it whenIwas just a kid.Notall packs brand their members, but ours

did.Ofcourse,Igot kicked out just beforeIwas sent away to prison—that’s one thing

that makes me aRogueAlpha—no pack affiliation.Butthe brand is permanent.

Does the fact that her father had a brand meanSunnyhasWereblood running through

her veins?Herscent is getting stronger—especially when she’s hot—butIstill can’t

quite be sure.Onething is certain, she’s never been through aHeatCyclebefore.Notif



she’s never gotten turned on by sex.

For a femaleWere, theirHeatCycleis a monthly thing.Theycome into heat once a

month and need to be bred.Butit sounds to me like that has never happened

toSunny.SomaybeI’mwrong.Becauseif she did haveWereblood and she hasn’t had a

cycle yet, well, that would mean she’s probably a dud—a female with

noWereinstincts like the need to be bred.Orelse some kind ofRepressedOmega, but

those are so rare they’re just legend.Sothat can’t be it.

Maybe she’s just one of those women who can’t get turned on unless they’re with a

man they trust and know really well—a demi-sexual.Ilistened to a podcast series

about it once.

ThoughSunnyandIhave only known each other in person for a few days, there’s no

doubt that we’re close.Wepoured our hearts out to each other in our letters.Soit would

make sense for her to feel closer to me than to that cowardly little asshole of a

boyfriend.

Just thinking ofCharlesmakes me clench my jaw.Ibet he never takes the time to give

her pleasure—to really turn her on.He’sprobably all about getting his rocks off and

doesn’t give a damn if she comes or not.Nowonder she doesn’t enjoy sex with him!
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I wishIcould make her come.Howmany nights in prison didIdream of having a warm,

willing woman in my bed?Oftouching her just the right way to make her moan…

That’s part of being aWere,Ithink—wanting to give your woman pleasure.Ofcourse,

you meet some assholes who don’t give a damn about anyone but themselves, but

mostWeremalesIknow are all about making their woman come.

ThenIpush the thought aside and remind myselfyet againthatSunnythinksI’mher

brother.Ireally have to stop pushing the envelope here.Idon’t want her to feel guilty or

bad about letting me stay with her.Ionly want good things for her.SoI’mgoing to go

straight to sleep and keep my hands to myself.

That’s whatItell myself asIclimb into bed beside her andIswearImean it—reallyIdo.

18

SUNNY

Kane is quiet as we get into bed.Iget the feeling that he’s thinking hard about

something—maybe about what we just did together.Doeshe thinkI’mbad or

disgusting now?God,Ihope not!

I shoot a look at him beforeIturn off the light butIstill can’t guess what’s going on in

his head.IwishIcould.

I settle down on the right side of the bed and try to get comfortable and go to

sleep.ButIcan’t—even with the quilt,I’mcold.It’smy own fault—this thin little



nightgownIbought is way too flimsy to keep me from getting chilled to the

bone.Iwrap my arms around myself and draw my knees up to my chin butIcan’t stop

shivering, no matter how hardItry to get warm.

“Baby?”Kane’sdeep voice rumbles in the darkness.

“Mmm-hmm?”Ihave to turn my head to look at him—I’mlying on my side, facing

away from him and he’s lying on his back.

“Are you okay?”Hereaches out a hand and it lands on my arm. “Hey—you’re

shaking!”Hesounds really worried about me. “What’swrong?”

“I’m just c-c-cold,”Isay. “It’sall right—Imean,I’llbe f-f-fine.”

“No, you won’t—not if you keep shivering like that.Comehere.”Andhe wraps an arm

around me and pulls me close.

I think about protesting thatI’mfine, but the truth isI’mnot.Andthe minuteIcome in

contact with his big, hard bodyIbreathe a sigh of relief.He’ssowarm.

“Mmm, you’re as hot as a furnace.”Iturn to face him and snuggle close to his

side.Idon’t even care that my nightgown has ridden up so that my bare breasts are

pressed against the side of his chest.Idotry to keep my hips back, though.I’mafraid

ifIrub against him down below he’ll feel how wet my pussy still is and that would

besoembarrassing.

“I’m a furnace, huh?Wellyou’re a little icicle,” he growls and pulls me even closer.

I wince in embarrassment asIfeel my pussy pressing right against the bare skin of his

side, just above the waistband of his trousers.Canhe tell how wetIam?



If he can, he doesn’t say anything.Hejust rubs his big hands up and down my back

and pulls me closer so that my head is resting on his broad chest.

“Mmm, baby—you feel so good in my arms,” he murmurs, which sends a flash of

heat right through me.

“It…it feels good to me too,”Iadmit breathlessly.Recklessly,Ithrow my right leg over

his hip.Yes, it brings me into even closer contact with him, butItell myselfIdon’t care.

“That’s right—get comfortable.Yougetting warmer now?” he asks.

“Yes, thank you.”Inuzzle against him, pressing my face to the side of his throat and

breathing in his spicy fragrance. “What’sthat cologne you wear?Itsmellssogood.”

“Don’t wear cologne,”Kanerumbles. “Neverhave.”

“Oh…Iguess it’s just the way your skin smells, then.”Iinhale again. “Mmm, it’s really

nice.”

“Thanks, baby.Ilike your scent too.”Hepresses his face to my hair and inhales.

“Mmm, so sweet.”

“Thank you,”Isay, wishingIcould get even closer.I’mrubbing against his hipbone

now—Ican feel it against my pussy.He’sso big and hard all over—IswearIcan feel my

outer lips parting asIwiggle and squirm against him.

“Whoa, baby—settle down.You’reall over the place!”Hegives my bare ass a smack

andIgasp and go still but my clit is still throbbing.

“Sorry,”Iwhisper against his neck. “I’mjust…restless, that’s all.”



“You’re ‘hungry,’”Kanecorrects me. “Yougot me off but you didn’t help yourself.”
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“Help myself?”Iask, feeling my cheeks getting hot. “YoumeanIdidn’t, uh…”

“You didn’t pet your soft little pussy—didn’t make yourself come,” he growls softly

in my ear. “Isn’tthat what you need, baby?Don’tyou need to come?”

“I…Ishouldn’t.”Ican feel my cheeks getting hotter and hotter.

“Why not?”Kaneasks reasonably. “Doyou feel guilty when you touch

yourself?Becauseyou shouldn’t—it’s natural to want to pet your soft little pussy

sometimes.”

God, his words, spoken in that deep, rumbling voice, makes me sohot.

“I’m…Idon’t need that,”Iprotest even thoughIdo—Ireally,reallydo.

“Yes, you do,”Kanecounters.Hisvoice drops in the darkness. “Ican feel how wet and

hot you are, baby.Yourlittle pussy needs to be touched.Sheneeds tocome.Ifyou’re

embarrassed to do it yourself, do you want me to do it for you?”

“You…you’d do that?Imean, you want to…”

“To pet your soft little pussy until you come for me,” he growls. “Yes, baby—Iwant

that very fucking much.Butonly if you want to let me do it,” he adds.

“But…wouldn’t it be wrong?”Iask, nibbling my lower lip. “Imean, you’re my

brother.Ishouldn’t let you…you know, touch me there.”



“You let me touch your breasts,” he reminds me. “WhenIwas hungry to touch

someone, you gave yourself to me.”

His words make me think.HaveIbeen selfish, barely letting him touch me?Afterall,

how could one hand job erase three long years of unbearably lonely confinement

without a single person to love him or touch him?

“Are…are you hungry now?”Iask softly. “Doyou need…do you want to touch me

again, big brother?”

“Only if you want me to,” he repeats. “Butyes, baby—I’mfucking hungry.Hungryfor

your soft little body—hungry to make youcome.”

“Then do it.”Iscoot away from him a little and lay on my back.Mynightgown is still

pushed up, baring my breasts and pussy.Ifeel so naked…so vulnerable.Andyet sohot.

Still, there have to be limits.WhenKaneleans over and takes one of my nipples into

his mouth,Imoan and push at his head.

“No,”Isaid breathlessly. “No,Kane—hand stuff is okay.Butmouth stuff, well, that’s

going too far.”

He sucks hard for a minute longer, making me squirm, then slowly, he lets my aching

nipple slip from between his lips.

“No mouth stuff—got it,” he growls. “ButIcan touch you any wayIwant to?”

“Any way you want,”Ibreathe and spread my thighs a little wider.

“Goahead,Kane.Idon’t mind helping you when you’re hungry.Ifyou need to pet

me—to touch my breasts and my pussy—I’lllet you.”



“Mmm, you’re so sweet, baby,” he growls and his big, warm hand runs all over my

bare breasts.Imoan as he palms each for a moment before tugging my nipples.God,

why does it feel so good to let him touch me whenInever wanted to be touched by

any other man?

I have no answers and beforeIknow it,Kane’shand is sliding down my trembling belly

to cup my pussy.

“Is this okay, baby?” he rumbles in my ear. “CanItouch you like this?”

Actually,Iwish he’d touch memore.He’sjust cupping me right now butI’maching

inside—so wet and needy butI’membarrassed to admit it.

“Yes,”Iwhisper and roll my hips, pressing my pussy deeper into his hand. “Youcan

touch me like that,Kane.”

“What about like this?”Suddenlytwo long fingers are parting my pussy lips, opening

me down there, making me gasp. “CanIspread your soft little pussy open and touch

you like this?”Kanemurmurs, looking into my eyes. “CanIstroke your sweet clit,

baby?”

As he speaks, one long finger begins circling the aching button of my clit.Igive a little

cry and my hips buck on their own.OhGod, it feels sogood!

“Yes,Kane!”Imoan. “You…you can touch me there too.”

“No,Iwant to hear you say it,” he tells me. “Say, ‘yes, you can stroke my clit.’”

“Yes, you can…can stroke my clit,”Imoan.OhGod, why is he making me say

this?Butit makes me even hotter to hear the dirty words coming out of my mouth.
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“What about this?”Kaneasks and his teasing fingers dip lower to circle the mouth of

my pussy. “CanIput my fingers deep inside you, baby?CanIfingerfuck your soft little

cunt?”

“Yes!OhGod,Kane—yes!”I’mmoaning steadily now—Ican barely get the words out.

“Say it,” he demands again. “Saywhat you want me to do, baby!”

“I want you to…to put them inside me,”Imoan. “Toput your fingers deep inside my

pussy and fuck me with them.Fuckme,Kane!”

His growl is low and savage as he thrusts two thick fingers to the hilt inside me.Icry

out and arch my back asIspread my thighs even wider, opening myself for him

completely.

“Good girl,” he growls in my ears. “Sucha good girl to spread your thighs and let me

fuck your soft little pussy!”

He’s thrusting inside me but then he starts doing something else—something

different.Ifeel him rubbing some inner spot—a spotIdidn’t knowIhad.Atthe same

time, the pad of his thumb starts rubbing my aching clit again.Suddenlymy pleasure

jumps to a whole new level—Ican feel the sensations building inside me

andIknowI’mgoing to come.

“Oh…oh,Kane!”Imoan as my hips start rocking to his rhythm. “Ohthat feels so

good!Fuckme!Fuckme!”



I don’t know whyI’mso vocal—Ibarely make a peep whenI’mwithCharles.ButInever

feel much of anything with him.WithKane, it’s different.It’slike he has somehow

woken my body up—likeIwas asleep my whole life beforeImet him and

nowI’mcoming awake and alive.

“That’s right, baby—work for it,” he urges me. “Fuckyourself on my

fingers.Goodgirl—you’re soclose.”

Iamclose and suddenly,I’mthere—the pleasure washes over me

andI’mcoming.Comingharder thanIcan ever remember coming in my life.

Usually my orgasms—whenIhave them—are meek, timid little things.Ibarely feel

them at all—just a gentle crest of pleasure, like a soft wave lapping at the

shore.Butthis…this is atidal wave.Ifeel it rush through my entire body, sending sparks

of pure light through every bit of me.Itfeels so goodIcan barely breathe, but

somehowIwantmore.

“Kiss me!”Idemand breathlessly and tug at his hair. “Kissme while you make me

come!”

Kane lets out a low growl of pure pleasure and covers my mouth with his

own.Ourtongues meet and my hips buck as the intense pleasure goes on and on,

washing over and through me untilIcan barely think anymore.

I don’t know how long it lasts, but finallyIbreak the kiss and collapse back against the

bed, panting.

“Ohhhh…”Imoan softly. “OhGod, that wasamazing.”

“It was fucking amazing for me too, baby.”Kanekisses me on the cheek. “Yoursoft

little body is so responsive.”



“It…it never has been before,”Iadmit, panting. “Imean,I’veneverhad an orgasm like

that in my life!Itwas like my body was asleep and you woke it up.”

“Mmm,I’mglad to hear it,” he rumbles. “Doesyour soft little pussy feel better

now?”Ashe speaks, he moves his fingers inside me, making me twitch my hips and

moan.

“Yes.Muchbetter,”Iadmit.

“Good girl.”Hedraws his fingers out of my pussy and then—to my surprise—sucks

them into his mouth.

I watch, wide-eyed, as he sucks every last bit of my juices off his fingers, holding my

eyes with his own as he does so.

“Just likeIthought,” he growls, his eyes going half-lidded in the moonlight coming

from the window. “Fuckingdelicious.”

I nibble my lower lip.

“I tasted some of your, uh, cream too,”Iadmit. “Ireally liked the flavor of it.”

“You mean when you sucked the head of my cock?” he rumbles andIcan feel my

cheeks getting hot.

“Yes,”Isay softly. “I, uh, don’t know whyIdid that.IknowIprobably shouldn’t have,”

“It’s okay,”Kaneassures me. “Butmaybe we should stop before we go any

further.It’sgetting late and we have to get up early to make the pies.”

“True.”Isigh and roll over on my side, trying not to picture sucking his cock



again—but taking more of it this time, not just the head.WhydoIwant to taste his

cream again so badly?What’swrong with me?

“Come here, baby—let me spoon you.”Kanedraws me close to him and loops a

muscular arm around me.
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I can feel the hard ridge of his cock against my bare ass andIcan’t help thinking that if

he just pulled down his sleep pants—just enough to let that long, thick shaft slip

free—and then pressed it forward, right between my pussy lips…Iwonder ifIcould

take him?He’sso long and thick butI’mreally wet right now…

But no—Ihave to stop thinking like that!Eventhough he doesn’t feel like

family,Kaneis my big brother—we really shouldn’t have done what we just did.Itwas

wrong.

I had to help him out though,Iargue with myself.He’sbeen in prison for three

years—he has needs.Hegetshungry.

I try not to think about how hungryIgot for him or the wayIopened myself and begged

him to fuck me.Itry not to remember the way he growled, “Goodgirl,” in my ear

whileImoaned and came for him—came harder thanIever had my whole life.Iwon’t

do that again,Ipromise myself.

Because no matter how good and how right it feels,Iknow deep down that it’s wrong.

19

CONNOR

Ican’t believe she let me touch her like that…that she let me make her come.

I knowIneed to sleep, butIkeep replaying it over in my head.ThewaySunnyopened

herself for me…the way her soft, curvy body responded asItouched her.I’venever



been with such a responsive woman before—not even during breeding on

aFullMoonnight.Itwas like her body was made for mine—made to respond just to me.

I’ve never felt like this for any woman.Icradle her close to my chest, savoring the

scent of her hair and skin, loving the way she feels against me.Ifucking never want to

let her go.It’slike she’s a drug andI’malready addicted.

Be careful,Connor,whispers a little voice in my head.You’regetting into dangerous

territory here.Ifyou don’t watch it, you’re going to fall in love with her.Thenwhat the

fuck will you do?

It’s a good question.It’snot likeIcan stay here forever.Ihave responsibilities back

home—people who count on me.Bransonhas held everything together for three long

years but it’s not fair to ask him to keep doing it.Atsome point,Ihave to go home and

leaveSunnybehind.

But even the thought of that—the thought of leaving her—makes my heart clench

likeI’mhaving a fucking heart attack.

Mine!howls the voice of myWolf.Mymate—MINE!

No,Sunnycan’tbe myFatedMate—it’s impossible,Itell myself.I’maRogueAlpha—we

don’t get to have mates like other males.Wedon’t form bonds—it’s one reason no

pack wants us for long.Ididn’t just get kicked out of my home pack for the

crimeIcommitted—they also didn’t want one of my kind around.

I tell myselfIneed to leave.Ican’t stay here.ThelongerIstay, the closerSunnyandIget

and the more it’s going to hurt whenIeventually have to leave her.

But not yet—Ican’t leave her yet.I’llstay just a few more days,Itell myself.Justa little

while longer beforeIgo.



Thinking that and holding her soft, small body close to mine,Ifinally drift off to sleep.

20

SUNNY

Iwake up feeling surprisingly refreshed, despite the fact that we were up late the night

before.WhenIremember what we were up late doing,Ican feel my cheeks getting

hot.Butsurprisingly,Idon’t feeltooguilty.Imean, not nearly as much as you’d think

after whatKaneandIdid together.

I was just helping him out,Itell myself.Hehas a lot of needs—a lot of pent-up sexual

frustration.Whatkind of little sister wouldIbe ifIdidn’t help my big brother with his

hunger?

I feel better after thinking that because well,Ilike to be helpful.AndKaneis important

to me.Ican’t think of anythingIwouldn’t do for him.

What if he has other needs, though?whispers a little voice in my head.Whatif he

needs to fuck you?Whatthen,Sunny?

I push the voice aside but not before an image pops into my mind—it’sKanekneeling

over me with his cock in one hand, fitting it to the mouth of my pussy asIspread my

thighs for him.

“Do you need to put it in me?”Ihear myself asking him. “Becauseif you really need

to,I’llopen for you…I’lllet you fuck me if you need to,Kane.”

“God, baby—Ihaven’t been with a woman for so fucking long,”he growls.“Andyour

little pussy is so wet…so tight…”



“Go on…put it in me,”Iurge him.“Fillme with your cock,Kane.Idon’t mind.”

“Good girl,”he growls and begins pressing into me.Weboth watch as his big cock

slides deeper and deeper into my soft, unprotected pussy, filling me up.

I feel my inner walls stretching as he feeds that thick shaft deep into my tight, wet

channel and we both moan as he bottoms out inside me and his knot begins to swell,

tying us together.
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I know then that he’s going to do more than fuck me…he’s going to breed me and

spurt his cream deep inside me.Hemight even get me pregnant, butIdon’t care—Ijust

want to be open for him, want to help him with his hunger and if he needs to breed

me to be satisfied, well then,I’mwilling to let him.Willingto let him pound into me,

filling my pussy over and over with his cock and his cream.Willingto?—

“…need to get going,”Kanesays andIrealize thatIwas lost in my dirty fantasy and

haven’t been paying attention to anything else.

“Oh, right.You’reright,”Isay, my cheeks getting hot.

I was so lost in my vivid mental image thatIgot distracted and put my shirt on inside

out and backwards.Idon’t notice it untilKanepoints it out and thenIhave to switch it

around quickly.

“You ready to go?” he asks me.He’salready dressed.

“Uh yes—just let me feedMissSassy,”Itell him.

I give her some food and then we head out the door.Assoon as we’re

outside,Kanegrabs my hand and entwines our fingers, like he did last night.Wewalk

toThePieShophand-in-land looking more like lovers than brother and sister.

And to be honest, itfeelsmore like we’re lovers too.Nomatter how hardItry,Kanejust

doesn’t feel like family.Thatdoesn’t meanIdon’t want him with me though—if

anything, it makes me want him even more.



What’s happening to me?

I don’t know, butIcan’t help liking it.

The morning goes swiftly making lots of pies.Ifind myself craving cinnamon,

soImake an apple pie with someRedhotscinnamon candiesIhave left over

fromValentinesDayand call it “RedHotLovin’Pie.”Itcomes out perfectly and fills the

kitchen with the scent of cinnamon and spice—just whatI’mcraving.

Kane laughs whenItell him the name of the new pie flavor and—because no one else

is in the diner yet—he pulls me close and kisses me.Justonce—a sweet, lingering kiss

on the mouth that makes my heart pound.Thenhe lets me go and gets back to rolling

out the dough.

I feel wonderful—light and floaty and extra happy.Mywhole body feels

good—maybe from the extra intense orgasmIhad last night.Theonly problem is my

breasts—for some reason they feel extra tender and my nipples are really

sensitive.Whichis weird—Kaneplayed with them some last night but he wasn’t really

rough or anything.Sowhy are they so tender today?

Regardless,Ican mostly ignore it, soIdo and just go back to making pies.

Things are great until a little after noon whenCharlescomes in again.Iget him seated

at a table and ask what he wants to eat.

“Look,Sunny,I’mnot really here for food.”Hekeeps his voice low and his face is so

tense it looks like a crumpled ball of paper.

“You’re not?Thenwhy are you here?”Iask.Ihad thought thatmaybehe would apologize

for storming out the day before, but that’s clearly not what’s on his mind.



He leans forward, still keeping his voice low.

“Sunny,Idon’t think you’re safe.”

“Huh?”Ifrown at him. “Whatare you talking about?”

“I’m talking about that big brother of yours!” he hisses. “Idon’t like the way he looks

at you—or the way he calls you ‘baby.’It’snot right.”

I’m immediately on the defensive.

“It’s a nickname—short for ‘baby sister’ which is howIsigned all my letters to

him,”IinformCharles. “There’snothing wrong with that!”

“Sunny, justthinkabout it—he’s an ex-con!Hecould have been in prison for murder

for all you know!”

“No he wasn’t—it was drug charges,”Icounter. “Besides, he served his time—he

deserves to get another chance at life.”

“But not inyourhouse, sleeping underyourroof!”Charlesinsists. “I’mtelling you, it’s

not safe—he could snap at any minute!”

“That’s ridiculous,”Isay, putting a hand on my hip. “Kanewouldneverhurt me.He’smy

big brother and as long as he needs a place to stay, he has one with me!”

“One what?”Kane’sdeep voice interrupts us as he comes up to join the conversation.

“Uh, nothing.Nothingat all.”Charlesgoes pale at once and leans back, away from me.

“Is everything okay?”Kaneasks, frowning at me.
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“Fine,”Iassure him. “Charleswas just trying to decide between the tuna salad and the

veggie burger.”Ismile at my boyfriend maliciously.Theonly thing he hates worse than

vegetarian food is tuna in any form.

“I’d say the tuna salad,”Kaneremarks. “Cookiegave me a bite of

it—fuckingdelicious.”

“No,I…Ireally can’t stay.”Charlesrises quickly and pushes in his chair. “Ijust came to

say ‘hey’ toSunnybutIhave some business back at the dealership.”

“Oh, the dealership?”Kanefrowns and snaps his fingers. “That’sright—Sunnytold me

your dad owned a car dealership and he lets you play with the cars whenever you

want.”

“I do not ‘play’ with the cars,”Charlessays stiffly. “I’mone of the top-selling

salesmen!Peoplebuy our cars because they see me driving around in them and decide

they want one.”

“That’s a nice way to think about it,”Kanesays, nodding. “Soreally, everywhere you

go, you’re just doing ‘marketing’ for your dad.Evenif you’re not really doing

anything but showing off.”

Charles’s face goes dark.

“It’s not like that.Ihave to go.”Henods at me. “Goodbye,Sunny.Thinkabout

whatIsaid.”



“What exactly did he say?”Kaneasks afterCharlesleaves with a tinkling of the bell.

I sigh.

“He’s got this weird idea thatI’mnot safe with you because…”Itrail off.

“BecauseIwas in prison?”Kaneraises his eyebrows.

“Well, yes.Buthe’s a jerk—Itold him that as long as you need a place, you have one

with me,”Itell him.

Kane cups my cheek in one big hand…then appears to remember we’re in public.

“Better get back to work now,” he rumbles. “Ithink table three wants their check.”

I go to give it to them, butI’mstill fuming.Ican’t believeCharleswas trying to get me

to kick my own brother out of my house!

ButIcan’t help thinking about him saying he doesn’t like the wayKanelooks at me and

calls me “baby.”Theredoesseem to be something growing between the two of us—is

it really that obvious to other people?Ifso, we’d better tone it down.Ofcourse

ifCharlesreallyknew what was going on between me and my brother, he’d probably

be horrified.Probablythe whole town would be.

ButIdon’t care about them—any of them.AndIdon’t feel guilty for “cheating” on my

boyfriend either.BecauseI’mnot really cheating—I’mjust helpingKanewith his

hunger.I’mhelping him get used to life outside of prison.It’sbetter for him to get his

sexual needs met with me than some skanky prostitute that might haveallthe

diseases—right?

That’s whatItell myself anyway andIdon’t feel bad at all.



I go on about my day, but by the time we clock out, something weird is going on with

me.Mynipples are strangely tender—almost painful.Kaneasks ifIwant to go anywhere

butIshake my head and tell himIneed to get home.Ineed to get a moment of privacy to

look at my breasts and see what’s happening them.

Because on top of my nipples being tender, my boobs look bigger too.Imean,Imight

be imagining it but the top of my waitressing uniform feels tight andIswearI’venever

filled it out so well before.Mybra straps feel like they’re cutting into my

shoulders—Ineed to get out of here.

So we go home.

We ate at the diner so we just take showers—IletKanehave the first one again

whileIgo into my bedroom to examine myself in the mirror.Besidesbeing tender, my

nipples are darker than usual and sure enough my boobs do look a little

bigger.What’sgoing on with me?

My boobs aren’t the only thing bothering me, though.Mypussy feels wet and swollen

between my thighs.AndIfeel…restless somehow.Hungry.Yes, that’s it.It’slike my

body was asleep for years but now it’s awake andIsuddenly have a sexual appetite

that needs to be satiated, just likeKaneafter his long stay in prison.

In the shower,Itry touching myself, butIonly manage to irritate my sensitive clit.Iwish

now thatIhadn’t been asexual for so long because maybeIwould have bought myself a

vibrator.IwishIhad one to use now!Annabellehas one she named “George” and she

giggles about it all the time.

Still,Idon’t need to be thinking about myself.It’sKanewho was in prison for three long

years and right now he’s probably hungry again.Thethought makes my stomach

flutter with anticipation andIfeel a fleeting bit of guilt.ShouldIbe helping my brother

satiate his hunger like this?Butthe emotion is easy to push away andIdo exactly that



asIput on yet another cute little nighttime outfitIbought.

This one is completely see-through and it’s red.It’sa tiny little teddy that only falls to

my hips and opens in the middle.Ithas a tie between my breasts, which is the only

thing keeping it closed.Thesilky, sheer material feels nice against my tender tips.

Down below, the teddy had panties to match.They’realso see-through and red with a

tie in the middle, right above the slit of my pussy.Ifsomeone was to untie them,

they’d fall open, revealing me completely.

Not thatIexpect that to happen,Itell myself asIstep out of the bathroom and go to

findKane.I’lljust let him look this time while he touches himself.Afterall, it’s not like

we have to go further and further every time…right?

21
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CONNOR

My jaw nearly drops whenIsee whatSunnyhas on tonight.Thesheer red fabric of her

tiny outfit doesn’t hide a thing and that little bow in the middle of her breasts looks

ready to give way at any minute.Butmaybe that’s because…amIimagining things or

are her breasts getting bigger?

Damn it, if they are, she really might be aRepressedOmega—a phenomenon so rare

mostWeresthink it’s just a legend.

ARepressedOmegais aWerebitch who doesn’t show any signs of having

aWereheritage until years after her firstHeatCycleshould have started.Usuallythat

happens because she’s finally exposed to anAlpha’spheromones—often the scent of

herFatedMatewill bring out her true nature.

ButIcan’t beSunny’sFatedMate—I’maRogueAlpha.Andshe can’t really be

aRepressedOmega—can she?

There’s one way to be sure if she is or not.FromwhatI’veheard,

aRepressedOmega’sbreasts will slowly begin filling with nectar in the days that lead

up to her firstHeatCycle.Also, her pussy will start to makeslick—a kind of thick,

sweet, slippery honey that helps her open for anApha’sknot.

So to be clear, the only way to be sure ifSunnyis aRepressedAlphais to taste and

touch her—Ineed to suck on her nipples to see ifIcan catch a taste of sweet nectar and

spread her pussy to check forslick.



ButIpromised myselfIwouldn’t go too far with her—Idon’t want to make her feel

guilty.Afterall, she still thinksI’mher big brother and what big brother asks if he can

suck his little sister’s nipples or slide his tongue or his cock into her pussy?

Still, by the way she’s dressed, she doesn’t seem like she minds at least letting me

look at her.Thatsee-through little nighty she has on is hot and it shows everything she

has.Thepanties that match it clearly show her neatly trimmed mound of curls and her

soft little pussy slit.Andshe’s not trying to hide herself asIlook at her.Infact, she

comes right up to me and gives me a hug.

“Hey, big brother,” she murmurs, as she presses herself against me.I’mbare-chested

again, wearing nothing but my gray sleep trousers, soIcan feel her soft, curvy body

against my own almost like she’s naked.

“Hey, baby sis,”Irespond and lean down to give her a soft kiss on the mouth.

She kisses back eagerly…but then she pulls back.

“Sorry—Ididn’t mean to get carried away,” she apologizes.

“It’s okay.”Istroke her cheek. “Areyou dressed like that for me, baby?”

She blushes—she’s so fucking adorable when her cheeks get pink—and nods.

“I thought maybe…maybe you’d like to look at me again.Ithought maybe you

werehungry.”

I can tell by her sweet scent that she’s hungry too—butIsense thatIcan’t push this too

fast.

“Mmm, you were right about that, baby,”Itell her. “Comeon—let’s go get



comfortable on the couch.”

We go sit on the couch but when she starts to sit beside me,Ipull her into my

lap.Iplace her so she’s straddling me, which parts her soft pussy lips, giving me a

glimpse of her clit under the see-through panties.

“Oh,Kane!” she protests, putting her hands on my shoulders.Butshe doesn’t try to get

away.Infact, her breathing has gotten faster and her scent is much stronger.Ican tell

she’s turned on. “Whatare you doing?” she asks me.

“Just getting you whereIcan see you,”Igrowl, looking her up and down.

“YoudidsayIcould look.”God, my cock is aching and tenting my sleep pants

butIknowIneed to take things slowly.

“Yes, that’s right.Youcan look,”Sunnydoesn’t try to cover herself.Ican hear her heart

pounding—God,I’mreally attuned to her.

“CanIlook without this in the way?”Experimentally,Itug at the thin little bow between

her tits, which is all that’s holding the tiny garment together.

“If…if you want to,”Sunnysaid. “Idon’t mind if you need to look at my bare

breasts,Kane.Notif it helps you with your hunger.”

“I’mveryfucking hungry tonight, baby,”Iwarn her.Itug the bow and the red silk panels

part, baring her full breasts for me.Ipalm them both, gently teasing the nipples with

my thumbs andSunnymoans and writhes in my lap.

“Oh,Kane!” she begs softly. “Pleasebe careful—my nipples arereallytender for some

reason.”

Yet another sign that she might be aRepressedOmegawith herHeatCyclecoming



on.Butthere’s only one way to be sure.

“Do they hurt, baby?”Iask her, still gently thumbing the tight points. “Maybewhat

you need is someone to kiss them better.”

Her eyes go wide and she’s nearly panting with need—Ican smell her desire

clearly.Butstill, she has to play things her way.

“I knowIsaid no ‘mouth stuff’ last night but do youneedto suck my nipples,Kane?”

she asks softly. “Imean,Iknow it’s been a long time for you…”
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“Yes,Ineed you,”Itell her. “I’mhungryfor you, baby—for your beautiful body.Ineed to

taste you tonight—to suck your tight nipples until you moan for me.Canyou let me do

that?”

“Of courseIcan.”Shethrusts out her breasts eagerly. “Anythingfor you—anything to

help you with your needs.”

I feel guilty for a moment.She’sso sweet and unselfish—allowing a man she thinks is

her brother to do things to her that no big brother should do to his little

sister.ShouldItell her the truth?

But no—I’vegone much too far asKanenow.IfItold herIwas actually his cellmate,

she’d feel horrified and betrayed.Ijust have to keep up the fictionIbuilt over hundreds

of letters.I’m“Kane” to her and that’s whoI’mgoing to stay—at least for now.

“Come here, baby,”Igrowl and pull her closer to suck one tight, pink peak into my

mouth.

She moans and writhes against me, her little fingers gripping my shoulders.Ican feel

her soft pussy grinding against my cock too—we’re separated only by the thin fabric

of her panties and the thicker material of my sleep trousers.God,Iwish they weren’t in

the way!

After a moment of sucking,Itaste a single droplet of sweetness.Butit’s so tiny it’s hard

to tell—is she starting to produce nectar or is it just my

imagination?Eitherway,Ifucking love sucking her sweet tips—she’s nearly crying

with pleasure as she presses against me.



Suddenly,Iwant more.Ipull back, letting her tight nipple slip from my mouth and look

her in the eyes.

“Mmm, baby—Ican feel your soft little pussy pressing against me,”Itell her.

“Oh, you mean…?”Shetrails off, looking down to where she’s practically riding the

ridge of my cock through my sleep pants.

“Yeah.Itfeels fucking good,”Itell her. “Butit could feel better.Doyou mind ifIpull

down my pants?”

Sunny’s eyes get wide.

“OhKane,Idon’t know…Imean, you’re my brother!Ican’t let you, you know, actually

put itinme!”

“I don’t want to put it in you,”Isay quickly, though to be honest, that’sallIwant right

now. “Ijust want to feel your soft little cunt rubbing against my shaft.Look, you don’t

even have to take off your panties—Ijust want you to rub against me some.”

She nibbles her lower lip and then nods.

“All right.Ifthat’s what you need,I’llbe happy to give it to you.”

“It’sexactlywhatIneed,”Itell her, my voice coming out hoarse and deep. “Ihaven’t felt

a pussy rubbing against my cock in three long years, baby.Canyou let me feel yours

now?”

I wouldn’t push like this ifIwasn’t sure she wanted this too.Herscent is so hot it’s

practically calling to me—begging for more.Butby nowI’vefigured out she has to feel

like she’s “helping” me with my pent-up sexual frustration in order not to feel guilty



for what we’re doing.

As long as she’s rehabilitating her big brother the ex-con by letting him use her body

to meet his needs, it doesn’t feel bad to her.Ofcourse, if she just admitted she wanted

me the wayIwant her, that might come with some guilt.Butwe don’t have to worry

about that as long asItell her what she needs to hear in order to open for me.

“I need you, baby,”Itell her again. “Needto feel your soft, hot pussy against my

cock—even if it’s just through your panties.”

“Well…”Shenibbles her lip again. “Iguess as long as it’sonlythrough my

panties.Andas long as youpromisenot to put it inside me.”Shelooks down at the bulge

in my sleep pants. “Honestly,Idon’t think it would fit anyway.”

I don’t tell her that if she’s makingslick,my shaft would slide right in with no

problem.Oh, it would definitely stretch her tight little pussy out some, but she’d be

able to take me—every inch including the knot.

But of course,Ican’t say that.

“We’ll never know becauseI’mnot putting it in you,”Isay firmly. “Ijust need to feel

you rubbing against me.Okay, baby?”

“Okay,” she whispers. “Youcan…can rub against me while you suck my nipples if

you need to,Kane.Idon’t mind.”

That’s allIneed to hear.Reachingbetween us,Ipush down my gray sleep trousers,

letting my cock spring free.Itlooks almost angry—long and hard and pulsing with

desire.Thebroad head is already leaking precum andI’mso hardIache.

I’m dying to feel her against me andIdon’t have to wait for long.Sunnysettles right



down on me again.Sheeven reaches into her tiny panties and spreads her pussy lips

open for me.

“There,” she says breathlessly. “Thatshould…should let you feel me better.”

“Mmm, thank you for spreading your pussy for me, baby,”Igrowl softly asIgrip her

hips and begin to grind against her. “You’reso sweet to open yourself for me.”

“Anything to…to help.Ohhh!”she moans asIslide against her.Thefabric of her panties

is soaked, butIstill can’t tell if they’re wet withslickor just her regular pussy

juices.Leaningforward,Isuck her other nipple asIgrind against her, rubbing hard

against her tender clit.
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But we’ve barely started before she pulls at my hair, making me look up.

“No, wait—stop!” she pants andIwonder if she’s feeling guilty.Reluctantly,Istop

grinding though it’s fucking difficult.

“What’s wrong, baby?”Igrowl hoarsely.

“I just…”She’slooking at me from under her lashes again. “Ifeel like…likeI’mbeing

selfish.”

“Selfish?”Iraise my eyebrows, frowning at her. “Howare you being selfish?”

“Well, you were all alone in prison for years with no woman to love you and

nowI’mhelping you to get over it butI’mnot really helpingenough,” she explains.

“Imean, you said you needed to feel…to feel my pussy against your cock butI’mnot

really letting you feel it because, well…my panties are in the way.”

I feel my cock throb at her words and my eyes are lazy with lust asIlook down at her

soft little pussy, barely hidden by the panties.

“Do you think it would be better ifIuntied this little bow?”Itoy with the strings.Iknow

ifIuntie it the two thin silk panels that make up the front of her panties will part,

baring her pussy completely. “Isthat what you want,Sunny?”Iask her.

“I want…want to give you what you need,” she says stubbornly. “Idon’t want to be

selfish.Istill can’t let you put it in me, but if you want to feel my bare pussy against

your cock…”



“I do, baby,”Igrowl softly. “I’mhungryfor you—butIdon’t want to take more than you

want to give.”

“I want to do this.Iwant to feel you against me—and letyoufeelme.”Sheraises up a

little and allows me to tug open the bow.AsIthought, the two silk panels part and her

pussy is bare for me—and hot and ready too.

“God, baby—look how wet you are.”Icup her soft little mound in my hand and slip

one finger inside to caress the tight little bud of her clit.

“I can’t help it!”Sunnymoans and rubs shamelessly against my fingers asIexplore

her.Istill can’t tell if she’s makingslick.Ilift my fingers to my mouth and suck them

clean asSunnywatches with wide eyes.Maybea little sweeter than last night, it’s hard

to be sure.

Of course, the only way to know for sure if she’s makingslickis to slide my cock

inside her.Withoutslick, there’s no wayI’dfit in her tight little pussy.Withit, we’d

have a tight fit butI’dstill be able to slide right in.

ButIcan’t do that now—Ipromised not to put myself inside her.However, that doesn’t

mean we can’t still have some fun.

“Do you want to ride my cock?”Iask her. “Doyou want to part your soft little pussy

lips and rub against me, baby?Doyou want to help me?”

“God, yes!Iwant to help you!” she moans. “Youwere in prison for so

long,Kane—Iwant to help you get over it.Iwant to give you what you need.”

“Good girl—Ineedyou.”Itake her firmly by the hips and settle her back down on my

aching cock.Herouter pussy lips open to spread around me andIcan feel her heat and

wetness surrounding my shaft.



“Oh,Kane!” she moans and bucks her hips to slide against me.

“That’s right—good girl,”Igrowl, gripping her hips harder and thrusting against her.

“Goodgirl to spread your pussy for me and ride my cock.Sucha good girl to let me

feel your hot little cunt against my shaft.”

She moans and her eyelashes flutter with pleasure.Herbare breasts bounce as she

rocks against me, the pink nipples begging for my attention.

I suck the right one again asItug the left one with my fingers.Andall the while we’re

rubbing against each other, building a delicious friction that’s pushing us both to the

edge…

22

SUNNY

Ican’t believeI’mdoing this.Ican’t believeI’mridingKane’scock.Well, not

reallyridingit—just rubbing against it.Butstill, it’s naughty, right?Imean,Ireally

shouldn’t do it…

ButI’mhelping him get over his pain and loneliness.Andbesides, it’s not like we’re

actuallyfucking.Iwouldn’t do that—wouldn’t let him slide that thick monster of a

cock deep in my pussy and spurt inside me.Right?

I tell myself that asIhold onto his shoulders and grind against him.Thefeeling of his

thick, hot shaft rubbing against my tender clit is sending me right to the

edge!ThoughIcouldn’t get any satisfaction in the shower earlier, nowIfeel

likeI’malready about to come.

I wonder ifKaneis close too.Thebroad head of his cock is leaking clear precum



freely.Ican feel it whenIslide all the way down his cock and the tip rubs against my

open pussy.Onceor twice,Ipause and feel the head pressing lightly against the mouth

of my pussy.Iknow ifItilted my hips and just changed the angle alittle bit,he’d be

slidingintome instead of against me.SoI’mreally careful not to do that because there

have to be limits—lines we don’t cross.Butstill, it feels nice to linger there for a split

second and feel the broad crown just barely breech my entrance…

“Careful, baby,”Kanegrowls in my ear. “Youdon’t want me slipping inside you,

right?”

“No…no, of course not,”Ipant asIkeep riding him. “OhKane,Ithink…thinkImight

come, soon!”
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“I’m close too,” he admits in a low, strained voice. “Youbetter stop riding me

now—you might get some of my cum in your pussy whenIshoot if you’re not

careful.”

ButIdon’twantto stop riding him.

“That’s all right,”Ipant, still rubbing against him.Mylittle clit is aching from the

intimate friction andI’mclose…soclose.

He raises his eyebrows.

“You’re not worriedImight get my cum in you?Areyou on birth control, baby?”

Biting my lip,Ishake my head.

“No.Butjust a little probably won’t hurt.Afterall, it’s not like…like you’d be actually

cominginsideme.”

“That’s true,” he admits. “God, baby, if you’re sure you don’t mind,I’mreally

fuckingclose.”

“I am too!”Irub against him again and suddenlyI’mthere—leaping over the edge as

pleasure rolls through me. “Oh!”Igasp, digging my fingernails into his broad

shoulders. “Oh,KaneI’mcoming!Comingsohard.”

“Fuck!” he swears. “Iam too, baby!God, your sweet little pussy feels so fucking

good!”



I feel his thick shaft throb against my open pussy and then he starts to spurt—Ican

actually feel it against my clit as the cum shoots out.Igrind against him even harder

and suddenlyI’msliding forward, down to the end of his cock.Ifeel the broad head slip

into the mouth of my pussy.Thenit breaches my entrance and slides into me and the

next hot spurt of cream goes right up inside me!

“Fuck!”Kanegroans again, when he sees that the head of his cock has slipped into my

pussy.Butneither of us stop what we’re doing andIdon’t try to move away.Ijust take

his hot cream inside me, wondering how deep it’s going as he comes over and over,

spurt after spurt of cum shooting into my pussy.

In a strange way,Ifeel likeIneeded this.It’salmost like my pussy was thirsty for his

cream, if that makes any sense.Isuppose it doesn’t, but that’s howIfeel.

At last we pull apart, both of us looking at each other in shock.

“Baby,IthinkIcame in you,” he growls. “Infact,I’mfucking sureIspurted in your tight

little pussy.Liftup and let me see.”

I raise my hips and the broad head of his cock, which has been lodged just inside my

pussy mouth, comes free.It’sfollowed by a flood of creamy cum, leaking down my

thighs.

“Fuck!”Kanegrowls again. “I’msorry, baby—Ididn’t mean to do that.Didn’tmean to

come in you.”

“It’s all right,”Iassure him breathlessly, hopingI’mright. “Imean, it was just an

accident and you weren’tverydeep inside me.Ithink just the, uh, head slipped in.”

“We should still get you cleaned up though,” he says. “Comeon,I’mtaking you to the

shower.”
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SUNNY

We strip naked and climb in together as soon as the water is hot.Theredoesn’t seem to

be any question of me washing myself.ClearlyKanefeels like he made this mess and

it’s his job to clean it up.

He reaches between my legs and spreads my pussy, letting the warm shower spray

bathe me.ButImoan and twist my hips away, even as he’s trying to clean me.

“What is it, baby—what’s wrong?”Kaneasks, sounding worried.

“I’m just still really tender there,”Itell him. “Probablybecause of, you know, of all the

friction whenIwas rubbing against you.”

His eyes go soft.

“All right, baby—I’llbe more careful.Here, let me use my fingers.”

Two long fingers slide inside my pussy as he washes me thoroughly andImoan and

grind against his hand.I’ma little worried about all the cum that runs down my

thighs—Kanereally came alotand most of it went inside me, it seems.Ithink only the

first spurt ended up on his belly—all the rest went right up in my pussy.

But he only had the head in me,Itell myself.It’sprobably not too bad.SoIspread my

legs and letKanewash me thoroughly to get all of his cum out.

Afterwards, he dries me off with a big towel and does the same for himself.Wego to

bed naked andIdon’t say anything about either of us putting on pajamas

becauseIdon’t want to.Ijust want to be close to him.Iknow it’s probably wrong, but it



just feels soright—so good to be so intimate withKane—to feel his big, hard, bare

body against mine
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“Are you worried?” he asks, asIcuddle naked with him under the covers.

“Becauseyou probably don’t have to be.EventhoughIcame in you, it’s rare for a girl

to get pregnant by one of my people unless she’s also getting knotted.”

“Really?”Ilook up at him, feeling relieved. “So…because you were only in me a little

way and your knot wasn’t inside me…?”

“Youshouldbe all right,” he assures me. “Thoughif you do get pregnant,I’llstand by

you,” he hastens to add. “Iwant you to know that, baby.I’dnever leave you all alone

with a big belly.”

“Thank you,Kane,”Imurmur, pressing against him.

But though his words reassure me, it would be hard to explain to people in town

ifIsuddenly got pregnant.Theywouldn’t understand the love between me and my big

brother—they wouldn’t be able to see thatI’mjust trying to help him get over his time

in prison and accidents happen sometimes.

“Accidents happen, sometimes,”Isay, speaking the thought out loud. “Youdidn’t

mean to slip inside me.Thingsjust got kind of…slipperyand the head went

in.That’snot a big deal, right?”

“Hopefully not,” he acknowledges. “BecauseIknow you don’t want to be carrying my

baby.”

If only things were differentI’dgladly carry his child!I’dbe proud to be pregnant by

him…if only he wasn’t my big brother.Iopen my mouth to say that, butI’mnot



sureIshould.Afterall, we’re already getting a lot closer than we probably should be.

“How’s your little pussy feeling now?”Kaneasks me.Heslips one big hand between

my thighs andIpart for him automatically. “Areyou still feeling tender inside?”

I wonder if he wants to rub against me again?I’mnot sure ifIcan take that much

friction for a second time tonight.

“It’s a little sore,”Isay honestly.

“Poor baby…”Hekisses me softly as he slides one gentle fingertip around my clit.

“Doyou want me to kiss it better?”

I catch my breath asIremember how he “kissed” my nipples better.Doeshe really want

to do that?

“Do you really want to?”Iask him.

“Mmm-hmm.”Inthe dim bedroom, his pale eyes are heavy-lidded. “It’sbeen a long

time sinceI’vetasted pussy, baby.Wouldyou let me taste yours tonight?Wouldyou let

me kiss you all better?”

“Well…if you reallywantto.”Ican’t help remembering howCharlesstopped after trying

for about thirty seconds and announced that it just “wasn’t his thing.”

“I want to.”AndthenKaneis sliding down the bed and flipping back the quilt so he can

get situated between my thighs.Tomy surprise, he grabs one of the pillows and shoves

it under my hips.

“Oh—what are you doing?”Iask breathlessly.



“Want you to see me do this,”Kanegrowls. “Wantyou to watch me kiss your sweet

little pussy all better, baby.”

“O-okay,”Iwhisper breathlessly as he parts my thighs wide and settles between them.

“Watch me,” he growls again.And, holding my gaze with his, he dips his head and

licks my pussy, sliding his tongue right between my lips to caress the aching bud of

my clit.

“Ahh!”Icry and buck my hips, my thighs closing with the intensity of the sensation.

In response,Kaneshakes his head.

“No, baby—you have to be a good girl and stay open for me soIcan kiss you all

better.”

He winds his long, muscular arms around my thighs and splits me wide—holding me

open effortlessly as he ducks his head again.

I moan as he licks me over and over, holding my eyes with his as his tongue glides

over my aching clit.

“Oh…oh,Kane!”Igasp and somehow my hands have found his head and my fingers

are buried in his hair, tugging and urging him on.

Kane doesn’t seem to mind this—he growls low in his throat and keeps licking,

holding me in place as he sends me closer and closer to the edge.

And thenI’mcoming again—my back arching and my toes curling asIexplode against

his tongue.God, it feels so good to be kissed here—to be licked!Inever knew it could

be like this—no other guyI’vebeen with has been interested in doing this to me



butKaneseems to have mastered it as an art form.Heeats my pussy like he’s a starving

man andI’mhis feast.AgainItell myself thatI’mhelping him—giving him what he

needs after those long, lonely years locked away.

He keeps on licking me, guiding me through my orgasm and holding me in place.Ifhe

wasn’t,Iwould probably have gone off the side of the bed.Itfeels so good it’s

impossible to hold still!
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At last,Istart panting and trying to push his head away.

“Kane please—it’s too much!I’mtoo sensitive!”Imoan.

Reluctantly,Ithink, he looks up.Hismouth is shiny with my juices and he licks his lips,

as thoughItaste delicious.

“Sorry, baby,” he growls. “FirstIcome in you and thenIhold you down and lick you

until you’re trying to get away from me.SeemslikeI’mnot being a very good big

brother tonight.”

“It…it’s all right.”I’mstill panting from the pleasure. “Youjust got a little carried

away, that’s all.Likeyou said, it’s been a long time since you, you know, tasted a

woman there.”

“Yes, it’s been alongfucking time,” he agrees and places one more soft kiss on my

open pussy, being careful not to over stimulate me. “Thankyou for letting me taste

you, baby—your soft little pussy is so sweet and hot.”

“You’re welcome.”Ihold out my arms to him. “Butwill you hold me now?I’mgetting

cold.”

“Sure, baby.”Hecomes back up to the top of the bed and pulls me into his arms.

“Youwant to spoon again?”

“Mmm, yes—that’s my favorite way to sleep with you,”Iconfess.



“I like it too.Youfeel so good in my arms.”Heturns me so my back is to his front and

pulls me close.Hisarms go around me and he cups my bare breasts in his big hands

which feels nice.

I bite my lip asIfeel the thick ridge of his cock pressing against my ass.Ican’t help

thinking this is the first time we’ve done naked spooning.Andif his cock slips

between my legs…

But so what if it does?Kanealready came in me tonight.Ofcourse, it was an accident

and he washed it all out really thoroughly, but still, it happened.Sothere’s no use

getting upset if his cock happens to find its way to someplace it probably shouldn’t.

At least,Itell myselfI’mnot going to stress over it.Isigh and snuggle back against

him.Ieven open my thighs in a kind of invitation.

After a moment of hesitation,Ifeel him shift against me and he whispers in my ear,

“You sure about this, baby?”

“Mmm-hmm.”Ispread my thighs wider and press back against him. “Ican’t sleep with

that big old thing poking me all night.Justput it between my legs and we’ll both be

more comfortable.”

“Well, if you’re sure you don’t mind…”

And then the long, thick shaft is sliding between my thighs.Ican’t believe he’s still

hard after coming so much earlier.Butmaybe licking me and kissing me better got

him excited again.

I’m still slippery too and the head of his cock finds its way between my pussy lips

easily and slides over my clit as he settles against me.



“Mmm, baby—Ican feel how wet your pussy is,” he growls in my ear.

“AndIcan feel the head of your cock sliding against me,”Imurmur back.

“Do you want me to move it?” he asks considerately. “Justto be on the safe

side?Imean, you’rereallyslippery, baby—this could be dangerous.”

“No, it’s okay,”Itell him. “Justhold still and try not to slip inside me by

accident—Idon’t need another load of your cream in my pussy tonight.”

“I’ll be careful,” he promises. “Goodnight, baby.”

“Good night,Kane.”

I sigh contentedly and relax completely against him.Iknow it’s hard to believeIcan

feel comfortable sleeping like this with him, but again, it just feels

sonatural.Soright.It’slike my body was waiting for him all my life and now that he’s

finally here,I’malive in a wayInever was before.

I push any guiltI’mtempted to feel aside asIcuddle back against him and sleep finally

finds me.

24

CONNOR

Okay, wereallywent too far tonight.Ihave to admit that asIlay there withSunnyin my

arms.Infact, we’restillgoing too far.We’renaked and her soft little pussy is wrapped

around my cock asIspoon her.Ishouldnotbe doing this with her—especially since she

still thinksI’mher big brother.
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But she doesn’t seem to mind as long as she feels like she’s helping

me.AndnowIhave another reason to stay close to her—I’mstill trying to figure out if

she’s aRecessiveOmegaor not.

Even after having the head of my cock slip into her, (Iswear that was an accident) and

after tasting her pussy,I’mstill not sure if she’s makingslick.Herpussy juicesdotaste a

tiny bit sweeter, but it’s hard to say ifI’mimagining that or not.Also, only the head of

my cock slipped inside her.Ifshe was really producing, the rest of my shaft probably

would have followed.SolikeIsaid, it’s hard to say.

I’m a little worriedImight have gotten her pregnant—but honestly, not

much.EventhoughIshot about a gallon of cum into her, (Weresare always big

producers,) it was a very shallow penetration.Also, whatItold her was true—it’s hard

to get a female pregnant unless you knot her.AndIwasn’t anywhere near that.Really,

just slipping the head in and coming in her was no big deal—right?

I try to tell myself that, butI’mjust not sure.IwishIcould tellSunnythe truth and take

her away from here.Iwant her with me, in my mansion inFairlane.Iwant to shower her

with gifts and jewelry and pretty things.Iwant to make her my mate permanently.

ButI’mbound by this damn lieIconcocted.Ijust don’t know how she’ll respond if she

finds outI’mnot really her brother.Onething aboutSunny—she’s very straightforward

and truthful andIknow she admires that quality in others too.I’mafraid if she found

out about my deception now, she’d hate me and tell me she never wants to see me

again.

SoI’mtrapped.Ihave to keep on beingKane.Butsurely there’s some way to tell her the



truth—a way she would accept and not hate me?

Pondering the problem,Ifinally drift to sleep, hopingI’llcome up with a solution

soon…

25

SUNNY

Kane is still hard whenIwake up and at first,Idon’t know what

happened.WhyamInaked in bed with him and why does he have his shaft between my

thighs?Also, why is the broad head rubbing between my pussy lips and bumping

against my clit? (Thepleasure is what woke me up in the first place.)

Then last night comes rushing back.Iremember rubbing against him…thenIremember

him coming in me.Ohcrap.

I shift against him and feel his shaft move between my pussy lips.Whathappened

didn’t seem like a big deal last night, but this morningI’mwondering ifI’mgoing to be

in trouble when it’s time for my next period.That’sa little under two weeks away

which meansImight even be ovulating right now.

But thenIremember what he said about probably not being able to get me pregnant

unless he knotted me.Andno matter how much cream he pumped into my pussy, it

was only the head of his cock that went into me.Iwas nowhere near taking the rest of

his thick shaft or that monster knot of his.Although,Ican’t help wondering what that

might feel like…

My body is feeling “hungry” again this morning, despite the two intense orgasmsIhad

the night before.Ican’t help noticing thatIfeel kind of empty inside.Ialsonotice that the

head ofKane’scock is now lodged right against the mouth of my pussy…



He seems fast asleep—his breathing is deep and regular.Thisis probably what they

call “morning wood” poking against me—well really, pokingintome, though just a

little bit.

ShouldItry it?

Experimentally,Itilt my hips back and open my thighs a little more.He’sso long and

hard that the head immediately slips inside me, breaching my entrance with no

problem at all.Butthen comes a problem.

Kane has one of those cocks where the shaft gets a lot thicker right below the

head.I’mnot sure ifIcan take even another single inch of him inside me…butIkind of

want to try.

I shift again and spread my thighs even wider.Ifeel a stretching sensation…and then

another thick inch slips in, sliding into my pussy as though it belongs there.Andthen

another…andanother.

OhGod, it feels really good!IknowIshouldn’t be doing this, butIcan’t seem to stop.Itilt

a little further and feel his shaft slide even deeper, my inner walls stretching to take

it…

“Baby?Areyou awake?”

Kane’s voice is deep and sleepy.Ifreeze against him.Ican’t let him know whatIwas

doing!It’stoo embarrassing to admitIwanted to feel him inside me.

Closing my eyes,Igo limp and pretend to sleep.

“Baby?”Heputs a hand on my arm and shakes me gently. “Baby, wake up.”



“Hmm?”Iopen my eyes and pretend to yawn. “What’swrong?”

“What’s wrong isIslipped inside you again.”Kanesounds apologetic, butInotice he’s

not moving—his thick cock is still inside me. “Doyou feel that?” he asks and nudges

in and out, just a tiny bit.

“Um…yes,”Isay.

“We’d better see how deepIam in you.”Kanethrows back the sheet and quilt and we

both look down.

I bite my lip at whatIsee whenIspread my thighs again.Mylittle pussy mouth is

stretched tight around his thick cock and over a half of it is inside me.

“Oh my,”Iwhisper as the impact of whatIdid hits home.Iactually took his cock in

me—which was exactly whatIwasn’tsupposed to do.ButIdidn’t knowIwas taking so

much!Ican’t believe he’s over halfway in me.
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“I’m sorry, baby—Ididn’t mean to do this,”Kanetells me, but he’s still lodged inside

me, neither of us moving.

“It’s okay,”Isay breathlessly. “Imean, likeIsaid last night, accidents happen.Atleast

you didn’t, uh, come in me this time.”

“No andI’mtryingnot to,” he growls softly. “Butyour tight little pussy feels so good

wrapped around me,I’mafraid ifImove too much—even to slide out of you—I’llstart

pumping you full of my cum and give you a creamy pussy.”

Oh crap—Ireally did it now.Ican’t believeIput myself in this position again!

“Maybe if we just relax a minute and don’t move,”Isuggest.Thoughwe have to get up

and get to the diner soon—those pies aren’t going to make themselves.

“I’m really sorry,”Kaneapologizes again, making me feel guilty. “IswearIdidn’t do

this on purpose, baby.Iknow how you feel about letting me put my cock in

you.Andfuck—I’mover halfway in you!”Henudges in and out of me again, just a

little, as though to prove his point.

“It…it’s okay,”Ireassure him breathlessly because it feels so good having him in me.

“Iknow it was an accident.Justtake a deep breath and slide it out of me.”

“Okay,” he says.

We’re still lying on our sides and he slips one big hand under my thigh.



“I’m going to lift your top thigh to open you up some,” he tells me. “You’reso tight

right now—that’s what’s making it so fucking hard not to come.”

We both watch as he lifts my leg, which only shows how deep he is in me and how

tightly my pussy mouth is stretched around his thick shaft.

Slowly, inch by inch,Kanestarts to slide out of me.Ibite my lip asIsee his cock—all

shiny from my juices—slowly coming out of my pussy.Inever would have

guessedIcould get something so big so deep inside me…and yetIcan’t help

wishingIcould feel even more of it.Iwonder ifIcould take his knot…

ThenIremind myself again that he’s my brother andIshouldn’t be thinking that way

about him.Ishould be horrified by whatI’mwatching—his thick cock sliding out of

me.ButIcan’t seem to get upset.Itfeels too good to have him in me andIcan’t lie—part

of me wishes he’d shove it back inside—all of it this time, even the knot.Iknow it’s

bad to think that way, butIcan’t seem to help it.

“God, baby, look how tight you are—look at your soft little pussy wrapped around

my cock,”Kanegrowls. “Youreally took me deep, didn’t you?”

“Not on purpose,”Ilie and then add, “Youfeel so big inside me.”

“That’s because you’re so tight,” he tells me. “God, you feel so good around

me!Fucking…tryingnot to come in you but it’s fucking hard, baby!”

“Take it out slowly,”Itell him. “Justease it out of my pussy.”

“Trying to, baby,” he growls. “Tryingnot to come in you again…”

He’s about halfway out of me as he says this and thenIfeel his cock start to throb and

he curses,



“Fuck!”

A hot jet of his cream fills my pussy and then he’s pulling out as fast as he

can.Buthe’s still coming andIdon’t want it all over my quilt!

Without thinking,Ilean over him and take his spurting cock in one hand, feeding the

head into my mouth.Hotjets of his salty/sweet cinnamon-flavored cream pulse against

my tongue andIswallow as fast asIcan, trying to handle it all.Ican taste my own secret

flavor on his shaft andIlike it…like it a lot, even thoughIknowIshouldn’t.

“Baby, what the fuck?”Kanegrowls hoarsely, looking down to whereI’mkneeling

between his thighs, sucking his cock.Buthe doesn’t try to stop me from swallowing

his cream.Infact, one big hand comes up and he strokes the curtain of hair that has

fallen over my face away so he can watch me doing it. “Fuck—you’re making me

come even harder!” he groans as he sees me sucking and swallowing…sucking and

swallowing.

At last the spurts stop.Igive him one last sucking kiss to get the last of his cream and

then straighten up, my cheeks red with shame.

“I’m sorry,”Isay. “Ijust didn’t want it getting all overNan’squilt!”

“I’m more afraid of whatIgot inside you.DidIcome in you beforeIpulled

out?Spreadyour legs and let me see.”

Obediently,Ilay back on the bed and open my thighs for him.

Kane spreads my pussy lips and groans.

“Looks likeIdid it again, baby,” he says ruefully. “I’mso fucking sorry.”



Looking down,Isee what he means.Whitecream is leaking from my pussy

mouth—it’s clear he got off at least one or two spurts inside me before he pulled out.
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“It’ll be all right,”Isay, trying to put a brave face on it. “Afterall, you came in me last

night too.Ifsomething was going to happen, the damage is already done.”

“It’s still not good for me to flood your pussy with my cum,” he says grimly.

“Evenby accident.”

“But your knot wasn’t in me,”Iprotest. “Imean, you were only about halfway inside

me when you, er, creamed me—so it should be all right.Right?”

“Hopefully.”Hesighs. “Betterget cleaned up, baby.Weneed to get to work.”

I look at the clock.

“Crap!Idon’t even know ifIhave time for a shower!”

“Here.”Kaneparts my thighs again and leans down.

“Hey—what are you doing?”Iask him.

“Giving you a tongue bath, baby.Youcan’t go around with your pussy full of my

cream all day,” he says reasonably.

And then he’s licking me again, bathing my pussy with his tongue and lapping out the

cream he shot inside me asIwatch him, unsure of what to say.Myclit tingles from his

oral attention butIdon’t try to protest or get away—Ijust let him lick me.Ican’t believe

we’re starting our morning like this…somehow our relationship has become a lot

more intimate thanIever intended.



AndIhave no idea where we go from here.

26

CONNOR

I’m almost sureSunny’smakingslicknow—how else could my cock have gotten so

deep in her, especially whileIwas still asleep?Herpussy was really wet and ready,

butIstill didn’t actually expect to slip inside her while we were spooning.

Regardless of how it happened,Inow need to hang aroundSingingRocklong enough to

be absolutely sure of two things.

First,Ihave to know if she’s aRegressiveOmegaor not.Ifshe is, she’s going to need to

be bred around the full moon, if not sooner.Andsecond,Ihave to be sureIdidn’t get her

pregnant.IfIdid,Ican’t leave her—not thatIwant to.Iwant to take her with me whenIgo

back to my old life.

But to do that,I’mgoing to have to find a way to tell her thatI’mnot really her

brother—I’mactually his cellmate who’s been intercepting and answering her letters

for the past two years.Istill don’t know how to manage that.

In the meantime,Sunnydoesn’t seem bothered by what happened between us.She’sher

usual bright, happy self and her pies are just as tasty as ever.Shedoesn’t seem upset

with me, even thoughIcame in her twice.Infact, she’s extra affectionate, giving me

hugs and kisses when no one is looking.

I callBransonon my break and let him knowI’mgoing to be here for a while

longer.Idon’t tell him why and he doesn’t ask.

“Do what you have to do,Sir.Ihave things handled on this end,” he tells me.



“Good man,Branson.Thankyou.”

I hang up with a lighter heart.IguessI’mstaying awhile longer.AndifI’mhonest with

myself,I’mgladIhave to.Ican’t abandonSunnyuntilIknow if she’s anOmegaor if she’s

pregnant—or both.Thoughto be honest, if sheisanOmega, it would be almost

impossible to get her pregnant without knotting her.

Also, if she’s anOmega, she might be having some cravings of her own.Asthey get

closer to theirHeatCycle, femaleWeresstart needing penetration and male

seed.Whichmight be one reason she was so quick to swallow mine this morning.

If she does turn out to be aWere,I’mgoing to have to explain the entireWereworld to

her.Allabout how maleWereshave aWolfinside and femaleWereshaveHeatCyclesand

need to be bred…that’s going to be a fun discussion.

I decideI’mgoing to wait a while longer and see if her breasts start making

nectar.Thatwill be a sure sign she’s anOmega.Also, it will be closer to the full

moon.MostWerescan’t shift unless there’s a full moon outside, thoughI’veheard

theRoyalWerescanShiftwhenever they want.

As for me, sinceI’maRogueAlpha,Ihave a little more control over myShifts.Ican turn

into myWolfa few days before the full moon and a few days after it.IfIcan wait until

that window to tellSunny, thenIcanShiftto myWolfand prove to herI’mnot crazy and

making up weird werewolf stories.

So for now,Ijust need to keep the wholeWerething under wraps and

wait.Also,IknowIneed to cool things down withSunny.IfI’mnot careful,I’mgoing to

end up full-on fucking her andIknowIshouldn’t do that…no matter how fucking

badlyIwant to.

I just need a little more time,Itell myself.Alittle time beforeItell her everything.



I have no idea how short the timeIhave left withSunnyis or howI’mgoing to regret my

silence…

27
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SUNNY

Kane seems subdued when we get back to my house that evening.Hegoes around

making measurements of the doors and windows that need the wood around them

replaced as well as a few other places in my house that could use some work.

I get bored and go shower, putting on another short little nighty.Buteven though it’s

see-through and shows my breasts and nipples clearly—and this timeI’mnot wearing

any panties—Kaneseems determined not to look at me.

“Do you want to watch a movie?”Iask him at last, whenIget tired of trailing around

watching him taking measurements.

He shakes his head.

“Maybe we should just go to bed.Andmaybe tonightIought to sleep on the couch.”

“What?Why?”Idemand, putting a hand on my hip.

Kane gives me a level look.

“You really have to ask?Icame in youtwice, baby.Youmight be pregnant right

now.Imean,Idoubt it, but it’s fucking possible.Weneed to cool things down.”

Oh so he’s upset aboutthat.IguessIcan’t blame him.Actually,Ishould be more upset

myself—Idon’t know whyI’mnot.Itjust feels so real with him—soright.It’slike we’re

meant to be together.Hedoesn’t feel like my brother—it’s more like he’s a missing



piece of my heart that finally came back to me.Iknow that doesn’t make sense but it’s

howIfeel.

“Come sit and talk with me.”Ilead him over to the sofa and we settle there, side-by-

side. “Kane,”Itell him. “YouknowI’mnot mad at you about what we did, right?”

He sighs.

“Well, maybeI’mmad at myself.Ishouldn’t have let things go so far.”

“Things just kind of happen sometimes,”Icounter. “Butthat doesn’t mean you should

beat yourself up about it.It’sbeen a long time since you’ve been with a

woman—Ithink you’re doing great.”

“Thanks.”Hegives a harsh laugh. “Butcoming inside you twice when you’re not on

any kind of birth control isn’t doing fucking great.”Heshakes his head. “I’mjust not

sure howIgot inside you this morning—especially so deep!Ican imagine just the head

slipping in butIwas halfway in you, baby—your tight little pussy was almost full of

my cock.”

His words make me squeeze my thighs together asIremember that sight of my pussy

impaled on his thick length.I’mso wet right now!MaybeIshould have worn panties

with this little nightgown.

“I don’t want you to be upset with yourself for that,”Itell him. “BecauseI…have a

confession to make.”

Kane frowns.

“A confession?Whatdo you mean?”



“I mean…you didn’t slip into me by accident this morning,”Iadmit. “Iwoke up before

you and well,Icould feel you right at my entrance andIwas curious about how it

would feel to have, you know, more than just the head inside me.”

Kane’s eyebrows lift.

“So…you’re saying you slid my cock into your pussy yourself?”

My cheeks are burning asInod and hang my head.

“ButIdidn’t mean for it to get so deep in me,”Isay, pleadingly. “Icouldn’t see

anything because we were under the covers.IfIhad knownIwas putting so much of

you in me…Imean,Ijust kept backing up and you kept sliding in deeper and deeper

and…it just got out of control.Inever meant for you to come in me again, though.”

“Hey, baby…it’s all right.”Heputs a finger under my chin and lifts my face so we’re

eye-to-eye again. “I’mnot mad at you for experimenting a little,” he tells me softly.

“It’sokay to be curious.”Helets his eyes travel over my body. “Itkind of looks like

you’re feeling curious again tonight, though.Ican see everything through this little

gown.”Hecups one of my breasts and thumbs the nipple lightly, making me moan.

“I’m sorryIlied to you about how you got inside me,”Isay, feeling relieved that he’s

forgiving me. “Youknow that’s not usually my way.Ijust felt…embarrassed.”

“You don’t have to be embarrassed,”Kanesays.Hesighs. “Actually,I’mthe one who

ought to be embarrassed.Ican’t believeIcouldn’t even pull out of you without

coming!Iused to have better control.”

My heart starts to beat faster.

“You mean…?”



“I meanIshould have been able to pull out of you without painting the inside of your

pussy with my cream,” he growls. “BeforeIwas in prison,Icould have done it—Icould

have pushed my cock to the hilt in your tight little cunt and pulled it out again

without spilling a drop.”Heshakes his head. “It’sbeen so long sinceI’vebeen with a

woman,IguessI’velost my touch.”
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“Maybe…”Iclear my throat. “Doyou want to, you know, practice some?Imean, to try

and regain your control?”

He gives me a level look.

“Now, baby—how the fuck wouldIpractice that?”

“I could help you,”Ioffer.I’mtrying to sound calm but my heart is pounding. “Idon’t

mind,Kane.If…if you need to, you know, practice your control,I’dbe willing to help

you do that.”

He raises an eyebrow.

“And how could you help me, exactly?”

“You could…you know, put your cock all the way inside me,”Ioffer. “Andthen hold

it there for a while before pulling out.That’sall.”Ishrug, like it’s no big deal but

actually my body is aching for this.Mypussy feels so empty and my nipples feel tight,

like they need to be sucked.

“Oh, that’sall?”Hegives me an incredulous look. “Areyou serious, baby?”

“Of course,I’mserious!”Itell him, frowning. “Iwouldn’t offer ifIwasn’t.”

“Well,Iknow you well enough to take you at your word.”Kanelooks me up and down

again. “Butare you sure you want me to put my cock in you on purpose?”



“If it helps you, then yes,Iwant you to do it,”Isay with certainty. “Anythingto help

you feel better,Kane.”

“Well, it would definitely help me feelgood, that’s true enough,” he growls and tugs

my nipple, making me squirm.

“But you have to really trynotto come in me,”Isaid, my voice coming out

breathless.I’malready climbing into his lap, straddling his hips.God,Iwant him in me

so badlyIcan hardly breathe! “Canyou do that,Kane?”

“I promiseI’llfucking try.”Hepulls down his sweatpants and his cock springs free,

already leaking precum. “Doyou want to use a condom?Icould go get one,” he offers.

I shake my head.

“No, like you said, you came in me twice already.Anydamage that could be done, is

already done.Youmight as well go in me bare.Besides, it feels better that way so it

should help you work on your control more—right?”

“You’re fucking right that it feels better.Italso takes a hell of a lot more self control to

pull out without coming when you go in bare,” he growls.

“All right then, do it.”Ipull up the short hem of my nighty, showing my naked pussy

which is already wet and ready for him.

“God, baby—look how wet you already are!”Kanegroans. “Ithink this little pussy

reallyneedsto be filled with my cock.”

He rubs the head of his cock against my pussy, parting my outer lips and sliding

against my clit untilIgasp and wiggle on his lap.



“Please,Kane!”Imoan. “Doit—put it in me!”

Kane gives me a serious look. “Iwill.ButI’mnotgoing to fuck you or put my knot in

you.That’staking too much of a risk.Allright?Nofucking and no knotting—just

pushing all the way inside you and then pulling out again.”

“That’s fine,”Isay breathlessly, though to be honest,Iwant to feel him fucking and

knotting me too, even thoughIknowIshouldn’t. “Goon,Kane—put your cock in me

and slide it in deep—all the way inside my pussy.”

“You got it, baby.”Hefits the broad head of his cock to the mouth of my pussy and we

both watch as he starts to slide inside me.

It’s an erotic sight, my tight little pussy stretched around his big shaft as he enters

me.Imoan softly asIfeel my inner walls stretch to take him.HowamIable to open

enough for such a thick cock?ButIam—it’s working.Weboth watch as he passes the

halfway mark—which is as far as he got this morning—and then goes even

deeper.BeforeIknow it,Ican feel the broad head of his shaft kissing the mouth of my

womb.

“There you go, baby,”Kanegrowls. “I’mall the way inside you—my cock is all the

way in your pussy.Allbut the knot.”

“I don’t see…see how the knot can fit, though,”Isay breathlessly. “Imean,Ican feel

you pressing against the end of my channel…”Iwiggle my hips, trying to make some

room inside butKanegrabs my waist and shakes his head.

“Don’t move like that baby.Notunless you want me coming in you really deep this

time.”

“Sorry.”Isubside obediently onto his lap.I’venever felt so full in my life…but it



feelsreallygood.

“How long shouldIhold it in you before pulling it out?”Kaneasks, in a slightly

strained voice.
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“As long as you can stand to,”Itell him.God, it feels really good to have him all the

way in me!Well, all but the knot.Istill wonder how that works. “Howdo you get the

knot in, though?”Iask again.

“Oh, that happens after the first timeIcome,” he says. “See, having my cream inside

you helps the mouth of your womb open up for the head of my cock.Onceit slips into

you, that makes more room down below for the knot to enter your pussy.”

“It does?”Ifeel intrigued by this idea. “So, what happens after the knot goes in?”

“Then it swells to tie us together soIcan come in you over and over, baby,” he growls.

“NotthatIwould.ButifIwas breeding you,I’dfill you with so much cum it would make

a little bump in your belly.Here.”Helays one big hand over my lower belly.

“You’dactually look pregnant for a little while until your body absorbed it all.”

“You mean, it wouldn’t all run out, when you pulled out of me?”Iask breathlessly.

He shakes his head.

“No, baby.See, my body also makes some sealing compounds.Soonce the head of my

cock came out, your inner entrance would close and keep my cream inside your

womb—you’d have a much better chance of getting pregnant that way.Weactually

had a saying about that in my pack—‘Alittle belly during breeding means a big belly

nine moons later.’”

I try to imagine having his cum fill me so muchIhave a slightly pregnant belly and

can’t quite do it.Butthen again,Icouldn’t have imagined having his cock buried hilt



deep inside me a few days ago either.Yethere we are.

“How are you feeling?”Iask, wiggling my hips again—but just a little. “Doyou think

you could pull out of me without coming?”

“I think so.Thetalking helps,” he growls and grips my hips. “Getready, baby,I’mgoing

to try to slide out without giving you a creamy pussy.”

I moan softly as he starts to pull out of me.Partof me can’t believe we’re doing

this…but part never wants it to end.WhydoIfeel so drawn toKane?Whydoes it feel

like we’re meant to be together?

He gets halfway out of me whenIfeel his shaft start to grow bigger and he growls,

“Oh, fuck…”

“It’s okay—it’s all right,”Itell him.Isqueeze my inner muscles tight automatically,

trying to help him hold out.Butit’s clear from his clenched jaw he’s having a hard

time. “Deepbreaths,”Itell him, wishing my own voice wouldn’t sound so breathless.

“Breathethrough it,Kane.”

“Fuck baby—don’t know ifIcan do this!Youfeel so good around me—like your soft

little pussy is just milking the cum right out of me!” he growls.

“No, you’ve got this,”Itell him. “Youcan do it—hang in there,Kane!”

We stay still in that position for another long minute and then he relaxes a little.

“Okay,IthinkIcan do it now,” he says.Andwith one long, smooth motion, he pulls all

the way out of me.



“That was excellent!”Itell him, though nowIfeel empty inside. “Nowlet’s try it

again.”

“Try it again?”Kaneshakes his head. “Idon’t know, baby.Youdon’t know how

closeIwas to coming in you!”

“Doing it just once isn’t really practice,”Isay firmly. “Comeon,Kane—we need to

work on this.”

“Well, if you’re sure…”Andhe pushes back into me, both of us watching as my pussy

is once again impaled on his thick cock.

This time,Idon’t make it easy on him.Iwiggle my hips and when he tries to get me to

stop,Ishake my head.

“No, you need a little stimulation.Ican’t let you off easy every time.”

Kane grits his teeth and endures it.Somehowhe manages not to come even

thoughI’mpractically riding him by the end.

He keeps on doing it, too—he slides his cock inside me and pulls out successfully

without coming six times.It’snot until the seventh when we have an accident.

It’s my fault, actually.Becauseby this time,I’mreally doing my best to test his

willpower.Ihave my hands on his broad shoulders andI’mlifting and lowering

myself—pretty much fucking myself on his thick cock.

“God, baby—you’d better stop that!” he warns me. “Youdon’t know how close you

are to getting your pussy filled with my cum!”

“I’m not afraid.”Ilift my chin. “Ifyou come in me, you come in me.Afterall, you’ve



already spurted in my pussy twice already.Idon’t care if it happens again.”

I don’t know if it’s whatI’mdoing or whatI’msaying that pushes him over the

edge—maybe it’s a combination of both.ButIhearKanegroan,
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“Oh fuck—here it comes!”

And then something hot and wet is spurting deep inside me.

I say deep because the head of his cock is pressed right to the end of my channel this

time.IknowIought to pull off him as fast asIcan, butIfigure that the damage is done

now and besides,Idon’t want to ruin the couch.Soinstead of pulling off,Ihold onto his

broad shoulders and settle myself more firmly in his lap, taking him as deep asIcan as

he continues to spurt.

“Fuuuuck,”Kanegroans, his hands tightening on my hips. “Comingso hard inside you,

baby!”

“It…it’s all right,”Itell him. “Don’tworry—if you need to come in me, go ahead and

do it.Fillme with your cum,Kane—Idon’t mind.”

“You should mind, baby!” he groans. “I’mcoming sodeepin you!Fuck!”

“It’s okay,”Iassure him breathlessly. “It’sall right,Kane.Keepcoming until you

finish.It’sall right.”

He takes me at my word andIfeel him pulsing inside me over and over, hot spurts of

his cream coating the mouth of my womb.AndthenIfeel another sensation…it’s like

that mouth inside me is opening and starting to suck the head of his cock deeper

inside me.Atthe same time,Ifeel the thick swelling of his knot beginning to enter

me…



“Whoa, baby!”Kanegrips my hips harder and drags me off of him.I’mstill straddling

his lap, but now his cock is free of my pussy.

“Why did you do that?”Igasp and look down as his cream runs down my thighs in

rivulets.

“No knotting, remember?”Helooks at me grimly. “Youreallywillget pregnant if we do

that—Icould feel myself sliding deeper inside you.”

I could feel it too, but that doesn’t meanIwanted him to stop!Ihave this feeling that if

only he would knot me, we could be together forever.Iknow it sounds strange and

crazy, butIcan’t help it—that’s howIfeel.

“Fuck,Ireally filled you up, didn’tI?”Kanelifts the hem of my nighty and looks

ruefully at his cream coating my thighs.

“It’s all right—we knew we were taking a risk,”Itell him. “I’mnot mad at you for

coming in me,Kane—Iknew it might happen whenIoffered to help you work on your

control”

“I really tried not to but your soft little pussy is sotight.Feelslike it was just made for

my cock.”Hesighs and runs a hand through his hair. “Well,IguessIshould get you

cleaned up.”

But before we can get off the couch to go to the showerIhear aclickand the front door

is thrown open.Charlesstrides in and stops dead in his tracks, staring at me

andKaneboth half-naked on the couch.

“What the fuck is going on in here?” he demands.

28



SUNNY

“Charles, what are you doing here?”Idemand, trying unsuccessfully to cover

myself.Theshort nightyIhave on is completely see-through.Addthat to the fact

thatKane’scock is still out and his cum is all over my thighs and there’s no hiding

what’s been going on.

Damn it,Inever should have givenCharlesa key!

Charles stares at me blankly and shakes his head.

“I can’t believe this,” he says. “Andto think,Icame here tosaveyou!”

“Save me from what?”Iask.I’mfeeling angry and defensive. “Ifyou’re going to start

again about how my brother is going to ‘snap’ at any moment?—”

“That man isnotyour brother.”Charlespoints atKaneand his faces twists in disgust.

“ThoughIguess that’s a good thing, considering what the two of you have obviously

been doing together.”

“What are you talking about?”Isnap. “OfcourseKaneis my brother!”

“That manisn’tyour brotherKane, though,”Charlessays, glaring at him. “Iwent to the

prison to check things out.Yourbrother—yourrealbrother,KaneMichaelBlack—just

got out andIwas able to talk to him.Look—this is him!”

He holds out his cellphone andIsee a picture of a manIdon’t recognize.He’sbig and

burly with a shaved head and a thick black beard and mustache.Hehas tattoos all over

his neck and chest and arms.Buthe also has the same eyesIdo—the same unusual

amber color that everyone always remarks on.Still, this can’t be right, can

it?Imean,Charlesmustbe lying because he’s jealous.



I look atKane…and he won’t meet my eyes.

“Please,”Ibeg him. “Pleasetell me this isn’t true!You’reKane, aren’t you?”
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He opens his mouth, butCharlesis already talking again.

“That man—the man you’ve obviously beenfucking—was your brother’s

cellmate.Notonly that—he was in prison formurder.”

“Murder?”Ican’t believe this—it keeps getting worse!

“By the way, the realKanetold me he never answered a single one of your

letters.Tobe honest,Irather doubt he’s even literate.”Charlessniffs.Clearlyhe doesn’t

approve of my brother—myrealbrother.

I let that thought sink in.Canit really be true?

I look back atKaneagain…or whatever his name is.

“Tell me,”Isay, my voice shaking. “Tellme what’s going on.AreyouKaneor not?”

“No,” he says heavily. “But, baby,Ican explain?—”

“No!”Ifeel sick and my voice is shaking butIknow what to do.Iscramble off his lap

and ohGod—his cum is still leaking out of me, running down my thighs!I’vebeen

fucking a manIdon’t evenknow.

“Baby…Sunny…” he begins again.

“No!”Ishout. “No, get out!Getout of my house right now!”



“I wanted to tell you!” he says, standing and pulling up his sweatpants. “Look, your

letters saved my life!Ijust couldn’t?—”

“You lied to me.”Myvoice is cold now—cold and hard though insideIfeel like

screaming and crying. “Youlied for two whole years and pretended to be my big

brother.Thenyou came here and took advantage of me—took advantage of how

badlyIwanted to have family back in my life.”

“But, baby?—”

“I want you out.”Ipoint at the front door. “Getyour things and leave—now!”

“But there are thingsIneed to tell you—things you have to know about

yourself.Aboutwhat we are,” he says desperately. “RememberItold you about my

people?Well, you’re one of them.Youneed to know?—”

“The only thingIneed is for you to be gone,”Isay.

“You heard her—get out!”Charlessnaps.

Kane…no, notKane—the man who impersonated my brother—gives him a dark look

but it’s clear he’s finally going.Hegoes to the bedroom and comes back with the keys

to his truck and his cellphone and nothing else.Ishe not even going to take his

clothes?

I tell myselfIdon’t care.Hecan leave the house naked if he wants to, as long as he

leaves.

Charles stands by the door like a sentry with his chest all puffed out but the man who

pretended to beKanewalks past him without even looking.Then, at the doorway, he

turns and looks at me one last time.



“I’m sorry,Sunny,” he says and his deep voice is quiet and sincere. “Inever meant to

hurt you.”

Then he’s gone, into the night, andI’msureI’llnever see him again.

29

CONNOR

Fuck that fucking boyfriend ofSunny’s!Ican’t believe he blew my cover like

that.Ishould have known better—should have knownIcouldn’t keep my lie going

forever.

I get in the beat-up pickup truck and start the motor, revving the engine in pure

rage.Iwant to go back inside and wrap my fingers around that fuckingCharles’ skinny

throat and choke the fucking life out of him!

But that would only makeSunnymore upset.Shealready feels betrayed and lied to

andIcan’t fucking say thatIblame her.Shewasbetrayed and lied to andI’mthe one who

lied to her.I’mthe one who betrayed her.Evenif she was willing to listen to me,Idoubt

she’d ever believe another word that came out of my mouth.

The relationshipIhad with her is done—it’s over.Thebridge is burned and there’s no

going back.There’snothing for me to do now but go home toFairlaneand go back to

my old life—the oneIhad before prison.

I put the truck in gear and roar off, through the empty roads ofSingingRock—the

roads that feel as empty as my heart.
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Sunny’s gone andIknowI’mnever getting her back.

30

SUNNY

“Go clean yourself up—you’re disgusting!”Charlesmakes a revolted face as he looks

at me, standing there in the middle of the living room.

“Yes, all right,”Isay mechanically.Ifeel likeI’min shock for now but any

minuteI’mgoing to break down.It’slike someone shot me through the heart

andIhaven’t quite realizedI’mdead yet.

I wander out of the living room in a daze.Ican’t believe this—it can’t be true!Butit

is—it feels like a terrible dream but every timeIpinch myselfIdon’t wake

up.BecauseI’malready awake and this is the awful reality of my life.

It hits me asIstep into the shower—Idon’t even know his real name.Theman

pretending to beKane—Idon’t know who he is.AndnowIguessI’llnever know.

How could he fool me like that?Iwas such an idiot, believing he was my

brother!Whoeverhe is, he’s been lying to me foryears.Stealingthe lettersIsent to the

realKaneand answering them.Howcould he do that to me?Whatkind of sick bastard

pretends for so long to be someone else?

I rememberCharles’sother accusation—that the man is a murderer and that’s why he

went to prison.Thethought makes me shiver with fear.Tothink,Iwas sleeping with



him—Ihad him in my bed!Hecould have killed me in my sleep!

AsIwash myself off and watch the stranger’s seed get washed down the drain,Ifeel

sick.Iguess there’s one bright spot in this whole mess.IfIdoturn out to be pregnant, at

least it won’t be my brother’s baby.

Actually,Ican’t believe everythingIdid with him while thinking he was my

brother.WhattheHellis wrong with me?It’slikeIwas under a spell.Iwent further and

further with him—let’s be real,Iactually let him fuck me!WhywouldIdo

that?WhydidIthink it was okay?

Because he never felt like your brother,whispers a little voice in my head.Andit’s

true.Ifelt an intense attraction to him—to the stranger—but my emotions for him

weren’t familial in any way.Maybedeep down,Iknew he wasn’t really related to

me.Iguess that’s whyIallowed myself to go so far with him.

But what ifI’mpregnant?Pregnantwith a murderer’s baby?Allthat crap he told me

about howIprobably couldn’t get knocked up unless he was “knotting” me must be a

lie too, right?Andthen sayingIwas one of his “people”—whatever that

means—whileIwas kicking him out.Anotherlie.Allof it, lies.

I feel likeImight puke.

By the timeIleave the shower,Charlesis gone.Atleast he locked the door behind

him.I’mguessing he andIare over now—not thatIcare.Ijust hope he doesn’t start

spreading rumors about me around town.Whatwould the rest ofSingingRockthink of

me if they knewI’dbeen fucking a manIthought was my brother?Mylife here would be

over.

I have to stop thinking like this.IwishIcould stop thinking at all.Itake out the bottle of

sleeping pillsIusually only use once in a while.Ipour a whole handful out into my



hand…

ThenIput all but two of them back.I’mnot going to let this break me!Otherwomen

have been fooled by con artists before.Iwatched a whole documentary last week

about a woman who sent her entire life’s savings to some guy who contacted her

onFaceBookand pretended to be in love with her.Shedidn’t get a cent of it back, but

she didn’t kill herself.

“I’m not going to let this break me,”Isay out loud. “Iwillget through it.”

I take the two pills and get into bed.I’mnot going to cry,Itell myself.I’mjust going to

go to sleep.WhenIwake up tomorrow, it will be a new day andI’llbe fine.

But the bed feels so big and empty without him—without the stranger who pretended

to beKane.Hewas only in my life for a few days—less than a week—so why does it

hurt so bad now that he’s gone?Whydoes it feel like he carved out my heart with a

dull knife and took it with him when he left?

I can’t help myself—Istart to cry.Isob myself to sleep, wishingIwas dead,

knowingI’llnever see him again.

31

CONNOR

The trip back toFairlaneis a bleak one and it passes in a kind of dark blur.Partof that

is becauseI’mdriving at night but part of it is becauseI’mso fucking

depressed.TheWolfinside me howls mournfully and insists that we’re leaving our

mate behind.Wehave to go back –we have to go get her!

I try to shut him up but it’s not easy.HowcanIexplain such a complicated problem to



the most simple and straightforward part of myself?Ican’t—theWolfis miserable,

even more miserable than me, if that’s possible.

I can’t help thinking of my time withSunny—running through the few precious days

and nightsIspent with her over and over in my mind.HowcouldIfuck it up so

badly?Whydidn’tItell her right away thatIwasn’tKane?Ishould have explained

everything right from the start.Hell,Ishould have explained it in my very first letter.

But it’s too late now—it’s all too late.She’sgone and there’s no getting her

back—I’mfucking sure of that.

WhenIfinally get back to the mansion,Ijust sit in the driveway for a while.Thisis my

family home—a beautifulGeorgianRevivalstyle set on top of a hill with rolling

parklands all around.There’sa stable on the grounds—my mom and my sister both

loved riding—as well as anOlympicsized swimming pool, a tennis court, a movie

theater, and a two-lane bowling alley.It’sopulent…but empty—Ihave no one to share

it with.

At lastIget out of the truck.Ifumble with my keys before remembering that we had

just changed the locks to faceIDscanners beforeIwent to prison.Ilook into the camera

for a long time and from several different angles before the lock finally clicks

open.Yeah,IknowIlook different.Ididn’t have the scar on my face the last timeIwas

here.Orthe scars on my heart.

Inside everything feels musty and unused, even thoughIknow thatBransonhas maids

comes in once a week to air the place out.AllIsee are ghosts—ghosts of

myMomandDadand of my little sister,Bethany.They’reall gone now—Ihave the place

to myself, onlyIdon’t want it.
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I wander through the empty halls untilIfinally find my bedroom.Itlooks the same way

it did beforeIleft for prison.Iused to lay on the thin, dirty mattress in my cell and

dream of the hugeCaliforniaKing-sized bed in the middle of this room.Ithas a

luxurious memory foam topped mattress and it’s covered in a designer dark green and

brown comforter with gold trim—the epitome of comfort and quiet luxury.

I’m looking at my bed but not seeing it.Instead,I’mthinking ofSunny’sbed with its

cheerful patchwork quilt made by herNan.Ithink of holding her in it, caressing her

and spooning her small, curvy body, kissing her, making her come…

I make myself stop picturing the past.I’llnever hold her again.

I look at the bed once more.Rightnow,Icouldn’t care less whereIsleep.Ifeel like my

heart has been torn out andIdon’t give a fuck ifIeven wake up the next morning.

I’ve been driving for hours andIneed a shower.ButifItake one,I’llwash the last

ofSunny’sscent off my skin—Ican’t fucking bear to do that.

I fall into bed, dirty and miserable, and try to get some sleep.Butevery timeIclose my

eyesIsee her—her beautiful face and big, gorgeous eyes, her sweet, kissable mouth

and the freckles on the bridge of her nose.Ikeep remembering how kind she was—and

how she could get bossy in that adorable way of hers.

I wishIcould hold her in my arms just one more time.IwishIcould explain what really

happened and apologize for fucking up her life, butI’mafraid she won’t want any

contact with me at all now.Hell, she doesn’t even know whoIam!Shejust knows me as

some guy who impersonated her brother.



I need to let her go—to leave her alone.ButI’malmost sure she really is

aRepressedOmega.Ineed to let her know what’s going to start happening to

her—she’s going to have aHeatCycleand her breasts are going to fill with nectar.Hell,

she’s going to need to be bred—her desire for male seed, both in her pussy and in her

mouth, is going to be insatiable.

Sunny needs to know what’s heading her way like a freight train barreling down the

tracks she’s tied to.

But why would she believe anythingIsay now?I’ma liar and a cheat and a murderer to

her.Ican’t believe that fuckingCharleseven dug up my charge!ThoughI’msure he

didn’t get into the details of whoIkilled and why.Ihad a fucking good reason for

whatIdid.

I can’t just send her a letter explaining she hasWerewolfblood in her.She’sbeen raised

as a human—she’ll thinkI’mcrazy.Hell, she probably already thinks that.Whoelse but

a crazy person would pretend to be someone else’s brother for two long

years?She’llprobably rip up anythingIsend her or delete any emails or texts.She’snot

going to want to hear from me again at all.

My brain goes on like that, all fucking night.IswearIdon’t get a wink of sleep.Bythe

timeIcallBransonand ask him to come over the next day,Ifeel more exhausted

thanIever have in my life.Evenmy first day of prison wasn’t this hard—and believe

me, it was fuckingrough.

My fatigue and misery must show on my face becauseBransontakes one glance at me

and looks extremely concerned.

“Mr.Lowell…Connor.Whathappened?” he asks. “Ifyou don’t mind me saying so, you

lookterrible.Didsomething go amiss with your errand?”



“You could say that,”Isay grimly. “Thewhole situation went straight toHell,Branson.”

“Ah,Isee.”Hecomes into the mansion’s study and sits down in one of the leather

wingback chairs.Allaround us are shelves full of leather-bound books.Thiswas my

father’s favorite room in the house when he was still alive.

I sit across from him, looking into the empty fireplace but seeing nothing

butSunny’sface.

“Would you care to discuss it,Sir?”Bransonasks. “Youknow your business will be

kept in strictest confidence.Sometimesone just needs to talk.”

Branson is right—Idoneed to talk.Itell him everything.HowIstarted writing toSunnyin

the first place…howIonly meant to stop bySingingRockfor an hour or two and how

an hour stretched into a day and a night and the rest of the timeIwas there.

“I fell in love with her,Branson,”Iadmit heavily. “ButIfucked it all up.Herfucking

boyfriend found out my real identity and came and told her.Shekicked me out—can’t

say thatIblame her.”

“I see.”Bransonis quiet for a long time andIdon’t rush his thoughts.I’mtoo busy

staring into the fireplace and wishingIcould seeSunny, just one more time.

“So you say that you think she might be aRepressedOmega?” he asks at

last.Bransonisn’t aWere—he’s pure human.Butmy father trusted him implicitly, so he

knows all our family secrets as well as our history asWeres.

“Yes,Ithink she really could be,”Isay. “IfI’mright, her firstHeatCycleis on the way

and she’s going to need to be bred.”

“That could be an opportunity for you,Sir,”Bransonpoints out. “Ifshe reaches a



certain point where her, er,needoutweighs her aversion, you might be able to reason

with her then.”

“There’s no reasoning with aWerebitch in heat,Branson,”Isay flatly. “There’snothing

but fucking—breeding.AndIdon’t want to do that to her without explaining what

happened first.”

“But you fear she won’t want to speak to you or read any letters or emails you send?”

he asks.

I shake my head.

“Sunny doesn’t like liars.Shehates me now for whatIdid andIdon’t really blame

her.She’ssweet, but she can hold a grudge.Idon’t think she’ll forgive me.”

“Well, it seems to me that all we can do is watch the situation and keep an eye on her

to see if she starts exhibiting outward signs of havingWereblood,”Bransonsays.

“That’s whatIwas trying to do.”Irake a hand through my hair. “Iwas waiting to see if

her breasts filled with nectar.Ifthey did,Iwas going to explain everything to her—not

just theWerepart but also the fact thatIwasn’t really her brother.”
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“I can put a tail on her,”Bransonoffers. “Someoneto keep an eye and see if she’s

showing any signs.PerhapsanotherWere, who can smell it if her scent changes?”

“That’s a good idea.”Inod slowly. “Butmake sure it’s a femaleWere,”Iadd darkly.

“Ican’t fucking stand the idea of some other male breeding her.”

“I can do that,”Bransonsays. “I’llhave someone go there immediately.Ifshe does go

into—what do you call it? ‘BreedingFever’—thenI’llhave you informed at

once.Youcan decide what to do from there.”

“Thank you,Branson.”Isigh tiredly. “Iguess that’s the best we can do for

now.Ofcourse, she still might turn out to be human, butIdoubt it—Ithink she

hasWereblood for sure.”

“We’ll soon see,”Bransonmurmurs. “Thefull moon isn’t that far off.”

“I know.”Ishake my head. “God,Ishould have told her earlier.ButIwanted to wait

untilIcouldShiftand prove it to her so she didn’t thinkIwas crazy.”

“Hindsight, as they say,Sir, is twenty-twenty.”Bransonrises and places a comforting

hand on my shoulder. “Takecourage—this too shall pass.Ido believe it will work out

in the end.”

I wishIhad his confidence.Butat least talking to him has put my mind slightly more at

ease.

“Thanks,Branson,”Itell him.



But what shouldIdo ifSunnysuddenly goes intoBreedingFever?ShouldIbring her here

to my mansion and breed her myself?TheMoonGoddessknowsIwant to, but would

she ever trust me again after that?

I just don’t know—Idon’t know anything.IguessI’llhave to play this situation as it

goes and just hope for the best.

In the meantime, there’s nothing to do but wait.
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The next week is possibly one of the worst of my life and that’s including the

timeIspent grieving after firstNan, thenDaddyand thenMommapassed.Ihate the man

who pretended to be my brother.Butat the same time,Ican’t deny it—Imisshim.

FakeKane, asI’vestarted calling him in my mind, seemed so sweet and kind.Hewas so

understanding—we could talk for hours and never run out of things to say.Andthen

there was the way he made me feel…sexually.

Now that he’s gone,I’mhaving a hard time admitting whatIdid with him.Whatwas

wrong with me, acting like that whenIthought he was my brother?DidIgo crazy for a

little while?Hejust felt sorightto me—like we belonged together.Whichis insane,

right?

Of course,Ihave to explain toCookiethatFakeKanewasn’t who he said and that he’d

been lying to all of us.Cookieis sympathetic and tells me not to worry about it—it’s

not my fault.Heoffers to get me someone else to help with the pies in the morning,

butItell him no.I’drather be alone—it would be too painful to work with someone else

now thatFakeKaneis gone.



Cookie does hire someone else though—a nice new girl namedSamantha—Samfor

short.She’sapparently living with her aunt in the next town over and needs a

job.Shetakes over the dishwashing and table bussing.

Sam’s very efficient but every timeIlook over and see someone else

besidesFakeKanespraying off the dishes or clearing the tables,Ifeel it like a stab in the

heart.Shetries to make small-talk with me, butIjust can’t.I’mnot rude, butI’mnot

interested in getting close to anyone new for a while.

Speaking of being close to someone,Annabellesidles up to me about two days

afterFakeKaneleft and asks me ifI’mokay.

“You can seeI’mnot,”Isnap at her.Infact,Iburned a whole batch

ofRaspberryRipplepies that morning.Ihaven’t burned anything

inyears.YouknowI’mgoing through it when my oven-sense is off.

“Sorry!”Annabelleholds up her hands in a “don’t shoot” gesture. “Iwas wondering

because, well…because of somethingCharlesis saying around town.”

“What?”Ifeel sick.Thisis my greatest fear.CharlesandIhaven’t spoken since he caught

me andFakeKaneon the couch butIwas hoping he would keep what he saw to himself.

Which was foolish, really.Charleshas always been a terrible gossip.He’sone of those

people who likes to know everyone’s business so he can spread it all

around.Andbecause he works at hisDad’sdealership and knows so many people, he

has a lot to spread.

“What is he saying?”Idemand ofAnnabelle.

She shifts uncomfortably and won’t meet my eyes.



“He’s saying he, uh, saw you and the guy we all thought was your brother together

when he came to warn you that he wasn’t reallyKane.Imean

like…togethertogether—you know?”

I feel even sicker.Idon’t like to lie, but if this gets around, it’s going to ruin

me.Insteadof being the “pie lady”I’llbe known as the girl who screwed her own

brother—or at least, the guy shethoughtwas her brother.

“He’s really saying that?”Iask in a weak voice.
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“Uh-huh.”Annabellenods. “Ofcourse, nobody believes it,” she adds, obviously trying

to comfort me. “Imean, that would be disgusting.Unlessyouknewhe wasn’t your

brother?”

“I didn’t know,”Isay dully. “AndCharlesis being an asshole.”

Which is all true, andI’mhoping thatI’vegiven her the impression thatCharlesis lying

without actually saying it, and lying myself.God, this is so convoluted!I’mjust not a

good liar—Ican’t keep up a lie for very long beforeIwind up telling the

truth.AndIreally don’t want the truth getting out in this case.

“Of course he is.”Annabellesqueezes my arm. “Ijust hate that he’s spreading this

nasty rumor all around town on you.”

I hate it too.BecauseIknow if he says it enough, people are going to start believing

it.I’velived inSingingRockall my life, but it might be time to think of

moving.WherecanIgo, though?

I start to seriously consider that question in the next few days, becauseInotice people

looking at me funny and sometimes whispering to each other afterIleave their

table.Charlesis spreading the news—little by little my reputation is being ruined and

that really matters when you live in a small town.

As if all those troubles and worries aren’t enough, my body starts acting up

too.Mybreasts, which have been feeling heavy and tender for days suddenly start

leaking this weird, amber liquid.It’sthick and sticky, almost like honey, and

whenItaste some on the tip of my finger, it’s sweet.



What theHellis happening to me?

At least my breasts only leak a little at first soIcan cover it up by putting some tissues

in my bra.Butthe problem seems to be getting worse, instead of better.Mybreasts feel

heavy and swollen and my nipples are unbearably tender.ShouldImake an

appointment with the doctor?ButIdon’t have one.Cookiedoesn’t make enough with

the diner to pay for us to have insurance andI’vealways been healthy up until now,

soIdon’t know what to do.

As if all that isn’t enough,Istart having strange dreams at night—sexdreams.Almostall

of them feature a man in a black mask—someone who seems familiar

butI’msureI’venever seen him before.Inmy dreams, he does all kinds of things to

me.Thingsthat make me moan and beg for more.

I wake up all hot and bothered, feeling empty inside, between my thighs.I’venever

experienced anything like this—Idon’t know if it has anything to do with the breast

thing or not.

I try looking it up on the internet, butIcan’t find anything about breasts leaking sweet

amber liquid and apparently the only people who have sex dreams are adolescent

boys.Noneof it makes sense.

It feels like my whole life is spinning out of control andIcan’t do anything to stop it.

About the fourth day afterFakeKaneleft,Sam, the new dishwasher, comes into the

ladies room just asI’mchanging the tissuesIput in my bra to soak up the amber liquid

my nipples are leaking.

Quickly,Ifinish stuffing the new tissues into my bra.ThenIcrumple the used tissues

and throw them in the trash butIcan tell she saw some of whatIwas doing.



“Hey, you all right?” she asks casually, coming up to the sink beside me.

“Fine,”Isay shortly. “Justfine.”

“Okay, great.Uh…there’s someone here who says he wants to talk to you,” she says.

“What?”Myheart starts pounding.Couldit beFakeKane?Didhe come back to

me?Ofcourse,Iwon’t have anything to do with him but just the idea that he might be

here makes my heart flutter.

“He says he’s your brother,”Samsays and shrugs. “Idon’t know though—the two of

you have the same hair and eye color but he’s huge and you’re tiny.So…”Sheshrugs

again.

I feel my stomach drop.Thatcan’t beFakeKane, then.

“I’d better go see who it is,”Isay, trying to sound like its no big deal.

“I sat him in your section—hope that’s okay,”Samsays.She’spulling out her cell

phone, clearly about to make a call.

“Yeah, sure.Thanks.”

I hurry out of the ladies room and around the corner.Istop dead in my tracks whenIsee

him.

Sitting right there at table three is a huge mountain of a man.He’sas big

asFakeKanewas but even beefier.Hishead is shaved bald but he has a thick, bushy

black beard and mustache and when he looks up, his eyes are the same light amber

mine are.He’swearing a white muscle shirt that shows hairy arms and

shoulders—ugh.



But his excess body hair isn’t what has me staring.Thisis the same man in the picture

thatCharlesshowed me on the night he exposedFakeKane.Thisis therealKane—my

real big brother and he’s sitting right here in my section of the diner.

I have absolutely no idea what to say to him.

33

SUNNY



Page 54

Source Creation Date: May 20, 2025, 9:21 am

Idon’t know what to think or what to say.Slowly,Iapproach him.

RealKaneis staring at me in an appraising kind of way—like he’s wondering

whatI’mworth.Whichis a strange thing to think, but it’s what pops into my mind

whenIsee him watching me.

“Er…hello.I’mSunny—SunnyYoung,”Isay. “Youmust be…are youKaneBlack?”

“That’s me, little sis,” he rumbles.Hehas a deep, grating voice like boulders rubbing

together in a dry streambed.

“Oh, well…”Ibegin, butRealKanedoesn’t let me finish.Hegets up from the table and

engulfs me in a hard hug that leaves me breathless.Ashe does, he bends his head

down and presses his face to the side of my neck, inhaling deeply.OhmyGod,

he’ssniffingme!Sniffingmy skin and hair!

I tighten up against him and want to get out of the hug at once.Thisis too

weird—Idon’t even know him!Andit just feelswrong.

As he’s smelling me,Ican smell him too.Hehas a musky animal odor about

him.Itreminds me of going into a pet store or the place in the animal shelter where

they keep all the dogs.

It’s not pleasant, but for some reasonIfeel my body reacting to it.Mynipples are

suddenly tight andI’mthrobbing between my legs.What’swrong with me?

RealKaneholds me a little longer, still sniffing, before finally letting me go.



“Uh-huh,” he says nodding, as though he just confirmed something. “You’reripe all

right, little sis.I’dbet on it.”

“Excuse me?”Iput a hand on my hip. “Whatare you talking about?Itook a shower this

morning!”

He lets out a bellow of laughter that hurts my ears and makes heads turn.

“That’s not whatImeant, sweet thing!”

“Well, what did you mean, then?”Idemand.

He shakes his bald head, still clearly amused about something.

“Never you mind.Don’tworry your pretty little head about it.”

I don’t know what to say to that, soIchange the subject.

“Why didn’t you ever write me back?”Iask. “Isent you hundreds of letters for years

and years—the whole time you were in prison.”

He shrugs.

“Didn’t want to.I’mnot much for reading or writing.”

Well,IguessIcan’t argue with that, though it hurts my feelings.Ithink about telling him

that his cellmate wrote me back—that he took advantage of me.ButIdon’t want to

start trouble.

It occurs to me that he could tell me the true identity of his cellmate—the name

ofFakeKane.Butreally, what wouldIdo with that information?It’snot likeI’mever



going to contact him and give him another chance to hurt me.Foolme once, shame on

you.Foolme twice, shame on me, as myMommaused to say.

“Well…do you want something to eat?”Iask at last, lamely.Theredoesn’t seem to be

anything else to say.It’snot like it was withFakeKane—Idon’t feel that instant

connection—that littleclicklike a missing piece of my heart falling into place.

“Sure—Icould eat.Anythingyou got on the menu’s gotta be better than that fucking

slop they served us in prison,” he says, dropping back into his chair. “Bringme

whatever’s good, sweet thing.”

I don’t particularly care for this nickname, butIfigure thatIprobably won’t see him

again after this.Despitewriting to him for years and yearning to have family in my

life,IfindIhave no interest in building any kind of relationship with this man.Hefeels

foreign to me—strange.I’llbe fine if he leaves after eating his dinner and never comes

back again.

I serve him theBluePlateSpecialand a slice of pie and he inhales it all…except for the

pie.

“Don’t you got any cake?” he asks, frowning at

it.It’smyChocolateCrèmeSupreme—one of our best sellers. “Idon’t like pie.”

“Sorry—we don’t have any cake right now,”Isay coldly, even thoughImade a big

carrot cake this morning.ButIdon’t think this man deserves it after turning up his nose

at my pie.

“Fuck it.”Heshrugs and rises from his chair.

“Er, that’s going to be 16.99,”Isay, tearing the check off my pad.



Page 55

Source Creation Date: May 20, 2025, 9:21 am

“I’ll pay you later,”RealKanesays casually. “I’msureI’llrun into you again sometime,

sweet thing.Maybeeven sooner than you think.”

And with that, he saunters out of the diner without even paying his bill!

I stare after him in disbelieving silence untilAnnabellecomes up beside me.

“Did he just leave without paying?” she asks, frowning.

“Uh-huh.”Inod. “Saidhe’d ‘pay me later’ if you can believe that.”

“That man looks like five miles of bad road,” isAnnabelle’sverdict. “Sorry,Sunny,

butIthinkIliked your fake brother better.Yourreal brother is a jerk.”

She’s not wrong.Iwatch his hairy shoulders disappear down the sidewalk as he

swaggers away.IhopeInever see him again—family or not,Idon’t want anything to do

with him.

I have no idea thatI’llsoon have no choice about spending time with my real big

brother.Orwhat a nightmare having him find me is going to turn out to be…
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On the walk home,Iget a text from a numberIdon’t recognize.That’snot actually

unusual—everybody gets spam texts these days, right?ButwhenIstart to read the



message, my heart skips a beat.

DearSunny,it begins.

I know you don’t want to hear from me, butIhave to warn you of something.Ijust got

word that your real brother has made contact with you.Letme warn you,Kaneis

dangerous!He?—”

I delete the rest of the message and block the number.Myheart is aching andI’mso

angryIwant to throw my cell phone.Onlythe fact thatIdon’t have the money to replace

it keeps me from hurling it straight into a tree.

It wasFakeKane—I’msure of it.Butwhat does he care if my big brother is

dangerous?It’snot like he really cared about me—he lied to me.Usedme.He’sprobably

just using this as an excuse to worm his way back into my life.AndI’mnot falling for

that.

I stomp home as the shadows grow long and the full moon comes out, still feeling

wounded and angry.It’slike he poured lemon juice on a fresh wound.I’llnever forgive

him for how he tricked me and used me—never!

WhenIget homeIfeedMissSassyand then let her out for the night.Sometimesshe likes

to roam andIdon’t blame her.Besides, she always comes back in the morning.

I take a long, hot bubblebath—trying to soak away all the anger and sorrow and

irritation of the day but it doesn’t work.I’mstill just as angry and sad and frustrated as

ever whenIget out of the tub.

My breasts are aching and my nipples have turned a darker pink.They’releaking even

more of the strange golden liquid—it leaves sticky trails down the undersides of my

breasts.



I wash off and then dry off again and wrap myself in a towel that can absorb the

liquid.I’mgoing to have to find a new solution.Also,Ishould probably go to the

doctor—ifIcan find one that will take self-pay instead of insurance.It’sprobably going

to eat up every bit of the tiny savingsI’vebeen able to put away in the last year or so

and put me in debt, like as not.

I don’t want to think about that.Idecide to go sit on the couch and watch a movie to

take my mind off things.Ishould probably eat something too…butI’mnot very

hungry.MaybeI’lljust pop some popcorn.

But no sooner doIget settled on the couch in my towel with a big bowl of extra-

buttery popcorn on the end table beside me thanIhear a knocking on my door.

My heart leaps up into my throat.Whocould be at the door at this hour?It’salready

dark outside—Idon’t like having people at my door after dark.

I decide that maybe ifIkeep quiet, they’ll leave.Imute theTV—which wasn’t very

loud to start with—and sit there, holding my breath.

“Hey, little sis!Letme in,” a deep, grating voice calls from the other side of my front

door.Myheart seems to stop in my chest—it’sRealKane—my brother. “Iknow you’re

in there,” he continues. “Ican smell your scent!”

What theHellis he talking about?Howcould he possibly smell me from

outside?EspeciallysinceIjust took a long soak in a strawberry-scented bubble bath.

I start to answer him…and thenIrememberFakeKane’swarning that my brother is

dangerous.Hewould know—the two of them were cellmates.NowIkind of wishI’dread

the rest of his message instead of deleting it and blocking him.

I decide to stay quiet.SurelyRealKaneis bluffing—he can’t really smell thatI’min



here.Right?

But my strategy doesn’t work.Aminute later,Ihear the clicking sound of a key turning

in a lock and the front door swings open to revealRealKaneand two other huge, burly

men.

I sit there in shock for a minute.I’mstill only wearing a towel!AtlastIfind my voice.
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“What theHellare you doing here and how did you get into my house?”Idemand.

RealKaneholds up a key.

“Got it from your ex-boyfriend,” he says, grinning. “Hesaid whateverIwant to dish

out, you’ve got it coming, little sis.”

“Got what coming?”Iask, but my voice is shaking. “Look, this isn’t a good time for

me,”Iadd.

“Too bad, because it’s agreattime for me.”

RealKanecomes over to the couch, trailed by his two goons.Hestands right in front of

me, looming over me like an ogre in a fairytale.Whatdoes he want with me?

I’m too afraid to ask.

“You need to leave,”Itell him, trying to keep my voice steady. “I…I’mnot even

decent!Infact,I’mjust going to go get changed right now…”

I stand up and start edging my way past him.I’mgoing to lock myself in my bedroom

and call 911.Idon’t like this situation—Idon’t feel safe at all.

ButRealKaneis too quick for me.

“Grab her,” he says to his goons, who are standing behind the couch.Oneof them

reaches over the couch and grabs me by the shoulders.



“Hey!Letgo of me!”Iexclaim butRealKaneis already snatching my towel off.

“Hey!”Igasp again.Idon’t like being naked in front of them!Itry to cover myself with

my hands butRealKanesays,

“Cuff her.”

The man holding my shoulders suddenly grabs my wrists.Hisarms must be really long

to reach me over the couch,Ithink distractedly.Itry to worm away from his grip, but

he’s too quick.Ifeel cold metal around my wrists and hear clicking sounds.

“Let me go!Letgo!”Ikick and writhe, somehow managing to knock over the bowl of

popcorn which spills all over the floor.

He lets go of me then, butIfindIcan’t move my arms—my wrists are cuffed behind

my back.Istand there, naked and cold and shivering as all three men look me over.

“Look at this.”RealKanereaches out and palms one of my breasts.Hesqueezes, hard

enough to hurt, and a stream of the amber liquid comes from my nipple.

“Ouch!Letme go!”Iexclaim.

“Nectar,”RealKanesays, ignoring me and speaking to the two goons instead.

“Toldyou she was ripe.”Hepalms my other breast and squeezes untilIgasp and more

nectar comes flowing out. “Howlong you been making nectar this time, little sis?” he

demands.

“What do you mean ‘this time’?”Isnap. “I’venever made it before a few days

ago.Andhow did you even know about it?”

His bushy black eyebrows raise in apparent surprise.



“What?Youmean you’ve never made nectar before?Whatabout during

yourHeatCycles?”

“What’s aHeatCycle?”Iask him. “Andstop touching me—you’re my brother, you

pervert!”

RealKanedoesn’t seem to hear this last part because he keeps massaging and

squeezing my breasts and pinching and tugging on my nipples.Theconstant

manhandling hurts…but my body reacts to it too.There’sa pleasurable kind of pain

when he tugs on my sensitive nipples that makes me press my thighs

together.What’swrong with me reacting this way?

“So you’ve never had aHeatCyclebefore?” he says to me, frowning.

“I don’t even know what that is!”Imoan. “Please—stop touching me!”

“Don’t think so, little sis.See,Ican tell you haveWereblood in you but if you’ve never

had aHeatCycle, well, that makes you pretty rare.”

“What are you even talking about?”Idemand, but he’s barely paying attention to me.

“What do you think, boys?” he asks the two burly goons. “Couldshe be

aRecessiveOmega?”
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“Fuck—if she is she’d be worth a fuckingfortune,”one of them growls.

“Yeah—a fucking fortune,” the other echoes.

Suddenly, to my horror,RealKanereaches down and cups my pussy.Hespreads my

outer lips with his fingers and slides into my inner folds.

“Hey!”Itry to pull away from him, butI’mstopped by the couch right behind me.

“Getyour hands off me!”Igasp.

“Don’t think so, little sis.Needto see if you’re makingslick.”

And with that, he shoves two thick and brutal fingers deep inside me.

“Stop!You’remybrother!”Ishout at him.

I can’t believe he’s doing this.Buteven worse, my body isreactingto it!Ashe roughly

thumbs my clit,Ican feel myself getting wetter and wetter between my

legs.SoonI’mdripping all over his hand!WhattheHellis wrong with me?

It’s not likeIwant this—my mind certainly doesn’t anyway.Butmy body seems to

have a mind of its own.Ican feel myself continuing to react to my big brother’s

touch…and to his musky, animal smell that reminds me of fur and sharp, dark

spice.Isqueeze my thighs together, butIcan’t get him out of me—his fingers are still

buried in my pussy, pumping inside me.Tomy shame, my juices are sliding down his

hand and dripping onto the floor.



“Look at her leaking!” one of the goons exclaims.

“Yeah—she’s deep in herCycle,” the other remarks.

“She’s tight too.Wonderif she can take anAlpha’scock?”RealKanemuses.

He reaches for the fastening of his dirty jeans with the hand that isn’t molesting me

and, to my horror, pulls out a perfectly enormous shaft.

It’s as big asFakeKane’s,Ithink, as he steps up to me and rubs it against my

stomach.It’shot and greasy and his musky, rank odor is suddenly stronger, making me

want to gag.Surelyhe’s not going to do whatIfear he’s going to do.

“Please,”Ibeg him in a trembling voice as he withdraws his fingers and starts rubbing

the thick head of his cock against my inner pussy.Ican feel his precum coating my clit

and my inner folds—it’s hot and acrid—it almost seems to burn me. “Please, don’t do

this—what if you get me pregnant?I’myour little sister!”

These considerations didn’t bother me withFakeKane—he felt right to me in a

wayIstill can’t explain, not even to myself.ButI’mfilled with horror at the idea of

havingRealKane’schild.Theidea of letting him fuck me is

awful—unthinkable!Andyet my traitorous body still continues to leak, both from my

nipples and my pussy.

“Yeah,I’myour brother.Whobetter to plow your pussy and give you a big belly, little

sis?”RealKanegrowls.

“You fuck her and you’re breaking theUnbreakableLaws,” one of the goons points

out.

“You thinkIgive a fuck for laws?”RealKaneslides the broad head of his cock down to



the mouth of my pussy.Hehas to crouch to do it, which seems to aggravate him.

Turning, he sits on the couch.Thenhe drags me down, forcing me to straddle him.Itry

to fight butIcan’t do much with my hands cuffed behind me.BeforeIknow it, he has

me spread out and helpless in his lap.

“Gonna see if you can take anAlpha’scock, little sis,” he growls.

I can’t believeI’min this position!Spreadout naked in my big brother’s

lap—myrealbig brother—who’s about to impale me on his cock!Ihave to get

away!Butthere’s nowhere to go.I’mhelpless—vulnerable and open for him and unable

to stop whatever he’s going to do to me.

He’s just starting to feed the broad head of his cock into the mouth of my pussy when

one of his goons speaks up.

“Ya know, boss—if you knot her and cream in her, she’s going to be worth a lot less

at the auction,” he remarks.

“Yeah—if she really is aRecessiveOmega, whoever buys her is going to want to be

the first in her pussy,” the second one says. “Ifyou give her a breeding belly, they’re

gonna be able to tell she’s been bred.Besides, it’s getting late—we’re gonna need

toShiftsoon.Yousure you even have times for this?”

RealKanefreezes and then—to my unspeakable relief—pulls away.

“Fuck,” he growls. “You’reright.Damnit!Ireallywanted to knot her!She’sso

fuckingripefor breeding!”

“Yeah, but didn’t you say you needed money?” the first goon asks. “Thislittle bitch

could be our meal ticket for the next year or two if you sell her for enough.”



“We can always find some bitches to knot once the auction is over,” the second one

says. “Tonight’sforShifting—tomorrow is for breeding.”

“You’re right.”RealKaneshoves me roughly off his lap andIsprawl in a heap on

myNan’shand-braided rug.
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“Ouch!”Igasp.Whatis this “auction” they keep talking about?BeforeIcan ask

anything,Kaneis stuffing his cock back into his jeans and rising to pull me off the

floor.

“Get up, you little slut!” he snarls. “IfIcan’t fuck your pussy and fill it full of my

cum,I’mgonna sell it for a shit-ton of money instead.”

“What…what are you talking about?”Igasp.Buthe pays no attention.Hejust lifts me

likeIweigh nothing and slings me over one hairy shoulder.

“Come on,” he says to the goons.

And he carries me, naked, out of my house and shoves me in the back of a black van.

“What are you doing?Whereare you taking me?Help!Help!”Iscream at the top of my

lungs.

“Take care of that bullshit,”IhearRealKanesay to one of his goons.

“You got it,” comes the answer.

And then a big hand is holding a rag over my mouth and nose.There’ssome kind of

liquid on it that smells sickly sweet.Ifight to get away but he grips the back of my

head with his other hand, crushing the rag against my face.

Slowly the world around me turns gray and begins to fade.Mylast thought before

everything goes black is howIwishIwould have listened toFakeKane.Hewas



right—my brotherisdangerous.

And nowI’mgoing to pay the price for not heeding his warning.

35

CONNOR

“What do you mean,Sunny’sgone?”Idemand, hearing the panic in my voice.

“Whatthe actual fuck,Branson?Shewas there yesterday—Itexted her!AndIknow she

got my text because she blocked me.”

“I’m sorry,Sirbut this morning she didn’t show up for work at the diner,”Bransontells

me. “Ihad our informant go check on her and she found the door wide open

andSunnywas nowhere to be found, though thereweresigns of a struggle.”

“What signs?”Idemand. “Andwhat else did she find—anything?Weneed to know

what happened, damn it!”

Branson details the fact that there was popcorn spilled all over the living room floor,

which isn’t likeSunny—she keeps everything neat and tidy at all times.

“There were scents in the air too—the scents of three males, from what our informant

could smell,” he says. “AndI’msorry to tell you this,Sir, but she’s certain that one of

them was aRogueAlpha—most probably the girl’s brother.Hewas in the diner earlier

and she smelled him there.”

I groan and rake my hand through my hair.Ishould have gone after her yesterday as

soon as we got word thatKanewas inSingingRock.Butlast night was the full moon

andIcouldn’t risk driving whenIknewIwas going to have toShift.



The night of the full moon is the only timeMaleWeresareforcedtoShiftto

ourWolfforms.Andonce in that form, we can’t change back again for hours.SoIhad

stayed home andShiftedand roamed the woods on the edge of our property, asIalways

had growing up.

But all night long myWolfwas worried.Hewasn’t joyful and excited to be out hunting

asIhad thought he would be whenIfirst got out of prison.Allhe could think about

wasSunny.

Danger!Ourmate is in danger!he informed me over and over untilIthoughtIwas going

to go crazy!

By the timeIwas finally able toShiftback to human form,Iwas worried to fucking

death for her.Sometimesthe animal side of me knows things my human side

doesn’t.Iwas praying myWolfwas wrong but almost the minuteIgot back to the

mansion,Igot the call fromBransonthatSunnyhad disappeared.

“Kane must have taken her somewhere,”Isay, raking a hand through my hair

distractedly. “Butwhere?”

And what had he done to her?Ifelt protective fury rising inside me.Ifhe’d touched one

hair on her headIwas going to fuck him up beyond all recognition and then fucking

kill him!

I could feel myWolfgrowling his agreement.Sunnywas our mate—no one else was

going to touch her and live!

“Well,Sir,Iknow that the night after the full moon is generally the time when

theEliteBitchAuctionis held,”Bransonoffers.

“TheEBA?Fuck—Iforgot about that!It’sstill going on?”Iask.



“The authorities shut it down for a while but it’s made a comeback, from

whatI’veheard,” he says blandly. “IfSunnyreally is aRecessiveOmega, like you

believe her to be, she would fetch a pretty penny at a place like that.”

“Where is it at?Whereis it being held?”Idemand.
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“I don’t know—the location is changed every month,”Bransonsays. “Ionly know as

much asIdo becauseI’mcareful to keep tabs on theWereworld.Itbehooves me to know

the family’s business, sinceIam a mere human myself.”

“Can you find out the location and get me an invitation?”Iask him.

“I’ll do my utmost,”Bransonpromises.

“Work fast,”Itell him. “Idon’t care how much it costs in bribes—get me a time, a

place, and a ticket.Ihaveto be there!”

“What if that’s not whereKanetook her, though?”Bransonasks.

“He took her there—or he’s taking her.TheEBAis where he’ll get the most money for

her.Thebastard makes most of his money in trafficking,”Igrowl.Inside,Ican feel

myWolfagreeing with me andIknowI’mright.TheWolf’sgut instincts are never

wrong—tonight when the auction opens,Sunnywill be there, up for sale.

AndI’mgoing to be there to buy her freedom and kill anyone who’s dared to touch her

or hurt her in any way.

36

SUNNY

“Get ready—your girl is up next,” someone says.Ilook around and see it’s the guy

wearing a microphone in his ear.He’stheMCfor this weird event,Ithink.Atany



rate,Iheard him introducing himself and welcoming people to the monthly

“EliteBitchAuction” earlier.Thatwas beforeIwas herded up a flight of wooden stairs

into the backstage area of this vast auditorium.

It’s been a rough twenty-four hours sinceRealKanekidnapped me.Firstof all,Iwas

knocked out and locked in the back of the van for hours.WhenIfinally came to,Iheard

a lot of scary sounds outside—howling and growling and snarling.Itsounded like a

pack of wolves was fighting over some hapless prey animal out there.

I was freezing cold becauseIwas still naked.Inone corner of the van,Ifound an old

blanket.Itsmelled horrible and it was stiff with whatIwas afraid was dried

blood.ButIheld my nose and wrapped it around me—what else couldIdo?Itwas use

the blanket or get hypothermia!

When the sun finally started coming up, the van doors were thrown open

andIsawRealKaneand his two goons standing there—all three of them were naked.

I was scared to death they were going to gang-rape me and then kill me.Thethree of

them were covered in dirt and there was blood smeared on their faces and around

their mouths.

But my brother only looked me over and nodded.

“Good—let’s get dressed and take her to the auction.”

“But boss, we ain’t got nothing for her to wear!” one of the others protested.

“TheEBAis fucking fancy!Don’tthey get all the girls dressed up for it?”

“I know someone,” was allRealKanesaid. “Don’tfucking worry—this isn’t my first

rodeo.”



“Wait!”Ibegged when they started to close the doors on me. “Please—Ireally have to

pee!AndI’msothirsty.”

“Fine—but don’t think you’re getting away from us.”RealKanedragged me out of the

van and set me on my feet.Hestripped away the blanket, leaving me naked

again.Wewere in the woods,Isaw—not far from my house.IfIcould go behind a bush

and then sneak off whileIwas pretending to pee…

But my sadistic brother wasn’t having any of that.

“Squat,” he ordered, pointing to his feet.

“What, here?”Idemanded. “Infront of all of you?That’sdisgusting!”

“That’s the only way you’ll get to go,” he said flatly. “Pissright here or you can piss

yourself in the back of the van—either way,Idon’t give a fuck.”

I was forced to squat there in the dirt with the three of them watching me.Inearly lost

my balance twice because my arms were still handcuffed behind me.Astears of

humiliation rolled down my cheeks,Isomehow managed to do my business.

WhenIwas finished,RealKaneyanked me up again and pushed me back into the

van.Heshoved a half-full bottle of water at me butIcouldn’t take it.

“My hands!”Ipleaded. “Can’tyou at least cuff them in front?”

He grumbled about howIwas a mouthy bitch but at last produced a key from the

pocket of his discarded jeans and uncuffed my arms only to bring them around in

front of me and refasten the cuffs.

“Go easy on that water,” he growled. “It’sall you’re getting.Anddon’t think we’re



going to make any fucking pit stops—this is a one-way trip.Youhave to go again, you

can pee in the fucking bottle, little sis.”

They slammed the doors to the van shut again, leaving me naked and shivering in the

back with nothing but a half-full bottle of lukewarm water and the dirty, smelly

blanket.
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I had no idea where they were taking me, butIwas hungry and thirsty andIhad to pee

again long before we got there.Thewater was long gone andIwas doing my best to

hold it when the van finally stopped traveling and the doors opened again.

RealKanewas standing there.Besidehim was a man dressed in a navy blazer and

slacks.Hehad carefully styled silver hair and looked kind of like a game show

host,Ithought.Helooked me up and down and nodded at my brother.

“Well,I’veseen worse.I’mnot sure how much you’ll get for her though—she’s

overweight and nothing special, though her face is pretty enough.”

“She’s aRecessiveOmegaand this is her firstHeatCycle,”RealKaneshot back.

“That’sworth aHellof a lot!”

The other man’s silver eyebrows shot up.

“Truly?Ifyou’re right, she might fetch a pretty penny.”

“I’m right,” my brother said firmly. “Smellher scent.She’sbeen living as a human all

this time and just now came into herCycle.Shedoesn’t know anything about

theWereworld.”

“All right—you have my interest,” the man said. “I’llstyle her for a cut of what you

get for her.I’mthinking…fifty percent.”

“You fucking high?I’llgive you five,” my brother snarled.



They went back and forth like that, bargaining with my life likeIwas nothing but a

possession.Ithought about trying to run but the two of them were blocking the exit

from the van and there was no way to get up to the front—there was a metal partition

there.

At last they agreed on twenty-percent of the profits from my sale and the well-dressed

man took me by the arm.

“Come along, young lady,” he said stiffly. “Andbe sure you behave

yourself.Idon’twantto punish you, butIwill ifIhave to.”

I didn’t have much choice—Iwas still naked and handcuffed.Also,Ididn’t see anyone

aroundIcould ask for help.Theman was leading me into whatIassumed was his

house—it was a big oldColonialset back in the woods.Therewas nothing around us

but trees.

“I’ll be back for her later,” my brother said, and left in the van.

The minute the van was out of sight,Ibegan to talk.

“Please,Mister,”Ibegan. “Idon’t know who you are, but please help me!Thatman is

my brother but he kidnapped me.He?—”

“I know perfectly well who your brother is, which meansIalsoknow better than to

cross him,” the man snapped. “Myname isRaymondandI’ma stylist—that’s all you

need to know about me.Andthere’s no point in begging me to help you

becauseIwon’t.”

“But…butIhave a life back home!”Iprotested. “Youcan’t just grab me up like this.”

“I didn’t do that—your brother did,” he said. “Asfor your old life, forget it—it’s gone



and you’re never going back to it.”

I thought ofCookieandAnnabelleandThePieShopandMissSassy, my cat and felt tears

starting in my eyes.

“But what’s going to happen to me?”Iasked. “Idon’t understand—Ijust keep hearing

about some kind of auction.”

“Indeed—theEliteBitchAuction—also known as theEBA.”Hewas ushering me inside

his immaculately decorated house now.Iwould have stopped and admired it ifIhadn’t

been so upset. “I’mgoing to clean you up as bestIcan…”Herehe made a face, as

thoughIwas a tough project he was taking on. “Andthen you’ll be sold to the highest

bidder,” he finished.

“What?”Icouldn’t believe it. “Butwhy?Whyme?”Idemanded. “There’snothing special

or ‘elite’ about me!I’mjust a waitress in a diner.”

“According to your brother, you’re aRecessiveOmega,” he told me. “That’sextremely

rare.”

“But what evenisaRecessiveOmega?”Iasked, feeling bewildered.Itseemed like

everyone was talking in code. “Andfor that matter, what is the ‘Wereworld’ that my

brother was talking about?”

Raymond gave me a surprised look.

“You reallyareinnocent, aren’t you?The‘Wereworld’ refers to the community of

werewolves that resides within the larger human population.”

“The community ofwhat?”Iwas so startled thatIactually started laughing.

“You’rejoking, right?Imean, youmustbe.”



“I most certainly amnot,”he said stiffly. “BeingaWeremyself,Iwouldn’t joke about

such things.Norshould you, since you are also aWere.”

“I don’t know what kind of delusion you’re under, buddy,”Isaid. “ButIhave never in

my life turned into a wolf during the full moon or any other time.”
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“Of course you haven’t,” he said impatiently. “FemaleWeresdon’t

haveWolves—onlyMalesdo.”

“Well, isn’tthatconvenient?”Isaid, raising an eyebrow at him.Iwould have put a hand

on my hip if my wrists weren’t still cuffed in front of me. “Youcould say

thatanywoman is a ‘Were’ if you went by those standards!Andwho could prove any

different, since none of them have ‘wolves’ inside?”

“You need only look at your own body to know you’re one of us.”Withoutwarning,

he whipped the filthy blanket from around my shoulder and dropped it on the floor

with a grimace of distaste. “Ugh!I’llhave to burn that!”

“What are you talking about?”Idemanded, butIwas afraidIknew.Hekept sayingIwas a

‘Were.’Wasthat why my breasts kept on leaking the strange amber liquid and my

pussy was so wet that my juices were dripping down my thighs?Also, my body felt so

wrong…so achy and empty and?—

No!Thiscouldn’t be right.Icouldn’t just accept thatIwas somehow a

werewolf.Thatwas crazy talk—right?

“I can see what you’re thinking,”Raymond, who had been watching me struggle with

myself, remarked. “Yes, the reason your breasts are leaking nectar and your…other

parts are leaking honey is proof that you’re aWere.AWerewho’s going into her

firstHeatCycle.Whichmeans you’re going to need to be bred very soon.”

I suddenly remembered thatFakeKanehad talked about “breeding” too.Also, he’d had

a knot at the base of his cock and so hadRealKane.Didthat mean that both of them



were “Weres?”

“Does all this have something to do with knotting?”Iasked uncertainly.

“It does.”Raymondnodded. “Comeinto the bathroom,” he added. “You’refilthy.”

“First answer my questions,”Isaid stubbornly. “Whatis aRecessiveOmega?Andhow

couldIpossibly be one?”

“ARecessiveOmegais a femaleWerewho doesn’t come into herHeatCycleuntil

late—mostOmegasgo into heat as early as fifteen,” he remarked. “Ofcourse, they

can’t be bred at that age—or theyshouldn’tbe—but aRecessiveOmegamight not enter

her firstCycleuntil ten years later than that.”

“But what does it mean thatI’mhaving this, uhCyclething?”Idemanded.

“AsIsaid, it means you’ll have to be bred very soon or you could go

intoHeatFever,”Raymondtold me. “That’sa nasty illness that can kill you very

quickly.Somy advice to you is, whoever buys you, get him to breed you at once.”

“What?I’mnot going to beg some stranger tobreedme!”Iprotested.ButIcouldn’t help

rememberingFakeKane’sknot and how muchI’dwanted to try having it in me.Andthat

was, presumably, before my “HeatCycle” even really got going.Iwas much further

along thanIhad been then andIfelt empty inside—almost desperate!ButIwasn’t about

to admit that.

“You’d better beg,”Raymondthe stylist said grimly. “Unlessyou’d rather end up

dead.Andbelieve me, death byHeatFeverisn’t pretty, my dear.Youliterally roast from

the inside out.Yourbody temperature will go higher and higher until you die from

heat exhaustion.I’veeven heard of a few neglectedOmegasdying from spontaneous

combustion.”



“You’re just trying to scare me!”Isaid, narrowing my eyes at him. “Thatcan’t be

true!”

He shrugged his narrow shoulders.

“I truly don’t care if you believe me or not.Myonly job is to get you ready for

theEBAtonight.Socome on—into the shower.”

He pushed me forcefully into the bathroom where a large marble shower with four

jets—two overhead and two on the side walls of the shower—sprayed me from all

angles.Hemade me wash my hair with expensive smelling shampoo and scrub my

body all over with equally expensive body-wash.

None of this was easy with my hands still cuffed, butImanaged.Honestly,Iwanted to

get clean as much as he wanted me clean—Ihated the smell of the filthy

blanketI’dbeen forced to use to keep warm all night.Ididn’t like being naked in front

of him, but it was pretty clear he wasn’t attracted to me, which made things a little

easier.

OnceIcame out,Raymonddried me off and wrapped me in a towel.Hewas going to

start styling me immediately, butIbegged for something to eat.Ihadn’t had a thing

since the few handfuls of popcornI’deaten the night before andIwas starting to feel

faint.

“Oh, very well,” he sighed. “Butnothing too bulky—we want you looking fierce

tonight!”

He sat me, still in a towel, at his butcher’s block kitchen table and made me one of

the bestCaesarsaladsI’veever eaten.Imight have enjoyed it more ifIwasn’t about to be

sold off.



“Please,”Isaid, after finishing the salad. “Can’tyou help me escape?Ijust want to go

back home.”

Raymond frowned at me coldly.

“Save your begging and pleading,” he told me. “Nothingin this world or the next

could convince me to cross your brother.Doyou knowIonce saw him skin a man

alive?Slowly.”

I felt sick and the words ofFakeKane’stext came back to me again.

“Kane is dangerous,”he’d said.AndnowIbelieved him, but it was too late.

“Look at it this way,”Raymondtold me. “You’llbe starting a whole new life as the

spoiled mistress of a very wealthy man.Onlythe richest men in the world can afford

tickets to bid at theEBA.Whoeverbuys you will probably keep you in opulent

luxury.”

“How can you be sure of that?”Iasked.
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“Because,Iwas once in your position,” he said. “Iam one of the

rareMaleOmegas—Itoo, was auctioned off, though it was many years ago.Andlook at

whatIhave now…”

He spread his arms, as though to indicate the entire house, which really was a very

nice one.

“Do you thinkIcould have gotten this on my own?” he asked. “Myfamily was dirt

poor—they could barely afford to feed me and my brothers and sisters.Theman who

bought me, anAlphaby the name ofDrakeMalbright—may he rest in peace—kept me

in style for many years until he passed.Andthen he left everything to me.”Hesniffed

and his eyes were suddenly shiny with tears. “Istill miss him.”

“Well,I’mglad your story had a happy ending, but that doesn’t

meanminewill,”Ipointed out. “Whatif someone cruel and abusive buys me?”

Raymond shrugged.

“If they pay enough for you, they generally won’t abuse you.Atleast, in my

experience.Imean, you wouldn’t buy aPicassoand then deface it, right?Nowbe

quiet—Ineed to get you dressed and styled.Theauction is an hour away from here so

we need to get moving.”

He wouldn’t listen to anything elseIsaid and eventually threatened to tape my mouth

shut ifIdidn’t stop begging for help.FinallyIshut up while he dressed and styled me

becauseIcould see that he wasn’t going to budge.



And now it’s my turn on the auction block.

37

SUNNY

“Bring her up—she’s next!” theMCtellsRealKane.Mybrother grabs me by my elbow

and shoves me from the backstage area into the spotlight at center stage.

I can barely see the audience because of the brilliant light shining in my

eyes—Ivaguely make out that the auditorium is only about half full and every one of

the men in the audience are wearing expensive suits.They’realso wearing

masks—black half-masks that cover the top half of their face and leave only the

mouth and chin bare.

I guess the masks are for anonymity.Ifthese are all super richWeremen, they probably

don’t want to be seen at what’s essentially a slave auction.

Speaking of that, at least my hands are uncuffed.ButIstill can’t run away—and not

just because there are too many guards around.WhatI’mwearing is completely

obscene and would get me either raped or arrested in a heartbeat.Andthat’s

assumingIcould find someone human to help me—which is really doubtful in this

crowd.

I wishIcould cover myself, butRealKanealready warned me not to.

“Hands to your sides, little sis,” he hissed in my ear as he shoved me on stage.

“Showoff the goods.Ifnobody buys you tonight, you’re coming home with me

andI’mgoing to fuck the shit out of you!”

That was enough to make me keep my hands to my sides.Nomatter who buys me,



ithasto be better than going back home with my sadistic big brother who apparently

has no qualms at all about committing incest.

Still,IwishIcould cover myself.Thedeep red gownI’mwearing has a plunging neckline

that shows my breasts.AndImean the nipples too.Infact,I’mwearing a kind of demi-

cup corset type garment which points my bare nipples up and out, so the nectar that

keeps flowing from them drips on the ground at my feet instead of on the gown,

which is apparently quite expensive.

Down below, the gown doesn’t get any better.Ithas a high slit up the front which puts

my pussy on display as well as a split up the back, which shows my ass.

Instead of panties,Raymondmade me put on a kind of harness with a single gold ring

in the center.Thering fits around my clit and the straps spread me open, which lets my

“honey flow freely” as he put it.

“TheAlphasare going to want to see that you’re ripe for breeding,” he told me

whenIprotested this obscene get-up. “Believeme—you’ll be thanking me when you

get bought by a billionaire who wants to spoil you.”

I don’t know about that.Idon’t want to be bought by anyone—no matter how rich he

is.Ijust want my old life back.Butit doesn’t look likeI’mgoing to get it,Iadmit to

myself.EvenifIwas free to go,Icouldn’t find what my body needs inSingingRock.

I hate to admit it, but the “BreedingFever” or “HeatFever” asRaymondcalled it, has

been growing in me.Mybreasts are full of nectar that needs to be sucked out and my

pussy is so empty—it needs to be filled and knotted.Iwouldn’t be able to find anyone

inSingingRockto breed me—not likeIneed to be bred with a thick knot inside

me.Justthe thought makes me shiver with unwanted lust.

“All right now folks, this is the one you’ve all been waiting for.”TheMC’svoice cuts



into my thoughts. “AgenuineRecessiveOmega—this girl has been living in the human

world with no idea of herWerestatus.Thisis her very firstHeatCycle—and as you can

see, she’s deep into it.”

He throws out a hand, indicating my state andIcan feel my cheeks getting hot as every

eye in the audience examines my leaking breasts and slippery pussy.Iwish the golden

ring around my clit didn’t make it so noticeable!

“Be the very first to breed her!” theMCsays. “Thevery first to fill her pussy with your

seed and plant your heir in her belly!Now—since she’s so special,I’mgoing to start

the bidding at ten thousand.”

I bite my bottom lip as the bidding begins.Theother girls were started at five

hundred.Ireally must be a hot commodity.Whocould have guessed that rich men from

all over the world would bid for me, a lowly waitress without even a college

education?Icertainly wouldn’t have.

“Ten thousand and doIhear twenty?Twentythousand, who’ll give me thirty?”

The bidding is brisk.Iwonder whoI’mgoing to end up with and ifIcan run away from

him after he breeds me.Butwhere canIgo that a freaking billionaire can’t find

me?He’llhave all the money and resources in the world andIhave nothing at all—not

even my cell phone or wallet.

“Fifty thousand, doIhear sixty?” theMCcalls. “Ah-ha—seventy-five from the

gentleman in the corner.”
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I squint to see who he’s talking about but allIcan make out is a sea of faces, all

covered in masks.

“Seventy-five and who’ll make it eighty?” theMCasks.

I bite my lip.Eightythousand dollars would have changed my life if someone would

have given it to me whileIwas still inSingingRock.Icould have redone my house and

gotten that college degreeIwanted.Hell,Imight have had a little left over to open my

own pie and pastry shop.

“Eighty thousand and who’ll give me ninety?” theMCasks. “Ah—one hundred

thousand from the gentleman in the corner.”

I feel another shiver run down my spine.The“gentleman in the corner” must really

want me.Noneof the other girls they auctioned off sold for more than ninety

thousand—that was the highest bid.Butthe bidding for me sales right over that mark

and just keeps going higher and higher.

Two hundred thousand…three hundred thousand…five hundred thousand…

I can’t help believe the bidding is so high!ARecessiveOmegareally must be rare,

likeRaymondsaid.Thenagain, he’d told me he was a rareMaleOmegaand his bidding

went high too.

“Don’t be surprised if you go for more than a million,” he told me as he sent me off

with my brother. “Idid and that wasyearsago.”



At the time,Ithought he was crazy.Butas the bidding goes into astronomical

territory,Ibegin to believe he might have been right.

And then it happens.Theman in the corner—whoever he is, stands up and says in a

firm, clear voice,

“I bid five million.”

A hush falls over the room and nobody moves.They’reprobably afraid if they so

much as twitch a muscle it will be seen as another bid and nobody wants to top that

offer.

“Five million once,” theMCsays. “Fivemillion twice…sold to the gentleman in the

corner for five million dollars!”

A guard comes from the backstage area and, taking me by the elbow, hustles me

down the stairs that lead from the stage to the main part of the

auditorium.BeforeIknow it,I’mbeing handed over to an extremely tall man—the man

who bought me for five million dollars.

He’s tall, likeIsaid, and muscular—the immaculate black tux he’s wearing can’t hide

that.Hisdark brown hair is cut in a short, fashionable style butIcan’t see his

eyes—they’re hidden by the mask he wears.

“Come on,” he says to me, taking me by the hand. “Let’sget out of here.”

“Wait!”Ipull back against him, unwilling to just follow wherever he leads.Idon’t care

what he paid for me,Ididnotconsent to be sold in the first place!

He turns to look at me, a frown playing over his sensual mouth.Iwish he would take

off the mask soIcould see his face!Helooks familiar butI’msureIdon’t know any six



foot six-tall billionaires.

“What is it?” he asks me. “Don’tyou want to get out of this place?”

“I…Iwant to know your name,”Isay in a voice that wavers more thanIlike.

“Please…Iknow you bought me butIdidn’t know anything about the, uh,Wereworld

until today.Also,Iwas kidnapped—it’s not likeIaskedto be sold.”

“I understand.”Henods. “Allright then.Myname

isConnorJamesLowelltheThird.There—satisfied?”

I nibble my bottom lip.

“Sort of.Whydid you buy me?Imean, aside from me being a,

uh,RecessiveOmega.Oris that the only reason?”

“You’ll find out—but not here,” he says sternly. “Noware you coming with me

willingly or shouldIthrow you over my shoulder?”

He looks like he could do it with no problem.Idon’t like the idea of being carried like

a sack of flour.

“I’ll come,”Isay unwillingly. “It’sjust…we’re going through this whole crowd and

look howI’mdressed.”Iindicate my gown which shows my breasts and pussy and my

new owner makes a sound like a hungry growl.

“Yes,Ican see how you’re dressed,” he remarks, his eyes raking over me. “ButIlike it

that you don’t want anyone else looking at you now that you’re mine.Sohere.”

He takes off his extremely expensive tux jacket and drapes it around my

shoulders.He’sso tall that it fits me almost like a trench coat.Iput my arms through the



sleeves gratefully and pull it close around me, being careful not to let the fabric rub

my tender nipples.

The tux jacket smells like him—a warm, spicy scent that is somehow

familiar.DoIknow him?Tobe honest, he looks alittlelikeFakeKane.He’sgot the height

and the muscles, anyway.

But thenIremember the beat-up pickup truck and theWalmartclothes.Theshaggy hair

and the way he was willing to work as a dishwasher and busboy.No…no way those

two are the same person.Nobillionaire in the world would stoop to such manual labor.
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“There—much better.”Mynew owner nods in satisfaction asIpull the jacket around

me.Hetakes my hand again. “Nowcome on—we don’t have all night!”

He tugs on my hand andIfollow him this time without complaint.Hepulls me through

the vast auditorium and out into the night.

Apparently he owns me now.IguessI’mgoing home with him.
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The moon—just a night past full—shines down on us as we make our way across the

wide, grassy expanse towards the venue’s parking area.It’sstrong tonight, making my

skin itch from the inside-out.Ishrug my shoulders against the

itch.Idon’thavetoShiftright now likeIdo on the night of the actual full moon,

thoughIcould ifIwanted to.

Speaking ofShiftingand myWolf, he couldn’t be happier.Wefinally have our mate

back—Ican feel him inside me, wagging his tail.

I don’t have the heart to tell him that we probably won’t get to keepSunny.Idon’t

expect her to forgive my deception, just becauseIbought her.Thoughat the

moment,Idon’t believe she knows whoIam.Shehasn’t yet connected me with the guy

who lied to her and pretended to be her brother for two long years.I’mnot exactly in a

hurry to tell her either—Iwant to keep her with me for as long as

possible—Ifuckingmissedher.



Plus, she’s going to need to be bred.HerHeatCycleis well advanced—even now her

warm, feminine scent is teasing my nose and making my cock rock hard in my tux

trousers.I’mnot sure ifIshould tell her whoIam before that or not.Onone hand,Iwant

her so much it hurts.Buton the other,Idon’t want to deceive her again—she really

needs to know it’s me who’s breeding her.And?—

“So, bunkie—Iwondered if it was you.Ican’t believe you paid five million for this

little slut.”

The voice of my old cellmate stops me dead in my

tracks.Instinctively,IpushSunnybehind me.

Kane steps out from the shadows of a copse of nearby trees, his eyes glowing

withWere-light.

“The fuck do you want?”Igrowl, glaring at him. “Stayaway from my mate!”

The words are instinctive, they just come out.Atthe same time,Ifeel theWolfinside me

raising his hackles and growling.Kaneis most definitely the enemy—especially

considering that he’s already kidnappedSunnyonce.

Behind me,Ihear her give a little gasp as she understands whoIam.Well, it’s too late

to explain myself now—I’lltry to talk to her onceIget rid ofKane.

“Just thoughtI’dcome say hi to my little sis,” he says casually, but his body language

is anything but casual.He’sglaring at me, trying to intimidate me, looking around my

shoulder to catch a glimpse ofSunny.

“You said enough to her when you kidnapped her out of her home and sold her to the

highest bidder,”Ipoint out.Ican’t imagine the traumaSunnymust have gone through.

“Allshe ever wanted was a big brother who cared about her,”Isay. “Andlook what she



got instead!”

“You’re one to talk, bunkie—you’re the one who tried to sell yourself to her as

me.Andyouwere the highest bidder,” he counters. “Thanksfor the five million, by the

way.NowI’llbe able to get my network back together and go back into business.”

I know what his business is—trafficking underaged girls and selling them to men

who use and abuse them.Myhands curl into fists.

“Get the fuck out of my sight!”Igrowl. “Youmake me sick—Ionly paid that much to

be sureSunnygot free of you.”

“Well, she’s not quite freeyet.”Kanetakes another step towards me. “She’sso

rare—aRecessiveOmega.AndI’mher only kin.”

“I doubt she wants to see you again, but that will be up to her,”Igrowl. “What’syour

fucking point,Kane?”

“My point is that as her only male relative,Iget to say who breeds her first,” he says.

I shake my head.

“That’s an old ruling—nobody goes by it anymore.”Infact, it was a law meant to keep

femaleWeresin check over a hundred years ago—no pack thatIknow of uses it

anymore.It’slike saying women are still the property of their male relatives like they

used to be a long time ago before women got the right to vote—it simply isn’t true

anymore.

“Igo by it,”Kaneinsists. “Asher only male relative,Iget to choose who

breedsSunnyher first time.AndIsayIshould get to breed her first.”



“What?”Istare at him blankly. “You’refucking kidding me.Thatviolates

theUnbreakableLawsand you fucking know it!”

“So?”Heshrugs, as if he doesn’t care about the basic principles that unite

allWeresaround the world.

TheUnbreakableLawsare sacred and the two most important ones

areNoIncestandNoBreedinginFurForm.Thatis, you can’tShiftinto yourWolfbefore or

during breeding a female.Itcould hurt them because mostWeremales have pretty

hugeWolveswith equally huge equipment.

“You’re fucking with me,”Isay shortly. “Well, it’s not funny.Getout of the

way,I’mtakingSunnyhome.”
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“Not beforeIbreed her.Beensmelling her sweet scent for hours on the trip up

here,”Kanegrowls, still looking around my shoulder to try and catch a glimpse

ofSunny. “Ijust want a taste of that sweet little pussy and then you can have her all to

yourself.”

I glare at him.

“I knew you were a fucking degenerate, butIdidn’t think you’d stoop this low.No,

you’re not breedingSunny.She’saperson—not a bottle of wineIjust bought that you

can have the first drink of,”Itell him. “Nowget out of my way unless you want

trouble.”

“So you want to fight for her, then,”Kanesays and it’s not a question.

“You really want to do this?”Idemand. “Youremember what happened the last time

we fought?”

“That was in the cell—noShiftingallowed,” he says. “ButIknow myWolfcan take

yours.I’llgive you one more chance—let me breed her right fucking now orI’llrip

your throat out and breed her in myFurForm.”

TheWolfinside me howls with outrage.Howdare he threaten our mate?Ican already

feel my body starting to change.

“You want a fight?”Iask, my voice coming out in a low, inhuman growl. “I’llfucking

give you one.”



Kane is starting toShifttoo, but there’s somethingIneed to do beforeIlet myself go

completely.Iturn toSunny, who’s pale in the moonlight.

“Here, baby—you need to get to safety,”Itell her, shoving the keys to my car into her

hand. “It’sa blackLincolnEscalade.Pressthe key fob to find it and then lock yourself

in.I’llcome find you as soon asIfinish this.”

She takes the keys, her eyes wide.

“Kane,” she begins. “Imean,Connor?—”

“Later, baby,”Itell her. “There’sno time now.”

ThenIturn away and throw myself into myShift.Thisfight is to the death andIdon’t

intend to leaveSunnyto fend for herself.

I’m going to kill this fucker if it’s the last thingIdo.
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Istep back as the two men begin to change—morphing into something new and

strange.Myeyes are mostly onFakeKane—Connor,Imean.Ineed to get used to calling

him by his real name.

I still can’t believe he’s rich enough to pay five million for me…or that he’s willing

to fight for me like this.

But all of that takes a back seat to whatI’mseeing right now.Thetwo men are

changing.Connor’sknees are bending the wrong way and, as he drops to all fours,Isee



his ears migrate to the top of his head and become more pointed.Hisface elongates

into a muzzle and his body gets bigger.Hebursts out of his clothes and fur flows over

his skin, covering his entire body.Last, a tail sprouts from his back end and there,

standing in front of me, is one of the biggest wolvesI’veever seen.Seriously—it’s as

big as a pony or a small horse!

Its fur is pure silver and it hasConnor’spale eyes.Andstanding across from it is a huge

black wolf—which must be my brother,Kane.

I take a step back as the two wolves start circling each other, snapping and snarling,

looking for an opening.Partof me is struggling to process whatIjust saw.Ifeel

likeI’vebeen transported into one of the monster moviesIlove so much only this is

real—it’s real life.It’sactually happening.Theshredded clothes and discarded shoes

lying on the grass are proof that bothConnorandKaneactually turned into the massive

wolves right in front of me.

I knowConnortold me to go find his car and lock myself in, butIfeel frozen to the

spot.It’slikeI’min shock—Ican’t seem to move.

But maybe it’s more than that.Thecool night air is bringing me the scent of both

wolves—musky and dark—fur and spice.Ican’t say it’s pleasant but

itiscompelling.Itseems to be doing something to me.

The nectar coming from my nipples is flowing much more freely now and my pussy

is so wet and hotIfeel weak in the knees.I’mso empty inside that it hurts.What’swrong

with me?

“HeatFever,”whispers a warning voice in my

head.“RememberwhatRaymondsaid—you could die if it if you’re not bred!”

But there’s nobody to breed me now—just the two wolves—the black and the



silver—fighting each other.

I don’t know if you’ve ever seen a dog fight but it’s like that only on a much bigger

scale and incredibly vicious.Furis flying and they’re rolling on the ground, growling

and snapping.

I take a few steps back, but my knees threaten to give way.God,I’mso far gone in

theHeatFeverIcan’t even act to save myself!Ishould be running for the car,

insteadI’mstill here, waiting for the winner to breed me.

And then it happens—the enormous black wolf gets the silver one by the

throat.Myheart sinks asIseeConnorsink to the ground with the black wolf on top of

him.Kanegrowls viciously, sinking his teeth to the bone in the other

wolf.ButConnordoesn’t react—he just lies there—still and unmoving.
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“Connor!”Igasp.Ifeel sick.Ishe dead?Hemust be.Butthis is wrong—this isn’t supposed

to happen!Thebadguy isn’t supposed to win.

Belatedly, my body unfreezes.Iturn and start running for the parking lot…only to be

knocked to my knees by a huge, shaggy wolf.

“No, please!”Igasp but the black wolf is already on top of me.Hebites my shoulder,

getting a mouthful of the tux jacketI’mstill wearing and holding me in place as he

mounts me.

I curse the horrible dressI’mwearing.Thehigh slit up the back meansI’mcompletely

exposed.Ifeel something hot and wet nudging between my legs, then finding the

mouth of my pussy.

The world spins around me.OhmyGod,Kane’sactually going to do it!He’sgoing to

fuck me in hisWolfform!

I try to get away but he growls warningly.Themessage is clear—“hold still

whileIbreed you.”AndGodhelp me, part of me wants this.

But no,Idon’t want it exactly butIneedit.Mywhole body is on fire—burning with

theHeatFever.Ican’t stand it anymore—Ineed to be knotted, need to be bred.Evenif

the one breeding me is a manIhate with all my heart…

But just asIfeel the enormous shaft starting to slip inside me, there’s a low snarling

sound.Asilver shape flies through the air and knocks the black wolf off of me.



I look around me, dazed—was thatConnor?ButIthought he was dead!

Apparently not—maybe he was just waiting for the moment whenKanewas

distracted.Thesilver wolf has the black one by the throat and he’s not letting

go.Kane’swolf struggles wildly but he can’t get free.Hemakes high-pitched wining

sounds, as though crying for mercy.ButConnor’swolf has none for him.

He takes a firmer hold on the black wolf’s throat and then jerks his head to the

side.Bloodsprays in an arc, black in the moonlight.Theenormous black wolf spasms

and lets out a last breathless howl of pain…thenIhear acrack.Suddenlyhe goes limp in

the silver wolf’s jaws.Connor’swolf lets him drop to the grass and the black wolf lays

there, his golden eyes staring sightlessly at the sky.

I roll on my side, crying.Dead—my long-lost brother is dead.ButI’mnot crying

becauseIlost him—the last of my family.No,I’mcrying out inpain.TheHeatFeveris

reaching a crescendo inside me.Myskin is hot all over.Ifeel likeI’mon fire—I’mso

empty inside andI’mburning…burning.

I’m dying and there’s nothingIcan do about it.
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IShiftback as quickly asIcan.Inthe moonlight,IseeSunnylying on her side, moaning

and crying weakly.She’sonly a few feet from the black wolf’s body, but she doesn’t

even seem to see the remains of her brother.

I’m naked after theShiftback to human form, butIdon’t care.Irush to her and put my

hand on her neck.Fuck!She’sburning up!



“Please…” she’s moaning. “Please…so empty inside.Please!”

I know what she needs and there’s no time to ask for consent.Ihave to breed her here

and now.Ihave to knot her and spurt my seed deep in her pussy—Ineed to flood her

womb with my cum.It’sthe only way to save her.

Quickly,Istrip my tux jacket off her.Thechilly night air on her skin should help cool

her at least a little.Butof course, the source of her high fever is internal.Sheneeds

male seed in her womb to quench it completely.

I get her to her hands and knees again andSunnyhelps me.Sheseems to know what she

needs.

“Please,Connor!” she begs and despite the desperation of the situation,Ifeel my heart

jump.Shecalled me by my name!Myreal name!Ididn’t know how badlyIwanted to

hear that until she said it.

“It’s all right, baby,”Itell her. “Justspread your legs for me andI’llbreed you—going

to fuck you nice and deep and give you my knot.”

“Yes, please!” she begs. “That’swhatIneed—Ineed you inside

me,Connor—deepinside me.”

She doesn’t have to ask me again.I’malready fitting the head of my cock to the mouth

of her pussy.She’sso wet withslickthatIslide in immediately, the crown of my cock

finding the end of her channel with a single deep thrust.

Sunny cries out and arches her back.Ican feel her inner walls caressing me—almost

milking me.God, she feels so good around me!Herbody is begging for my cum

andIwant to give her exactly what she needs.



I grip her hips and pull halfway out before ramming home again.Breedingis no time

to be gentle.Sheneeds it rough and deep—it’s the only thing her body will respond to.

“Fuck me!” she’s moaning. “OhGod, pleaseConnor—fuck me harder and fill me with

your cum!”

I thrust deep inside her several more times and thenIcan feel my first orgasm coming

over me.Myballs tighten andIshove home inside her and let go, bathing the mouth of

her hungry little womb with my cream.

Sunny cries out in relief, but she still needs more.Nowthat her body has had a dose of

my cum,Ifeel her inner mouth opening and the head of my cock slipping

inside.SinceI’min her womb, there’s more space down below and my knot starts to

slide into her.
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“Yes!”Sunnyis grabbing at the grass, arching her back and tilting her hips to try and

get me even deeper. “Yes, knot me!Ineed to be filled—just like that!Justlike that!”she

moans.

I shove even deeper, determined to get all the way in and the base of my knot is

swallowed by her hungry little pussy.God, it’s such a hot sight—the way she’s taking

me in so fucking deep!TheminuteI’mall the way inside her, my knot starts to swell,

tying the two of us together.

Now, at last, some of theBreedingFrenzydies down.Sunnymoans in pleasure and

contentment and her voice doesn’t sound nearly so frantic.

“Oh,Connor,” she whispers, turning her head to look over her shoulder at me. “Ifeel

you in me so deep—your knot is so big inside me!”

“Is that what you need, baby?”Igrowl hoarsely. “Tobe knotted nice and deep?”

“Yes, but can you come in me again?” she pleads. “Ineed more of your cream in

me.Rememberyou said you’d make my belly swell with your cum?”

“I remember, baby,”Itell her. “Allright then, get ready—here it comes again.”

And thenI’mcoming again, spurting directly into her womb.Sunnymoans and backs

against me to take every drop.

“Good girl,”Imurmur. “Goodgirl to take my cock so deep in your pussy and take all

my cream.Justrelax and let me come in you, baby—let me fill you with my seed.”



“Yes,Connor!” she moans. “Ican be a good girl…Ican open myself for your

seed.OhGod, fill me up all the way!”

I’m doing my fucking best to do exactly that.God, she’s so fucking sexy, writhing

under me and begging for my cum!Ican still feel her inner walls massaging

me.Clearlyshe’s coming too—which isn’t unusual during breeding.It’slike one long

orgasm.

Reaching around,Ipalm her breasts and tug at the nipples, helping her nectar

flow.OnceIfinish knotting her,I’llsuck it out but for now, at leastIcan ease some of the

pain she must be feeling from her overfull breasts.

I don’t know how long we stay that way, locked together.I’maware that some of the

other attendees of the auction are coming out but a set of guards comes out also and

keeps everyone away.It’snot unheard of for a public breeding to take place after

theEBA, since so many of the women for sale there are being sold during

theirHeatCycle.

So we go on and on, straining together asIfill her with my cum.Inever want it to end

because once it’s over,I’mnot sure ifSunnywill ever talk to me again.
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The moon is much lower in the sky whenI’mfinally able to withdraw

fromSunny.Thereare sealing compounds in my cum, so hardly any of it leaks out.Iget

between her legs and lick her clean anyway—noticing with satisfaction that her lower

belly is rounded by the amount of creamIfilled her with.Wecalled that a “breeding

belly” in my old pack.



But now comes the hard part…waiting to see whatSunnywill think of what just

happened between us now that herBreedingFeverhas been quenched and she’s

coming back to her right mind.She’slying on her side, panting in the grass—clearly

completely worn out by her first breeding session.

“Sunny?Baby?”Icup her cheek and look into her eyes. “Areyou okay?”

“I don’t…exactly know.”Shesighs and shifts uncertainly. “Ifeel so full…down there.”

“That’s becauseIgave you a breeding belly,”Itell her. “RememberItold you ifIbred

you that your body would hold my cream for a day or two until it absorbed?”

She looks down at herself in the moonlight.Thedress she has on has been ripped and

pulled askew by the force of our breeding.Butthrough the slit in the front, it’s clear to

see that her lower belly is significantly rounded.

“Oh myGod, youreallyfilled me up!” she says faintly.

“I gave you what you needed,”Ipoint out, hoping she won’t be upset.

“WhatIneed right now is to get out of here.”Shelooks around, like someone waking

from a dream. “MyGod—we’re out here in public!”

“I’ll take you someplace private if you want,”Ioffer.WhatIwant is to bring her home

with me.Luckily, the auction wasn’t held too far from my family mansion.

Sunny nods tiredly.

“Okay—whatever.Ijust want to be someplace inside.”

She tries to stand up but she’s weak as a kitten—not surprising at all.Alot of girls are



disoriented after their first breeding.

“Here, baby—let me.”Iscoop her up in my arms. “Doyou still have the keys?”
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Miraculously, she still has them clutched in one hand.

“Good girl,”Itell her. “Holdonto them—we’re going home.”

I carry her to the parking lot, ignoring the curious stares we get from some of the

other auction goers.Mosteveryone has gone home now, but there are still a few

lingering.

“What about…what aboutKane’sbody?”Sunnyis looking over my shoulder at the

corpse of the black wolf, still lying in the grass.

“He’ll be buried by the guards,Iimagine,”Itell her.

She nibbles her lower lip.

“But…you killed him.Thatdoesn’t mean you’ll go back to prison, does it?”

I shake my head.

“TheEPAis a safe space for dominance fights.Besides, he was trying to violate

theUnbreakableLaws—we can both testify to that if there’s an inquiry.”

“Oh…okay.”Shenods and lays her head on my shoulder tiredly.

“I’m sorryIhad to kill him,”Isay in a low voice.ThoughI’mnot a bit sorry the fucker is

dead,Iamremorseful thatIhad to kill him right in front ofSunny.



“He was no good,” she says softly. “Hewas trying to…to breed me as a

wolf.Eventhough he was my brother!”

“Yeah, he didn’t care much about breaking the rules,”Igrowl, feeling the fury rise in

me again whenIremember the huge black wolf crouched overSunnywith his thick red

cock nudging just inside her open pussy.I’mfucking glad he’s dead—fucker got what

he deserved.

“I don’t want to think about him anymore,” she whispers. “Allthose years, trying to

reach him, praying he would get in touch with me.Andwhen he finally did, he

kidnapped me and sold me!”

“It’s a good thingIwas there to buy you, then,”Isay gently.

“Yes,Iguess so.”Thereare tears fillingSunny’seyes andIcan tell she’s grieving for the

relationship that never was—the one she wanted so badly with her last remaining

family.

“It’s okay, baby,”Itell her and kiss her forehead gently. “Comeon, let’s get you

home.”

We’re finally at my car andIput her into the passenger seat carefully.Istrap her in and

recline it some, so she can rest.

“Relax,”Itell her asIpull on a spare pair of sweatpantsIkeep in the car in case of an

unexpectedShift. “I’mgoing to take care of you, baby.”

AndImean it—Iwant to take care of her forever.

If only she’ll let me.



42

SUNNY

Ifeel all worn out from all the crazy experiencesIjust endured.Theauction was bad

enough and then the wolf fight and the breeding…Ifeel likeIjust lived through a

hundred years in one night!

Also, the intense breeding seems to have taken something out of me.I’mso tiredIcan

barely keep my eyes open.I’malso sore inside, but in a good way, if that makes any

sense.Atany rate, my body feels satiated in a way it never has before.Isense that my

“breeding belly” asConnorcalls it, has something to do with that.Mywomb can’t

claim to be empty when it’s swimming with his cum.

My breasts are still full of nectar though.Theyache, but it’s a dull pain, oneIcan

ignore—for now.Idrift off for a little while from pure exhaustion and whenIwake up,

we’re pulling into the circular driveway of what can only be described as a mansion.

“Wow!”Iblink, wondering if this is a dream. “Isthis where you live?”IaskConnor.

He nods.

“This has been my family home for generations.”

It strikes me all over again that he’s rich—Imean,reallyrich—and yet he was willing

to stay inSingingRockwith me and do manual labor.Butwhy?
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“I don’t understand,”Isay, as he comes around to the passenger side and takes me in

his arms.

“Don’t understand what, baby?” he asks as he carries me to the front door—a huge,

imposing slab of oak that’s carved into intricate patterns with an old-fashioned brass

doorknocker in the shape of a wolf’s head.

“I don’t understand why you’d take a job as a dishwasher,”Itell him. “Imean, you

have all this…”Iwave my hand vaguely. “Whycome live inSingingRock?”

“Because that’s where you were,” he says simply. “Iwanted to be with you.”

His answer makes my heart flutter, butI’mstill not happy about his deception.

“But why did you pretend to beKanefor so long?”Iask him.

Connor shakes his head.

“Listen,Ipromise to explain everything but first we need to get you cleaned up and

out of that crazy breeding outfit.”

I have to agree with that.Wecan’t hash everything out standing here on his

doorstep.Orat leastConnoris standing andI’min his arms.

“Okay,”Isay, nodding. “ButIwant to know everything.”

“Everything,” he promises.



He leans in to show his face to a shiny black panel and after a moment, it clicks and

the door swings open.Connorcarries me inside andIgasp at the opulence around

me.IthoughtRaymondthe stylist had a nice house, but this puts it to shame.Itreally

looks like something you’d see in an article about “Homesof theRichandFamous” or

something like that.

“You like it?”Connorasks as he carries me through the massive, round foyer and into

the back of the house.

“It’s gorgeous,”Iadmit.

“It’s empty,” he says flatly. “Idon’t have anyone to share it with.”

“But…what about your family?”IrealizeIdon’t know anything about him—not

really.Doeshe have a family to share this with?

Connor shakes his head.

“Gone,” he says. “Alldead.”

“Oh my…”Iput a hand to my mouth. “Whathappened?”

“My parents both died of natural causes,” he tells me.

“Mysister,Bethany…”Heshakes his head andIsense it hurts to talk about.Shemust

have been killed suddenly in some way.

“That’s all right—you don’t have to say it,”Itell him quickly.

“Thank you.I’lltell you later,” he promises.

We walk down a long corridor—this is the kind of house that has “wings”—with lots



of doors.Whenwe get to the end,Connorpushes inside and we find ourselves in a

massive bedroom.Inthe center is a bed with four intricately carved wooden posts.Ithas

a fluffy dark green and brown comforter with gold trim that looks like it costs more

than my car.Itprobably did,Ithink.

ButConnordoesn’t give me much time to admire his bedroom.Hecarries me into an

ensuite bathroom that has a fancy shower stall and an enormous marble tub.

He places me carefully down on the broad edge of the tub and raises his eyebrows.

“This okay, baby?Canyou sit for a minute?”

“I’m fine,”Iassure him, though to be honest,Istill feel really weak.NotlikeI’mgoing to

fall over though—Ican manage to sit on my own.

“Good.”

Connor starts running a bath in the tub.Headds some good smelling bubble bath

which foams up at once and then turns to me.

“All right, let’s get you out of that dress.”
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I’m too weak to help much, but he does it all, extracting me from the now-ruined

dress and helping me out of the crazy harness with the golden ring around my

clit.It’sall sticky from my honey andI’mmore than glad to get it off.

As soon asI’mfinally naked,Connorhelps me into the tub.Isigh in delight as the sweet

smelling, warm water surrounds me.Itfeels so good on my aching body and too-full

breasts!

“There now, baby.”Connorkneels beside the tub. “Howdo you feel?”

“Better,”Iadmit. “Butmy hair’s going to get all wet.”

“Here.”Heleaves for a minute and comes back with a hairclip—maybe one of his

sister’s?Anyway, he twists my hair up on top of my head and clips it in

place.ThenIcan really relax andIdo, sighing contentedly.

“All right now, let’s get you clean.”Connortakes a big, puffy sponge and begins to

wash me.Ithink about protesting thatIcan do it myself, but honestly,Idon’t feel like

it.AndIkind of like being taken care of.

“Thank you,”Imurmur as he washes me. “Oh!”Becausethe sponge is sliding over my

too-full breasts.

“I’m going to help you with those in a minute, baby,”Connorpromises. “Andnow that

you’ve got a breeding belly, your breasts should stop producing nectar for a while.”

That’s good news to me—I’mtired of feeling like my breasts are too full and sensitive



and being sticky all the time.

Connor finishes washing me and lets me soak in the tub for a while.Hegets me a glass

of cold apple juice that’s pretty much the best thingI’veever tasted.Itquenches my

thirst and makes me feel refreshed.

At last he takes me out and dries me off, paying special attention to my breasts and

my rounded belly.Ican’t help thinking that this is how he would treat me ifIwas

pregnant…which seems like a distinct possibility in the near future, considering how

he bred me.WhatwillIdo if it turns outI’mcarrying his baby?

At this point,Ijust don’t know.

Connor wraps me in a big, fluffy towel—one of those really enormous ones they call

a “bath sheet”—and carries me into the bedroom.WhenIprotest thatIcould walk on

my own, he says,

“Why should you whenIcan carry you?”

He places me down on the bed and tells me to relax a minute while he takes a shower.

I agree and he leaves me for five minutes and comes back with a towel wrapped

around his waist and damp hair.Waterdroplets are beading on his broad shoulders and

muscular chest.Itreminds me of how he looked that first night at my house and

howIcouldn’t stop staring at him.

“You look amazing,”Isay frankly. “Imean,Ireally like the new haircut.”Igesture to his

hair, which is considerably shorter than it was whenIfirst met him.

“Oh yeah…”Helaughs and shrugs. “Ilet it get long in prison butIfiguredI’dbetter cut it

beforeImet with my company’s board for the first time in three years.”



“You own a whole company?”Iask, raising my eyebrows.

He shrugs again, as though it’s no big deal.

“LowellEnterprises.It’sbeen in my family for generations.”

“You said you’d tell me more about your family,”Iremind him. “Imean…if you want

to.”

“I do.”Hesits on the bed beside me. “Youdeserve to know everything after the

wayIlied to you.I’mso sorry about that,Sunny.Ishould have been up-front with you in

the beginning.”

“Yes, you should have,”Isay, because it’s true. “Istill don’t understand why you lied

and pretended to beKane, though.”

Connor sighs and runs a hand through his hair.

“It started as a way to keep myself occupied in prison.Abouta week afterImoved

intoKane’scell,Isaw your letter in the trash.Iwas bored and curious and he clearly

didn’t give a shit what happened to it soItook it out and read it.”

I try to remember whatIwrote in that letter but it’s impossible—Iwrote so many over

the years, just praying that my big brother would make contact with me.

“So…you liked my letter?”Iask tentatively.

“I more than liked it.”Kanetakes one of my hands in his. “Baby, your letter felt like a

ray of light in that dark, dirty cell.Itwas likeIwas drowning and you threw me a

lifeline.”Hesighs. “Iwanted to write back butIwas afraid ifItold you whoIwas—just

some random guy who was your brother’s cellmate—you’d thinkIwas weird and



creepy.”

“Well…Iprobably would have,”Iadmit. “Itwould be scary to get a letter from prison

from a complete stranger.”
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“That’s exactly whatIthought,”Connorsays. “SoIpretended to beKane.Ididn’t mean

for anything to come of it—Ireally didn’t.Ithought you deserved to have a big brother

who cared about you for a change.”Heshrugs. “SoIpretended to be that brother.”

“But then you came to see me and kept pretending,”Ipointed out.

“I know—Ishouldn’t have done that,”Connoradmits, andIcan see the contrition in his

pale eyes. “Butin my defense,Ireally only meant to stay an hour and have a piece of

your famous pie.ThenIwas going to move on and let you believe that your big brother

was happy and doing well.Butthen you insisted thatIstay the night.”

“Yes,Idid, didn’tI?”Inod reluctantly. “Ijust felt so…so drawn to you,”Iadmit to him.

“Thoughnot exactly in a sisterly way.”

“No, clearly not,” he says dryly. “I’msorry about that, too—making you think you

were, uh, doing sexual things with your own brother.”

“You neverfeltlike my brother though,”Itell him. “Ithink, deep down,Iknew you

weren’t.Ijust wanted to be close to you.”

“I felt the same way.”Hecups my cheek in one hand. “Tobe honest, baby,Ithink you

might be myFatedMate, even thoughRogueAlphaslike me usually don’t have mates.”

“FatedMate?”Ifrown. “Whatdoes that mean?”

“It means you’re the one woman in the world who’s meant just for me.AndI’mthe

one man in the world for you,” he tells me. “Ican tell you that myWolfcertainly thinks



you’re our mate.Hewas miserable whenIhad to leave you.”

“So yourWolf…likes me?”Iremember the huge silver wolf, as big as a pony,

fightingKane’sWolfto keep me safe.

“He loves you…and so doI,”Connorsays in a low voice. “Iprobably shouldn’t say

that, butIcan’t help it—it’s howIfeel.It’showI’vefelt from the first minuteIpicked your

letter out of the trash and read it.”

“Oh,Connor…”Myheart swells but there’s still somethingIhave to know.

“I’msorry,”Itell him. “Iwant to let myself feel the same way for you that you feel for

me butIhave to know…why were you in prison in the first place?Wasit really

for…for murder?”

He nods soberly.

“It was.I’mafraid it has to do with my little sister,Bethany.”

“Oh, the one who…who died?”Iask softly.

He nods again.

“She killed herself.AfteraWerenamedRodgerBucklyraped her.”Hisvoice grows hard

and his eyes flash. “Thefucker thought he could get away with it!Ifound out what had

happened afterBethanykilled herself—Iread her diary,” he adds. “AndIwent after

him.Hedidn’t even try to deny it!”

“Oh myGod, that’s awful!”Iexclaim. “I’mso sorry,Connor!”

He shrugs grimly.



“What’s done is done.Ikilled him and was brought up before theWereTribunalfor

judgment.That’skind of like going to court for a human,” he adds in explanation.

“So what happened?Couldn’tyou tell them why you did it?”Iask.

“I did,”Connorsays. “AndIshowed themBethany’sdiary too.Theyjudged that it was a

righteous killing—that meansIhad the right to take his life for what he’d done to a

female in my family.Butany time you take a life outside of the right boundaries in

theWereworld, you have to pay the price.Theyordered me to spend three years in

prison as punishment…”Heraises his hands. “Whichis howIwound up locked in a cell

with your brother in the first place.”

It all makes sense now.Iunderstand why he killed the man who raped his sister.Idon’t

blame him a bit for it, either.

“I don’t blame you for what you did,”Itell him. “Youmust have been so angry and sad

after losing your little sister.”

“I was—BethanyandIwere really close, especially after our parents passed,” he says

in a low voice. “That’sone reasonIwrote back to you,Ithink.Iwas angry thatKanejust

didn’t give a shit about his own little sister whenImissed mine so much.”

“Oh,Connor…”IwishIcould hug him.Ireach for him butIcan’t help wincing when the

towel rubs against my breasts.

Connor sees my expression and seems to know the cause right away.

“I’m sorry, baby—Ipromised youI’dtake care of you and hereIam just talking.Here,

let me see those.”

He opens my towel andIlet him—it feels right to let him take care of me



now.Mybreasts are way too full and still leaking the sticky nectar.

“Let me help you,”Connorsays softly.Thenhe takes one of my nipples in his mouth

and starts to suck.
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I moan softly and arch my back, offering myself completely.Thegentle suction eases

the pressure in my breasts but it also sends sparks of pleasure straight to my

pussy.Itfeels so good thatIshift my hips, wishingIcould touch myself.

Connor seems to somehow know what’s going on in my head because he lets my

nipple slip from his lips and gives me a half-lidded look.

“Mmm, baby—are you enjoying yourself?” he rumbles.

“Y-yes,”Iadmit breathlessly. “I…Ireally love it when you suck my nipples.”

“Of course you do, baby.That’snormal—especially when you’re on yourHeatCycle,”

he murmurs.Thenhe sucks the other nipple, drawing the sticky nectar out and making

me squirm as the pleasure builds between my thighs.

When he finally finishes, my breasts are much more comfortable, but my pussy feels

hot and needy all over again.

“Connor!”Iexclaim, wiggling my hips. “Ifeel so…almost likeIneed to be bred

again.Butyou can’t, can you?Imean not so soon after…”Inod down at myself and my

breeding belly.

“No,Ican’t breed you, butIcan ease your pain, baby.”Heslides down the bed.

“Spreadyour thighs for me soIcan taste you.”

I bite my lower lip.Thisstill makes me feel a little self-conscious.ButIremember how

much he enjoyed tasting me before and besides,I’mso hotIcan barely think straight!



“All right,”Iwhisper and spread my thighs for him.

Connor growls hungrily and presses his face between my legs.Ifeel him rubbing his

cheek against my mound of curls and then his tongue is diving in, parting my folds

and licking up the juices—or honey, as theWerescall it—eagerly.

“Oh…ohhh!”Imoan, winding my fingers through his thick hair. “Oh,Connor—that

feels sogood!”

My only answer is another low, hungry growl and he redoubles his efforts, sucking

my swollen clit into his mouth and teasing it mercilessly with the tip of his tongue

untilIgasp and pull his hair, bucking my hips up to meet him.

I have to be honest, it doesn’t take long for me to start coming.Connorseems to know

my body better thanIdo—maybe that has something to do with me being his

“FatedMate.”Helicks and sucks and teases me untilIcome for him…and then he does

it again and again.

At last,Istart pushing him away becauseIcan’t take anymore.Finallyhe stops and looks

up at me.Hismouth and chin are shiny with my juices and his eyes are lazy with lust.

“God, baby—you taste so fucking good,” he growls hoarsely and licks his lips. “Ijust

want to keep you in my bed forever!”

I bit my lower lip.

“Do you mean that?Orare you just saying it?”

“Of courseImean it!”Connoris suddenly serious.Hecomes up to the head of the bed

and takes me in his arms. “Sunny,Iwant to keep you with me always—Iwant to marry

you, if you’ll let me.”



“Marry me?”Myeyes fly wide. “Butlook at all this…”Ithrow out my arm, indicating

his mansion and his vast wealth. “Imean, you could have anyone you

wanted.Whyme?I’mjust a poor waitress.Idon’t even have a college education!”

“You’re myFatedMate, baby,” he growls. “You’rethe only womanIwant—the only

womanI’lleverwant.Andif you want to go to college, you can.Orif you want to open

that little pie and pastry shop you’ve been dreaming of, you can do that

too.Anythingyou want—just stay with me.”

I nibble my lower lip again.

“CanIgo say goodbye to everyone inSingingRockand collectMissSassy?I’mworried

about her—she’s been out on her own for days now!”

“Of course we can.”Hekisses me and looks into my eyes. “Baby, we can do anything

you want.Justsay you’ll be mine—be my mate forever.”

My heart swells andIknowIcan’t refuse him.Hemight have lied to me at first

butIunderstand now why he did it.AndIcan see the sincerity in his pale eyes—he

loves me.AndIhave to be honest—Ilove him too.Ifeel like my heart is going to burst

with happiness.

“Yes,Connor—I’llstay with you,”Itell him. “Ilove you too.”

“Baby!Youdon’t know how happy you’ve made me!”

He crushes me to him and kisses me hard on the mouth.Ifind myself responding, my

body eager for his again asIkiss him back.Ican taste my own secret flavor on his lips,

and it makes me even hotter.

“Oh,Connor,”Isay breathlessly, when we finally pull apart. “Ifeel like…likeIwant you

again!”



He smiles, his eyes going lazy with lust again.

“That’s all right, baby—you can have me.AndIcan have you.Comeon, let me taste

you again.”

As he slides down between my thighs,Ihave a minute to think about how much my

life has changed.Notlong agoIwas a poor waitress living in the middle of nowhere

without much of anything to look forward too.NowIhave a wonderful man who loves

me to distraction and who wants nothing more than to pleasure me and make me

happy for the rest of my life.

I’m so happyIcould cry butIhave to admit, it all started becauseIwas…Betrayed.

THE END?


