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            Chapter One

          

          Canis

        

      

    

    
      Frigid, crisp air fills my lungs as I make my way to the abandoned warehouse. Around me, shouts of pleasure, screams of fear, and the tantalizing scent of sex hang heavy in the air. It calls to me, seduces me, and begs me to join in the fray.

      Soon. Soon.

      Even as that thought reverberates through my head, an odd sensation, one I’ve never allowed myself to feel, winds its way around my throat, nearly choking me. I recognize it for what it is—anger. It’s not as if this emotion is a complete stranger to me, but this time, it feels different.

      Instead of tamping it down, stamping it out before the damned implant can render me incoherent, I allow it to grow, unfurl, filling me until every ragged breath is consumed with it. I hesitate, waiting for that godawful zap I know will come soon enough. But it never does.

      Glancing down at my phone, I note the numbers as they tick by. It only took one hour for me to test my limits, to feel the restraint slipping. Though all Alphas received the message detailing the events of tonight and how they were going to unfold, I never believed it. Why would such a controlling government allow us one night of freedom? I still planned out how tonight was going to go, but never once did I actually think we could go through with it.

      A smile tugs at my lips as I close my eyes, listening to the cacophony as it surrounds me. This is what it feels like to be a true Alpha, to act as our body dictates and not how the government means to control us. As I open the door, the groan of old metal sounds ominous to my ears, sizzling along my synapses.

      For once, I feel alive. No longer is it this pale existence I’ve been forced to live. It’s a heady sensation, one I’ll carry with me when they turn the implants back on. Reaching up, I slide my fingertips along the old scar at the base of my neck, grazing it with my nail.

      Though the Universal Governance Council seems to think by offering this one night it will make our full, work-a-day lives feel meaningful, more productive without the phantom ache of need, I fear it will do the opposite. Now that I’m tasting true freedom for the first time, I may never wish to go back. Then again, once the regulators are switched back on, I may cease to care again. Who knows?

      I glance at the countdown again, watching as the time scrolls on. Only twelve more hours to enjoy this before drifting back into solitude for another 364 days. Irritation rolls down my spine, sending a frisson of annoyance into my brain.

      It snaps and sizzles like a live wire, the novel sensations nearly overwhelming. But I can’t let it get to me. Just because I can feel, it doesn’t mean I can allow myself to become an animal like the other Alphas out there—pillaging and plundering without thought of tomorrow. Reaching out, I run my hand along the worn brick of the weathered exterior, my mind taking a far more dangerous turn.

      When planning this night, I chose this location for a purpose. I told the others it was to give us a bit of privacy and a terrifying atmosphere, but it goes far beyond that. Closing my eyes, I take in a deep breath, drawing the familiar scents into my lungs.

      Though an Elite now, it wasn’t always the case. I was the son of a low-born beta, living not far from here. We scrambled for everything, never knowing where our next meal was coming from. Granted, once Dad got a better job, we were able to move, taking up residence in the city, living a suburbanite’s existence.

      But it still didn’t erase the terror and need I grew up with. If not for the kind presence of my mom… No. I will not allow myself to think of her right now. I cannot allow tonight to sully her memory. Knowing her, she would be ashamed of what my friends and I were planning.

      Shoving off the memory of her smiling face, I grit my teeth and clench my fingers into fists. Tonight, it is all about breaking old chains and coming into our own. It’s only fitting I stand in my power in the place where I suffered the most. Securing my wolf mask firmly in place, I walk into the dim room where we’re supposed to meet up.

      Six other Alphas stand around softly conversing, their masks hiding their identities. However, I know each and every one as if they were a brother to me. And in some ways, they are—a fraternity of sorts. We dominate both in the boardroom and in our sexual lives.

      The only thing standing in our way of truly conquering all of Sector Five is the implants keeping our urges in check. But not tonight. Tonight, we will dine, feast, terrorize, and bend these omegas to our deviant will.

      Granted, it’s not as if we can’t let our kinky urges out in the BDSM clubs or with a willing partner, but tonight, these omegas can’t say no, and that’s what gets me harder than I’ve ever been in my life. It’s the knowledge that I hold a precious life in my hands and can snuff it out if I so choose.

      I won’t, however, since the urge to kill is not what drives me tonight. Based on the muffled sounds that come through, a fair share of Alphas seems to be using this night to bleed off some of their homicidal urges, but not us. We don’t need to indulge that way.

      With a swipe of our pens, we can destroy someone, demolish them, render them penniless, useless. No, the need to annihilate another is not the satisfaction we crave. Ours is a sexual violence, the need to feast on tears and arousal as they flow from the bodies of our prey.

      As we assemble, I take in the golden masks as they glint in the dim lights, each one an animal representing our baser natures—beasts, apex predators, animals who can destroy without a single thought. Though we remain dressed as if coming from work—crisp white shirts, expensive slacks, shoes that shine despite the grime threatening to coat them—we feel at home amongst the refuse and derelict conditions surrounding us.

      “Remember the rules,” I grind out as another scraping sound, presumably the screech from the rolling delivery bay door, floods the room. “Masks stay on at all times. Never mark your omega in a way that leads back to you.” Glancing over at the man in the hyena mask, I glare as best as I can. “That means you, Hyaena.”

      “Dammit,” he grunts, kicking at a pile of dirty papers moldering on the floor. “I was hoping you’d forget that one.”

      “Not a fucking chance. Codenames at all times. And for God’s sake, don’t forget to drug your omega when you’re done. We want them to go home unsure of what happened tonight. Oh, and the biggest one, even if you fuck up the others, do not claim an omega. The last thing you want is to be saddled with an omega that’s willing to sell their body for money.”

      This is just a reminder, a quick conversation between us to keep our heads in the game. Since finding out about our night of freedom, we’ve already planned this all out and talked it to death. The roulette was last night. We’ve all held onto our numbers, just waiting for this moment to see who we’re going to fuck tonight.

      Reaching into my pocket, I pull out a thin sheet of gold, no bigger than a bookmark. Lucky number 7. Around me, the others pull theirs out, their eyes glimmering with lustful excitement behind their masks.

      The need to ravage the lithe bodies being set up in another room runs through me until my vision blurs. We know nothing of these women. They are strangers to us, just as we will be to them. Next to me in the panther mask, Panthera, the one who arranged the ad targeted at omega women looking to make a quick fifty thousand, shuffles back and forth as he rubs his hands together.

      Not even he knows what they look like or what their names are. As I understand it, the form was simple. They put in basic information about themselves, and an algorithm did the rest. Hopefully, keeping a human touch out of it isn’t going to bite us in the end.

      We stand there, poised as our ears strain in the silence. Seconds meld into minutes. It feels like an eternity before the sound of a loud slap against the side of a truck ripples through the walls. Our prey awaits us.

      Slipping deeper into the warehouse, we enter the room where the omegas are staged for us. Metal creaks against metal as they hang there, like slabs of meat ready to be carved. I look over at the Naja in the snake mask, noting the syringe he pulls out of his pants pocket. His poor omega will be in for quite the evening.

      Part of me, the part that’s been trained to be docile, tells me I should feel sorry for her. And perhaps even as much as two hours ago, I would have. Now, without those false strictures in place, I can’t find it in me to care. All I care about is my little prey and what it is I plan to do to her.

      Should I utilize my knife skills? Carving into her so that her mind fractures with thoughts of mutilation? Should I rob her of air? Making her beg me for every breath? The options whirl about until I’m nearly faint with need and lust.

      My balls clench as my cock surges up. We fan out, looking for our numbers hanging off of the sacks around their heads, concealing their faces. If only we didn’t insist on such theatrics. Then, the numbers could have just hung from their ears like the prey they were.

      As it is, just like cattle waiting to be slaughtered, they hang motionless. Only the slight movement in their chests denoting breathing gives any indication they’re still alive. Precum wells to my tip as I watch the swell of their breasts move almost simultaneously.

      One by one, the others find their omegas, tossing them over their shoulders to take them to a separate room to enact their deviant desires. Only one left. She hangs there in the very center, her body slightly rotating back and forth.

      There’s something odd about her; I can’t put my finger on it. With her face covered in a burlap sack, I’m unable to see who she is, but the closer I get, my gut clenches. That scent. I’d know it anywhere.

      It drifts off of the shirt I keep in my closet. It embeds itself in my lungs as I rub it over my body, using it to wrap around my cock as I jerk myself off to the mental image of her smile, the sound of her laugh as it skitters down my spine. It clings to me as I go to work and invades my brain with every breath.

      My fingers tremble as I fist the sack and yank it off, revealing the omega that’s haunted my dreams and disturbed fantasies for the last two years. My stepsister hangs there, her lips parted in sleep. God, but how I want to drive my cock into her mouth, to wake her up stuffed full of me, with my cum dripping from her cunt.

      Taking her off of the hook, I cradle her in my arms, holding her gently to my chest. Tonight, I’ll finally take what I’ve wanted and been denied. Fuck the rules I’ve set in place for us. After I’m done with her, she will want only me. I will haunt her dreams just as she has haunted mine.

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            Chapter Two

          

          Jocelyn

        

      

    

    
      Pain. That’s the only sensation I can conjure at the moment. Everything is blank and dark. Twisting, I go to move my arm, to rub at my temples, but find I cannot move. What the hell?

      Blinking my eyes open, shafts of light assault me, forcing me to close them once more. As I try to pry them open again, a flash of gold fills my vision. I can’t make sense of any of it. Exhaustion beats at me as an odd lethargy threatens to pull me back under.

      It would be so easy to just sleep. It’s what I want, what I crave. Still though, anxiety beats at my chest, hovering on the edges of my mind. It screams at me, begging me to wake up, to protect myself from this threat.

      But what threat can there really be?

      As an omega, I’m protected. Right? Alphas can’t harm me, not with the implants in their brain. It’s what my mother told me the day she married into a family with an Alpha son.

      I wanted her to stay away, to keep us closer to our own kind—betas and omegas—but she loves my beta stepfather with all her heart, and as a result, his Alpha son. I’ve never seen her so happy. And so, I go to these weekly dinners, keeping my distance from the Alpha that hulks over our table.

      But even he has proven himself to be docile, just as Mother said he’d be. Then why am I so afraid? Again, I turn to find a more comfortable position so I can go back to sleep, but find I still can’t move.

      Terror drips through my veins as I pull on my wrists and ankles. Why can’t I move? My brain moves too slowly, sluggish even. A nightmare. That’s what this is. It has to be.

      Memories try to bubble to the surface, but there’s nothing there I can hold on to. A meeting place. A van. The form! Things crash in around me as thoughts zip through so fast I can’t grasp all of them.

      I was supposed to meet up with an Alpha tonight. Fifty thousand credits for one night spent with them. It never said what we were going to do, but I assumed at least dinner. That can’t happen if I’m almost asleep, practically unconscious.

      The form said nothing about me being passed out. I was agreeable to dinner, and for fifty thousand, I’d even sell my virginity. Anything to keep food on the table and stop my family from constantly having to ask my stepbrother for more money. For them, it would be worth it. Anything would be worth it.

      Anything but this.

      God, what would Adam say if he knew I was planning on exchanging my body to get out from under his thumb? Unbidden, the brute flashes through my mind. Despite the lack of vicious action on his part, there’s a ruthless savagery that hangs about him, filling up the small house when he visits. Granted, it’s only for one meal every week, but it feels like he’s there for an eternity.

      Perhaps I just feel so uneasy around him because he’s an Alpha? It’s no secret our biology can cause problems. Maybe it’s just my system sending out warning alarms because he’s so close? No. It can’t be that. More likely than not, it’s the rage I harbor deep down at how beholden our parents are to him.

      But I can’t think about this now. I have to focus and try to get my brain to wake up and work. My head throbs as my brain continues to buzz, unwilling to go any faster than a turtle crossing the road. One thought, however, keeps bubbling up to the forefront.

      What if it’s not the Alpha I’m supposed to meet? What if it’s someone else, someone far worse?

      Selling one’s time isn’t illegal. Kidnapping an omega is. And the fact that I’m obviously drugged means something more than a night on the town is happening. The only other explanation, the one my very soul clings to, is that it’s all a nightmare.

      Honestly, that makes far more sense than being yanked off of the street. With the amount of security in Sector Five, it’s almost impossible to commit that sort of crime. Just a nightmare, I reassure myself, allowing the peace to flow into me. That’s all.

      I’ve never had one so lifelike before, but that means nothing. With stress from figuring out my future, it was only a matter of time before I snapped. Granted, I didn’t anticipate it going quite like this.

      Turning my head, I open my eyes again, only to have blinding pain shoot into my skull. Not even my hangovers were this bad before. Denial. I cling to it hard as I do my best to quell the terror threatening to rise. Groaning, I force my gaze to roam about, searching out the gold movement I saw earlier. But it’s nowhere to be found.

      “How do you feel?”

      A muffled voice infiltrates my thoughts, scattering them as if dust on the wind. There’s something about it that tingles my awareness. I should know this voice. Why doesn’t my brain want to work?

      I tug at my arms, desperate to move, and again, that voice pierces the silence. “I wouldn’t do that if I were you. If anyone is going to cause you pain, it will be me.”

      Pain!

      The word flies through my brain, scattering some of the fog, but not enough. “Who are you?” I croak out, my voice hoarse and raspy.

      “You may call me Canis, for that is all I will ever be to you. A wolf that haunts your mind, that roams your psyche, clawing through it like a feral, wild animal.”

      My eyes roll back as I close my eyelids, shutting off the scene before me, but not before I catch another glimpse of gold. It’s a wolf mask. The jaw hangs ajar, as if mid-snarl. In fact, I can almost hear it, feel it rolling through my body, loosening my muscles, joints, and tendons until I’m loose, floating into the ether.

      Nothing seems to matter. I don’t care who Canis is or what he wants from me. All I want to do is soak in the glorious sound that turns my insides molten. From between my thighs, an odd warmth blossoms, nearly scalding me. I’ve never had the chance to go into heat before, seeing as I’ve been on suppressants since I’ve come of age, but it’s the only thing I can imagine this sensation to be. It’s the only thing that makes any sort of sense.

      Tossing my head back and forth, I drive the sound from my mind, desperate to grasp onto some semblance of coherency. Fingers dig into my scalp, holding my head in place. The pain is searing, ripping through me in a way that steals my breath and leaves me gasping.

      Still that strange warmth only grows. Oddly, it feels like arousal, but that’s impossible. How can I get turned on by being so fiercely manhandled by a stranger? And yet, with each passing moment, as the grip tightens, forcing a strangled yelp to flee my lips, I feel the first drip as it slides down my lower lips to the hard surface beneath me.

      It’s a sex dream. Has to be. Granted, they’ve never felt this… real before, but there’s a first time for everything. Sighing, I settle back, relaxing in the knowledge that it’s only a dream. Everything is permissible in dreams, even my most depraved desires.

      “That’s it, my little prey,” the voice rumbles, sending shards of pleasure dripping through my veins. “Relax for me. It will be so much easier on you if you just give in and let me have my way with you.”

      Need cuts through me, like thousands of jagged knives slicing me open and pouring my very soul out of my body. For some unknown, irrational reason, I want to obey the voice, to allow him to do whatever he desires. I want to feel, to experience everything I’ve denied myself.

      My fingers do the job well enough, but I want more, crave more. Soft whimpers flit through the air, flooding my ears. Where’s the sound coming from? It continues, a plaintive noise full of agonizing need. It takes what feels like an eternity to realize they’re coming from me.

      “Oh, God,” I groan, wishing I could curl into myself and hide away.

      “There is no god here,” the voice rasps near my ear. “Only me. And I’m not nearly as merciful.”

      Those words should frighten me enough to pull me out of this dream, and yet, more arousal gathers at my pussy. Shame floods my being as I realize I want this. I want to see this man, this stranger, at his worst.

      I want him to do things to me I’ve only read about in the illicit novels I hide under my bed. From what I understand, they’re merely Alpha propaganda, false stories that lure omegas into thinking we should give them back their freedom. Though reading them makes me feel guilty, I can’t deny just how hard I come.

      Now, I’m dreaming about them and all the violent ways an Alpha can fuck me. Perhaps this is my sign to trash them all before someone from the Shadow Core finds them. Or worse, before I ruin myself for the first beta I decide to sleep with. Because heaven knows if my first time is with an Alpha, my body might never want to go back.

      Their barely restrained violence, even with the implants in place, is still too much for me to even contemplate outside of fiction and my dreams. I want my first time to be nice, proper, and with the appropriate amount of slick. Certainly not the amount that’s currently soaking into my skin.

      Sex shouldn’t be messy like this. It should be perfunctory, giving just enough satisfaction to take off the edge. Not overwhelming. Not like this.

      Still though, since this is a dream, it wouldn’t hurt to let my fantasies run wild. In fact, to make up for it, I’ll go see whichever Alpha Clergy will take me in and let me confess. They’ll know what to do to allow me to atone for these wicked desires.

      Groaning, I look up, noting the large man gripping my hair, an Alpha if his size is any indication. His pristine shirt is blinding white, like pictures I’ve seen of snow in the upper sectors. His mask gleams like polished gold, glinting at me like some precious metal and not the cheap plastic it must be. It’s his eyes, however, those crystalline blue eyes that glue me to the spot.

      So familiar.

      I know those eyes.

      I’ve seen those eyes.

      But who? Who could I possibly be conjuring up in this sexual nightmare?

      That is… it is a dream… right?

      It has to be.

      Soon, I’ll wake up in my bed, covered by my blankets with my arms wrapped around my stuffed dinosaur. Squeezing my eyes shut, I force my breathing to slow down. But it doesn’t work. Terror chokes me as those eyes dance about in my mind, mocking me. Oh God. Please let this be a dream.

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            Chapter Three

          

          Canis

        

      

    

    
      The urge to rip my mask off, to reveal myself to my stepsister, beats at me, tears at my insides. But I don’t want her to know. I don’t want our relationship to diminish the arousal that flows from her body.

      Because I know my little stepsister. She overthinks everything and will certainly overthink this. Looking down at her, I note the haze in her eyes, the almost dreamy quality to the emerald depths as they blink in slow motion.

      Goosebumps riddle her bare arms as the chill from the night seeps in, filling the space with its cold breath. But she’ll be warm soon. My body will thaw her icy limbs. Reaching into my pocket, I pull out a knife and hold it up to the light.

      Her eyes widened then, the fuzziness vanishing. Oh, my little omega is awake now. She thrashes about, her body heaving against the restraints. Fear sours the air, making my cock pulse. Pausing there for a moment, hovering over her, I wait for that dreaded zap.

      What I’m doing is most certainly a crime. If the implant was active, then surely the acrid stench of her terror would spark something to shut it down. But it doesn’t. Feral need beats at me, flooding my brain until my vision wavers.

      True freedom.

      This is the taste I’ve longed for.

      It’s a madness that creeps into my body and wraps itself around my soul.

      Now, more than ever, I know I have to make her mine. I have to claim her, to bend her to my will, dragging her in front of the main office to show off her mark. They’ll have no choice but to allow me to keep her.

      “P- please.”

      That one word. That one little word. One by one, my restraint falls from my mind. I feel it like it’s a physical release, chains falling apart one rusted, heavy link at a time.

      “Beg all you want, my little prey. No one will save you now.”

      Ignoring the frightened whimpers dripping from her lips like the slick dripping onto the table she’s bound to, I take the knife and drag it down her sternum, separating the fabric of her shirt.

      I remember this shirt. When I saw it hanging in the storefront, I knew she had to wear it. The silvers interwoven in the dark blues matched her eyes perfectly, showing them off.

      It was two Christmases ago, and the moment she tried it on, the smooth fabric hugging her curves like it was fucking painted on… I knew my obsession would never be sated. It’s ironic she would wear it on the one night I’d take it back, peeling it away from her body so I could finally see the milky white skin she kept concealed whenever I came home for our weekly dinners.

      How many times did I sit across from her, my cock pulsing as she slid food in between those plump lips of hers? How many times did I fantasize about sliding my fingers into her while she ate, forcing her to keep a straight face in front of our parents? My lips twitch behind my mask as I continue dragging the knife down, pausing about an inch away from the hemline.

      My brain is on fire, nearly melting with need as I slide my fingers inside the shirt and grip. One yank. One hard tug and it rips free, showing off her breasts and perfect, untainted skin. Oh, but how I want to mark her, to leave my brand on her body. That way, anyone else who sees her like this will know she’s mine.

      Fisting the fabric in my hand, I bring the knife up, cutting away the sleeves. Tears pool in her eyes as I destroy the garment, slicing it away from her skin to leave her nearly naked beneath me. Did the gift mean that much to her? Or is she finally coming to terms with the violation that’s about to occur?

      Her soft sobs, the hitch in her throat, should make me remorseful, should make me stop and reconsider what I’m doing. If anything, they spur me forward. I want so much more than her tears tonight. I want everything.

      “P- please,” she mumbles again, her plea garbled by the tears coating her face.

      “Please what, little omega?”

      “Please, just let me wake up.”

      Bringing the knife up, I rest it against her cheek, sliding it back and forth a touch. “Shhhhhh, little one. Just relax. Fight it, and it will only hurt more. Let me play with you. I promise you’ll enjoy it.”

      “But- I- I can’t. Please. I don’t want this anymore.”

      I bring my hand down between her splayed thighs, reaching under her skirt to cup her pussy. Groaning, I revel in the feel of her damp panties as it sticks to her skin. “Your body says otherwise. Or do you normally get this wet when someone brings out a knife? Tell me, omega, do you really want me to stop? Or do you want me to show you the ecstasy of an Alpha’s touch?”

      “This isn’t right,” she whispers, her voice barely audible.

      “No, it isn’t,” I agree, standing up tall. “But tonight isn’t about what’s right or wrong. It’s about allowing our true natures to come out to play. Haven’t you ever wondered what it would be like to exist at the mercy of an Alpha uninhibited by the government?”

      “No,” she cries out, her body bowing as I grip her mound.

      The lie fills the air, drawing a dark chuckle from my lips. As if I hadn’t been in her room when she wasn’t there. As if I haven’t scoured every inch of space since the moment her mother married my father.

      Or maybe, in her mind, no one would do such a thing. No one would invade her privacy like that. Oh, the naivety of a young mind. Even when I met her at seventeen, she seemed so wide-eyed and unable to see the world as it truly is, how it can be. And now, at nineteen, it seems she hasn’t grown all that much.

      She’s still that same ignorant little omega, childlike in the trust she has for the Universal Governance Council and their ability to keep her safe. I bet the little minx thinks I don’t know about the illicit stash of books she reads when her mother isn’t at home. I’ve seen them, smelled the arousal that clings to the old paper. Fondled the pages while gripping my cock.

      She can’t fool me. I know better. I’ve known since the moment I read the pages that showed the most wear and tear. Deep inside, she wants it rough and dangerous. She’ll never be satisfied with the banal relationship a beta can give her.

      She may think it will keep her safe, but all it will do is bore her, making her turn back to these novels that keep her fingers buried in her pussy. She will tire of a beta, and then where will she be?

      “No,” she says again, this time softer and with much less conviction.

      “Oh, that’s a lie, and you know it.”

      Her eyes pop open, her blue depths shining with fear and arousal. “I- You don’t know! You know nothing about me.”

      “Oh, but I do. This is a dream, remember?” I lie, sliding my index finger down her wet cleft, impeded by the sopping cotton guarding her entrance. “I’m in your head, a figment from those books your mommy and daddy know nothing about. Would they punish you if they found them? Bring you before the government to have you confess your naughty crimes?”

      Pausing at her clit, I rub her, drawing out a loud, decadent moan from her lips. “Oh, but you do want this. Your body screams for it. Screams for me.” Setting the knife down, I grip the edges of her skirt and drag it up, revealing her soaked gusset.

      The panties she’s wearing are at odds with the sexy bra that cups her breasts like an offering. They’re so cute, with pink polka dots scattered about. I hadn’t seen these in the laundry before. Did she purchase them for tonight in some misguided notion that this hint of innocence would keep her safe?

      Shaking my head, I bring my knife up and rest it against the fabric where the outline of her clit presses, the visual driving me insane. I take my time, dragging the razor-sharp tip through the gusset, keeping the movements shallow enough to keep from slicing into her. With methodical precision, I cut away at the damp fabric, revealing her pussy to me for the first time.

      Her scent is intoxicating, and without the structures in place keeping me sane, it’s deeper somehow, more encompassing. I want to drown myself in it, to bathe in her essence until it coats me from the inside out. No longer will I be satisfied with the paltry garments I steal from the house.

      I want to lick her, devour her, take her deep inside me, but to do so would mean I’d have to take off my mask. This isn’t about following my stupid rules anymore. This is about devouring my omega in peace without her fragile sensibilities fighting me.

      Forcing myself to pull back, I continue cutting clothing away from her, distracting myself with each new bit of skin I reveal. Soon, she’s in nothing but her bra. It’s a flimsy thing, a bit of lace that barely conceals anything. As if she knew what selling herself would mean.

      I want to ask her, to find out what’s driven her to do this, but now is not the time. With her scent invading me, spurring me to action, I don’t want to waste another moment on things that really make no difference in the end. Besides, what does it matter why she’s here?

      The main thing is she’s in my grasp, ripe for the plucking. Resting the flat end of the knife against her sternum, I feel the vibrations of her breath as she does her best to stay still, thinking I won’t cut her if she just remains small enough. Silly omega.

      Turning the blade toward me, I cut through the fabric holding her breasts constrained. With an almost audible pop, the threads stretch taut, desperately keeping things together until they give up and fracture at the seams. Her breasts are now bare to my hungry gaze.

      I set the knife to the side and graze her nipples with the backs of my fingers. Her gasp gets me rock hard, my balls drawing up until the ache is immense. Plucking her right nipple, I pull it taut, drifting my free hand down to feel the gush of slick that gathers at her lower lips.

      Oh, my little stepsister likes this, craves it just as much as I do. Pulling back, I unzip my pants, allowing myself a bit of freedom from the tight fabric as it pushes against my erection, caging me. As my cock pops out, her eyes once more widen. And then, as if she doesn’t even realize it, her tongue snakes out to lick her bottom lip.
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