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        Breenah knows she shouldn’t listen to a word the huge prisoner she is guarding says. Everyone knows that men lie all the time, right? Rax is a Wulven Kindred with a Beast inside—one that is released by moonlight and a Lunar Equinox is coming. Will Breenah submit to the Beast’s hunger and end up forever…Tied to the Wulven?

      

      

      Breenah and the Beast…

      All her life Breenah has been told that men can’t be trusted. She lives on Griesha Prime—a planet where all the males were expelled due to their mistreatment of the women. So imagine her surprise when a huge male prisoner who has crash-landed near her Compound is brought it and manacled to the magnetic Stasis Wheel and she is told to guard him.

      Rax is in a fix. He’s a Wulven Kindred with a ravenous Beast inside—a Beast brought out by moonlight. And Griesha Prime has not one, not two, but three moons! Not only that, but a Lunar Equinox is coming up and all three heavenly bodies will be in the sky at once. He has to get free before that happens.

      Rax knows he needs to escape but he finds himself completely enthralled by the curvy little female who has been set to guard him. And for her part, Breenah feels drawn to the huge warrior—her body responds to his in ways she didn’t even know were possible. But when the Equinox comes and all three moons rise overhead, she will have to make a terrible choice. Should she run from Rax’s Beast…or submit to it in an act of sensual sacrifice that will leave her forever…Tied to the Wulven?
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      You may notice that this book is a little shorter than my usual monthly offering—I’m really sorry about that. I was dealing with a neck injury and a pulled hamstring, both of which made writing difficult this past month. But I’m in Physical Therapy now, and getting stronger all the time. Hopefully we’ll be back to a longer book for next month. In the meantime, I think you’ll enjoy Tied to the Wulven. Even though it’s a little shorter than my usual books, we get to the spicy parts much sooner. ; )

      Hugs and Happy Reading!

      Evangeline
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      Breenah didn’t care how big the giant was – she wasn’t scared of him. Not one little bit! He really was huge though—especially stretched out as he was with his muscular arms bound over his head and locked in place by the Magno-manacles. The manacles were said to be unbreakable and they were locked in place to the Stasis Wheel, which arched over the giant’s head and hummed with latent power.

      As she watched him strain against the manacles Breenah wondered, were they really strong enough to hold him?

      Don’t be silly, she told herself. Of course they’re strong enough. Why, hadn’t Mistress Work-worthy told her just the other day that they had once used these very same Magno-manacles and the Stasis Wheel to hold a Strenthian boar? If they could hold the Beast like that, they could surely hold this strange giant. This male.

      The first male that Breenah had ever seen.

      When they had first brought him in, he was unconscious—it had taken fifteen of her people to haul his huge body into the Guard Room. They had manacled him and chained him to the Stasis Wheel while he was still groggy, and had just barely gotten finished in time. For shortly after he was locked in place, the giant had begun to move.

      “Where the fuck am I?” he had growled in a voice so deep it sent a shiver through Breenah’s bones, and then he started pulling on the manacles. “What the fuck is going on?” he demanded.

      No one had bothered to answer him, and of course he couldn’t see anything because Mistress Work-worthy had ordered that he should be blindfolded.

      Breenah was rather glad that he couldn’t see what was going on—it meant she could watch him as much as she wanted without him seeing her. She wanted to study this strange creature, this male, at her leisure.

      She would certainly have plenty of time to do that, since Mistress Work-worthy had decided that she should be on guard duty. It was a punishment detail, and Breenah well knew it. Mistress Work-worthy had never liked her—it was because she was so different from the others—from the other women she lived and worked with in the Compound.

      It wasn’t Breenah’s fault she was different than the other women. It wasn’t her fault that her breasts were large and full instead of flat and that her waist curved out to full hips and a round ass instead of being slim and boyish, as was the norm on her planet, Griesha Prime.

      Also, when she looked around her during the communal shower, it was clear she was different below as well. The mound of her sex was plump and full with an interior that was slippery with moisture and as dark as a ripe berry while the girls around her had nothing but flat, colorless slits between their legs. But that was just the way she was built—it wasn’t as though she had willed her body to look different!

      She heard Mistress Heal-all, the head medic talking to mistress Work-worthy about it one day, when they hadn’t known she was listening.

      “It must have had something to do with the hormone bath in her artificial womb,” Mistress Heal-all had said. “She must’ve gotten too many sex hormones, which caused her body to mutate in strange ways. I must agree with you—her breasts are unnaturally large.”

      “Can nothing be done about it?” Mistress Work-worthy had demanded. “It is most distracting, both for Breenah and for the girls around her. She looks so strange and none of her uniforms fit correctly.”

      “I’m afraid not.” Mistress Heal-all had sighed. “The damage was done in the artificial womb, it cannot now be reversed, so many years later.”

      “Well I don’t like it,” Mistress Work-worthy grumbled. “If you think of a solution, let me know. “In the meantime I shall endeavor to keep her as far from the other girls as possible.”

      “I shall think on it,” Mistress Heal-all had promised. “I will let you know if anything occurs to me.”

      Breenah had been on tenterhooks for some time after overhearing that particular conversation, but so far nothing had come of it except that she had been exiled to the Guard Room. Of course, usually there was nothing to guard— there was just the overarching skylight which showed the single red giant sun during the day and the triple moons of Griesha Prime at night.

      It was the bloody light of the sunset that bathed the giant’s huge form now. He must be over seven feet tall and he had silvery gray skin which was easy to see, since his shirt was in tatters, showing a broad bare chest beneath.

      Breenah studied him with interest as he growled and yanked on the thick metal manacles. The giant looked different from anyone she had ever seen before. He had a flat chest like the girls she worked with, but it was broad and muscular and his shoulders were so wide he would have to turn sideways to get through a doorway. In contrast, his hips were narrow and led down to long, powerful legs encased in tight leather breaches and tall black boots.

      There was a bulge in the crotch of those trousers that Breenah wondered about. She might never have seen a male before, but she had heard about them—had heard about the strange appendage they carried between their legs that females lacked. Did this huge giant have one of those? A “shaft” she thought it was called. Was that what the bulge was? And if so, what did he do with it?

      Breenah had heard that part of a male could somehow fit into a part of the female body. But which part? She had no idea, but she was very curious. She wondered what would happen if she were to open the giant’s trousers to look at his shaft. He couldn’t stop her—he was manacled to the Stasis Wheel. She could do whatever she wanted with him. She could—

      “Well, how is he? Is he giving you trouble, Breenah?”

      Breenah jumped guiltily at the voice in her ear. Turning, she saw it was Meendy, one of the girls who had been in her group before she was exiled to the Guard Room.

      She was standing there with her hands on her narrow hips, frowning at Breenah. Her uniform, which consisted of long silver sleeves and a silver band that went over the top of her chest, left her breasts free, though they were little more than barely perceptible bumps with tiny, fingernail-sized nipples that were pale and colorless.

      In contrast, Breenah’s own breasts were large and plump—they stuck out from her uniform like full, brown globes and her nipples were large and dark, like ripe sweetberries.

      The bottom part of Meendy’s uniform fit her better, too—her small silver undercoverings covered her decently and didn’t show a thing. Whereas, Breenah looked poured into hers. No matter how many times she pulled and tugged at the stretchy silver fabric, it refused to completely cover the ripe mound of her sex and always seemed to show the top of her slit.

      The differences between them irritated Breenah—not because she wanted to look like Meendy—she didn’t. What irritated her was how much better the standard issue uniform fit her coworker. She really wished that for once she could have clothing that fit her properly and didn’t leave sensitive parts exposed! Also, Meendy was a bully and she got on Breenah’s nerves.

      “Is he causing me trouble? How could he? He’s manacled to the Stasis Wheel,” she pointed out, nodding at the prisoner who was still growling and yanking on the unbreakable manacles.

      “Hmm…all right.” Meendy gave her a critical look. “Well, just be certain you keep a good watch on him. I heard Mistress Work-worthy say he might be a spy from Griesha Beta. And you know, he is a male and they can’t be trusted.”

      “I know they can’t,” Breenah said, frowning. Distrust of males was one of the first things one learned on Griesha Prime—almost as soon as one came out of the artificial womb.

      Long ago—so many generations that nobody really remembered now—Griesha Prime had been a society of both males and females. But conditions for the females had been bleak. The males had ruled everything, forcing the females into “sexual servitude”—a term which was never fully explained, but which Breenah thought must mean that the males put their shafts into the females whenever and however they wanted.

      After living like this for years and years, the women had risen up. Under the light of the Lunar Equinox—the rare convergence of Griesha Prime’s three Moons—they had overthrown their male captors and either killed them or driven them off-planet.

      The disaffected males who escaped had settled on the next planet over, Griesha Beta, where they had been ever since. They had never dared to come back, for the planet was well protected against them. A neural net covered the entire globe and if a ship that carried a male dipped too low towards the Griesha Prime atmosphere, the net would sense the presence of a passenger with a Y chromosome and short out their engines.

      And once on the surface of Griesha Prime—if he survived the crash—the hapless male was stuck, unless he had a female who was willing to leave the planet with him. Only in the presence of a passenger with two X chromosomes could a passenger with a Y chromosome escape the all-encompassing neural net.

      This defense system resulted in many crashed ships until the male residents of Griesha Beta eventually gave up trying to come back to their old home world. They left the females alone and settled permanently on Griesha Beta, though they were still regarded with great suspicion by the residents of Griesha Prime.

      It had been many long years since a male had crash-landed on their planet, Breenah reflected. Certainly none had in her own lifetime. But could the giant the outer guards had found and dragged from the wreckage of his ship really be a spy from the males on Griesha Beta?

      “What makes them think he’s a spy?” she asked Meendy suspiciously. “He has gray skin and he’s huge. We all have either brown or tan skin and we are much shorter—clearly he’s not our species of humanoid.”

      “Yes, but he’s male,” Meendy hissed. “And males are not to be trusted! They only want to keep females in sexual servitude.”

      “Yes, yes—I know all that,” Breenah said impatiently. “Only… what does it mean, ‘sexual servitude?’ Mistress Work-worthy never really explains it. Do you think it means that males want to, you know…put their, uh, shafts into females somehow?” The thought gave her a fluttery feeling in her stomach for some reason.

      “Who cares what it means!” Meendy made a dismissive gesture. “It’s bad and that’s all we need to know!”

      “Yes, but I just wish that Mistress Work-worthy and the other Superiors would tell us what it meant,” Breenah said, frowning. “I’d like to know what I ought to be watching out for. After all, what kinds of, er, sexual servitude do you think the prisoner would engage in if he got a chance to? Which he won’t of course,” she added quickly.

      “Stop all this foolish speculation and just be certain he doesn’t get out of those manacles!” Meendy said in her bossiest tone. “You’d better be guarding the Stasis Wheel release switch with your life!”

      She nodded to the big red button on the far wall—the one that would instantly turn off the Stasis Wheel and release the Magno-manacles at once if pushed. It was an emergency measure, only to be used as a last resort.

      “I am watching,” Breenah said shortly, irritated by the other woman’s bossy tone. She didn’t need anyone to tell her how to do her job! “No one is getting anywhere near that switch,” she told Meendy firmly. “So if that’s all you came to say, you can go back now. Tell Mistress Work-worthy everything is under control.”

      “As a matter of fact, that’s not all I came to say.” Meendy put a hand to one skinny hip bone, which was clearly evident, poking out above the silver bottoms of her uniform. “Mistress Work-worthy also wanted me to make it clear you’re not to speak to the giant—not a single word.”

      “Why would I talk to him?” Breenah demanded. “He’s a male. Everyone knows they can’t be trusted!”

      “They lie with every breath they take,” Meendy agreed, frowning. “Just see that you don’t forget that. The Council of Superiors is deciding what to do with him but for now, just keep him blindfolded and as silent as possible.”

      The imprisoned giant must have heard this because he stirred in his bonds and growled in that deep voice of his again. However, neither Breenah or Meendy paid him any attention.

      “Tell Mistress Work-worthy that everything is fine,” Breenah said firmly. “And stop bothering me! I have my work and you have yours.”

      Which was true enough—Meendy ran the Sanitation Department for the Compound—a responsibility which had definitely gone to her head. Breenah was just glad she didn’t run the Nutrition Department or nobody would have ever gotten anything to eat without having to hear a lecture first! As it was, old Moonah was in charge of the food, which was nice since she was one of the few Elders who approved of Breenah and didn’t seem to think that her curvy figure was odd or a reason for shame.

      “You go on and have an extra piece of maize-cake, honey,” she’d say, placing another bit of food on Breenah’s tray during mealtimes. “You need it to keep those curves! You’re what women used to look like—back in the day.”

      Breenah wasn’t sure what day she was talking about, but she always took the extra food with gratitude. It never felt like the rations were enough in the Compound and she was always wishing for more.

      “Well…I’ll tell Mistress Work-worthy you’re doing your duty—barely,” Meendy snapped, breaking her train of thought. “Just see that you keep on doing it and don’t speak to the male—the Council of Superiors will interrogate him later.”

      Breenah simply nodded, not trusting herself to speak lest she snap something sarcastic that Meendy would take offense to and report her to Mistress Work-worthy or one of the other Superiors.

      “All right, see you later,” Meendy said, which was no doubt true. She was nosey enough to try and keep an eye on Breenah even without their Superior’s say-so. She slipped out of the Guard Room door with a last, sharp glance at the prisoner and the Stasis Wheel release switch, leaving Breenah alone with the giant once more.

      With a sigh of relief, Breenah went back to guard duty, which mainly consisted of pacing back in forth in front or the prisoner, keeping an eye on his bound form. She didn’t fear him, she reminded herself again as she took in his huge size and musculature. She had her poison leeza knife on her hip—a single scratch from its blade would kill even a big brute like him. He couldn’t touch her. He couldn’t—

      “Hey, little girl.” The prisoner’s deep voice was like two boulders rubbing together. “How about you take this blindfold off so we can get to know each other?”
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      “What?” Breenah was so startled at him addressing her directly, that she actually answered him before she could stop herself.

      “I said take off this blindfold—let me see who captured me. At least give me that much,” the giant demanded.

      Breenah knew she ought not to speak to him again—Meendy had said specifically that Mistress Work-worthy didn’t want her talking to him. But really, what harm could it do? After all, everyone else in the Compound was busy with their respective tasks—no one would ever know if she spoke to her prisoner or not.

      “Why should I take off your blindfold?” she asked, taking a step closer to the Stasis Wheel where he was bound. “Give me one good reason I should even think of going against orders just because you want me to.”

      “Because you’re curious,” was his strange reply. “Bet you’ve never seen a male before, have you, little one? Not if this is Griesha Prime, instead of Griesha Beta, which is what I was fucking aiming for.”

      Breenah caught her breath.

      “So you are a spy from Griesha Beta!” she exclaimed.

      “Hell no, I’m not,” the giant growled. “I just had business there. But my nav-com got messed up a while ago in an electro-magnetic storm I flew through. Which is how I ended up crashing here—on a planet no male has dared to come to for well over a hundred and fifty cycles.”

      “So…you didn’t mean to come to Griesha Prime?” Without realizing she was doing it, Breenah had somehow inched closer to the Stasis Wheel where the enormous giant was bound.

      “Hell, no!” he growled. “Why would I want to come to your fucking Goddess-forsaken planet? I know well enough to steer clear—every male within three thousand light years does. So now that you know I’m here by accident, why don’t you take off this fucking blindfold so we can look in each other’s eyes while we talk?”

      “You think I’m stupid?” Breenah demanded. “You think I’ll get close enough to let you try and attack me somehow?”

      “Why the fuck would I want to attack you?” the giant demanded. “This is all one big fucking misunderstanding. If I attack you, I lose your trust and any chance I have of getting out of these fucking cuffs.” He rattled the Magno-manacles for emphasis. “Whereas if you take the blindfold off, maybe we can talk like two rational beings.”

      “I’m not supposed to talk to you,” Breenah said, but somehow she found she had edged even closer to the Stasis Wheel and the giant prisoner.

      “Yeah, I heard the other female telling you that,” he growled. “You always do what she says, then? Is she your boss?”

      “Meendy is not my boss!” Breenah said indignantly. “She doesn’t tell me what to do—only Mistress Work-worthy or the other Superiors can do that. I’m the one in charge in the Guard Room—that’s where we are now,” she clarified.

      “Well, seeing as how you’re the fucking boss of this room, why don’t you take off my blindfold so we can at least see each other,” he suggested.

      Don’t do it—males can’t be trusted, whispered a little voice in Breenah’s head. But she was curious—she wanted to see the giant’s eyes—wanted to know what he looked like without the black cloth wrapped around his face.

      “All right,” she said at last. “But I want you to know I have a poison leeza blade—move even an inch while I’m removing your blindfold and I’ll kill you!”

      Not that she had ever killed anyone before—but it seemed like a good threat to make, especially considering his size and strength.

      “Fair enough,” the giant growled. “I’ll hold still, sweetheart. Just let me see where the fuck I am.”

      “Very well.”

      Stepping up to the Stasis Wheel, Breenah stood on her tiptoes to reach the blindfold. This close to the giant, she could smell his scent—a wild, spicy, and somehow masculine fragrance that was surprisingly appealing. He was warm—the mostly bare skin of his chest radiating heat against her own bare skin.

      She could feel that warmth more than she’d meant to—he was even taller than she’d thought and in order to reach the blindfold, she had to get quite close to his chest and stand on her very tippy-toes. This had the effect of rubbing the ripe points of her nipples against his warm skin which sent a little tingle of pleasure through her entire body. Breenah found this strange new sensation both surprising and exciting, though she wouldn’t admit it to herself.

      Due to the way the uniforms in the Compound were made, her sensitive tips were always exposed. Since she knew how this made most of the other women look down on her, she went out of her way to make certain she never bumped or brushed against any of her fellow workers.

      So she had never rubbed deliberately against anyone before and it wasn’t deliberate now—at least not at first. But as she reached for the blindfold and felt the gentle friction between her tight nipples and the giant’s broad chest, she couldn’t help wanting to feel it again.

      So as she finally grasped the blindfold, she did it again—deliberately this time—allowing her ripe tips to press against the giant’s chest and side.

      “Mmm, what are you doing down there?” the giant rumbled. “Thought you were just taking off my blindfold, sweetheart, but I can feel you rubbing against me.”

      “I…I’m just trying to reach it. You’re so tall!” Breenah said defensively.

      “Yeah—that would be the Giant Kindred ancestry I have somewhere in my DNA,” he rumbled. “Accounts for my skin color too. Though I’m mostly Wulven.”

      Breenah had no idea what he was talking about—she only knew that his big body was warm and he smelled surprisingly good—a hot, spicy scent that seemed to have a slightly smoky edge to it. Like the fires they lit outside the Compound on Bonfire Night to celebrate the Lunar Equinox each year, she thought.

      Snagging the blindfold at last, she managed to slip it over his head and then took a quick step back from him. His hair was short—cut close to his skull except for a black strip that was slightly longer, running down the center of his head from his high forehead to the back of his neck. His eyes—she could finally see as he blinked at her, getting used to the light—were a pale, piercing blue like the ice that formed on the surface of the lake in winter.

      As he focused on her, those pale eyes widened in apparent surprise.

      “Gods-damn, sweetheart,” he breathed as his piercing gaze swept over her. “What in the Seven Hells are you wearing? I mean—why are you dressed like that?”

      Breenah felt put on the defensive at once.

      “It’s a standard issue uniform!” she snapped, glaring up at him. “There’s no need to stare at me—I know mine doesn’t fit right.”

      “Standard issue uniform?” he repeated, shaking his head. “You mean all of you on this planet dress like this?”

      “Yes, of course,” Breenah said stiffly. Honestly, she would have thought the giant would have better things to do than critique her uniform!

      “But…why do you leave so much, er, skin exposed?” His pale blue eyes had traveled to her breasts again, which jiggled when Breenah moved.

      She frowned.

      “Why not? The Compound we all live in is protected by a Climate Dome—it keeps the temperature perfectly balanced at all times so no one gets cold. And all our growing resources are aimed at plants that produce food, which means fabric is scarce. So it makes sense to have minimal uniforms.”

      These were all the excuses that Mistress Work-worthy had given her when Breenah had complained that she wanted a larger uniform—one that fit and covered her sensitive areas. In retrospect, she probably shouldn’t have done that—it had only drawn attention to her differences and made the Superior dislike her even more. But she told them to the giant now, trying to justify the skimpy silver garments she had on.

      He shook his head again.

      “If you say so, sweetheart,” he rumbled. “I mean, I’m not complaining. The view is fucking amazing.”

      “Why do you say that?” Breenah demanded, offended all over again. “You’re saying that because my breasts are too big, aren’t you?”

      “Too big?” the giant rumbled. “There’s no such thing, sweetheart. Your breasts are fucking gorgeous—it’s just where I come from, women keep them covered.”

      “They do?” Breenah asked enviously. “There must not be a fabric shortage where you come from then.”

      “No, there isn’t,” the giant said. Breenah noticed that his eyes remained glued to her breasts. “Don’t look at me like that!” she exclaimed.

      “Like what?” the giant asked, a faint smirk on his face. He had very strong features—a square jaw covered with dark stubble and high cheekbones, Breenah couldn’t help noticing.

      “I don’t know,” she said uncertainly. “Like…like you want to eat me up or something!”

      “Eat you, hmmm?” the giant rumbled. And now Breenah noticed that his eyes had dropped from her breasts to a lower spot. He was eyeing the place where the bottom part of her uniform didn’t quite cover the mount of her sex—the place where the top of her slit was exposed.

      She didn’t know why, but his hot gaze traveling over her body caused those strange trembles in her stomach again. It was the same way she had felt when her nipples had brushed against his broad chest.

      “I said stop looking at me that way,” she snapped. “Have you never seen a female before?”

      “No, but I’m betting that you’ve never seen a male before either, have you sweetheart?” he rumbled.

      “It doesn’t matter that I’ve never seen one of your kind before,” Breenah said indignantly. “I know that you’re not to be trusted—males lie with every breath they take. I should put your blindfold back on right now!”

      “No, don’t do that.” The giant scowled. “I won’t look at you if you don’t want me to. It’s just hard to keep my eyes off your gorgeous body when it’s on display like that.”

      “Gorgeous?” Breenah looked at him distrustfully. “You’re kidding, right? You’re making fun of me because I look different from other women!”

      The giant opened his eyes wide with apparent innocence.

      “Well I don’t know what the other females look like around here, sweetheart, but I can’t imagine they look any better than you. And no, I’m not making fun of you—you’re really damn beautiful with all those luscious curves and that smooth, brown skin—you must know that.”

      “Nobody’s ever said that to me before” Breenah admitted. She narrowed her eyes, a new thought occurring to her. “You’re just trying to flatter me—to get on my good side and get me off my guard. Well it won’t work! You’re a male, so I know that everything you say is a lie. I won’t listen to your false flattery one minute more!”

      The giant rolled his eyes.

      “I can’t win with you, sweetheart,” he growled. “If I stare at you too much, it’s because I think you look different. If I try to tell you how beautiful you are, I’m flattering you for my own fucking ends. I don’t know what you want from me!”

      “I want you to be quiet!” Breenah snapped, though to be honest, she didn’t want that at all. Speaking to the giant prisoner was surprisingly stimulating—he was easily the most interesting thing that had ever happened to her, since life in the Compound tended to be the same day after day. Also, she couldn’t help wondering, just a little, if he might be serious about thinking she was “gorgeous” which was certainly not a word she’d heard applied to herself before.

      And she had to admit she rather liked his eyes on her body. It made her feel hot all over, the way he studied her breasts and sex in that hungry way of his. No one had ever looked at her like that. Biting her lip, she thrust out her breasts and began to pace in front of him, putting a little extra sway in her step to make her large globes jiggle as she walked.

      “What are you doing, sweetheart?” the giant demanded, his eyes following her as she paced back and forth.

      “I’m supposed to be guarding you, so that’s what I’m doing,” Breenah informed him. “I suppose we can continue to talk—as long as you don’t lie,” she added.

      He made a face.

      “Thought you said that every word I said was a lie, because I’m a male?”

      “Well…” Breenah didn’t really have an answer for that—she only knew she wanted to continue their conversation—to continue to feel his eyes on her, for some reason.

      “We’re not all untrustworthy bastards, you know,” the giant growled. “Not like the males of your own race, that you drove out hundreds of cycles ago.”

      Breenah frowned up at him.

      “How do you know about the history of my planet?” she demanded.

      “Everybody knows.” He shrugged, as well as he was able with his arms manacled over his head. “It’s like a fucking cautionary tale—how not to treat females!”

      “The males of our planet kept the females in sexual bondage,” Breenah said automatically, repeating what she’d been told many, many times.

      “I see…” The giant raised an eyebrow at her. “And what does that mean, exactly?”

      Breenah flushed—he was making fun of her! Possibly he’d overheard her conversation with Meendy where she had been asking the exact same question. But she didn’t want to give him the satisfaction of thinking that she didn’t know.

      “It…it means the males did anything they wanted to the females,” she said, lifting her chin. “Whenever they wanted to.”

      “Mmm…I see,” he murmured and his eyes were on her again, sweeping over her full, naked breasts and the mound of her sex. “So then, I guess the males would suck the females’ ripe nipples whenever they wanted to, hmm?”

      “What?” Breenah asked, whirling to face him. For some reason his words sent a rush of tingling sensation through her body.

      “Well, I mean if a male of your planet wanted to, he could find the female of his choice and cup her big, ripe breasts in his hands and then take his time sucking each of her tight nipples into his mouth until she moaned with pleasure,” the giant clarified. “Right?”

      “I…I don’t know. I guess so,” Breenah said. “That…that’s not something we talk about or even think about here,” she added virtuously.

      “Well, if you’re having trouble picturing it, you could always come over here and I could show you what I mean, sweetheart,” the giant growled.

      Breenah felt her cheeks getting hot as his words produced a sudden and very vivid mental picture in her head. She imagined herself dragging a step-up—the one in the corner, which was used for getting supplies out of the high cabinets—over to the giant. Then she could climb up onto it so that her breasts were at the level of his face. And he could—

      Stop it, Breenah—what’s wrong with you? a scolding little voice in her head demanded. You shouldn’t be thinking of such things—you know you shouldn’t.

      But somehow the image wouldn’t leave her head and it seemed to be affecting her, not only mentally but physically too. Her nipples felt suddenly tighter and even more sensitive and the slit between her legs was getting wet and hot—like it did sometimes at night when she touched herself after all the other girls in the dormitory had gone to sleep.

      She didn’t get very far with the touching—she was afraid someone might wake up or one of the Superiors might come into the dormitory and catch her. But there was a tight little spot at the top of her slit—a kind of button—she liked to rub when she dared. Listening to the giant talk gave her almost the same feeling she got when she rubbed and touched that little button. Which didn’t seem to make any sense, though she couldn’t deny it was true.

      “I suppose the males of your planet also forced the females to spread their legs so they could taste them,” the giant went on, when Breenah didn’t answer his invitation.

      “Taste them?” She looked up at him uncertainly.

      “Sure, sweetheart. When a male spreads open a female’s pussy lips so he can lap and suck her clit and tease it with his tongue,” the giant growled. Seeing her look of incomprehension he added, “You know—that sweet little button you have near the top of your pussy slit?”

      Breenah nearly jumped in surprise. Had he been reading her mind? But no—she’d never heard that males had those kinds of powers. It must be a coincidence.

      “I…I don’t know what you mean,” she said rather breathlessly. “And anyway, why would a male want to do something like that?”

      “Why would a male want to taste his female?” His pale eyes almost seemed to glow. “To make her hot—to give her pleasure. To taste her pussy honey, right from the source.”

      “Her…honey?” Breenah pressed her thighs together guiltily. She could feel how wet she was getting between her legs—was that what the giant was talking about?

      “The natural lubrication a female’s body makes when she’s getting ready for pleasure or for penetration,” he clarified. “Looks to me like you’re making some now, sweetheart.” He nodded at the mound of her sex and Breenah looked down instinctively.

      To her embarrassment, she saw that the tiny silver undercoverings she wore had been pulled even lower than usual—probably by the way she had been strutting back and forth in front of him. Nearly half her slit was visible and the outer lips of her sex looked puffy and swollen. They almost seemed to be parting of their own accord to show the dark, slippery inside of her sex, which was indeed shiny with her juices—what the giant called “pussy honey.” She could even see her button—what the giant had called a “clit”—it also looked swollen and needy. Almost as though it was begging for someone to touch it…or taste it.

      “Oh!” she exclaimed, and attempted to pull up the stretchy, silver material of her uniform bottoms. But no matter how hard she tugged, they refused to completely cover her mound—and the moment she let go, the top of her slit was visible again.

      “Don’t be embarrassed, sweetheart,” the giant rumbled. “You have a beautiful pussy—as dark and ripe as a sweetberry.”

      “My…my ‘pussy’ is no business of yours, giant,” Breenah snapped, glaring up at him as she gave up on trying to completely cover herself. “And I told you not to look at me!”

      “I’m trying not to, but it’s not every day I have a gorgeous, curvy, half-naked female parading around in front of me,” he growled. “And my name’s not ‘giant.’ I’m Ne’rax—but you can call me Rax for short,” he added.

      “Rax?” Breenah tasted the name on her tongue. It was short and hard and somehow masculine-sounding, she decided.

      “Yeah, Rax,” he repeated. “And you’re Breenah—right?”

      “How do you know my name?” she demanded. Maybe he did have mind-reading powers, after all! But the giant’s answer was prosaic.

      “Heard the other female call you by it,” he said, shrugging. “You probably thought you were talking low enough that I couldn’t hear, but we Kindred have sharp hearing.”

      “Oh, well…” Breenah nodded reluctantly. “Yes, I am Breenah of the Seventeenth Compound of Griesha Prime,” she said, deciding she might as well formally introduce herself. “And where are you from—since you claim not to be a spy?” she added.

      “I’m from the Kindred Mother Ship,” Rax rumbled. “That’s my home base, anyway, but I’m away a lot. I’m a scout—I seek out new trade partners for my people.”

      “Trade partners?” Breenah frowned suspiciously. “What do you trade?”

      “Well, goods…services…supplies.” He shrugged. “But what I’m mainly always looking for are new people who are willing to make a genetic trade with us. See, the Kindred are 95% male, which means we need to find females from other species to mate with.”

      “So you came here looking for a new source of females to put into sexual bondage?” Breenah exclaimed. “Why—that’s worse than being a spy!”

      “Take it easy, sweetheart,” Rax soothed. “We don’t put our mates into ‘sexual bondage’ as you call it. We Kindred believe that males and females are equals.”

      “What was all that talk about…about sucking a female’s nipples and tasting her, uh, her pussy then?” Breenah asked, using his term for her sex. “Isn’t all that part of sexual bondage?”

      “It’s all part of sex or making love or breeding—whatever you want to call it,” Rax corrected her. “But no Kindred would ever force a female to do those things unless she wanted to.”

      “Why would any female want such a thing?” Breenah asked, lifting her chin.

      “You know why, sweetheart.” Rax gave her a level look. “For pleasure—because it feels good to let a male—your mate—suck your nipples and lick your pussy.”

      “I…I don’t know any such thing. I’ve never met a male before you,” Breenah reminded him.

      “Yeah, but don’t you sometimes touch yourself at night?” he countered. “Maybe play with your nipples or pet that sweet little pussy? And doesn’t it feel good when you do? Just imagine how much better it would feel if instead of your fingers, it was a hot, wet mouth wrapped around your tight little nipples or a tongue licking between your pussy lips to tease that ripe little clit of yours.”

      “I…I would never do that! I don’t touch myself!” Breenah could feel her cheeks getting hot with a blush and she found she couldn’t meet the giant’s eyes as she told the lie.

      “Sure you do,” Rax rumbled, sounding absolutely sure of it. “Or if you don’t, I bet you will tonight. I can smell your desire in the air, sweetheart—just talking about getting your nipples sucked and your pussy licked and tasted is turning you on.”

      “Turning me on?” Breenah frowned. Here was another term she’d never heard before.

      “Getting you sexually excited,” Rax explained. He frowned. “Look, I know you’re a society of all women, but surely you still have sex drives? Getting rid of your men didn’t get rid of your sexual desire, did it?”

      Breenah didn’t know how to answer that. Certainly none of the women around her in the Compound ever exhibited any “sexual desire” or any desire to touch themselves. At least, not that she knew of. As far as she could tell, she was the only one who had any of those kinds of urges—though she was careful to hide them.

      “So do you do all these things—this licking and sucking and tasting—with your own ‘mate’?” she asked, countering his question with a question of her own.

      His face, which had been open and interested all this time, abruptly went dark.

      “I have no mate,” he said flatly. “And I never will. I am one of the Untameable.”

      “The what?” Breenah asked.

      But before he could answer, the door to the Guard Room swung open and Meendy was standing there.
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      “Breenah,” Meendy said bossily. “Mistress Work-worthy sent me to tell you—” She stopped, her eyes narrowing as she took in Rax, who was also staring curiously at her. “Why does he have his blindfold off?” she demanded, frowning up at him.

      “Oh, he…he shook it off,” Breenah said quickly. She held up the black scrap of fabric, which she’d been holding this whole time. “I…I was just about to put it back on him.”

      “See that you do,” Meendy snapped. “And then come to Last Meal. After you eat, you’re to come back here and guard the prisoner all night. Mistress Work-worthy says the Council of Superiors will interrogate him in the morning. They have no time tonight since they’re getting ready for the Lunar Equinox tomorrow evening.”

      “Am I supposed to sleep in here, then?” Breenah exclaimed. She hadn’t imagined her guard duties would extend into the night.

      Meendy shrugged.

      “I suppose so. Just bring your cot from the dormitory and set it up in front of the Stasis Wheel.”

      Breenah didn’t know how she felt about spending the night in the giant’s presence. She had scarcely been with him an hour and already the things he said were making her have all kinds of feelings and filling her head with strangely enticing images and thoughts. Thoughts she was fairly certain were forbidden and yet she couldn’t seem to stop thinking them.

      Still, one did not say no to the Council of Superiors—or to Mistress Work-worthy, for that matter. And her cot was very light—it wouldn’t be hard to move.

      “All right,” she said, shrugging. “Go on to Last Meal—you don’t want to miss the best food. I’ll put the prisoner’s blindfold back on and then hurry to the Dining Hall.”

      “Make sure you tie it tightly,” Meendy said, frowning. “I don’t like his eyes—they’re a strange color.”

      Which was true enough—the women of the Compound all had black or brown eyes. Breenah had to admit she’d never seen eyes that pale, icy blue color before.

      Then she realized she had somehow locked gazes with Rax and had to look away quickly before Meendy suspected something. But suspected what? That they’d been talking? That he’d said things that made her blush and caused her stomach to tremble and the inside of her pussy slit to get wet?

      It didn’t bear thinking about. She waited until Meendy left—with a last, suspicious glance over her skinny shoulder—and then looked down at the blindfold again.

      “Wish you wouldn’t put that back on me, sweetheart,” Rax growled. “I don’t like not being able to see. Makes me feel even more fucking helpless than I already am.” He rattled the Magno-manacles for emphasis.

      Breenah frowned. She ought to put the blindfold on him whether he liked it or not—it wasn’t his choice, after all. But somehow, she couldn’t bring herself to do it. Though if she didn’t and Meendy or one of the Superiors found out, she would be in trouble.

      Then she had an idea.

      Taking the leeza knife from its sheath at her waist, she carefully cut a slit with the super-sharp blade right down the middle of the black fabric.

      “There,” she said, re-sheathing the knife and showing the giant what she had done. “This way you’ll be able to see out but someone just coming in the door won’t realize it.”

      Rax nodded, a look of admiration coming over his sharp features.

      “Good idea, sweetheart. But I’m afraid you’re going to have to find something to stand on if you want to get that thing back on me. You’re just not tall enough to reach the top of my head otherwise.”

      Breenah had to admit he was right. Going to the corner, she went to get the step-up and dragged it carefully across the room to the Stasis Wheel.

      Her heart was pounding as she positioned it in front of the giant and adjusted its height. It was made of many light but strong metal steps folded into each other and could extend quite high into the air if one needed it to.

      “Now you just remember I have a poisoned blade,” she said to Rax, as she put her foot on the first step. “And I won’t hesitate to cut your throat if you try anything.”

      “Not gonna try anything, sweetheart,” he rumbled. His blue eyes went half-lidded. “Unless you want me to, that is.”

      “I don’t know what you’re talking about,” Breenah said loftily, lifting her chin as she climbed up the metal steps. She didn’t stop until her head was higher than the giant’s—she wanted to be taller than him for once, she told herself.

      However, this position put her bare breasts at the level of his face. Breenah pretended not to notice. She leaned forward and busied herself with tying the blindfold around his head again, making certain that the slit she’d cut was centered over his eyes so he could see.

      In the process, her bare breasts brushed his face, but again, she pretended she didn’t notice, even though the short, stiff hairs on his square jaw—which were the same black as the skull-cut hair on his head—prickled against her tender slopes.

      It seemed to take a long time to get the blindfold just right. Breenah told herself she wanted to be certain that Rax could see out but no one else could tell that he was able to look through the folds of black fabric. She shifted around and somehow her left nipple rubbed against the giant’s lips.

      Yet again, Breenah pretended not to notice. Until Rax gave a low, groan, that was.

      “If this is some kind of a test, sweetheart, then I’m about to fail it,” he rumbled. “I’ll give you one chance to move—after that, I can’t be responsible for what I do.”

      “I…I can’t move yet,” Breenah protested breathlessly. “I haven’t gotten the blindfold just right yet.”

      “Your choice then, sweetheart,” he growled. And then her tight bud was drawn into his hot mouth and he was sucking her nipple, long and hard.

      “Oh!” Breenah moaned, unable to stop herself. Sparks of pleasure were shooting from the tip of her breast straight down to the spot between her legs—to her pussy, as Rax had called it. It felt so good—better than anything she’d ever felt before and she didn’t want it to end!

      She didn’t want to acknowledge what was happening either, however. If she did that, it was the same as permitting it—or even asking for it. Whereas, as long as she ignored what the giant was doing, she could pretend nothing was going on. So she stood still, her hands still on the blindfold she was tying at the back of his head, and said nothing—though a few more breathless moans did escape her lips.

      At last, Rax let her aching nipple slip from between his lips. He was nearly panting with some kind of emotion—some feeling that wasn’t familiar to Breenah, even though she felt it too, because she was also panting from the pleasure. Still, she wouldn’t acknowledge it.

      “Now, I think I’ve almost…almost got it, so just…just hold still,” she said breathlessly, as she shifted her body and pretended to position the blindfold some more. As she did, she pressed her right nipple to his lips.

      Rax didn’t need any further invitation. He sucked her tender right tip into his mouth at once, lapping and swirling his hot tongue around her nipple before sucking it deep and hard, as he had the other one.

      “Ohhh!” Breenah couldn’t help moaning. It felt even better when he sucked this nipple, if that was possible! Maybe because she knew what to expect now and had basically asked for it.

      What are you doing? You know you shouldn’t be doing this! whispered the scolding little voice in her head that sounded a lot like Mistress Work-worthy. You ought to draw your leeza blade and slit his throat right now for daring to touch you and taste you so intimately!

      But Breenah did no such thing. She didn’t want the giant to stop—her nipples were throbbing and between her legs she was getting so wet and slippery she could barely stand it, but still she didn’t want it to be over.

      In fact, she might have stayed there on the step-up, letting Rax suck her nipples all night if the Last Meal gong hadn’t suddenly rung through the halls outside the Guard Room.

      “Oh!” Breenah exclaimed and pulled away abruptly. “Oh, I must get to Last Meal!”

      “Go on and go then, sweetheart,” Rax growled hoarsely. Through the slit in the blindfold, she could see that his strange, pale eyes were half-lidded and hungry. “But come back to me soon, all right? I’m gonna miss you while you’re gone.”

      “I won’t be long,” Breenah told him as she climbed down and compressed the step-up again. “Er, we can continue our, uh, conversation later.”

      “Right…our conversation,” he murmured and she caught another flash of his eyes before she turned and hurriedly left the Guard Room.

      She had to get to Last Meal before someone suspected that something was wrong.
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      Gods, what in the Seven Hells was he doing?

      Rax shook his head, trying to clear it from the fog of lust that clouded his thoughts. The little female might not know it, but she was putting out fucking clouds of sex pheromones and her scent was driving him crazy.

      What’s wrong with me? he wondered. I’m a prisoner here—I need to be trying to get back to my ship. Not fucking around with some sweet little virgin who’s never even seen a male before!

      True enough, but it was damn hard to keep that in mind when Breenah was in the room with him. Her sweet, curvy body was incredibly ripe with those big, tight nipples and the puffy little pussy she couldn’t quite cover with the skimpy silver underpants she was wearing. The outfit that passed for a uniform here in her Compound was incredibly enticing, though he was certain it wasn’t meant to be.

      He could still taste her skin—salty and sweet—when he licked his lips. Gods, he wished he could have tasted her honey! Her sweet little slit had been so close. If she had just raised that step-stool mechanism a little bit higher, he could have reached her with his tongue and…

      You’re doing it again, Rax told himself. Fucking stop it and think of a way out of this mess!

      But that was easier said than done when his head was filled with the curvy little female. Her smooth, brown skin and big brown eyes…the sway of her hips…the fullness of her breasts…the way she’d basically begged him to suck her berry-dark nipples by rubbing them against his lips until he couldn’t help himself anymore…

      She’s hot for it—deep in need, Rax thought, remembering the way she’d been strutting back and forth in front of him, showing off her ripe body, her breasts jiggling with every step as the silver underpants pulled lower and lower, showing more and more of her sweet, puffy cunt lips. Breenah was absolutely beautiful—a hot little virgin temptress and also what the Kindred called an Elite—a female the Goddess had blessed with extra generous curves. And yet, she seemed surprised when he told her how gorgeous she was.

      I wonder if all the other females around here are shaped like that bossy one who barged in and demanded Breenah go to Last Meal? he thought.

      The other female had a flat chest and straight, boyish hips. In fact, she looked nearly asexual. And now he remembered that Breenah had accused him of making fun of her because she looked different from other females. If everyone in the Compound where he had been taken looked like the bossy one, no wonder Breenah felt out of place!

      I could use that to my advantage, Rax thought. If she feels out of place here, maybe I can convince her to let me go and come with me—back to my ship. Then we could get out of here together.

      He was fairly certain his ship—which had shorted out when he dipped too close to Griesha Prime’s atmosphere—had survived the crash. It had fail-safe crash-landing mechanisms that automatically deployed if the ship went into free-fall. It also had new Kindred technology called “Self-heal,” which meant that short of being absolutely smashed to smithereens, the ship could repair itself.

      It was made of Smart Metal, which was able to flow back into the desired configurations. By this time, it had probably repaired any damage caused by the crash and was waiting quietly for him, out in a field outside the Compound somewhere. All Rax had to do was get the curvy little female to unlock him from these damn magnetic manacles and the two of them could make their way to the ship and get the Seven Hells out of here.

      Besides avoiding torture or death at the hands of the man-hating inhabitants of Griesha Prime, he had an extra incentive for getting away. He had heard the bossy female mention a “Lunar Equinox” which would definitely be bad news for one of his kind.

      As a Wulven Kindred, Rax had a Beast living within him—an unthinking creature that was all id—all ravenous sexual hunger and desire. The Beast could be a problem, but most Wulvens were able to find a mate who could tame their Beast. Rax, however, wasn’t one of those fortunate ones. He had been born with the markings of the Untameable already on his skin—a sure sign that he would never find a mate who could tame the creature that indwelled him.

      The good news was, he could almost always keep the Beast inside under wraps, just by avoiding planets with natural satellites or moons. It was the pull of the moon which called out the Beast, which could only be assuaged by blood or sex. So Rax was careful to stay away from planets with moons—or to only visit during their surface daylight hours.

      Living on the Kindred Mother Ship wasn’t a problem for him, because there was no moon—only the artificial green sun which powered it. But a planet that had a Lunar Equinox probably also had a moon—so being caught on Griesha Prime was bad. Very bad.

      Which means I need to get away from here before this Lunar Equinox that Miss Bossy was talking about happens, he thought grimly. And the curvy little female, Breenah, might be his only hope. The question was, would she let him go?

      Rax hoped he could convince her. Otherwise he was going to be in serious trouble very soon.
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      Breenah still felt light-headed as she hurried down the long white corridor to the communal Dining Hall where everyone in the Compound ate. Why had she allowed the giant to suck her nipples?

      It had been dangerous, she thought, scolding herself. What if he’d decided to bite instead of just sucking and swirling his tongue around her tight tips? What she’d done was the equivalent of sticking her hand into a wild tornga’s cage and expecting the huge Beast to lick her hand rather than biting it off!

      Only…that wasn’t quite true. There was something about the big male that made her want to trust him, even with such sensitive parts of her body. Maybe it was the way he talked so frankly about the secret thoughts she only dared to think when she was lying in her cot at night and everyone else was asleep. Or maybe it was the way those piercing, pale blue eyes followed her every move, half-lidded with obvious hunger.

      At any rate, she hadn’t even thought of putting herself in danger when she’d gotten so close to him and allowed him to suck her nipples. She’d been acting purely on instinct—an instinct she hadn’t even known she had until the moment she let her tight nipples brush against Rax’s full lips in a silent invitation.

      Speaking of that, her nipples felt extra cold right now. Looking down, she realized that they were still wet and shiny from being in his mouth. They looked extra swollen too. What was she thinking, going out into the rest of the Compound with the obvious evidence of what she had been doing on display like this?

      I’ll tell you what you’re thinking—you’re not thinking at all! the scolding voice in her head exclaimed. You’re only listening to what your body wants.

      And what her body wanted was to be close to the giant again. As she hastily wiped the evidence of her recent indiscretion away, Breenah admitted it was true. The way Rax talked…his rich, wild, spicy scent…the way he looked at her…the things he said about males tasting and pleasuring females…she wanted more of it. A lot more.

      Which is why you shouldn’t go back to the Guard Room, the scolding voice whispered sternly. You ought to find Mistress Work-worthy before Last Meal is over and tell her you need to be placed on some other duty. She could put Meendy in the Guard Room—I’m sure she wouldn’t be susceptible to the giant’s words.

      No, she wouldn’t. In fact, Breenah didn’t think anyone in the Compound would be as susceptible as she herself was. It had to do with her body—her generous curves and full breasts and her pussy slit which got wet while she was pretty sure everyone else’s was bone dry.

      Somehow the giant was able to use her differences against her—to force her body to react by just talking. How else could she explain the reckless thing she’d done by allowing him to take her nipples in his hot, wet mouth and suck until she trembled all over and her pussy felt so hot and wet she thought she might explode…

      You’re doing it again, the scolding voice whispered. Thinking of how good it felt to let him suck you instead of concentrating on the fact that he’s dangerous. You need to get out of guard duty while you still can! Before you do something even worse.

      Like letting him lick her pussy slit and swirl that talented tongue of his around and around her tight little button which he’d called a “clit.”

      Just the thought of that made Breenah feel hot and trembly all over. But now she had finally reached the large archway that led into the Dining Hall, so she did her best to push the forbidden thoughts to the back of her mind. She would have to find Mistress Work-worthy and ask if she could be taken off guard duty—that was all there was to it.

      The Dining Hall was a huge white space with long rows of metal tables and benches set up inside it. On the far wall was the food line. Breenah went to the end of the line and took a battered metal tray. She pushed it down the silver railing that ran the length of the long window which dominated the wall.

      On the other side of the window stood older females of low status, serving the food. Most of them would never make the higher echelons and become Superiors. But Breenah didn’t care about that—the food servers were nice, especially old Moonah.

      Speaking of the older woman, she was standing near the middle of the food servers and she gave Breenah a concerned look as she placed a scoop of food on her tray.

      “Hey there, Breenah sweetie,” she said. “I heard they put you on guard duty with that giant male they found out there in the North field. Are you doing all right? Males are dangerous, you know.”

      Breenah wondered what the older woman would think if she knew exactly how dangerous Rax really was—and what, exactly, Breenah had been doing while she was “guarding” him.

      “Er, he’s not so scary,” she said awkwardly. “And he’s cuffed to the Stasis Wheel so there’s no way he can get loose.”

      “Well, just mind that you’re careful,” Moonah lectured, a worried frown creasing her forehead. “I don’t like the idea of you being all alone with that giant—though of course I’ve got no say in the matter since I’m not on the Council of Superiors.”

      “Thank you, Moonah, but I’ll be fine.” Breenah tried to give her a reassuring smile as she moved down the line. Moonah’s concern for her was touching, but it also made Breenah feel guilty. What would the older woman think if she knew what Breenah had been getting up to with Rax? She would doubtless be shamed and scandalized—a thought which had guilt gnawing in the pit of Breenah’s stomach.

      She pushed the tray down the line, moving it forward to accept more scoops of food the servers offered her. Tonight it looked like they were having a hot protein paste patty and several different kinds of fresh vegetables, which they grew in their own green house.

      Breenah liked the food in the Compound, but she never felt like there was enough of it—she was almost always still hungry after she finished eating. Her full, curvy body seemed to need more fuel than all the skinny females around her. But it couldn’t be helped—so she took what was offered and ate it gratefully.

      Then she saw something which made her stomach growl—there were brown, crusty grain rolls heaped in a basket at the end of the food line. Breenah took three of these even though she knew it was frowned upon to take more than one. But somewhere in the back of her head she thought that maybe the giant might like one. Even though she knew she ought to be trying to get out of guard duty, she was already considering if she ought to feed him or not.

      She took several of the concentrated juice packs too, for the same reason. She was just going to find a table to sit at when a dry, authoritative voice stopped her.

      “My, my, Breenah,” Mistress Work-worthy said in her ear. “You must be hungry tonight. Are those three rolls I see on your tray? And why do you need two juice packs?”

      “Oh, um…” As usual when she was faced with the stern Superior, who had iron gray hair and narrow, disapproving eyes, Breenah felt tongue-tied.

      “I suppose being on guard duty has worked up quite an appetite, hmm?” Mistress Work-worthy said, not waiting for an answer. “But then, you always did have a bigger appetite than the other girls.” This was said with a faint air of disapproval and a slight frown, which was Mistress Work-worthy’s usual expression whenever she looked at Breenah.

      Her words helped Breenah find her own tongue as she remembered what she’d been thinking earlier.

      “Oh, Mistress Work-worthy,” she said. “Please, can I be taken off guard duty? Meendy said that you said I have to sleep in the Guard Room tonight and well, I’m just not comfortable doing that.”

      “Are you afraid of the prisoner?” Mistress Work-worthy demanded, her eyes narrowing. “Because you needn’t be, Breenah. I’ve told you again and again that those manacles can hold any kind of Beast, no matter how savage. Even a giant male like the prisoner cannot escape them—the magnetic field the Stasis Wheel generates is far too strong for that.”

      Breenah bit her lip. How could she explain that the reason she needed to be excused from guard duty had nothing to do with fear, and everything to do with desire?

      Mistress Work-worthy would never understand. She had a flat chest and straight hips and most probably not a bit of sexual desire—just like all the other females in the Compound. And if Breenah tried to explain that her differences were causing her to be susceptible to the giant’s words, it would only make the Superior that much more suspicious and disapproving of her.

      “But he…he says such strange things,” she said haltingly, trying to give a reason.

      Mistress Work-worthy’s eyes narrowed even further.

      “You’re talking to him? You must not speak to the prisoner, Breenah—he’s a male!”

      “Yes, I know that. I—” Breenah stopped abruptly, not sure what else to say.

      “You must not say another word to him—or listen to anything he has to say, either,” Mistress Work-worthy lectured. “What has he been telling you?”

      “Nothing,” Breenah hedged. “Only how things go between males and females where he lives.” Which she hoped was vague enough not to get her into trouble.

      “How things go between males and females? Has he been telling you how a male can put a baby into a female’s body? Into her womb?”

      “What?” Breenah was taken aback. “They can?” she asked. “How?”

      “Never you mind how,” Mistress Work-worthy snapped. “Just discount whatever he told you. Everyone knows that males lie all the time—they are not to be trusted. Do you understand?”

      “Yes, Mistress Work-worthy,” Breenah said humbly. “I’m sorry—I understand.”

      But inside she was feeling rebellious. Everyone said that males were savage Beasts and that they lied all the time, but Rax hadn’t lied to her about the pleasure she would feel from letting him suck her nipples! He had said it would feel good to let a male lick and suck the tender little tips of her breasts and he had been telling the absolute truth. Also, he hadn’t savaged her when he had a chance—he had sucked her nipples hard, but he hadn’t bitten them or hurt her in any way. He had only given her pleasure—though it didn’t benefit him a bit, as far as Breenah could see.

      Of course, she couldn’t say any of this to the stern Superior. So she simply nodded her head meekly and said,

      “I promise I’ll do better, Mistress Work-worthy.”

      “Listen, Breenah,” the other woman said, taking her by the arm and staring intently into her face. “I know you have…difficulties because you’re so different from the other females at the Compound. But I want you to know that Mistress Heal-all and I have been working on that. We have a plan that we think will help you a great deal.”

      “A plan?” Breenah frowned. “What kind of plan?”

      “We can’t talk about it now,” Mistress Work-worthy said primly. “But I think you’ll be very pleased when you hear it. We’re going to help you fit in—we’re going to make you look like all the other girls. Won’t that be nice?”

      “Look like all the other girls?” Breenah echoed. “What do you mean?”

      “I think you know,” Mistress Work-worthy said shortly, with a swift glance at Breenah’s prominent breasts.

      “You…you want to change me somehow? Alter me?” Breenah felt a sick kind of wobble in the pit of her stomach. The feeling must have showed on her face because Mistress Work-worthy frowned.

      “Never you mind—you’ll be happy when you hear it, I promise you that. Now eat your food and go back to guard duty.”

      Then she left Breenah to stare after her, wondering what in the world the Superiors had planned for her and if she would really like it.

      Somehow she doubted that she would—doubted it very much.
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      “Hey, little girl—you’re awfully quiet since you came back from Last Meal,” Rax murmured, watching the curvy little female.

      Breenah had been moping around the room, not saying a word since she’d come back from her Last Meal, looking like she’d lost her last friend. Rax wanted desperately to start talking her into getting the two of them out of here—he had a sense that she didn’t belong in this Compound any more than he did—but he knew that this kind of thing couldn’t be rushed. So he pushed his own concern about a possible moon rise in the future to the back of his mind and concentrated on getting the little female talking.

      “Oh, um…” She cleared her throat and looked up at him. “I’m fine, Rax. You don’t need to worry about me.”

      “But I am worried, sweetheart,” he told her gently. “You look pretty upset. Did you get into trouble during Last Meal? Were some of the other females mean to you?”

      He didn’t know for certain that was what had happened, but it seemed like a reasonable guess—especially considering how touchy she was about being “different” from the others who lived here.

      He must have guessed right, because her face suddenly scrunched up—the way it does when you’re trying not to cry. But the next moment, she lifted her chin and glared at him defiantly.

      “I told you—I’m fine. I just have to get my cot in here so I can spend the night guarding you.”

      She left for a moment and returned dragging a large, puffy, oblong thing that looked like some kind of inflatable mattress to Rax. He watched with interest as she pressed a button on its side and it began to expand. After a moment, it reached full inflation and revealed itself to be a type of sleeping platform which came up to her waist. She busied herself unfolding and spreading some blankets and plumping up a kind of head bolster at one end. Then she sat herself down on the cot and stared up at Rax.

      “Tell me about males,” she said abruptly “Is it true they can somehow put a baby into a female’s body?”

      For a moment Rax was taken aback. He’d been thinking that she was upset about something that had happened during her Last Meal—or maybe regretting that she’d let him suck her nipples despite the fact that she’d obviously enjoyed it. But apparently all this time she’d been wondering about what the humans aboard the Kindred Mother Ship called “the facts of life.”

      “Well, yes,” he said slowly. “A male can plant his seed in a female’s body—in her womb—which will grow into a baby.”

      “And do they always do it against the female’s wishes?” she demanded.

      “No, of course not, sweetheart,” Rax said earnestly. “It’s usually something both of them want—the male wants to fill the female with his shaft and his seed and she wants to let him. Sometimes the seed takes root and then a baby grows in her womb. We call that ‘getting pregnant,’” he added, thinking she might not know what he was talking about.

      “Really?” Breenah’s eyes were wide. “And she…she doesn’t mind getting, er…pregnant?” She spoke as though the words were in a language she wasn’t quite sure of.

      Rax shrugged, as well as he was able with his hands manacled above his head.

      “It’s a natural process—the Goddess created the female body to bring life into the universe. There’s nothing more beautiful than a pregnant female—her body filled with life from the seed her male planted in her.”

      He spoke rather wistfully—he knew he would never have a mate he could bond with and breed himself. As one of the Untameable, that future was forever closed to him.

      Her next question seemed to strike him right where he lived.

      “Have you ever gotten a female pregnant?” she demanded.

      Rax shook his head.

      “I can’t,” he said, frowning. “I can’t bond a female to me because I’m one of the Untameable.”

      “The what?” She frowned.

      “Look—come a little closer. Do you see these marks on my belly, just under the waistband of my trousers?” he asked. “They prove I can’t bond a female to me—which means I also can’t get a female pregnant.”

      Breenah came up to him and peered at his flat stomach, which was visible through the ragged remains of his uniform shirt which must have shredded during his crash.

      “I can almost see.” She ran her soft little fingers over his muscular abdomen. “I think I could see better without your trousers in the way,” she murmured.

      “Oh, well—” Rax began but before he could say another word, she was unfastening the magno-tabs that held his tight black trousers closed and opening them so she could see his markings better.

      There they were—halfway between his belly button and the root of his shaft—a series of raised, red ridges that made the ancient symbol which indicated a Wulven’s inner Beast was Untameable. But Breenah only looked at them for a moment—what really seemed to hold her attention was his shaft.

      “Oh, my!” she murmured, looking down at it. Like all Kindred, Rax was very well endowed and his shaft was already half erect, just from feeling her soft little hands on him and watching her full, bare breasts jiggle as she moved. Breenah couldn’t seem to stop staring at it. “Is that…?”

      “That’s my shaft, sweetheart,” Rax growled. “The male part of me.”

      “It’s so big!” Breenah breathed, her eyes wide.

      “It’s gonna get even bigger if you keep standing so close with your beautiful curvy body on display,” Rax warned her.

      But his words didn’t seem to have any effect on her. Or rather, they only made her more curious. She put out two fingers to stroke his length and gasped when it jerked in response.

      “Oh! It moves!”

      “Because you touched it,” Rax growled. Damn, he was trying not to lose control here, but having the temping little virgin so close to his bare shaft made that damn difficult!

      “Did I hurt you?” she asked, looking up with wide eyes.

      Rax shook his head.

      “No, sweetheart. Actually, it feels good when you touch me—as long as you’re gentle,” he added, thinking that she’d certainly never handled male equipment before and probably didn’t know the first thing about how to do it.

      “So I can do this, as long as I’m gentle?” And she wrapped her soft fingers around his shaft and began to stroke him up and down.

      “Ah…Gods!” Rax gasped, his whole body stiffening as his shaft came to full erection. Damn, her sweet little hands felt good on him!

      “Oh—it’s getting even bigger and harder!” Breenah exclaimed, though she didn’t stop stroking.

      “Yeah…told you it would,” Rax panted. “Take it easy, sweetheart—you’re gonna make me shoot,” he added. It had been a long time since he’d visited the Pairing Puppets aboard the Mother Ship to “let off steam”, as the humans said. He wasn’t going to have his usual staying power, especially with her stroking and caressing him like this.

      “Shoot?” She looked up at him, her brow creasing in confusion. “Shoot what? What do you mean?”

      “Shoot my seed—my cum…my cream,” Rax clarified. “Gods, little girl—that feels so good!” he added in a growl, because she was still stroking him.

      But now Breenah had found something new—his trousers had slipped down his hips, revealing not just his shaft, but his balls as well.

      “What are these?” she asked, reaching under his shaft with one hand to lightly brush his sac.

      “Gods!” Rax gasped as the light touch sent an electric spark of desire through his whole body. “Those are my balls, sweetheart,” he told her. “Where the seed I shoot gets made in the first place. And they’re very delicate,” he added. “So no squeezing!”

      “What about touching like this, though?” And she slipped one small hand under his sac to cup his heavy balls in her palm.

      Rax groaned hoarsely at her gentle touch. Her other hand was still curled around his shaft and stroking up and down—whether she knew it or not, she was basically jerking him off.

      “Yeah, that…that’s all right,” he somehow managed to get out. “But I swear to the Goddess, if you don’t stop you’re gonna make me shoot—I won’t be able to help myself because your hands feel so good on me.”

      “So…my hands feel on your shaft and balls the way your mouth felt on my nipples?” Breenah asked curiously.

      “Exactly, sweetheart.” Rax nodded and tried to bite back another moan. “And if you keep on touching me like that, you’re going to give me an orgasm—make me shoot my seed.”

      “The same way you’d shoot it into a female to get her pregnant?” Breenah asked, looking up at him.

      “Uh-huh.” Rax nodded, not trusting himself to speak.

      “But where do you shoot it?” she asked, still stroking him. “Into her belly button?” And she nodded down at her own as she spoke.

      “Uh-uh.” Rax shook his head. Gods, he was getting so damn close!

      “Where then?” Breenah persisted. Her voice dropped to a hushed whisper. “He doesn’t put it in her…you know, her slit, does he?”

      “That’s exactly where he puts it, little girl,” Rax groaned. “Deep in her hot little pussy slit. He fills her up with his shaft and then he fills her with his cum—his seed. He shoots it deep in her pussy and her womb to make her pregnant.”

      “You have so many names for things,” Breenah remarked. “But how does the male fit himself in the female? Especially if he’s as big as you are,” she added, looking down at his shaft which she continued to stroke almost idly.

      “Wulvens—my tribe of Wulvens anyway—have a special kind of chemical in our precum and saliva that helps a female stretch to take a shaft deep in her pussy,” he told her hoarsely.

      “You mean…this stuff?” She rubbed one curious finger over the broad, flaring crown of his cock which was now leaking slippery, clear precum freely.

      “Yeah—that stuff,” Rax told her.

      “And this can get my pussy ready?” she asked. “I mean, to take a male’s shaft inside?”

      “Uh-huh.” Rax nodded. Gods, he wished she would either make him come or stop touching him. This slow, leisurely exploration of his cock and balls by the curious little virgin was torture!

      Breenah frowned up at him.

      “I don’t believe you,” she said. “I want to try it for myself.”

      Rax stared at her.

      “You want to what?” he demanded hoarsely.

      But she was already dragging the step-stool thing over, apparently intent on “trying” his shaft for herself.
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      “What do you think you’re doing, little girl?” The giant’s voice had gotten considerably deeper since she’d started examining his male equipment, Breenah thought. She didn’t mind, though—she rather liked the effect she seemed to be having on him. It made her feel powerful to be able to touch the huge male so intimately while he couldn’t do anything about it.

      She didn’t believe for a minute that such a huge, long shaft could possibly fit into her pussy slit. It was so thick she couldn’t even wrap her fingers all the way around it and at the base there was a swelling that made it even thicker. There was simply no way all that would fit in her—no matter how much of the slippery, clear fluid he made.

      Still, she supposed she ought to at least test his words before she called him a liar. It would be a kind of experiment, she told herself. Like when they tried planting new seeds in the green house sometimes to see if new plants would grow. Yes—exactly like that.

      She dragged the step-up she’d used earlier to adjust his blindfold and positioned it right in front of him. Then she raised the steps to just the right height and climbed up. The giant’s great height made this necessary—without the step-up she never could have reached him. But soon she had herself positioned right in front of him with his shaft even with her pussy slit.

      “Gods, sweetheart, what do you think you’re doing?” Rax demanded hoarsely as Breenah took him in hand again.

      “I’m trying to see if you’re lying to me or not,” she said, her own voice sounding rather breathless in her ears. “My whole life, everyone has told me that males are terrible liars. I need to know if I can trust you.”

      It sounded like a good excuse for her little “experiment” but deep down, Breenah knew she just wanted to have more intimate contact between herself and the huge Kindred.

      “I’m not lying,” Rax told her. “Gods, sweetheart!”

      His last words ended in a groan because Breenah had pulled her undercoverings down and was rubbing the broad crown of his shaft against her soft outer pussy lips. It gave her a funny feeling to be so close to him, doing something so intimate…so forbidden. For she was certain that every other woman in the Compound would be scandalized if they could see her now. Luckily, they couldn’t and everyone should be in bed by now, so hopefully she wouldn’t be disturbed.

      Pushing the thought of the others aside, Breenah tilted her hips and leaned forward. The broad head of his shaft slipped between her pussy lips and slid over her aching button—what Rax had called her “clit.”

      “Oh!” she moaned in surprised pleasure. It felt even better than when she tried to touch herself at night! Possibly because the broad head of Rax’s shaft was coating her inner folds with the warm, slippery, clear liquid he’d called “pre-cum.”

      But just because it felt good rubbing against her clit, didn’t mean the whole long, thick shaft would fit inside her, Breenah told herself. It was time to test and see if he was lying to her or not.

      Slowly, she pushed the broad head down until she could feel it just barely nudging against her inner pussy mouth.

      “Gods, sweetheart—be careful! You’re going to make me shoot!” he groaned again, but Breenah didn’t pay him any attention. She was too interested in the new sensations she was feeling.

      She widened her stance and pressed harder so that the thick head slipped deeper into her pussy mouth. It was still making precum and she could feel the clear liquid filling her pussy channel. It gave her a warm, tingling feeling that she liked a lot. But was it helping her stretch as he had claimed it would?

      It took a bit of balancing with one thigh open to the side while she tilted her hips forward, but at last she was able to feel the entire, broad head breaching her entrance. Breenah pushed forward…and then, all at once, it slipped entirely inside her pussy mouth.

      “Oh!” she exclaimed at the strange sensation of fullness. “Oh, you weren’t lying—it actually fits!”

      “That’s only the head, sweetheart,” Rax growled through gritted teeth and she had the idea he was holding himself back from something mainly by force of will. “In order to fuck you, I’d have to have my whole shaft deep in your pussy.”

      “Fuck me?” Breenah looked up at him with wide eyes. “You mean get me pregnant?”

      “No, getting you pregnant would mean I’d have to breed you,” he growled. “Which would mean you’d have to take my breeding knot as well—that’s the swelling at the base of my shaft,” he added.

      “Oh…so all of this would have to go in me for you to put a baby in my belly?”

      Breenah stroked the long, thick shaft which was still mostly outside her pussy, as well as the breeding knot at the base.

      “Yes. But since I can’t bond you to me, I can’t make you pregnant. Gods, be careful sweetheart!” Rax groaned. “You can’t be stroking my shaft while I’m inside you! You’re going to make me shoot my seed right inside your slit and give you a creamy pussy!”

      For some reason, Breenah found she liked this idea. The precum he was leaking inside her made her feel so warm and tingly—she wondered if the actual cum or seed would be even better.

      “Would you shoot it deep in me, do you think?” she asked innocently, still stroking the long, thick shaft.

      “I will if you keep putting me deeper inside you,” Rax growled, nodding down to where they were joined. “Don’t think I haven’t noticed what you’re doing, sweetheart, trying to sneak more of my cock in your tight little pussy slit.”

      Breenah bit her lower lip. It was true—by wiggling her hips, she had been able to get another inch of it to slip inside her, though she noticed that after the head, it got much more rigid and unyielding. In fact, it was definitely stretching her inner pussy channel, but in a good way.

      “But what if I like the way it feels to have you in me?” she demanded, wiggling some more. “What if I want to feel you coming inside me? Giving me…giving me a creamy pussy, like you said?”

      “I’m warning you, little girl—I tend to come a lot,” Rax growled. “It’s going to make a damn mess of your tight little pussy if I fill you up with my cream.”

      “It…it will?” Breenah was still stroking him and still wiggling her hips, trying to get more of the thick shaft of his cock inside her. She knew that the other women of the Compound would be shocked if they could see her now, but she no longer cared. What she was doing with the giant felt too good—too right—to deny herself the pleasure she felt she’d been seeking all her life.

      “Gods, can’t hold off anymore!” Rax groaned. “Pull off me now unless you want a pussy full of my cream, sweetheart.”

      But Breenah didn’t want to pull off. With a defiant little wiggle, she managed to get another thick inch of his shaft planted deep in her pussy—she had almost a third of him inside her now and she really liked the way he stretched her inner pussy walls. At the same time, she continued stroking the thick shaft that was still outside her, paying special attention to the swelling he had called his “breeding knot,” at its base.

      “It’s all right, Rax,” she breathed, looking up at him. Her bare breasts were pressed hard against his muscular chest and she could feel her nipples rubbing against him even as his cock penetrated her tight slit. “It’s all right—I want to feel you shooting your seed in me. Want you to give me a creamy pussy.”

      “You asked for it, little girl,” he groaned. And then she felt the long, thick shaft getting even harder and thicker. It began to pulse and then she felt something hot being pumped deep into her pussy slit.

      “Oh!” she exclaimed, because she had never felt anything like this sensation before. She had been right—the cum he was pumping into her made her feel even warmer and even more tingly than the precum. Also, he seemed to be putting in a lot. She felt her inner walls stretching even more as he continued to come in her.

      At last, he seemed to be finished because he groaned, “Gods!” and his head drooped.

      “Rax? Are you all right?” Breenah asked him anxiously. He was panting as though he had just run a long way. But his shaft was still hard and still firmly lodged in her pussy slit.

      “I’m fine, sweetheart.” He looked up at her. “But I hope you have something to clean up with, because that’s gonna make a mess when you pull off me.”

      Actually, Breenah didn’t want to pull off—she quite enjoyed the feeling of having his shaft inside her. But she couldn’t stay balanced on the step-up forever. Her thighs were aching from the awkward position.

      Slowly, she began to back away from Rax. She could feel his thick shaft slipping out of her and after a moment the broad head came out as well. It was followed by a gush of hot cream that completely soaked the bottom part of her uniform and ran down her thighs in rivulets.

      “Oh!” Breenah gasped, looking down at herself in dismay.

      “Told you,” Rax murmured. “Sorry about that, sweetheart—can’t help myself. Kindred produce a lot of cum.”

      “I can see that. So this is what you meant by saying you’d give me a creamy pussy.”

      “It’s creamy, all right—filled with my cum. It’s fucking dripping out of you,” Rax pointed out.

      “Yes, it is,” Breenah agreed. She sighed. “I supposed I should clean up.”

      Carefully, she pulled up his trousers and re-fastened them—with some difficulty, since he was still hard. Then she cautiously descended the slippery step-up and went to find something to clean up with.

      Luckily, there was a wet-dry suck-up unit stored in one corner of the cabinets. Breenah used it to clean up all the white cream that had dripped on the step-up and the floor. Then she used the corner of her blanket to clean her thighs and blot her undercoverings mostly dry. But it seemed that no matter how she tried to clean herself up, her pussy slit was still oozing with the giant’s white cum. A creamy pussy indeed!

      I’ll have to try and wash it out when I get my morning shower, she told herself. In the meantime, at least she had mostly cleaned up the mess they had made together. And now—

      “Gods, Breenah! What the fuck?”

      Rax’s hoarse exclamation broke her train of thought and she turned to see that he was staring up at the skylight with wide, horrified eyes.
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      “What? What is it?” Breenah followed his gaze but didn’t see anything but one of the moons—the Maiden, which was the smallest of Griesha Prime’s three natural satellites.

      “It’s that—the moon!” He nodded at the skylight.

      “That’s only the Maiden,” Breenah pointed out. “She’s the smallest of our three moons.”

      “Goddess, Mother of All Life, have mercy on me!” Rax sounded almost as though he was praying. “Three moons?”

      Breenah shrugged.

      “Yes, why? Do you have more where you come from?”

      “We don’t have any where I come from! I live aboard a huge spaceship just so I can avoid moons. Breenah, this is fucking dangerous! I’m a Wulven—I can’t be subjected to moonlight. I have a Beast inside me—an Untameable Beast!”

      He sounded so upset that Breenah was starting to get worried.

      “But it’s only the Maiden,” she said again. “And she’s alone in the sky tonight—it’s not like there’s a Lunar Convergence.” Which would be happening tomorrow night during the Equinox, she remembered with a sudden sense of uneasiness. “Anyway, what do you mean you have a ‘Beast’ inside you?” she demanded.

      “I mean just what I said. I have an entity that lives inside me that’s agitated by moonlight.” Rax sounded like he was trying desperately to keep calm, though his voice was hoarse and ragged. “If it gets too agitated, it comes out. Seven Hells, it would be coming out right now if you hadn’t just taken pleasure with me and made me come! Even now I can feel it stirring within me—the only things that satiate its hunger are blood or sex.”

      Breenah still didn’t fully understand him—or believe him, for that matter.

      “So you’re saying you have an animal that lives inside you?” she asked, frowning. “What does he look like? And how would he get out?”

      “He doesn’t so much come out as he takes over,” Rax seemed to be struggling to explain. “Takes over my body, I mean. When that happens I get a lot bigger and hairier and a hell of a lot meaner,” he added darkly. “Not to mention stronger. If I was in my Beast form, I’d rip right out of these little metal manacles you’ve got me locked down with, sweetheart.”

      “That’s ridiculous.” Breenah tried to scoff, though it didn’t quite come out as convincingly as she would have liked. “Why, Mistress Work-worthy told me we used those same Magno-manacles to hold a Strenthian boar! There’s no way you could break out of them!”

      “I couldn’t but my Beast could,” he said darkly. “He’d run rampant in a place like this—fucking and eating everything in his path.”

      Breenah put a hand to her throat.

      “But…but I thought you said that Kindred were different from other males. That you didn’t put females in sexual bondage or do things like that against their will!”

      “The Kindred part of me would never hurt a female,” Rax said earnestly. “But the Wulven part—the Beast—is all hunger and appetite. I can’t control him—no one can. I’m not like a regular Wulven Kindred, where the right female can tame his Beast.”

      “Tame his Beast?” Breenah frowned. “How?”

      He shook his head impatiently.

      “By submitting to the Beast sexually. But that wouldn’t work with my Beast—he might choose to fuck a female rather than kill her, but he wouldn’t form a permanent bond with her that would allow her to help control him. That’s what it means to be one of the Untameable,” he ended bleakly. “Never being able to bond a female to you, because no natural born female can tame your Beast.”

      Breenah still wasn’t sure if she believed him or not.

      “Why are you telling me all this?” she demanded. “Just because you’re afraid of the moonlight?”

      “I’m afraid of too much moonlight,” he said, frowning. “And I heard you and that bossy little female talking about a ‘Lunar Equinox’ that’s coming up. Which is why I need you to set me free so I can go back to my ship and get the hell out of here, before I put you and everyone else in your Compound in danger.”

      Suddenly, everything became clear to Breenah.

      “So that’s your plan!” she snapped. “You want to scare me enough to betray my Compound and set you free!”

      “What? No!” Rax exclaimed. “Look, sweetheart, you have to let me go! It’s not safe for me to be here, in a room that’s exposed to moonlight like this. I’ve got to get away before I hurt someone!”

      But Breenah understood his plot now—all this time he’d been working to gain her trust, giving her pleasure, telling her naughty, forbidden things to draw her close to him and make her want to help him. And now he was spinning some fantastic story about having a “Beast” inside him, which was obviously ridiculous. Nobody had another entity living in them that came out only with the full moon!

      “You’re lying to me,” she said coldly. “I’ve always been warned that males lie all the time, but I thought you were different. But you’re not—you’ve been lying to me this whole time. Flattering me and telling me forbidden things to make me want to…to do the things I did.”

      A sudden rush of shame washed through her. How could she have lowered herself to do such wrong, forbidden things with the giant—with a male? How horrified the other women of the Compound would be if they knew!

      Well, they’ll never know because I’ll never tell them, Breenah told herself. But I’ll never do them again, either. And I’m not going to listen to another word the giant says!

      “Sweetheart, please!” Rax begged, looking down at her from the Stasis Wheel. “Please, you have to listen to me!”

      “No—I’m putting in my noise-offs so you can’t fill my ears with your lies!” Breenah snapped. And she dug the two, tiny buds out of the zip-pocket at the right hip of her undercoverings and plugged them firmly into her ears. Then, though Rax’s lips moved, she couldn’t hear a word he was saying.

      He seemed to realize this soon enough and he simply looked at her, pleading with his eyes. The expression on his face tore at her heart, but Breenah refused to give in. She lay on her cot and turned pointedly, so that her back was to him and she couldn’t see the giant anymore.

      She refused to be swayed by his lies but she couldn’t help feeling both ashamed and upset. Hadn’t everyone warned her that males were all liars? For a moment—a brief moment—she had almost thought she felt a connection between herself and Rax.

      But that, like everything else he had told her, was just another lie.
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      After Breenah turned her back to him, Rax gave up talking or trying to get her to talk back to him. Clearly she was determined not to listen to him, now that she had decided he was lying to her.

      Shouldn’t have told her about my Beast, he thought. It was too much—too difficult for her to believe. Should have just told her I’d take her away from all this, back to the Mother Ship with me.

      But when he’d felt the pull of the moon—its silvery light scratching against his skin like impatient fingers, wanting to peel his reason and sanity away leaving only the Beastly core—he had panicked. Thank the Goddess he had only the one moon to contend with tonight, though apparently Griesha Prime had three.

      Three fucking moons, he thought, feeling his whole body shiver at the thought. There was no way he could hold back the Beast if he was faced with the light of three moons—no way in all the Seven Hells. But how could he convince Breenah of that?

      And how was he ever going to get out of here, now that she was sure he was a liar like every other male, as she’d been taught to believe? Rax had no answers and as the night wore on, despair filled him as another question occurred to him.

      How was he ever going to get out of here before his Beast caused a massacre and killed everyone in the whole fucking Compound?
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      Breenah was shaken awake after a restless night’s sleep. She pawed the noise-off’s out of her ears and the shaking motion was accompanied by a voice.

      “Get up!” the bossy voice insisted as a hand shook her shoulder roughly again.

      “What?” Breenah opened her eyes and looked around. Where was she? Why was she in the Guard Room?

      She’d been dreaming she was out in the North field, outside the Compound. In her dream, all three moons—the Maiden, the Mother, and the Crone—had been in the sky. She’d been alone but she’d had the feeling that something was stalking her—something that kept to the shadows but would soon come out into the deadly, silver light…

      “I said, get up! I can’t believe you fell asleep on guard duty!”

      It was Meendy, with both hands planted on her skinny hips, glaring down at Breenah.

      “Oh, uh…sorry,” Breenah mumbled. “But why else would Mistress Work-worthy tell you to tell me to bring my cot if she didn’t expect me to sleep here?” she asked, feeling defensive and still half asleep.

      “Don’t ask me, but you’ve overslept and missed morning shower time now.” Meendy sniffed. “Guess you’ll just have to be dirty all day.”

      Breenah bit her lip. She had especially wanted a shower today—she needed to wash the giant’s scent off her skin and his cream out of her pussy slit. But it looked like she had missed her chance. Somehow, she had slept through the morning gong and now she would be lucky if she got anything for First Meal!

      “You’d better hurry and get out of here,” Meendy told her. “The Council of Superiors is going to come interrogate the giant as soon as they finish eating and I understand Mistress Pain-giver is going to be involved.”

      “She is?” Breenah shot a guilty look at Rax, who was hanging listlessly in the Magno-manacles. His skin looked darker than its normal silvery-gray—was that because he was hungry or thirsty? She had given him two of her rolls and a juice pack the night before, when she’d come to guard him after Last Meal, but that wasn’t much sustenance for such a big male.

      And then I pretty much ignored him after our fight, she thought, feeling even more guilty. But he lied to me—tried to tell me some crazy story about having a ravenous Beast inside him—a Beast that comes out in the moonlight. That’s ridiculous, right? How could he expect me to be stupid enough to fall for such a tale?

      But she couldn’t quite shake the guilt she felt as she watched the giant sagging in the unbreakable Magno-manacles.

      “Go on now—you’d better hurry if you want First Meal,” Meendy said, breaking her train of thought.

      “But…what about Ra—I mean the giant?” Breenah asked.

      “What about him?” Meendy snapped. “He’ll stay where he is, of course and I’ll keep an eye on him. I’m supposed to bring in the chairs and arrange the room for the Council of Superiors so I’ll watch him as I do that.”

      “Oh…all right.” Breenah nodded. There would be no way to speak to Rax with Meendy here anyway. So she might as well go and get First Meal.

      With a lingering glance over her shoulder, she left the Guard Room and hurried down the corridor towards the Dining Hall.

      But she couldn’t seem to shake the worried feeling that had come over her—the feeling that something was going to go wrong in the very near future.
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      Breenah went through the serving line, nodding and smiling automatically as the older women put scoops of food on her tray. Today there was a pile of pale yellow, fluffy re-hydrated ovums as well as two thin, crispy protein strips and a bowl of grain paste sweetened with nut cream. To drink she had a choice of artificial milk or a juice pack. She took the juice and waved at old Moonah, who was giving her a relieved smile.

      “I’m so glad you’re all right, Breenah!” she said. “I was so worried when I heard you had to spend the night in the Guard Room with that awful giant!”

      “I’m just fine,” Breenah tried to smile at the older woman. “I put my noise-offs in my ears and just ignored him.” Which was partially true, anyway.

      “Good for you.” Moonah nodded firmly. “That’s the way to do it—everyone knows that males lie all the time so there’s no point listening to them!”

      Breenah wondered what she would think if she knew the crazy lie Rax had been trying to feed her—all about how he had a Beast that came out when it was exposed to too much moonlight. But of course, she couldn’t say any such thing—that would reveal that she’d had a conversation with the giant male.

      You did a lot more than have a conversation with him, whispered a scolding little voice in her head. You had his shaft in your pussy slit!

      Breenah shifted uncomfortably. Even now she could feel Rax’s cream coating the inside of her channel. She really shouldn’t have gone so far with him…

      “Ah, Breenah—there you are! I’ve been watching for you this morning.”

      The sharp voice of Mistress Work-worthy interrupted her guilty thoughts and Breenah turned to see the Superior standing at her elbow.

      “You have?” Breenah’s heart started beating harder. Did Mistress Work-worthy somehow know what she’d done last night with Rax? She’d been so certain that everyone was in bed but what if the Superior had been watching her?

      “Of course I have and we need to talk,” Mistress Work-worthy said. “Come with me.”

      Taking Breenah by the arm, she steered her towards a table at the far end of the Dining Hall.

      Heart pounding, Breenah allowed herself to be led. Oh Goddess, she was going to be in so much trouble! They would probably kick her out of the Compound or at the very least, Mistress Pain-giver would punish her.

      Breenah had been to the dreaded Mistress’s office only once, when she’d been caught sneaking out of the dormitory in the middle of the night, to try and find a little more food to eat in the kitchens. She had been caught by a patrolling Superior, ravenously gobbling a dry grain-roll which was all she’d been able to find.

      Mistress Pain-giver had punished her for the infraction harshly, using an electric prod to deliver stinging jolts to the tender tips of her nipples until Breenah had begged for mercy and forgiveness and had sworn never to steal food again. She had cried and cried and her nipples had felt numb and tingly for ages afterwards—a reminder of her punishment and shame.

      But that had been when she was younger and still growing and her body had cried out for more sustenance. Now she had no such excuse—after all, it wasn’t as though her body craved what Rax had given her…did it?

      “Come sit with me and Mistress Heal-all.” Mistress Work-worthy’s voice broke into her guilty train of thought and she looked up to see they were nearly to the long table at the far end of the Dining Hall.

      Breenah had never sat at the Superiors’ table before. It was filled with older females who gave her disapproving sideways glances when Mistress Work-worthy settled her at the end of the bench.

      There was Mistress Grow-much, who was the head of the Greenhouses and Mistress Tidy-all, who was charged with keeping the Compound neat and in order—she was Meendy’s direct supervisor. The two Mistresses were sitting with several other Superiors who were in charge of other, lesser operations of the Compound.

      At the head of the table sat Mistress Pain-giver. She was a thin, stern woman with unforgiving black eyes and jet-black hair, touched with iron gray at the temples. She shot a suspicious glance at Breenah that made her heart gallop in her chest.

      But Mistress Work-worthy didn’t appear to notice this. She settled on the bench beside Breenah and waved at Mistress Heal-all who came and sat across from them.

      “What is it?” Breenah burst out abruptly. “Am…am I in trouble?”

      Mistress Work-worthy frowned.

      “Why no, Breenah. I promised to tell you of the plan that Mistress Heal-all and I have come up with to help you conform, didn’t I?”

      “To…to help me conform?” Breenah repeated and then remembered their brief conversation at Last Meal the night before. “But…I thought you said you weren’t going to tell me until after the Lunar Equinox?” she asked.

      “We can’t implement the plan until then, but Mistress Heal-all and I thought you’d like to know what to expect,” Mistress Work-worthy told her. She looked at Mistress Heal-all. “Since you’re the one who will actually implement the plan, I think it would be best if you explain it to her.”

      “Of course,” Mistress Heal-all said, nodding her head. “Now, Breenah—” she began.

      “What are you going to do to me?” Breenah interrupted. She couldn’t quite keep the apprehension out of her voice. It didn’t seem like anyone had seen what she had done with Rax but now she had a whole new reason to be frightened.

      “Now, now—there’s nothing to be afraid of,” Mistress Heal-all said briskly, reaching across the table to pat her hand exactly twice. “We’re going to help you. Of course, the main problem is your breasts.”

      “They’re simply too large,” Mistress Work-worthy said.

      “And I’m sure they’re too sensitive, too—right?” Mistress Heal-all asked. “Look—could you do this?” She flicked her own flat, colorless nipple with a thumb and forefinger and didn’t even flinch.

      “I…I’d rather not,” Breenah said, wincing at the idea.

      “See? I didn’t think so,” Mistress Heal-all said. “What we need to do, Breenah, is get rid of those big, sensitive breasts of yours. And the way to do it is with just a little minor surgery.”

      “We’ll simply snip them right off,” Mistress Work-worthy said and snapped her fingers to show how quick it would be. “You’ll go to sleep and when you wake up, you’ll have a nice, flat chest like everyone else.”

      “You…you want to cut off my breasts?” Breenah couldn’t keep the horror out of her voice.

      “You won’t even know they’re gone!” Mistress Heal-all protested. “And you won’t have to worry about sensitive parts being exposed to the cold.”

      “And you’ll look like all the other girls,” Mistress Work-worthy reminded her.

      “Now, for your other, er, problems…” Mistress Heal-all directed a look down at Breenah’s lap. “I think the best solution will be a hormone reducing, sensitivity numbing cream which I’ve been working on in my lab.”

      “You simply rub it between your legs to bring the, er, swelling down,” Mistress Work-worthy told Breenah. “And that way your uniforms will fit you much better.”

      “So…the cream will take away my feelings, er, down there?” Breenah asked, looking down at her sex. She couldn’t help remembering how good it had felt when the broad head of Rax’s shaft had rubbed against her button—her ‘clit’ as he called it. But now they were proposing to take that pleasure away.

      “Yes! Shortly after you start using the cream, you won’t be able to feel a thing down there! And it’s only necessary to use it for a week for the effects to become permanent,” Mistress Heal-all exclaimed, as though she was giving Breenah excellent news. “Of course, the best thing about this regimen is, we can start it as soon as we’re done with the Lunar Equinox. I have the cream all ready to go, but I don’t want you to start it until I do the breast removal surgery.”

      “That way you can get all the benefits at once,” Mistress Work-worthy said. “There—now isn’t that exciting? You’ll finally fit in.”

      “What…what if I don’t want to fit in?” Breenah asked. “What if I don’t want to lose my sensitivity or my breasts?”

      “Don’t be ridiculous!” Mistress Heal-all snapped. She leaned forward. “Let me tell you something, Breenah—our bodies have not always been the smooth, sleek, sexless machines that they are now. Why, do you know that before the Revolution, when we expelled all the males from Griesha Prime, the women of our planet all looked like you?”

      “They…they did?” Breenah asked.

      “Oh yes—they did.” Mistress Heal-all nodded.

      “In fact, we females kept our curves for many generations after the Revolution,” Mistress Work-worthy said, taking up the narrative. “But we found that the males kept trying to come back.”

      “Because our curves—our breasts and our…places down below—attracted them,” Mistress Heal-all said primly.

      “As well as our ability to grow life within,” Mistress Work-worthy added. “As I was telling you briefly last night.”

      “Yes—we females of Griesha Prime used to be able to grow babies within ourselves. Here.” Mistress Heal-all patted her flat belly. “Males, of course, don’t have this capacity—so the males that we ejected kept trying to come back to Griesha Prime so they could put us all in sexual bondage and force us to grow babies in our bodies for them again.”

      “So women really had wombs inside them?” Breenah asked, trying to look surprised, though she and Rax had discussed this at length the night before. “Wombs that grew babies?”

      “They did and their bodies would swell up when a male planted a baby in them—it was called ‘getting pregnant’,” Mistress Heal-all said. “It used to be the only way to bring new members into a society.”

      “A few generations back, the decision to get rid of our womanly characteristics—and the ability to bear children or to ‘get pregnant’—was made,” Mistress Work-worthy said. “This was before we placed the neural net around the planet to keep males out, you understand,” she added. “After that was in place, we no longer needed to keep ourselves sexless because the net kept the males away.”

      “But by that time, we had found that the elimination of hormones and curves and sensitive body parts has made our society happier, healthier, and stronger,” Mistress Heal-all told her. “Because no one is distracted by sexual thoughts and feelings now.” She sniffed and gave Breenah a critical look. “Unfortunately, every once in a great while, a female who looks like one from our past is born.”

      “That’s you, Breenah,” Mistress Work-worthy said. “We think the hormone balance on your artificial womb was off-kilter somehow, which resulted in you having large breasts and, er, other problems.”

      “Other problems? Like a womb that can grow a baby?” Breenah put a hand to her belly, thinking guiltily how she’d had almost this same conversation with Rax the night before. What would the two Superiors think if they knew she had his seed in her pussy slit right this moment? Seed that could have planted a baby in her belly if they were…what did he say again? Oh yes, only if they were bonded, whatever that meant.

      “Exactly—we’re quite sure you have a functional womb, which simply isn’t right in this day and age. But now we can fix you,” Mistress Heal-all said. “And you only have to wait a little longer—we just need to get through the Lunar Equinox. Directly after it’s finished, we’ll get started. We’ll remove your breasts and your sensitivity and within a week you’ll be like everyone else in the Compound.”

      “Now—isn’t that nice?” Mistress Work-worthy asked and both Superiors stared at Breenah, as though they expected her to start jumping for joy.

      The thing was, she might have been happy and excited in the past. When she was younger, it had seemed terribly hard to look and feel so different from all the other females in the Compound.

      But now Breenah wasn’t so sure. She was used to her body the way it was…and thought it was inconvenient to have such large, sensitive breasts, they gave her pleasure too. Also, if she used the numbing cream between her legs, would she ever feel anything again when she tried to pet her button? Her “clit” as Rax called it?

      Breenah was afraid she wouldn’t. She would lose all sensitivity—all the pleasure that her body gave her. And she found she didn’t want to lose that pleasure. But she couldn’t say it right out—it would anger both of the Superiors who had come up with this “plan” dreadfully.

      “Can…can I think about it?” she asked at last. “I don’t know how to feel about changing my body so drastically.”

      “Think about it? Why, my dear—I thought you’d be ecstatic!” Mistress Heal-all exclaimed.

      “It’s certainly a very ungrateful response, considering how much time and effort we’ve put into this plan.” Mistress Work-worthy scowled. “Why Mistress Heal-all spent ages formulating the hormone-reducing numbing cream!”

      “I…I’m sorry,” Breenah said quickly. “I just…I know my body looks different from everyone else’s but, well, I’m used to it.”

      “Well, maybe you could get used to something else,” Mistress Heal-all suggested tartly.

      “I think you’d better think about it—long and hard,” Mistress Work-worthy added. “Go back to your regular duties after First Meal and mull it over, why don’t you?”

      “Am I supposed to go back to the Guard Room then?” Breenah asked humbly.

      “Not until this afternoon, I don’t think.” Mistress Work-worthy said. “As soon as First Meal is over, the Council of Superiors is going to be questioning the giant to see what he’s really doing here.” She smirked. “I dare say Mistress Pain-giver will be able to get to the bottom of his nasty business.”

      “But he’s not here on any kind of ‘nasty business at all,” Breenah protested before she could stop herself. “He came here by accident!”

      “What?” Mistress Heal-all and Mistress Work-worthy asked at the same time.

      Mistress Work-worthy narrowed her eyes at Breenah.

      “Have you been talking to that male again, Breenah?” she demanded. “After I specifically told you not to?”

      “Oh, no!” Breenah said quickly. “It’s just…one of the things he said to me before I put my noise-offs in my ears to block him out.”

      “Well…all right then.” The two Superiors were still frowning at her suspiciously.

      “Honestly, he had no effect on me at all,” Breenah said, trying to sound nonchalant and failing.

      “Well, nevertheless, maybe it might be better not to send you back to the Guard Room after all,” Mistress Work-worthy said.

      “Oh, but—” Breenah began.

      “No, it’s decided. You’ll report to Mistress Tidy-all and be on garbage collection duty for the rest of the week,” Mistress Work-worthy told her. “No more guard duty for you. In fact, you may start your new duties immediately—right this minute.”

      “But…but I haven’t gotten a chance to eat anything for First Meal,” Breenah protested.

      “I think maybe you’ll have a clearer head on an empty stomach.” Mistress Work-worthy said loftily. She pulled Breenah’s tray away from her. “Now go do your duty and think hard about the plan Mistress Heal-all and I have come up with for you.”

      There was no use in arguing with Superiors.

      “Yes, Mistress Work-worthy.” Breenah rose. The eyes of all the Superiors followed her as she left the Dining Hall with her head hung low. They wanted to change her—to alter her body dramatically and Breenah was almost certain she didn’t want that.

      The question was, would she be allowed to refuse?
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      It wasn’t until late afternoon that she was able to sneak her way back into the Guard Room. She’d been emptying waste receptacles all morning—much to Meendy’s delight. She greatly enjoyed bossing Breenah around and telling her exactly what to do, and since she was just under Mistress Tidy-all in the sanitation pecking order, there was nothing Breenah could do but obey her.

      However, shortly after Mid Meal, she finally got a chance to sneak away. It was recreation hour in the Compound. Many of the older females and Superiors used it as a nap hour, while the younger women gathered in groups to gossip and work on individual projects.

      Since she didn’t really fit in with anyone, Breenah had no group to miss her. So after yawning loudly and announcing that she wanted a nap, she had snuck down the corridor back to the Guard Room.

      She told herself she shouldn’t go back—Rax had lied to her and she ought to have nothing else to do with him. But she kept seeing him in her mind’s eye—looking so tired and thirsty.

      I can at least give him a drink, she told herself, holding the extra juice pouch she’d taken at Mid Meal close to her side. Surely that can’t hurt.

      She didn’t want to admit, even to herself, that she longed to see the big Kindred again. Though she was still certain he’d been lying to her, she couldn’t forget the pleasure they’d shared. And besides, she needed a distraction to take her mind off the plan Mistress Heal-all and Mistress Work-worthy had outlined for her—the plan to completely remove her breasts and all of her sexual sensitivity.

      Just the idea of that made Breenah shiver—the more she thought of it, the more she didn’t want any part of the horrible plan. But she wasn’t sure if she would be allowed to refuse it. Most likely, Mistress Work-worthy would simply force her to have the surgery and use the cream—whether she wanted to or not, Breenah thought as she pushed her way silently into the Guard Room and made certain the door was shut behind her. She—

      “Hello, little girl,” a deep, grating voice interrupted her train of thought.

      Rax was alone in the room with his head hanging down but now he lifted his face to look at her.

      “Oh!” Breenah whispered in horror when she saw him. A single look at the giant was enough to let her know that he’d been tortured. There was dried blood on his face and one eye was swollen almost shut. There were marks on his broad chest as well, as though someone had been beating him and burning him. It was clearly the work of Mistress Pain-giver.

      “Not as pretty as I was, am I?” Rax asked dryly, giving a low, cracked chuckle when he saw the horrified look on her face.

      “Oh, Rax—what did she do to you?”

      Forgetting she was angry with the big Kindred, Breenah ran to get the step-up and an aid kit. Quickly, she got out the wound heal cream and a soft, self-moisturizing healing cloth and then climbed up to see him.

      “Thanks, little girl—just be careful, all right?” Rax winced as she wiped gently at his wounded face and eye with the cloth.

      “What did Mistress Pain-giver do to you?” Breenah repeated.

      “Mistress Pain-giver, is it? She’s well-named, all right,” he growled. “Pretty much she beat me and shocked the hell out of me with some kind of prod, trying to make me confess I was a spy from Griesha Beta.”

      “I’m so sorry—I tried to tell them you were only here by mistake!” Breenah exclaimed as she began to dab the wound heal cream on his worst injuries.

      “I said the same thing—she didn’t believe me. None of your Superiors did,” he said. He frowned. “Thought you didn’t believe me either.”

      “I don’t—not about you having some kind of ‘Beast’ inside you,” Breenah said, frowning. “But I hate to see anyone abused. I…I know how bad it can be with Mistress Pain-giver,” she added hesitantly. “I got sent to her for punishment once, when I was younger.”

      “Oh? Did she work you over like she did me?” He frowned.

      Breenah shook her head.

      “No—she didn’t make me bleed. But she used the prod you talked about—all the Superiors have one but she’s the only one who really uses it. She kept shocking me—my nipples. She likes to target the sensitive parts of your body,” she added. “It hurt so much I cried and begged for forgiveness.”

      “Fucking sadist,” Rax growled. “I guess I’m lucky she didn’t shove the damn prod down my pants and fry my cock and balls. But how could anyone want to torture such sweet, ripe nipples?”

      His one good eye was tracking Breenah’s movements and she realized her bare breasts were close to his face again.

      “None of that now,” she said, rather breathlessly. “I…I shouldn’t have let you suck my nipples last night and I’m not going to do it again.”

      “Just thought I could give you a little pleasure to pay for this doctoring you’re doing on me,” Rax rumbled.

      “Here—put this in your mouth and suck if you want,” Breenah told him, holding the juice pouch to his lips.

      He drank long and thirstily, emptying the pouch in several long swallows.

      “Ahhh…thank you, sweetheart,” he said gratefully when he finished. “That hits the spot. I was really damn thirsty.”

      “I think you’re looking better now.” Breenah looked at him critically. His cuts and abrasions looked like they were already starting to heal, she thought. Even his bad eye even looked a bit less swollen and he could clearly see out of it—at least a little.

      This close, she could smell his scent again—warm and spicy and male. It made her wish she could let him suck her nipples again—it felt so good when he drew her tender tips into that hot mouth of his.

      “Yes, you’re definitely looking better,” she repeated, trying to get the forbidden thoughts out of her mind.

      “Feeling better too—thanks to you,” Rax said gratefully. “Are you sure there’s nothing I can do to, er, repay you, little girl?” he added, his voice dropping to a lustful growl. “Maybe something to make your ripe nipples or your tight little pussy feel good? I don’t have much to offer, but my mouth is free and you know I’d be happy to give you pleasure with my tongue.”

      Breenah bit her lip.

      “I shouldn’t let you do anything,” she said sternly. “Although…” She sighed as her worries re-entered her head.

      “Although what?” Rax prodded gently.

      “Although it might be my last chance to experience any kind of…of pleasure at all,” Breenah admitted.

      He frowned.

      “What do you mean?”

      Breenah bit her lip. Should she tell him? Well, why not—it wasn’t like she could talk to any of the other girls in the Compound about this. None of them would understand why she was even upset about the plan Mistress Work-worthy had for her. They would all think it was a good idea—to make her more “normal”—more like everyone else.

      “What I mean is that soon I…I won’t have any nipples for anyone to suck,” she said in a low voice.

      “What?” Rax shook his head. “I don’t understand.”

      In a low voice, she told him about her morning meeting with Mistress Work-worthy and Mistress Heal-all. As she spoke, Rax’s good eye first widened, then narrowed in disbelief.

      “They want to cut off your breasts and permanently numb your pussy?” he demanded when Breenah finally finished. “What the fuck is wrong with them?”

      “There’s nothing wrong with them—it’s me who’s wrong,” Breenah said sadly. “I’m too different. They just want to make me like everyone else in the Compound.”

      “By maiming you?” Rax demanded hoarsely. “That’s crazy, sweetheart! Just because they don’t have any sexual feelings or big, beautiful breasts and ripe curves like yours doesn’t mean they have the right to hurt you like that!”

      “I…I don’t want them to,” Breenah admitted and tears rose to her eyes, hot and stinging. “I don’t want to lose my breasts or the ability to feel between my legs!”

      “Of course you don’t,” Rax said fiercely. “And you shouldn’t have to! What they’re talking about doing to you is mutilation, Breenah! You can’t let them do it!”

      “I…I don’t know if I can stop them,” Breenah said, sniffing as she wiped the tears away with her fingers. “Once Mistress Work-worthy gets an idea in her head, she usually goes ahead with it.”

      “Then you have to get out of here before they can do it to you,” Rax said firmly. “Sneak out of the Compound and make a run for it, sweetheart. Do it as soon as possible!”

      Breenah shook her head.

      “I don’t have anywhere to run to. The next Compound is so far away and even if I reached it, they would just call Mistress Work-worthy to come and take me back.”

      “Then you have to get off this fucking planet.” Rax took a deep breath. “Listen to me—I’m sure my ship is still out there and it’s made of Smart Metal so it will have healed itself by now.”

      “It’s out in the North field,” Breenah said, frowning. “But what are you saying?”

      “I’m saying if you’ll let me free, we can make a run for my ship and get out of here together,” Rax told her earnestly. “I’ll take you with me, back to the Kindred Mother Ship.”

      “The place where you live?” Breenah asked, uncertainly. “But…what would I do there?”

      “Anything you want, sweetheart,” Rax told her. “There are lots of females who look like you there—you’ll be safe and accepted and nobody is going to threaten to mutilate you or take away your Goddess-given ability to feel sexual pleasure.”

      “I don’t know…” Breenah nibbled her lower lip pensively. “Leave my Compound and everyone I know and move to someplace I’ve never been?”

      “Yes—why not?” Rax asked urgently. “You don’t really fit in here, do you? Well, do you?” he demanded, when Breenah didn’t answer. “Answer me this—who’s your best friend here?”

      Breenah dropped her eyes.

      “I…don’t really have any friends,” she admitted. “Except for old Moonah—she’s always been nice to me. But I don’t know if we’re exactly friends…”

      “You owe it to yourself to go someplace where you can find friends and people who will care for you—people who won’t try to change you,” Rax told her. “You can find that on the Mother Ship—females of all humanoid species come together there and accept each other.”

      Breenah gave him a sharp look.

      “How do I know you’ll really take me there? How can I trust your word when you told me such awful lies about having a ‘Beast’ inside you?”

      “I wasn’t lying.” His voice was low and earnest and he looked at her with nothing but sincerity in his battered face.

      Breenah felt her stomach do a nervous flip-flop.

      “It just sounds so crazy…I don’t see how I can believe you,” she protested.

      “You just have to. I have no way to convince you,” Rax said simply. “You can’t know I’m telling the truth until this Lunar Equinox I keep hearing everyone talk about happens. And by then, it will be too late.”

      Breenah suddenly needed space. She climbed down off the step-up and busied herself with putting things away.

      “When is the Lunar Equinox going to happen, anyway?” Rax asked, his one good eye tracking her as she moved back and forth.

      “Tonight. It’s happening tonight,” Breenah admitted in a low voice.

      “Tonight? Goddess, help me!” he muttered. “Breenah, please—come here, sweetheart—let’s talk.”

      Reluctantly, Breenah came over to stand in front of the Stasis Wheel again. Without the step-up, she had to tilt her head to meet his gaze.

      “Breenah, whether you believe me or not, we both need to get out of here,” Rax said earnestly. “I don’t know what their plans for me are, but we do know their plans for you. Do you really want to stay in a place that’s going to mutilate you and rob you of your Goddess-given right to feel sexual pleasure?”

      “You keep saying it’s a ‘Goddess-given’ right,” Breenah said, frowning. “What Goddess are you talking about? We swear by the Goddess too, but we don’t really worship her,” she added. “Our deities are the three moons—the Maiden, the Mother, and the Crone.”

      “When I talk about the Goddess I mean the Mother of All Life—she who created us all,” Rax told her. “And we Kindred do worship her—she made all of us special and no one has the right to take away what she gave you.”

      “I…I don’t know.” Breenah shook her head. “I just don’t know if I can take the risk.”

      “You’re taking a much bigger risk if you leave me here to go through the Lunar Equinox tonight,” Rax said grimly. “Do me a favor, sweetheart—if you’re not going to set me free, then promise you’ll stay away from this room when the three moons rise and pour their light down on me.” He nodded up at the skylight, which showed the hazy shape of the red giant sun at the moment.

      “Why?” Breenah asked him, her heart beating.

      “Because I don’t want to wake up with your blood on my hands,” he said in a low voice. “Gods—I don’t want to wake up with anyone’s blood on my hands.”

      He looked so agonized that for a moment, Breenah almost believed him.

      “So this ‘Beast’ of yours…he would break free and kill everyone?” she asked tentatively.

      “Unless he decides he’d rather fuck,” Rax said grimly. “But none of the other females in your Compound smells even remotely fuckable—probably because they’ve removed all their hormones and sexual characteristics,” he added.

      “So…your Beast goes by scent, then?” she asked curiously. She knew he was lying—or she told herself he was—but she couldn’t help being fascinated by what he was saying.

      “Hell yeah—scent is definitely important.” Rax frowned at Breenah. “As a matter of fact, you might be the only one here that would be safe from his blood-lust—though you sure as the Seven Hells wouldn’t be safe from his fuck-lust. You smell too damn good, little girl. Not to mention you’ve still got my scent on you, marking you as mine.”

      “I do?” Breenah looked down at herself uncertainly. “I, er, missed morning shower time today,” she added guiltily, thinking of how she still had his cream deep in her pussy slit.

      “That’s actually a good thing—you smell like I already Claimed you,” Rax informed her. “Which means you might be safe tonight if—when—my Beast comes out. I’d still prefer that you hide, though.”

      “Why? If you say he wont’ hurt me?” Breenah asked. “Why should I hide from him?”

      “Because, little girl, he’ll want to breed you,” Rax growled. “He’ll want to shove his shaft deep into your soft little pussy slit all the way to the knot and pump you full of hot cum.”

      “He…he will?” Breenah’s eyes widened. She couldn’t help remembering that thick swelling at the base of Rax’s shaft. “But…but that—the knot—would never fit inside me!” she protested.

      “It’ll fit—he’ll make it fit,” Rax said grimly. “My Beast will want to take you out under the moonlight and breed you long and hard. Then he’ll knot you to make sure his cum stays in your pussy long enough to seed your womb.”

      “But I thought you said you couldn’t breed me and get me pregnant unless you bonded with me first,” Breenah protested. “And you also said you couldn’t bond with anyone because your Beast is Untameable.”

      “That’s all true,” Rax acknowledged. “But he doesn’t know he’s one of the Untameable. I told you—he’s not a thinking creature—he’s nothing but hunger and lust. And the way you smell—so ripe and ready for fucking—he’s going to want to find you and breed you if he gets lose from these damn manacles.” He rattled the Magno-manacles to illustrate his point. “So do me a favor and hide tonight, during this damn Equinox. Lock yourself away somewhere—if you have anyplace with a lot of confusing smells, that would be best.”

      “I…I could hide in the green house,” Breenah offered shakily. Goddess, she knew he was lying but the way he was talking was scaring her, despite her best efforts to remain unshaken. “There are plenty of plants and flowers in there that have strong smells,” she added.

      Rax nodded.

      “That might work. I can’t promise anything, though.”

      Breenah frowned up at him.

      “Are you sure you’re not just trying to scare me in order to get me to let you go?”

      “Sweetheart…” Rax’s deep voice went suddenly gentle. “If the idea of losing both your breasts and your sex-drive doesn’t scare you enough to want to run away with me, then my Beast isn’t going to do it either.”

      “Oh…” Breenah whispered. He was right, she realized—the idea of some Beast overtaking him and making him act savage and wild was frightening—but not nearly as frightening as the idea of losing her sexuality. “I…I need to think about this,” she said. “I should probably go.”

      “Just do one thing for me before you leave,” Rax told her. “Or rather, let me do one thing for you.”

      “What’s that?” Breenah asked, frowning.

      “Let me scent mark you, sweetheart.” Rax looked at her earnestly.

      “Scent mark me? What are you talking about?” she demanded.

      “We Kindred have scent glands in and around our mouths,” Rax explained. “Let me rub against you and lick you before you go—so my scent is fresh on you. That way when my Beast comes out tonight during the Equinox, you’ll be protected from his blood-lust if he finds you, because you’ll smell like you belong to me.”

      “But…you said that would make him want to…to breed me,” Breenah protested.

      “Better he should want to breed you than eat you,” Rax said grimly. “Let me mark you, little girl—that way at least I know you’re safe—well, relatively safe—if he finds you.”

      “Well…” Breenah hesitated. She still didn’t believe in his Beast, she told herself. But the temptation of having his hot mouth on her breasts and nipples again was too much to deny. “All right,” she said at last and went to get the step-up again.

      She might as well have one more moment of pleasure before Mistress Work-worthy carried out her plan.
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      Rax was glad she was at least going to let him scent mark her. He still didn’t feel good about the idea of his Beast coming out in the middle of a Compound filled with women, though. As a Kindred, it went against everything in his nature to hurt a female, but his Beast had no such compunction. He would happily kill everyone in the whole Compound if he got angry enough—and coming out to find himself bound by the thick metal manacles would enrage him for sure.

      The problem was, none of the other females here—other than Breenah—smelled like women. The Beast would see them as sexless adversaries—creatures deserving of death for locking him up. He would terrorize and savage every woman in the place.

      It was a thought that turned Rax’s stomach. Despite the way they had tortured him, he didn’t want to kill the women of Breenah’s Compound. He wished like hell he could have convinced her to set him free and come away with him, but she seemed too hesitant to agree to an escape.

      “All right.” Breenah’s soft voice interrupted his inner turmoil and he looked down to see that she had positioned the step ladder right in front of him again. “Do…do you want to mark my breasts?” she asked, nodding down at her warm, brown globes and dark, ripe nipples.

      Rax’s mouth watered at the sight of those beautiful mounds, but he shook his head.

      “Better I should mark your pussy, little girl,” he told her. “Putting my scent over yours will make you safer than just marking a more neutral part of you.”

      “You…you want to mark my pussy slit?” She bit her lip, looking up at him uncertainly. “But I still have some of your cream in me.”

      “That’s all right,” Rax reassured her. “I’ll mostly just be rubbing against your mound with my mouth and cheeks—I don’t have to mark inside you.” He let his voice drop to a low, interested growl. “Unless you want me to, that is.”

      “Oh…okay.” Breenah gave him a look that was half nervous/half interested but he could smell her desire in the air. Rax made himself a bet that he’d be licking her out in no time. There was no doubt about it—the little female had an extremely high sex drive—a drive that had been ruthlessly repressed by the sexless environment she’d been raised in—which only made her hotter and more in need of pleasure.

      “Come up here, little girl,” he growled. “Let me mark that soft little pussy.”

      “All right—here I come.” Breenah climbed up the metal steps until she was at the right height. Then, almost shyly, she pulled down the stretchy silver underpants that were the bottom part of her uniform and presented her soft little pussy to him.

      Rax groaned with desire as her sweet fragrance—slightly mixed with his—teased his nose. What he needed to do was apply more of his scent to her curvy body—to thoroughly mark her as his own. It was like leaving a sign that only his Beast could read—“This one is ours—don’t hurt her.”

      Leaning forward, he rubbed his rough cheek against the soft nest of short black curls that covered her mound, marking her with more of his own scent.

      “Oh!” he heard her moan and then she pressed closer to him, balancing herself by holding onto his shoulders and rubbing against him like a feline that wanted to be stroked.

      Rax obliged her, rubbing his other cheek against her as well, making sure to rub against her outer pussy lips this time. This earned him another moan and then, as he had hoped, she parted her legs which gave him a better look at her.

      Her pussy was as ripe and dark as a berry inside and glistening wet with her honey. Deep in her pussy mouth, he could see just a hint of his own cream, which he had pumped into her the night before. The sight and scent drove his lust even higher and he leaned in eagerly, wishing his hands were free so he could curl them around her hips and split her thighs wide for a thorough tasting.

      “Gods, baby yes—spread that pussy for me,” he growled hoarsely. “Let me lap your sweet, creamy little cunt until you come for me.”

      “But Rax, you…you promised you’d only scent mark me,” Breenah said breathlessly and she pulled away from him, a little bit. “Not actually taste my pussy.”

      Looking up, Rax saw she was biting her lip, as though she wasn’t certain about what they were doing.

      “That’s what I’m doing sweetheart,” he growled hoarsely, trying to reassure her. “Just scent marking you. But I also need to mark the inside of your pussy with my scent.”

      “I thought you said you didn’t have to…to mark me inside…unless I wanted you to,” she whispered.

      Rax gave her a level look.

      “You can’t tell me you don’t want me to lap inside your sweet pussy and mark you there, little girl,” he growled. “I can smell your desire—you need this as much as I do.”

      Breenah bit her lip and he could see her struggling with herself and the deep sexual desire he had awakened in her.

      “Well…as long as you’re just marking me, I guess,” she said, and he could almost hear her rationalizing this act to herself.

      “That’s all I need to do—just mark you,” Rax assured her. Which was true—he had scent glands in his mouth and tongue too—he could mark the inside of her pussy by licking her. But he would be lying if he said that marking her was the only thing on his mind. He wanted to taste her—wanted it with a single-minded purpose he’d never felt for any female before.

      “Well…” Her hips twitched closer.

      “Come here, little girl,” Rax urged her. “Spread your pussy and let me mark you. It’s the only way to keep you safe,” he added—which was also true.

      “All right.” At last she gave in, pressing her hips forward and letting her open pussy drift towards his mouth.

      Rax couldn’t wait any longer—her bewitching feminine fragrance was calling to him and he longed to taste that berry-ripe pussy, slick with her juices, and suck her tight little clit into his mouth.

      With a low groan, he leaned forward and gave her a long, hot lick, bathing her pussy with his tongue from bottom to top. Her sweet-salty flavor filled his mouth and his cock went rock-hard in his trousers. Gods, he was really going to enjoy this—he couldn’t wait to make her come!
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      Breenah moaned in surprised pleasure as the giant’s hot tongue slid over her sensitive little button. Her clit was throbbing with need as it never had before and she had the feeling that something was building in her—some pleasurable peak she’d never been able to reach in the past was now within her grasp. Or it would be soon, if Rax kept this up.

      “Oh!” she moaned as he did it again, swirling the tip of his tongue around her clit and sending tingles all through her body. “Oh, Rax, yes!”

      “That’s right, baby,” she heard him growl between licks. “That’s right—feed me that sweet pussy. Gods, love the way you taste!”

      Breenah moaned again and ran her hands through his hair, grinding against him eagerly. She had no more reservations about letting the giant taste her—now she just wanted him to keep going so this pleasure inside her would keep building. She felt that if it did, she might soon explode from the inside out as the good feelings built to a peak inside her. And more than anything, she wanted to feel that happen. She—

      “What is the meaning of this? What is going on in here?”

      Breenah gasped and nearly tumbled off the step-up. She was balanced precariously on the second to top step with her thighs spread wide and her hands braced on Rax’s shoulders—one wrong move and she would fall.

      But Mistress Work-worthy didn’t wait for that. She marched over to the step-up and grabbed Breenah by the ankle, yanking insistently.

      “Get down from there this minute, young lady!” she exclaimed as Breenah clambered hastily to the floor . “What exactly do you think you’re doing?”

      “I…I was…” Breenah bit her lip, not sure what to say. She was horribly embarrassed to be caught in the middle of such a shameful, forbidden act. And it wasn’t like she could deny it—her undercoverings were around her ankles and her pussy was swollen and damp from all the hot licking Rax had been giving her.

      Mistress Work-worthy’s iron gray eyes narrowed when she took Breenah in.

      “Never mind,” she snapped. “I see exactly what you were doing, you disgusting girl!”

      “I…I didn’t mean to,” Breenah faltered, reaching down to pull up her undercoverings. “I just wanted to…to have some pleasure before you made it so I couldn’t anymore!”

      “I was going to give you a choice about that, you know,” Mistress Work-worthy said loftily. “But now I see there is no choice—you cannot be trusted to behave yourself if you remain in your present condition.”

      “What—the condition of actually looking female and having feelings?” Rax growled, joining in the conversation. “You’ve got no fucking right to alter Breenah to fit your own pitiful, sexless standards!”

      “How dare you?” Mistress Work-worthy exclaimed, rounding on him with one hand still clutched around Breenah’s arm. “How dare you even speak to me, giant? I am one of the premier leaders of this Compound—a Superior!”

      “Then let me go before the Equinox, if you’re the leader,” Rax growled. “I tried to tell you and your Council of Superiors earlier, it’s dangerous to keep me here. Let me go and let me take Breenah with me since you don’t want her. I’ll take her someplace people will care for her and appreciate her.”

      “Never!” Mistress Work-worthy’s nostrils flared. “Breenah is staying right here in the Compound where she belongs.”

      “But what if I don’t belong here?” Breenah protested, speaking up at last. “Why don’t you just let me go with the giant, Mistress Work-worthy? With Rax?”

      “Because you are going to have your breasts cut off and your sex-drive neutralized so you can fit in as a proper member of this Colony,” Mistress Work-worthy snapped. She pulled an electric prod off the belt she wore around her narrow hips and gestured with it menacingly at Rax. “And he is going to be sacrificed tonight during the Equinox—his blood shall be spilled to satisfy the Maiden, the Mother, and the Crone.”

      “What?” Breenah looked at her in horror. “But…but there hasn’t been a sacrifice in the Compound for years!”

      “Because there hasn’t been a male intruder for years,” Mistress Work-worthy snapped. But now there is and the Council of Superiors had voted to deal with him in the traditional way.”

      “But…but…” Breenah began. “But that’s horrible—it’s murder! Rax never did anything to us! He doesn’t deserve to be sacrificed.”

      “He’s a male—that’s reason enough,” Mistress Work-worthy declared.

      “Well I won’t let you do it! I won’t!”

      Breenah tried to slip away from her, but Mistress Work-worthy, who was surprisingly strong, had her hand locked tight, like an iron pincer around Breenah’s upper arm.

      “Let me go! Let me go!” Breenah gasped, and began to struggle.

      “Breenah—behave! Don’t make me use my prod!” Mistress Work-worthy brandished her electric prod menacingly.

      But Breenah was past caring about threats. With a desperate twist of her arm, she managed to break free and ran for the release button on the wall. If she could just reach it in time—if she could just press it—the Magno-manacles would pop open and Rax would be free! Then he could take her away, just as he had promised, and neither of them would ever have to set foot in the Compound again.

      She got so close her fingertips were almost touching the big, red button mounted on the wall. But just as she brushed it, a horrible, painful jolt hit her in the small of her back.

      “Ahhh!” Breenah cried—it felt like being electrocuted! Her entire body stiffened and she fell backwards.

      “I told you I’d use it.” Mistress Work-worthy grabbed her by the shoulders and pushed Breenah to the ground. Then she knelt on her lower back and pulled the black box of her speak-far off the clip on her belt. She spoke into it, never letting up even as Breenah thrashed weakly below her. “Mistress Heal-all, I need some help in the Guard Room,” she said in firm tone. “Please hurry and bring a sedative!”

      Before Breenah knew it, the door was opening for a second time and Mistress Heal-all and several of the security detail burst into the room. The other Superior came to kneel beside her, a sharp syringe filled with blue liquid in one hand.

      “No—let me go!” Breenah begged, still thrashing. “Why can’t the two of you just let me go? Let me leave the Compound—I don’t want to be here anymore! I don’t belong here!”

      “Now, now—you’ll feel differently once you’ve had your surgery and neutering,” Mistress Heal-all said soothingly.

      Something sharp bit into Breenah’s upper arm and then it felt as though ice water was being injected into her veins. At once, the world started looking blurry around the edges.

      “No!” she moaned, trying to fight the drug even as the two women dragged her to her feet. “No, please! Rax…”

      Her eyes moved in slow motion to catch a last glimpse of the giant manacled to the Stasis Wheel.

      It was hard to tell but she thought Rax looked sad, rather than scared or angry.

      “Remember what I told you, sweetheart,” he called to her. “Hide tonight during the Equinox! Don’t let him find you!”

      The Beast, he means—his Beast, Breenah thought blearily. He doesn’t want his Beast to find me because he’ll try to breed me…

      And then her eyes closed and she knew no more.
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      “Wake, daughter. You must wake!”

      A powerful feminine voice spoke in Breenah’s ear, drawing her upwards from her drugged slumber.

      “Huh?” she muttered. She felt as though someone had poured a sleeping draught in her juice—her limbs were so heavy and her head felt like a boulder attached to her neck.

      “Wake—the Equinox is upon you and the females of your Compound are in danger,” the voice in her ear insisted.

      Breenah frowned. Was it a dream? It didn’t feel like a dream. In fact, the more the voice spoke in her ear, the more awake she felt. The drugged lethargy that had been holding her down seemed to ease at last and she found she could move her arms and legs.

      Looking around, she saw that she’d been dumped on a cot in the dormitory, which was empty except for her.

      “Where…where is everyone?” she asked, not sure who she was talking to.

      “They are celebrating the Equinox, but the warrior’s Beast is about to break free,” the voice informed her. “If it is not stopped or led away, every female in this Compound will die tonight!”

      Suddenly everything came rushing back to Breenah and she sat all the way up with a jerk.

      “Oh my Goddess—Rax! His Beast!” she exclaimed. “Is it really true?”

      “It is true—he has a Beast that indwells him and lusts for blood or pleasure,” the disembodied voice assured her. “If you do not lead it away, there will be much death tonight.”

      “Who are you? And why do you care what happens to the women of my Compound?” Breenah demanded, looking around. She still couldn’t see anyone but she felt a presence around her—a very powerful presence filling the air.

      “I am she whom Rax told you about,” the voice informed her. “And I care for two reasons. Firstly, it is not my will that innocent females should die. And secondly, the warrior, Rax, has been a good and faithful servant. It would be wrong to burden his conscience with the deaths of so many. So you must go, daughter, and do what you can to lead his Beast aside.”

      “But…but he told me to hide from it—to avoid it!” Breenah protested.

      “You can do that if you wish—I cannot force you to help,” the voice who must be the Kindred Goddess that Rax had spoken about told her. “But you will regret it all your days if you do.”

      Breenah bit her lip.

      “What…what will happen to me if I do as you say? Won’t the Beast kill me instead?”

      “I promise you, my daughter, the Beast will not kill you,” the Goddess told her. “He will not spill a single drop of your blood.”

      “Well…” Breenah straightened up and got off her cot. It seemed the Beast was real, not just a desperate lie on Rax’s part to get her to agree to set him free. And now it was time to make her decision.

      “You must hurry, daughter,” the Goddess whispered in her ear. “The moment of crisis is almost at hand! Remember, no matter how frightening the Beast looks, he will not spill your blood. Now hurry and choose!”

      And then the voice and the presence around her faded, leaving Breenah alone in the large, echoing dormitory with its rows of empty cots and blank white walls.

      What exactly was she going to do?
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      Breenah left the dormitory, her heart beating rapidly in her chest. She’d only gone halfway down the long corridor that led to the Guard Room when she heard it—the pounding of the ceremonial drums and chanting.

      It was a chilling sound to hear inside the Compound. Normally the rites of the Lunar Equinox—which came but once a year—were celebrated outside. But she supposed the Superiors had decided to celebrate inside this year, because they planned to sacrifice Rax.

      Poor Rax! She had to save him! That was, unless it was already too late and his Beast had come out. But if that had happened, she was sure she’d hear more than drums and chanting—she’d probably hear screaming too.

      Breenah no longer doubted that he really had a Beast inside him—the voice of the Goddess couldn’t be disputed or denied. She only wondered if it was too late to get to the giant before the entity inside him came out and wreaked havoc.

      Silently, she slipped down the hallway, the chanting and drums growing ever louder in her ears. She doubted anyone would be expecting her to show up—clearly Mistress Heal-all thought the dose of sedatives she’d administered would keep Breenah knocked out all night.

      And it probably would have, if the Goddess hadn’t woken me up! Breenah thought.

      At last she reached the door of the Guard Room, which was slightly ajar. Carefully, she put her face to the opening and looked in.

      Everyone in the Compound was gathered there but Breenah was glad to see that no one was looking in her direction. All their attention was centered on the Stasis Wheel and the giant manacled to it. The giant who was directly under the sky-light part of the ceiling, which allowed the moonlight to shine down on him.

      Rax was struggling in his bonds, his face set in a look of desperation.

      “Let me go! Let me go now before it’s too late!” he begged hoarsely. “I can feel the moonlight getting closer! If the light of three moons at once falls on me, it will be too fucking much! Please!”

      “Silence, male!” Mistress Work-worthy shouted. She and the other Superiors were standing around the Stasis Wheel in a semi circle, facing Rax. Mistress Pain-giver had a sparking electro-prod in one hand and it was clear she’d already been using it on the big Kindred from the red burn marks Breenah could see on his silvery-gray skin.

      Then Mistress Work-worthy turned to face the assembled women.

      “We come together tonight to offer blood to the three we worship—the Maiden, the Mother, and the Crone,” she said loudly, raising her voice to be heard over the drumming and chanting from the musicians in the corner. “It has been many long years since we had a male intruder to sacrifice but tonight we will make up for it. At the moment of the Lunar Equinox, when all three deities appear in the sky together, Mistress Pain-giver will shed the male spy’s blood for their glory!”

      There was a half-hearted cheer from the women of the Complex. None of them had ever seen a blood-sacrifice before and they didn’t appear very eager to see one now, Breenah thought. They were giving each other uneasy looks—even Meendy looked rather queasy at the idea of shedding Rax’s blood—but none of them dared to speak up against the Council of Superiors.

      Should I speak up? Breenah wondered. But what good would that do? None of the women assembled in the Guard Room was going to decide to follow her in some kind of revolt. They had been ruled by the Council of Superiors all their lives—they weren’t going to rebel now, just because a social outcast like Breenah told them to.

      After some thought, she decided the best thing to do was to sneak into the room and try again to press the big red release button located on the far wall. Maybe that way she could free Rax before he turned into his Beast and then get him someplace away from the moonlight. She wasn’t sure what they would do after that, but to start with, she just needed to keep him from getting killed!

      Taking a deep breath, she opened the thick door a little wider and slipped quietly into the crowd.

      Most of the women were chanting softly along with the musicians, their eyes glued to the giant bound to the Stasis Wheel. Breenah found she was able to slip around behind them without causing too much fuss. Nobody there seemed surprised to see her, so Mistress Work-worthy must not have made any announcements about her yet.

      But slipping through such a crowded room was slow-going. She had to keep pushing people aside while trying not to step on anyone’s toes. And in the meantime, Rax continued to thrash and struggle while he begged them to set him free in a low, hoarse voice that got deeper and deeper all the time.

      Breenah cast an eye at the skylight and saw with concern that the Equinox was farther along than she’d thought. The Maiden was already visible, shedding her pure, silver light down on the thrashing Rax. As she watched, another moon came into view—it was the Mother, which was half again as big as the Maiden. Her light was golden and it too shone down on the Wulven Kindred, who writhed as though the moonlight was liquid flame pouring over him.

      “Ah—Gods!” he was groaning. “Too much…too…fucking…much!”

      Have to reach the button—if I can just reach the release! Breenah thought desperately. But she was still several feet away from it and the musicians—with their large assortment of drums—were in the way!

      And then the Crone made her appearance. The last and largest of Griesha Prime’s natural satellites was huge, nearly filling the skylight of the Guard Room. Her light was deep red and it shown down like a spotlight, seeming to bathe the giant who was manacled to the Stasis Wheel in blood.

      “No! Let me go! Let me goarghhhh! Arrrggghh!”

      Rax’s voice was noticeably deeper now—and his words were turning into unintelligible growls, Breenah thought with a shiver. His formerly smooth chest had sprouted a thick mat of wiry black curls that looked almost like fur. The hair on his head had grown longer too—it was no longer shaved close to his skull. Instead, it was becoming a wild black tangle around his face. And his eyes…

      His eyes aren’t blue anymore, Breenah thought. They’ve turned golden! Golden and wild!

      She was almost to the release button now, but she no longer knew if she should press it or not. Rax was changing right in front of her eyes as his Beast came out—just as he had warned. But for now, at least, he was still safely manacled to the Stasis Wheel. If she let him go, would he cut a swath of carnage through the assembled women?

      But it was clear she wasn’t the only one who saw what was going on—most of the women in the room had noticed the changes in the big Kindred. There was uneasy murmuring running through the crowd and the women standing nearest the front were beginning to shuffle backwards.

      “Look at him!” It was Meendy’s voice, ringing over the chanting and drumming. “Look at the giant—there’s something wrong with him! He’s changing!”

      “Nonsense!” Mistress Work-worthy snapped. “Silence yourself—this is a sacred ceremony!”

      “But just look—he’s trying to get loose!” someone else shouted.

      Sure enough, the new, wild Rax was snarling and jerking against the Magno-manacles. Had he gotten even bigger, Breenah wondered? It seemed like he might have grown at least a foot. His head was definitely closer to the top of the Stasis Wheel and the clothing he wore was beginning to look too small for him.

      Goddess, as though he wasn’t big enough already! Breenah thought dismally. What could she do? What should she do in this situation? She was close enough to press the release button now, but if she freed Rax’s Beast, he would surely go on a rampage—she could see the mindless fury in those golden eyes as he yanked on the Magno-manacles and roared for release.

      And still the Council of Superiors seemed determined to continue with their ceremony.

      Mistress Work-worthy was chanting the words of sacrifice while Mistress Pain-worthy approached the Stasis Wheel. She had put away her prod and in its place she held a long, glittering knife. The light of the Crone shone on it, making the sharp silver blade look like it had been dipped in blood.

      No! Breenah wanted to shout—but her vocal chords felt as though they had been paralyzed by panic. No, don’t get any closer! Run away from him—the Beast is about to get loose!

      Just as she thought this, Mistress Pain-worthy—wearing a sadistic smile on her thin lips—stepped forward and stabbed Rax’s Beast in the side with the long knife. It wasn’t meant to be a killing blow—just a wound to madden him.

      Unfortunately, it did its job a little too well.

      With a low, enraged roar, the Beast that had been Rax ripped the right Magno-manacle off of the Stasis Wheel. He swung his fist and the heavy metal manacle, now that it was free of the magnetic field that had held it closed, fell off and landed with an audible clunk at the feet of the stunned Superior.

      “Watch out! He’s breaking lose! He’s getting free! We have to get out of here!”

      It was Meendy’s voice again and Breenah was glad the bully could say the words that were frozen in her own throat. They had an immediate effect on the crowd—nobody was listening as Mistress Work-worthy called for order. Instead, there was a stampede for the Guard Room door that led back into the Compound.

      “Stop it! Stay where you are! Be still, I say!” the Superior was screaming at the top of her voice. But then a wave of desperate women pushed into her and her head bobbed and went down as she fell beneath the feet of the crowd.

      With a roar, Rax’s Beast tore the other Magno-manacle loose from the Stasis Wheel and shook it free of his massive fist. The heavy manacle went flying and hit Mistress Pain-giver—who had been advancing on the Beast with her knife—right in the head. Her eyes crossed and she, too, dropped to the ground to be trampled by the crowd.

      Breenah shrank back into the corner, trying to keep free of the madness. Luckily, there was no one behind her to push her forward, so she was in no danger of being trampled herself. The women of the Compound were no longer orderly and quiet—they had become a fear-maddened mob and they couldn’t get out of the Guard Room fast enough.

      At last, almost everyone had squeezed through the door except for most of the Superior Council, who had been trampled in the desperate stampede. One of the last ones through was old Moonah, who had trouble walking fast, let alone running. Breenah saw her hobble out the door, casting a terrified glance over her shoulder as she did so.

      And then, she was essentially alone with the Beast.

      Rax’s Beast had burst out of his clothes by this time. He still looked like Rax—if you squinted, she thought—except he was a lot hairier and his eyes were golden and filled with a terrible hunger. That look filled her with terror and she pressed herself flat against the wall and held her breath, praying the Beast would overlook her.

      And it truly seemed that he had. He swung his head from side to side and then bent to sniff at the trampled bodies of the Superior Council. Finding nothing to interest him there, he began moving towards the main door, where everyone else had gone.

      “Hurry, Moonah!” Breenah heard someone out in the Corridor calling. “That thing is coming! Hurry!”

      “I can’t, child!” Moonah’s breathing was heavy and labored. “Got something wrong with my leg—it won’t work right! You go on without me.”

      Moonah—she’s out there and she’s hurt! The Beast will get her!

      It was this thought that finally galvanized Breenah into action. As the Beast neared the door, she rushed forward, putting herself in his way.

      “Stop!” she gasped, holding out her arms—trying to make herself big enough to block the doorway. “Stop—you can’t go out there!”

      The Beast loomed over her, looking ten feet tall, and a low growl came from his broad, hairy chest. His golden eyes blazed at Breenah from the tangle of long, black hair. He opened his mouth and bared a pair of fangs that looked as long and sharp as daggers.

      Breenah’s heart skipped a beat and her knees felt like the sweet jelly they served sometimes in the Dining Hall for dessert. Oh, dear Goddess—what had she done? She had drawn the attention of this mindless creature and now what was she going to do to keep him from attacking her?

      Numbly, she fumbled for her poisoned leeza knife—only to find it was gone from its sheath around her waist. Mistress Work-worthy must have disarmed her before she dumped her in the dormitory, she realized with growing horror. What was she going to do now to defend herself?

      Breenah had no answers and she felt as though she was frozen to the spot, unable to move or run away.

      The Beast’s nostrils flared and he bent down from his great height and inhaled deeply. His eyes narrowed and he sniffed again and grunted—a sound of interest but not necessarily one of threat, Breenah thought, her heart slowing just a little. At least he hadn’t roared at her. He wasn’t being aggressive, but she definitely had his attention, so now what?

      Well, first, you have to lead him out of the Compound so he doesn’t attack anyone, whispered a practical little voice in her head. Moonah is still in the corridor—you can’t let him go out there. You have to lead him out and away!

      The thought and the fact that the Beast wasn’t acting aggressive towards her seemed to unfreeze her feet and she found she was able to move again. Luckily, there was a door in the Guard Room that led out into the fields around the Compound. Breenah went in that direction, backing slowly towards the exit, making certain the golden eyes were fixed on her.

      “This way,” she said, in a low, coaxing voice as she motioned for the enormous Beast to follow her. “Come on now, er, Beast—come this way. You can do it—follow me.”

      The Beast cut his eyes towards the door to the Compound once more, but then he took a step towards Breenah…and then another and another. And then, somehow, they were at the door.

      Fumbling behind her, Breenah pushed it open, letting in a gust of cool night air.

      “Come on,” she coaxed. “Come out with me—out into the night. Isn’t that better than being cooped up inside?”

      She felt a surge of triumph as the Beast ducked low to get through the door and followed her outside into the moonlight. But the triumph was followed by a surge of fear. Now that she’d gotten him out here, what was she supposed to do with him?

      Breenah thought she had never felt more vulnerable, standing here under the light of the triple moons with the long grass cool and ticklish around her feet and ankles and the cold breeze blowing, making her nipples tight with its chill. She was out here alone with a ravenous Beast—what was she going to do?

      A sudden thought occurred to her. She knew that Rax’s ship was in the North field. What if she lured the Beast in that direction and somehow trapped him in the ship? If she could manage to lock him inside, he wouldn’t be able to hurt anyone and once the Equinox—which wasn’t that long—had passed, he would turn back into Rax.

      It seemed like a long shot, but it was the only plan she could think of. Taking a quick look around to get her bearings, she began to coax and lead the Beast away from the Compound and towards the North field.

      What else could she do?
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      But they hadn’t gone far before the Beast began to lose interest. His head turned more and more often towards the Compound and Breenah had more and more trouble calling him back.

      Have to hold his attention, she thought desperately. But how?

      Then she seemed to hear Rax’s voice in her head.

      “Scent is very important,” he’d said. He’d even scent-marked her to keep her safe. Could the mixture of their scents help keep the Beast’s attention? Breenah wasn’t sure, but there was one way to find out.

      Putting her hand into her undergarments, she rubbed it firmly over her pussy mound—even dipping two fingers inside herself. Then, before she could lose her nerve, she raised her hand and waved it in the Beast’s direction.

      “Hey! Hey, there!” she called to him. “Over here—pay attention.”

      The Beast did more than pay attention. His nostrils flared and his eyes turned from gold to a deep, ominous orange. With a low growl, he bent to press his face to her hand. Then he growled again and wrapped both huge hands around her waist, lifting her clean off the ground.

      “Oh!” Breenah gasped as he picked her up, almost like he was picking up a doll. Or maybe a treat he wants to take a bite of, she thought as fear shot through her. Rax had been big but his Beast was absolutely enormous—fully twice as tall as she was—she felt like a toy in his hands.

      The Beast lifted her, bringing her bare breasts towards his mouth and she could see those long fangs gleaming as he spread his jaws to take the first bite.

      Oh Goddess, help me! she thought as terror filled her. He’s going to bite me—to eat me, like Rax said!

      But then, to her surprise, she felt the hot mouth fasten over one bare nipple almost gently and instead of a fierce bite, she felt the Beast begin to suck.

      “Oh…” she gasped as he took more and more of her breast into his hot mouth. “Oh, so that’s what you want!”

      Somehow, in her extreme terror, she had forgotten what Rax had said—what he had told her the Beast would want of her.

      “Because, little girl, he’ll want to breed you. He’ll want to shove his shaft deep into your soft little pussy slit all the way to the knot and pump you full of hot cum,” he had warned her.

      Breenah felt a shiver of fear go through her.

      Oh my Goddess, no—I can’t let him!

      But how could she stop him? He was enormous and incredibly strong and now there were no Magno-manacles and Stasis Wheel to hold him back. Breenah was entirely at the mercy of a vicious monster!

      Except the Beast wasn’t acting vicious at the moment. He continued to suck Breenah’s nipples—taking his time with each one. Though to be honest, he was so big he was basically sucking almost her entire breast into his mouth as he did so.

      Almost against her will, Breenah felt her pussy beginning to get wet and hot as the Beast sucked and swirled his tongue around her ripe, sensitive points. She could feel his long fangs bracketing her tight nipples and pressing against the sides of her breasts, but he was extremely careful not to cut her with them.

      “The Beast will not spill a drop of your blood,” the Goddess had promised.

      Breenah wondered if she could let herself believe that. And then a new thought entered her head—could she possibly tame Rax’s Beast?

      He had claimed it was untameable—and that was why it was so wild and violent. Apparently a Wulven Kindred needed a female to tame and soothe his Beast to make it less dangerous. But Rax had claimed his Beast could not be tamed.

      What if he’s wrong, though? Breenah wondered as the Beast continued to suck and lick her tingling nipples. What if I could tame his Beast? Wouldn’t that make it safer for everyone—not just me but for everyone in the Compound?

      She wasn’t sure if she ought to try or not, but no other plan came into her head. And the Beast already seemed enamored of her—at least, if the way he was sucking and licking her breasts was any indication.

      But how do I tame him? Breenah asked herself. And like before, she remembered Rax’s words. He had told her that to tame a Wulven’s Beast, a female must submit to it sexually.

      The thought sent a new shiver through Breenah’s body. Could she really give herself sexually to this creature? He was so big! And the enormous shaft swinging between his thighs was even bigger than it had been when Rax had control. She wondered, briefly, if the big Kindred was still in there, somewhere, watching everything the Beast was doing but unable to stop him. Or was he passed out, the way Breenah had been after Mistress Heal-all had injected her with the sleeping drug?

      It doesn’t matter if Rax is watching or not, she told herself sternly. He can’t do anything to help you—you’ve got to figure this out for yourself.

      And she had to figure it out quickly because at last the Beast seemed to have had enough of sucking her breasts. Instead, his hot mouth was moving lower, licking a trail down her trembling stomach to the top of her pussy mound.

      “Oh…oh, Goddess!” Breenah moaned as his long, hot tongue found the top of her slit and began to explore. She wished again—not for the first time—that her undercoverings did more to cover her. But the tiny silver underpants did little to impede the Beast’s progress. He had no problem nudging them down so that he could get to Breenah’s pussy.

      “Oh, Goddess!” she moaned again as the long, hot tongue invaded her, sliding around her aching clit and then dipping lower. But the Beast was still holding her in mid-air with both hands wrapped around her waist, which made the angle somewhat awkward.

      “Rax? Er…Beast?” Breenah gasped, tapping him on the top of his head.

      With a snort, he looked up at her, his eyes glowing orange.

      “You…you need to lay me down if…if you want to lick me like that,” Breenah told him, wondering how much he understood. “It…it’ll be easier for you to…to get your tongue inside me. If that’s what you’re trying to do,” she added.

      The Beast snorted again and at first she thought he hadn’t understood her. But then he lowered her gently—almost tenderly—to the ground.

      The grass was thick and it cushioned her considerably. Breenah looked up, seeing the three moons floating overhead and the shape of the Beast looming over her. Goddess, was she really going to lie here and let him do whatever he wanted to her?

      She supposed she was—for what other choice did she have? If she tried to run, the Beast might get angry. And he would catch her easily—his legs were twice as long as hers. So it was better to keep him appeased by remaining submissive, she thought. And the best way to submit, was to offer him her pussy.

      Reaching down, she slipped her silver undercoverings all the way off and spread her legs to bare herself completely.

      “All right,” she whispered, her voice trembling only a little. “You…you can lick me now—taste me as much as you want.”

      I can’t believe you’re doing this! a shocked little voice that sounded a lot like Mistress Work-worthy whispered in her head. Can’t believe you’re offering yourself this way!

      But again, what choice did she have? She couldn’t run and there was no place to hide except the Compound—and that would lead the Beast on a murderous rampage among the other women who lived there. Breenah didn’t want that.

      Besides, Rax said there were chemicals in his saliva that would help me stretch for him, she thought. And judging from the size of the enormous shaft she saw between the Beast’s thighs, she would need all the help she could get to stretch enough to accommodate him.

      She’d scarcely finished thinking this when the Beast lowered himself to the ground beside her. Breenah tried not to flinch as his massive hands reached for her—hands so big they could crush her skull easily if he wanted to.

      But the Beast didn’t seem to want to hurt her. Instead of crushing her, those massive hands descended to her thighs and spread her even wider.

      Breenah could feel his deadly strength and didn’t even try to fight. She let him spread her wider as he dipped his shaggy head and nosed at her bare pussy mound once more. He inhaled deeply, several times and she wondered if he was smelling Rax on her—wondered if the big Kindred’s scent would protect her as he had promised. Goddess, she hoped so!

      And then the Beast ducked lower and she felt his long, hot tongue parting her trembling pussy lips and lapping her inner folds once more.

      This time there was nothing to get in his way, since her undercoverings lay discarded on the grass beside her. Breenah moaned softly as she felt the hot, wet tongue lapping her deeply, dragging over the aching button of her clit and sending shivers of electrical pleasure through her whole body.

      Goddess, she was beginning to get that feeling again—the one she’d gotten before when Rax was scent marking her with his tongue. It was the feeling of her pleasure building to a peak—reaching a place she never had before.

      “Oh!” she moaned, and gripped the grass on either side of her, squeezing the cool strands tight in her fingers. She couldn’t believe what was happening—couldn’t believe she was lying here under the light of the three moons with her thighs spread and pinned by the massive Beast who was lapping her open pussy while she was helpless to stop him! It felt like a dream…and yet it wasn’t. And the Beast continued to lick her with his long, hot tongue as her pleasure grew and grew.

      And then, suddenly, it seemed like she was reaching the elusive peak. She could feel the pleasure growing too big to contain. It was as though she was a cup someone was pouring liquid into and it was reaching the top, about to overflow!

      Then it did overflow and a rush of sensation like she had never felt before came over her.

      “Oh…oh, Goddess!” As the Beast’s hot tongue lapped her tender clit, she moaned and writhed helplessly. She could feel her pussy gushing with what Rax had called her “honey” but she was helpless to stop it. He kept lapping for a moment and then the tip of his tongue moved lower and she felt it swirling around the mouth of her pussy.

      My honey, she thought deliriously. He wants to taste my honey, just like Rax said.

      She was already spread as wide as she could be, so she simply lay there, open, as the hot, wet tongue entered her. She felt it fill her and reach the end of her channel as the Beast licked her out, drinking her juices eagerly as he growled low in his throat.

      And then, just as Breenah was wondering if it would ever end, the tongue suddenly withdrew and his massive hands were flipping her over, onto her stomach in the cool grass.

      “Wh-what?” she stammered, looking around to see what was going on.

      What she saw nearly stopped her heart with fear—the Beast was looming over her, on his knees in the moonlight. Over his shoulder she could see the Maiden, the Mother, and the Crone, all casting their light on him, bathing him in silver, gold, and blood-red light. His eyes had gone from orange to red and the lust on his wild face was unmistakable.

      Looking lower, Breenah saw that his massive shaft was fully erect, rising between his muscular thighs like a brutal club. He cupped it loosely in one huge fist and stroked it up and down. From the broad head—now as big as her fist—she could see a river of precum flowing freely. It glistened in the moonlight and slid down the underside of his long, thick shaft in a promise of things to come. And at the very base she could see his breeding knot, throbbing with anticipation.

      Oh Goddess…he wants to fuck me…to breed me! Breenah thought. He wants to shove that thick monster inside me! But there’s no way all that will fit inside me—will it?

      Her heart felt as though it was banging against her ribs so hard and fast it might break right through and gallop away, and her first instinct was to scramble up and run as far and as fast as she could.

      But there’s no point in running, she reminded herself. He’d catch you inside of a minute. No, the only thing you can do is submit. Submit and pray that he licked you enough to help you stretch for that thick monster between his thighs.

      Though it was incredibly frightening, Breenah knew it was true. There was no way out of this situation—she simply had to go through it.

      Feeling more vulnerable than she ever had in her life, she slowly got to her hands and knees. Then, deliberately, she spread her thighs and tilted her hips back, offering the Beast her open, unprotected pussy.

      “It…it’s all right,” she said in a trembling voice, turning her head to look over her shoulder at him. “If…if you need to fuck me…to…to breed me. It’s all right—go ahead and just do it. Breed me and give me a creamy pussy, Beast.”

      The Beast let out a low, hungry growl and fisted his shaft a little faster. Then he bent over her and Breenah felt the heavy mat of fur on his chest brushing the bare skin of her back. She shivered but didn’t try to close her legs when the broad head of his cock slid over her pussy, parting her outer lips and rubbing against her wet inner folds.

      “That’s right,” she whispered, twitching her hips back a little more. “That’s right—if that’s what you need you can have it. You can have me. Just please…be gentle!”

      She didn’t know if the Beast could understand her or not but then she felt the broad head of his cock find the mouth of her pussy and all other thoughts were driven out of her head.

      “Oh!” she gasped as he breached her entrance and the entire thick head slid inside her. It felt like it had when she’d put Rax inside her—only much, much bigger, she thought. She could already feel him stretching her inner walls and he only had the head inside. How the hell would she manage the thick shaft—or the enormous breeding knot at the base of it?

      Don’t think about that now, she told herself fiercely. Just concentrate on being open enough to take him—just hold still and don’t fight it as he enters you!

      Just as she had that thought, she felt the Beast’s massive hands wrap around her full hips. Then, with a low growl of pure lust, he shoved his long, thick shaft all the way inside her with a single thrust.

      “Ahhh!” Breenah cried, throwing back her head. For a moment she could feel her body struggling to take it all—her inner walls were stretched to the limit and she had never been so full in her life!

      But the compounds that Rax had spoken of seemed to be at work again because after a moment of intense, stretching pain, Breenah felt her inner walls open to accommodate the huge shaft that was skewering her. With a long, trembling sigh, she felt herself relaxing just a bit.

      The ordeal wasn’t over yet, though. It was clear the Beast meant to fuck her long and hard, just as Rax had predicted he would. Breenah felt his massive hands tighten on her hips and she wondered if she would have bruises there the next day.

      I might, I guess, she thought deliriously. Providing I survive this!

      And then the Beast drew his enormous, thick shaft almost all the way out of her and thrust back in.

      Breenah threw back her head and moaned as she felt the head of his cock give the mouth of her womb a deep, hard kiss. This was no gentle love-making—the Beast needed to fuck—to breed—and she was just going to have to take it.

      Have to submit, she reminded herself deliriously. Don’t fight it—be open—let him do it.

      Moaning, she lowered her head to her arms and spread her thighs even wider, submitting to the Beasts brutal thrusts as he pounded mindlessly into her. If he had heard or understood her plea for gentleness, he must have forgotten it because he was anything but gentle as he filled her with his shaft over and over in the moonlight.

      Breenah wasn’t sure how long it lasted—it seemed to be forever as she hung her head and let the Beast use her to slake his lust, let him pound into her again and again as she stayed open for him, her breasts swaying with every deep thrust in her helpless pussy and feeling a pleasure so deep it was akin to pain.

      But it wasn’t all pain. As he thrust in her, the Beast’s heavy sac swung up and slapped against her tender clit, sending sparks of pleasure shooting through her. And once again, though she would have thought it was impossible, Breenah began to feel like she was reaching for the peak.

      Oh Goddess, she thought as she tilted her hips back to feel the regular smack-smack-smack of his heavy balls against her tight little button. Oh Goddess, surely it’s not going to happen again? Is this what Rax called an “orgasm”? It is—I’m sure of it. It’s what happened to him when he shot inside me before and what happened to me when the Beast licked me.

      The Beast was going to shoot inside her soon, she realized. And she had an instinctive idea that if she was coming on his cock as he did, it would draw his seed deep into her womb.

      Can he get me pregnant that way? she wondered as she panted with pleasure. Rax said he couldn’t, but maybe his Beast can. What if he fills my womb with his seed and that seed takes root? What if he plants a baby in my belly?

      But it was too late to worry about such things now. She could feel her pleasure starting to peak and the impending orgasm was rushing towards her—impossible to avoid.

      “Oh, Goddess…Beast…Rax…” she moaned helplessly. “Oh please—you’re going to make me come! I can’t help it…can’t stop it…”

      And then, just as she felt her pleasure reaching its peak, the Beast gave an especially deep thrust and the breeding knot at the base of his shaft entered her as well.

      Breenah gasped with mingled pain and pleasure as she felt the knot begin to swell inside her, filling her pussy mouth completely and tying her to the massive Wulven for who knew how long.

      Oh Goddess—he’s doing it! she thought desperately. He’s knotting me—breeding me—just like Rax said he would!

      But even her desperation wasn’t enough to stop the impending orgasm. Breenah had thought the peak she’d reached while the beast was licking was high, but this time the pleasure was much more intense. Before she’d felt like a glass being overfilled, now the pleasure was like a wave, rushing over her and trying to drown her!

      As the orgasm ravaged her, she felt the thick shaft inside her throbbing and growing even bigger. Then something hot and wet jetted out and hit the mouth of her womb.

      In response, it felt as though the mouth of her womb opened and the head of the Beast’s cock slipped at least partially inside. Then the jetting continued but this time Breenah seemed to feel it deep in her belly, filling her with hot cream.

      “Oh Goddess, Beast, you’re coming in me!” she moaned. “Filling me with your seed. Please…please!”

      But she didn’t know what she was begging for—for the Beast to stop or to never stop filling her. Regardless of her moaning and writhing, he held her firmly by the hips and continued to come in her. When she could hold no more, the cream leaked out and ran down her inner thighs in hot rivulets, dripping to the grass below her.

      There was nothing Breenah could do but take it. The Beast had decided to knot her and breed her and all she could do was spread her thighs wider and submit to his shaft, thrust deep in her pussy and his seed filling her womb.

      Moaning softly, she buried her face in her arms again, tilted her hips back, spread her thighs a little wider, and took it as best she could. The aftershocks of pleasure were still running through her, causing her inner walls to massage the thick shaft that was filling her and sucking his cream ever deeper into her womb. It seemed this would never be over, that she would never be finished with crouching in the moonlight like a wild animal being bred by its mate…

      But the sensations were too much—too deep to bear. It seemed as though the world was swimming around her head and then Breenah felt herself fading…fading and falling as her body went limp and everything around her went gray and far away as the pleasure and pain overwhelmed her completely…
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      Rax didn’t regain control of himself until the breeding was almost over. As he felt his shaft pump the final spurt of cum deep in the little female’s pussy, the Beast’s hold over him finally released and he was able to take control of the body they shared.

      “Gods, Breenah!” he groaned as he tried to withdraw from her. But the knot at the base of his shaft was still inflated and he had to wait several agonizing moments before he could finally pull out.

      A rush of cum followed when he did, pouring out of her like a river and wetting the grass between her thighs. With a low groan, she fell over on her side and lay there—so still and limp that Rax felt his heart fist in his chest with terror.

      “Breenah! Oh Goddess, little girl—please be all right!” he begged as he gathered her into his arms.

      She moaned softly and he felt a rush of relief mixed with guilt when her eyelids fluttered open, revealing her gorgeous brown eyes.

      “Rax?” she whispered, looking up at him uncertainly. “What…what happened?”

      “My Beast took you—bred you,” Rax told her. “I’m so sorry, sweetheart—I could see what he was doing but I couldn’t stop it.” He shook his head. “Not that that’s any kind of excuse for what he—what we—did to you.”

      Breenah shook her head.

      “I…knew it might happen,” she murmured. “When I got your Beast’s attention.”

      “Why did you do that?” Rax gave her an agonized look. “Why didn’t you hide like I told you to?”

      “Couldn’t let you—your Beast—kill everyone in the Compound,” she whispered. “I may not like most of them, but they don’t…don’t deserve to die.”

      Rax closed his eyes for a moment as shame and guilt washed over him. So she had sacrificed herself to his Beast to save the other women. It was a heroic act which made him feel even more ashamed of himself and the thing that lived inside him.

      He didn’t know which would have been worse—waking up bathed in the blood of many innocent victims, or waking up and realizing he had savagely bred the female he was beginning to care deeply about, even though they hadn’t known each other for long at all. But now she would never want to be with him—not after what his Beast had done to her—breeding her with a single-minded intensity…thrusting into her over and over as she moaned and cried beneath him…

      Rax remembered all of it. It was like a nightmare that kept playing over and over in his head—a bad dream where he did awful things and couldn’t stop himself from doing them. There was no worse crime to a Kindred warrior than taking a female by force and he had committed it—he had taken Breenah savagely until she was so overwhelmed she had passed out.

      Wouldn’t blame her if she hates me now, he thought bleakly.

      Not so long ago he’d been planning to take her back to the Mother Ship with him and maybe form some kind of relationship with her. They wouldn’t be able to form a soul bond as all the other Kindred warriors did with their mates, but there was a definite connection between them and Rax had been hoping it would be strong enough to withstand not being bonded.

      But now…well, there was no way. What female would want to be with a male who had done to her what he had done to Breenah that night? Rax refused to put the blame all on his Beast. After all, the savage entity was part of him—there was no denying that. He—

      “I…was trying to lead your Beast to your ship,” Breenah said, cutting into his litany of self-loathing. “I was…was thinking that maybe I could…could somehow lock you inside until the Equinox was over.” She looked up at the sky. “And now it’s over,” she whispered.

      Rax glanced up as well. Sure enough, the three moons had all set and were no longer casting their maddening light down upon him. Only brilliant starlight lit the field they were in.

      Thank the Goddess for small favors, he thought grimly. But then what Breenah had said sank in.

      “Wait—you said my ship is out here somewhere?”

      Weakly, she nodded.

      “This is the North field. It’s supposed to be here somewhere.”

      “Come on, little girl.” Rax lifted her and began walking, scanning the dark field with his excellent night vision.

      Her eyes widened.

      “Where…where are you taking me?”

      “Back to the Kindred Mother Ship where you can get some decent medical attention,” Rax said shortly.

      Breenah struggled weakly in his arms.

      “But…but the Compound is my home!”

      “Not anymore, little girl. Or at least, not for now,” Rax said sternly. “Not going to leave you in a place where they want to cut off your breasts and neuter your sex drive.” Not that she’d probably be interested in sex ever again after what his Beast had done to her, he thought grimly.

      “I…I think Mistress Work-worthy and Mistress Heal-all were…were trampled along with the rest of the Superior Council,” Breenah murmured. But she stopped struggling in his arms and seemed content to be carried.

      Finally, he spotted his ship, gleaming silver in the starlight. When he got closer, he saw with relief that the Smart Metal had healed itself, just as he had hoped.

      The ship recognized his DNA and opened at the touch of his hand. Rax carried Breenah—who was still in and out of consciousness—inside and laid her carefully on the sleeping platform at the very back of the long-range shuttle.

      She was a pitiful sight—naked except for the top of her uniform, which didn’t cover much more than her arms and shoulders, and sticky from his seed from her waist down. The pearly white cream—a testament to his savage use of her—stained her smooth brown skin like a sign of guilt.

      The sight made Rax wince with self-loathing. Gods, he’d really filled her, hadn’t he? His Beast had done his best to breed her all right—to plant a baby in her womb. If they’d been bonded, she would be pregnant for sure right now. But thank the Goddess that was impossible—so at least she wouldn’t have to have the shame of his child stretching her belly.

      He got a warm, wet cloth and cleaned her up as best he could. Then he put one of his own spare uniform shirts on her, covered her with a warming blanket, and made sure she was safely tucked in.

      Once Breenah was resting peacefully, he took a quick shower and changed into a fresh uniform. He looked presentable when he looked in the 3-D but he knew it was just a façade. Inside, he felt like the scum of the Universe.

      “Which is what you are,” he muttered to his reflection. “And now it’s time to go and ‘face the music’ as the humans say.”

      He couldn’t put it off any longer—there was nothing to do but head for home.

      He thought about calling the Mother Ship to fold space for him, but there was actually a stable wormhole in this part of the galaxy that led almost right back to where it was. That would be the better way to go, Rax thought. It took a huge amount of energy to fold space and he didn’t want to ask the Mother Ship to expend that kind of force if it wasn’t necessary.

      Plus it will take a little longer to get home by wormhole, which means you can put off your shame for a while, whispered a judgmental little voice in his head. Not that you can evade it forever…

      True enough, but Rax just couldn’t make himself call the Mother Ship yet. He steered his ship into the swirling blue vortex of the wormhole and took the long way home.
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      “Commander Sylvan, there’s a call for you.”

      Sylvan, the head of the Kindred High Council, looked up when he heard the announcement coming from his private viewscreen, mounted on the wall to one side of his desk. He was in his office and he’d been going over the reports for the various Med Centers aboard the Mother Ship with his sister-in-law, Olivia.

      The two of them were both doctors, though Sylvan’s administrative duties meant he didn’t get to practice as often as he would have liked. He truly enjoyed this time, immersing himself in the medical side of the huge ship he was responsible for running, and so he was inclined to pass the call off to an underling.

      Olivia, who was sitting across from his desk, shook her head, her blonde hair swirling around her shoulders.

      “You can get that—we can go over these details later.”

      “No—wait a minute,” Sylvan told her. He looked up at the viewscreen, where a communications officer who was Blood Kindred like himself was waiting. “Who is it?”

      “One of our scouts—Commander Ne’rax. He was supposed to go on a mission to Griesha Beta but he’s reporting there were some problems. He says he urgently needs to speak to you.” The officer relayed this information without emotion, cool and dispassionate as most Blood Kindred were.

      “Sounds like you’d better take it,” Olivia remarked.

      “Yes, but stay,” Sylvan told her. “Hopefully it won’t take long.”

      “All right.” She shrugged and settled back into her seat.

      The viewscreen flickered and a face with strong features and a square jaw came into view. There was a look of pain around the pale blue eyes and Sylvan thought it looked like this particular warrior had been through a lot recently.

      “Yes, Commander Ne’rax? What can I do for you?” he asked.

      “Commander Sylvan—thank you for taking my call.” Ne’rax—more commonly known as Rax to his friends and associates—took a deep breath. “I need to report the failure of my mission and…and a crime.”

      “What?” Sylvan sat forward in his chair, his frown deepening. “What happened? What kind of crime and who committed it?”

      “A crime against a helpless female.” Rax squeezed his eyes tightly closed for a moment and then opened them. “And I committed it. Or rather, the Beast that lives in me did. But that’s no excuse—I should be held accountable.”

      Sylvan shook his head.

      “I don’t understand, Rax—what did you do?”

      In as few words as possible, the Wulven warrior explained how he had gotten off course and had crashed on Griesha Prime instead of Griesha Beta.

      “Isn’t that the planet that got rid of all their males several hundred cycles ago?” Sylvan asked.

      Rax nodded.

      “The same. And…it has three moons.”

      Sylvan winced in sympathy. Three moons! It was well known that even the light of one natural satellite could bring out the savage Beast that lived within every Wulven Kindred. And once it was out, only sex or blood could satiate its monstrous appetites.

      They had another Wulven Kindred living aboard the Mother Ship—a warrior by the name of Rone. But he wasn’t a threat because his Beast had been tamed by his mate, a diminutive human female by the name of Kate.

      However, if he remembered correctly, Rax was one of the Untameable, which meant that there was no way for him to mate with a female. Which was too bad—if a woman could have bonded with him, she could have tempered the destructive tendencies of the creature inside him.

      “What happened?” he asked Rax, frowning. “Did your Beast come out? Did it…kill someone?” He hated to ask, but he knew it was a real possibility.

      But Rax shook his head.

      “He didn’t kill anyone but he did savage a female.” An agonized look passed over his face. “He…bred her—roughly and against her will. Not that he—we—could get her pregnant since it’s impossible for me to bond a mate. But he certainly tried. And now…” He swallowed hard. “She needs medical attention. Preferably from a female doctor,” he added. “I think that would be easier for her.”

      “It so happens that the mate-of-my-kin—my sister-in-law, as the humans say—is here with me, and she’s a doctor,” Sylvan nodded at Olivia, who sat forward in her seat and nodded at the viewscreen.

      “How badly is she hurt?” she asked Rax. “Is she torn?”

      It was a fair question since Rax had Giant Kindred DNA in his ancestry, which made him a head taller than regular Kindred and the rest of his body proportionately bigger as well, Sylvan thought.

      Rax shook his head, that agonized look of guilt and regret coming over his face again.

      “I…I don’t know. I tried to clean her up as best I could but she’s been through a lot tonight. And it’s all my fault.”

      “I know you feel responsible, Rax, but you can’t stop your Beast when he comes out,” Sylvan told him. “And with the light of three moons to irritate and stimulate it, you’re lucky he didn’t kill anyone.”

      Rax shook his head.

      “I can’t just put all this off on my Beast. I was attracted to Breenah too—instantly attracted. I…I wanted her for myself—that’s doubtless why he went after her.”

      “Are you far from the Mother Ship?” Olivia asked him. “And is Breenah in a stable condition?”

      “I think so. She’s in the back, tucked into the sleeping platform,” Rax said. “I came through a stable wormhole to get back to the Mother Ship and I’m close now—around the reddish planet the humans call Mars.”

      “You’ll be here any minute then,” Sylvan said. “Olivia and I will meet you in the Docking Bay.”

      “Thank you, Commander.” Rax nodded, then he lifted his chin. “I should be prosecuted for what I did—to the fullest extent of the law.”

      Sylvan frowned.

      “Normally I would agree. As you know, the Kindred consider any male who takes a female against her will to be the worst kind of criminal. But in your case, I think we need to consider the mitigating circumstances.”

      Rax got the guilty, miserable look on his face again.

      “I can’t be treated differently just because of what I am.”

      “Let me examine the girl—Breenah—and see what she has to say,” Olivia suggested. “Let’s get all the facts before we start making decisions.”

      “I agree with you, mate-of-my-kin,” Sylvan said formally. He turned back to the viewscreen. “We’ll meet you at the Docking Bay, Commander Rax. Sylvan out.”

      This command darkened the viewscreen and any other protests the Wulven Kindred might have made. Sylvan didn’t want to jump to any conclusions—he needed to give this matter careful consideration before he decided what to do.

      “Poor guy—he looks really upset,” Olivia remarked, as they left his office and headed for the Docking Bay. “If he was a human male, I don’t know if I’d believe him, but I know how the Kindred feel about hurting females.”

      “He’s asking to be punished for something the Beast inside him did,” Sylvan remarked as they walked swiftly down the long metal corridor that led to the Docking Bay. He had to shorten his stride a little so that the much-shorter Olivia could keep up. Not that the mate-of-his-kin was small by human standards, but Kindred males were at least twenty percent larger that human males, which made him much bigger than her, with a considerably longer stride.

      “As far as I can tell, the Wulven Kindred aren’t so much werewolves as they have a Jekyll and Hyde type situation going on,” Olivia remarked. “Where the main part of their personality is kind and sweet but the other part that they keep locked inside is ruthless about getting what it wants.”

      “Exactly—and what it wants is either sex or blood.” Sylvan had studied Earth mythologies extensively so he understood her reference. “Unless a female can tame the Beast inside them, the ‘Hyde’ part can be absolutely merciless.”

      “Do they know what’s going on when their Beast comes out?” Olivia asked.

      Sylvan made a non-committal gesture.

      “It depends. Some tribes of Wulven Kindred are unaware of what happens when their Beast comes out, but some are able to watch everything that is happening, while being unable to stop it. I think Rax is the latter kind.”

      “Poor guy,” Olivia said, her gray eyes filled with sympathy. “To have to watch yourself hurting the woman you love and not being able to stop it…” She shook her head. “That must be a special kind of Hell.”

      “Especially for a Kindred warrior,” Sylvan agreed. His people valued and revered females—the idea of hurting or forcing a female went against everything they stood for—against the values ingrained in their very DNA.

      They had reached the Docking Bay by this time—the landing area where all the scouting ships and shuttles were parked. It was a vast, echoing chamber with rows and rows of gleaming silver craft as far as the eye could see. Above was the darkness of space—the Docking Bay was protected by an atmosphere bubble which allowed ships to fly in and out without the loss of any of the Mother Ship’s atmosphere.

      “Look—here comes a ship.” Olivia pointed up at the silver craft descending through the bubble. “That must be Rax.”

      “That’s him all right—I recognize the markings on the ship,” Sylvan said grimly. “I’d like a full report as soon as you examine the female Rax’s Beast savaged,” he told her. “And I need to know what she says, so if you can get her talking, that would be great.”

      “I’ll give you a full report as soon as I can,” Olivia promised.

      “Thank you, Olivia.” Sylvan squeezed her arm gratefully. “I know she’ll be in good hands with you.” He trusted his sister-in-law’s judgment and medical skills implicitly.

      They would get to the bottom of this and then he would have to make a difficult decision about what to do with Rax.
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      Breenah woke feeling hazy and disorientated. She was wearing a long blue robe-type garment which was made of a wasteful amount of fabric. Why, it even covered her breasts and sex and fell past her knees! Wherever she was, there was clearly no fabric shortage here.

      She looked around the unfamiliar room with its gleaming fixtures and cool, sterile atmosphere and at first she couldn’t remember where she was. Where was the dormitory with its white walls and rows and rows of cots? Why was she in a strange bed which was tilted halfway up in a little room with a single door instead of the wide double doors they had on nearly every room in the Compound?

      Where am I? she wondered. What’s going on?

      She wasn’t upset, though—just confused. Slowly, little bits and pieces began to come back to her. She had vague memories of Rax carrying her tenderly in his arms down long metal corridors and a kind woman with long blonde hair and gray eyes taking care of her. A woman who had breasts like her own—full and prominent—though they were covered with the cloth of some kind of uniform and the white coat she wore over it.

      Once they were alone, the blonde woman—Breenah thought she had called herself “Dr. Liv”—had examined her and asked her to explain what had happened between herself and Rax. Breenah had told her as best she could, though the events of the Lunar Equinox were a bit jumbled in her head. What she mainly remembered was the intense pleasure which bordered on pain as she submitted to Rax’s Beast and let him breed her.

      Just thinking of that made her cheeks get hot with a blush. Goddess, what a night! She wondered where Rax was now and what he was doing? She hadn’t seen him since he had laid her down on the strange, adjustable bed and left the little room.

      Just then the door across from her opened and Dr. Liv poked her head in.

      “Oh good—you’re awake.” She smiled at Breenah as she came in and shut the door behind her. “How are you feeling?”

      “I think I’m all right,” Breenah tried to sit up a little more and winced at the twinge between her thighs. “Still a little sore between my legs, though,” she confessed.

      “That’s understandable, considering what you went through,” Dr. Liv told her, nodding. “A forced breeding—especially with a male as big as Commander Rax—is hard on a girl.”

      Breenah frowned.

      “But it wasn’t Rax—it was his Beast. And he didn’t force me—not really. I submitted to him—it was the only way to keep his attention away from my Compound and the other women.”

      “You still felt like you had to submit, rather than wanting to have consensual sex,” Dr. Liv said gently. “And the male who did this to you was twice your size and extremely rough, from what Commander Rax has told me. So it’s no wonder you’re sore.”

      “He was a little rough, but he wasn’t cruel,” Breenah objected. “Do you know where Rax is?” she added. “I haven’t seen him since he brought me here. I really need to talk to him.”

      Dr. Liv ran a hand through her long blonde hair.

      “I believe he’s trying to give you a little space. He feels deeply ashamed of what happened to you.”

      “He does?” Breenah frowned. “But…he warned me that his Beast would try to…try to breed me if he got loose. If anything, it’s my fault for not listening when he tried to warn me. I should have released him from the Magno-manacles and let him go home before the three moons of my planet met in the Lunar Equinox.”

      Dr. Liv shook her head.

      “Well, let’s wait before we start assigning blame.”

      “But it sounds like Rax is blaming himself!” Breenah was beginning to get upset. “He couldn’t help what his Beast did. Please…” She gave the other woman a pleading look. “He’s the only person I know here and I’ve never been away from my Compound before. I…I’d really like to see him.”

      “I’ll see what I can do—I promise.” Dr. Liv squeezed her arm gently. “But right now, there’s one more test I want to run on you.”

      “What kind of test?” Breenah asked mistrustfully. She’d been poked and prodded and examined ever since she’d gotten here and she was getting tired of it.

      “A blood test, I’m afraid,” Dr. Liv said briskly. “Do me a favor and pick an arm for me to draw blood from—I promise I’ll be quick,” she added.

      Breenah sighed and pushed up the voluminous light blue fabric of her left sleeve to bare her arm. She wished she could just get out of here and go find Rax, but she was pretty sure they weren’t going to let her.

      Maybe I could sneak away, she thought as the needle bit into the large vein in the crook of her left elbow. She didn’t feel dizzy anymore—just a little sore. I need to find him—need to tell him I’m not angry with him. And that…I miss him.

      But did the giant miss her? Breenah hoped so. She felt like something inside her was calling out to him—missing him more every hour they were apart. Would she ever get a chance to tell Rax that and find out if he felt the same?

      Breenah just didn’t know. If he kept on avoiding her because he felt guilty, she might never get to see him and tell him how she felt.

      “All right, all done,” Dr. Liv’s cheerful voice said as she withdrew the needle. She took the vial of blood she’d drawn from Breenah’s arm and put it in a small silver machine. The machine wasn’t very large and it had a kind of spout and tray at its base. It spun the vial around and around, humming softly to itself while it did so. Then, it made a ding and something came out of its spout and landed in the tray—though it was too small for Breenah to see what it was.

      “Hmm…” Dr. Liv scooped whatever had come out of the machine carefully into the palm of her hand and then looked at Breenah. “Breenah,” she said. “I’m afraid you and I need to have a very serious discussion.”

      “We do?” Breenah’s heart started hammering in her chest. “Why, is something wrong with me?”

      “Not wrong, exactly, but we still need to talk.” Dr. Liv came over and sat by the side of her bed and Breenah waited anxiously to hear what she had to say. What had come out of the machine and what did it mean?

      She was almost afraid to find out.
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      “So you’re asking for an assignment to Frex Terrum?” Commander Sylvan frowned and leaned across his desk, steepling his fingers. “That’s the roughest place in the galaxy, Rax! It’s overrun by thieves and space pirates.”

      “It’s also exclusively male—no females allowed, so there’s no vulnerable females there that I can hurt,” Rax argued. “And there are no natural satellites—no moons—so no moonlight to stimulate and activate my Beast.”

      “Well…I don’t know.” Sylvan shook his head doubtfully. “As a matter of fact, we already have an agent there, but we’ve lost contact with him. I’ve been debating about sending his partner to find him—the problem is, she’s a woman.”

      “Even if you send her in disguise, that’s going to be too fucking dangerous, Commander Sylvan,” Rax protested. “Let me go after him instead. You know I’ll do a good job.”

      Sylvan sighed.

      “I know you would, I just can’t help thinking that asking for this assignment is your way of punishing yourself for what happened on Griesha Prime.”

      Rax hunched his shoulders.

      “So what if it is? I deserve to be punished for what my Beast did to Breenah.”

      “Breenah claims that she submitted willingly,” Sylvan pointed out.

      “Only because she felt like she had to,” Rax said miserably. “I need to leave—need to get away from her so my Beast can never, ever hurt her again.”

      “Before you run away, I think you’d better take a look at something, Commander Rax.”

      The new voice from the doorway of Commander Sylvan’s office made Rax jerk his head around. He saw Dr. Olivia standing there. The human female had a mysterious look on her face and she seemed to be holding something delicate clutched carefully in her hand.

      “What? What do you mean? Is Breenah all right?” he asked, all in one breath.

      “She will be—if you do the right thing.” Olivia stepped into the office and nodded at Sylvan, who looked just as bewildered as Rax felt. “I’ve been standing out here listening for a little while and I don’t think that Frex Terrum is where you belong,” she told Rax.

      “What is this about, Olivia?” Sylvan asked her.

      “It’s about a certain test I ran on Breenah just now,” Olivia told them. “And here are the results.”

      She opened her hand and held it out to Rax. Lying on her palm was a small blue flower no bigger than the last joint of his smallest finger.

      “Gods!” Rax’s eyes flew wide with surprise and disbelief. He stared from the tiny pale blue flower to Olivia and back down to the flower again. “Are…are you sure?” he asked hoarsely.

      “Yup.” Olivia nodded decisively. “Somehow, Breenah is pregnant.”

      “But…but I’m one of the Untameable! I can’t bond with her, so how could I possibly get her pregnant?” Rax protested.

      “I don’t know, but somehow you managed it.” Olivia shrugged. “And if there’s any doubt about the parentage, I ran your DNA through the matcher myself—you’re a one hundred percent match. Which means you are definitely the father.”

      Rax ran a hand through his hair distractedly.

      “I…I don’t know what to say. I feel horrible—my Beast forced her and now she’s pregnant? This just gets worse and worse!”

      “Are you certain the two of you didn’t bond during the time your Beast bred her?” Commander Sylvan asked, his forehead wrinkling into a frown.

      Rax shook his head again.

      “I had hopes—honestly I did—but when I tried to speak to her mentally, I got nothing back. And I don’t feel a mental connection with her—there’s no bond.”

      “Well, maybe I feel a connection to you, giant.”

      The soft voice from the doorway made Rax jerk again. When he turned his head this time, he saw Breenah standing there. She was wearing a blue gown from the Med Center that was several sizes too big for her—it made her look even smaller than she was, Rax thought, his heart squeezing in his chest. Her creamy brown skin looked pale and her eyes were huge as she looked at him.

      “Breenah, honey—what are you doing up out of bed and how did you get here?” Dr. Olivia exclaimed, coming over to the girl.

      “I followed you,” Breenah said softly, but her eyes remained fixed on Rax. “I need to talk to you,” she told him. “Dr. Liv says…says I’m going to have a baby—your baby.” She put a hand to her abdomen and her eyes filled with anxiety.

      Rax didn’t know what to say. She looked so frail, standing there in the oversized gown that swallowed her so completely it didn’t even show her curves.

      “Breenah…sweetheart…” he began, his voice coming out low and desperate.

      “Are you really going to go away on another dangerous assignment and leave me here?” Breenah’s soft voice was sad and her big brown eyes were suspiciously bright.

      Rax frowned. Gods, how long had she been standing out there listening to them? She must have hidden herself well for Dr. Olivia not to have seen her.

      “Breenah,” he said again, helplessly, putting out a hand to her.

      “Please, Rax—please don’t leave me! I like it here aboard the Mother Ship—everyone seems really nice, but they’re all strangers. I only want to stay here if you stay here with me!”

      She stepped all the way into the office and as he reached for her, she fell into his arms.

      Rax gathered her into his lap and cuddled her close, his heart full to overflowing as he stroked her long, black hair.

      “Try to understand, little girl,” he murmured. “I hurt you—I ought to go away where I can never do it again.”

      “You didn’t hurt me—and your Beast didn’t either,” she protested, looking up at him. “In fact, I can feel him in you now—he’s happy to see me!”

      “You can?” Rax frowned in surprise. Closing his eyes a moment, he felt around inside himself, taking special care to examine the place he kept his Beast—like a man shoving his arm into a dark closet.

      Sure enough, he could feel happiness, possessiveness and yes, love coming from the ravenous creature inside him. And that love was all directed at the little female in his lap. Not only that, but she was sending it back to him—a sweet, pure emotion that made his Beast fairly purr with contentment.

      “What is it, Commander Rax?” Sylvan asked, frowning at him as Rax opened his eyes.

      “I…don’t know.” Rax shook his head. “I know this sounds impossible but, well, it almost feels as though Breenah here has somehow bonded with my Beast but not with me.”

      “Maybe that’s why you were able to impregnate her while you were in your Beast form,” Dr. Olivia suggested.

      “I’ve never heard of this happening,” Sylvan said. He looked as stunned as Rax felt. “Never heard of a prospective bride bonding with the Beast inside a Wulven Kindred but not with the warrior himself.”

      “She’s tamed it, hasn’t she?” Olivia asked, smiling encouragingly. “Breenah tamed your Beast.”

      Listening from the deep rumbling of contentment from his other half as he held Breenah in his arms, Rax couldn’t deny it.

      “Yes,” he said. “She has. But the two of us—I mean Breenah and I—still don’t have a bond.” He closed his eyes and sent a mental message to her to prove it to himself, but all he got back was silence. “This is so strange,” he said, opening his eyes again and frowning. “I can feel the emotions flowing back and forth from Breenah and my Beast but that’s all it is—an emotional bond. There’s no mental communication—just emotions.”

      “It feels fine to me—I like being connected to your Beast. He never wanted to hurt me—he just wanted to make me his,” Breenah said, looking up at him as she snuggled even closer to his chest. “Although…” She frowned. “It does feel like something’s missing.”

      “The other half of the bond—that’s what’s missing. Or maybe I should say the other third, since this is essentially a three-person situation,” Sylvan said thoughtfully.

      “But…how do I get the missing third?” Rax demanded. “How do I complete this?”

      Olivia shrugged.

      “How do you Kindred bond any woman to you? I think the two—or three—of you are going to have to have Bonding Sex.”

      “What? But I hurt Breenah last time!” Rax recoiled at the thought of hurting the soft, delicate little female in his arms again.

      “You were in your Beast form last time but you won’t be this time,” Commander Sylvan said soothingly.

      “It’s up to Breenah anyway,” Olivia pointed out. “It depends on if she feels comfortable trying to complete the Bond.”

      “Breenah?” Rax looked down to see that she was looking up at him with those big brown eyes of hers. “How do you feel about this, sweetheart?” he murmured. “About making love to try and complete the soul bond between us? Would you like us to be bound together forever?”

      “Would…would it be like it was the other night? The night of the Equinox?” There was a tremor of fear in her voice that tore at Rax’s heart.

      “No, little girl,” he murmured, cupping her face gently in his hand. “It will never be like that again—even if we went someplace with a moon and my Beast came out again. You’ve tamed him now—though the Goddess alone knows how! So even if he did come out—which he won’t—he would be gentle with you.”

      “And…” Breenah bit her lip. “Will you be gentle with me, Rax?”

      “Oh sweetheart, you know I will.” Unable to help himself any longer, Rax tilted her chin up and took her mouth in a gentle kiss. “So gentle,” he promised, when he finally broke the kiss and looked into her wide brown eyes. “If you’ll give me one more chance, I swear I’ll never hurt you again.”

      “You didn’t really hurt me the first time,” Breenah murmured in a low voice. “It was just…really intense.”

      “It won’t be like that again,” Rax promised her.

      “Then yes.” Reaching up, Breenah cupped his cheek with one small hand. “Yes, Rax—I want to be with you again. I want to try to bond and stay here aboard the Mother Ship with you forever.”

      “Oh, sweetheart…” Rax felt like his heart might explode. “Thank you,” he murmured, leaning down to kiss her again. “Thank you for giving me a second chance.”

      “Can we try it soon then?” Breenah’s breathing was quicker and her eyes had dilated. Rax could smell her desire as she snuggled against him. “I can feel your Beast wanting me,” she whispered to Rax. “I know he probably won’t come out, but he’ll feel what we’re doing, won’t he?”

      “Yes, he will.” Rax nodded. “But this time it’s going to be different—a lot different. In fact, I think I have an idea.” He looked up at Commander Sylvan. “Do you know if there are any Breeding Chairs on the Mother Ship?”

      “Oh, I think we can find one,” Sylvan said, a slight smile touching the corners of his mouth. “Should I make some calls and have it delivered to your suite?”

      “Please do.” Rax rose with Breenah still cradled in his arms. “I don’t know if it’s possible, but by the grace of the Goddess, Breenah and I are going to try and complete this bonding.”
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      Breenah snuggled happily in her giant’s arms as he carried her back to his living quarters. The Mother Ship was absolutely enormous—many times bigger than the Compound she’d been raised in. There were all kinds of women—some with tan skin and some with brown skin like her own and all shades in between—but most of them were shaped like her, with full curves and prominent breasts, Breenah noted.

      She would have liked to explore but there would be time for that later. Right now, she sensed that Rax didn’t want to let her down—he wanted to keep her close to his heart until they could complete their bond.

      She was so glad that their night together during the Equinox had resulted in a permanent connection to his Beast, though she hadn’t even realized it had happened until she saw her giant again and felt the internal tug coming from the being inside him. And then, it had been like coming home—feeling the Beast’s love for her, mixed with a strong apologetic feeling.

      He’s trying to tell me he’s sorry if he hurt or scared me, Breenah realized. She tried to send the Beast feelings of love and forgiveness. He hadn’t understood what he was doing before she’d tamed him, she realized. He had been mindless—a true animal. Now, however, he was beginning to have an understanding of his actions and their consequences. Though he still couldn’t talk and probably never would be able to, it was easy enough to communicate with him by sharing emotions.

      I hope I can get a connection like that to Rax, she thought. He seemed to think it was possible and she certainly wasn’t opposed to trying—especially since he’d promised to be gentle with her.

      Indeed, the way he was carrying her already made her feel like a cherished treasure. He cradled her in his strong arms as though he never wanted to let her go.

      They reached his suite soon enough and Breenah was amazed when he took her around from room to room, showing her the food prep area, the living area, the sleep chamber with its huge bed—so different from the small cot she was used to—and the bathing room or “fresher” as the Kindred called it. It had a vast, steaming pool of water that Rax called a “bathing pool” right in the middle of the floor. All of the furniture was oversized of course—built for someone her giant’s size—but Breenah didn’t mind that.

      “All this space!” she marveled as Rax carried her from room to room and at last ended their tour back in the living area in front of the fireplace filled with blue and gold flames. She looked up at him. “Where are the other people?”

      “Other people?” His forehead creased into a frown of confusion. “This is my suite, sweetheart—I’m the only one who lives here.” He smiled. “Though you can live here with me, if you like.”

      “All these rooms just for us?” Breenah asked in disbelief. “We don’t have to share with anyone?”

      “Just the two of us,” Rax promised her. “Is that okay with you?”

      “Okay? It’s wonderful!” Breenah exclaimed.

      All her life she’d lived communally—eating and sleeping and working in a crowd—she had never had a space away from the other women of the Compound, though she had often wished for one. Now, to her delight, she realized the spacious, beautifully decorated rooms were just for her and Rax—it really was amazing.

      “I feel like you’ve brought me to a palace from a story of the old times,” she told Rax. “But…where are we going to bond?” She looked at the oversized sofa in front of the fireplace. “There?”

      “Not going to bond you just yet, little girl,” he rumbled. “First I thought it might be nice to take a bath together in the bathing pool.”

      “I’d like that—as long as it’s not too deep,” Breenah said cautiously. “We don’t have anywhere to swim in the Compound so I never learned.”

      “I’ll teach you,” Rax told her. “But not tonight—tonight is just letting me take care of you. Can you let me do that, sweetheart?” he murmured, looking into her eyes. “Can you let me show you how gentle I can be?”

      Breenah felt like her heart was overflowing.

      “Yes, Rax,” she whispered, smiling up at him. “Yes, I’d like that—I’d like you to take care of me.”

      “Then let’s get you out of that Med Center gown and into the bathing pool,” he remarked.

      “Oh good.” Breenah wiggled as he put her down and knelt before her to begin untying the gown. “I was getting really tired of wearing it—there’s so much fabric! And it feels wrong to have my breasts covered.”

      “Well, I’m afraid you’re going to have to get used to having your breasts covered aboard the Mother Ship,” Rax told her. “You can’t go around half-naked here—it’s not socially acceptable.”

      Breenah sighed.

      “I guess not—I didn’t see a single female with bare breasts as you carried me through the ship. But can I go without breasts coverings here, when we’re alone together?”

      “I don’t think that would be a problem.” Rax drew the blue gown away from her, leaving her naked. He was still kneeling in front of her, which put their heads almost on the same level—and made it much easier for him to see her bare breasts. As always, the way he looked at her made Breenah blush and feel hot and cold all over. “Not a problem at all,” he repeated, his pale blue eyes half-lidded with desire.

      “That’s good,” Breenah said, rather breathlessly. “You can touch them you know—if you want to,” she added, thrusting her breasts out to give him better access. “Or suck them. I know you seemed to like to do that when…when we were back at the Compound.”

      “Gods, sweetheart—of course I want to kiss and suck your beautiful breasts.” Rax’s voice had dropped to a low growl as he cupped her soft mounds. Leaning forward, he scent marked her slopes, rubbing his rough cheeks against her soft skin. Then he drew one of her nipples into his hot mouth.

      “Oh! Rax, that feels so good!” Breenah couldn’t help moaning as he sucked her tender tip and swirled his tongue around and around it.

      “Mmmm, feels good to me too, little girl,” he murmured, releasing her nipple, which was now even more sensitive. “Love to suck your sweet peaks. I wanted to do it right from the moment I saw you…and I think you wanted it too, or you wouldn’t have been pressing them against my mouth while you were

      ‘rearranging my blindfold.’”

      Breenah felt her cheeks getting hot as he reminded her of the first time he had sucked her nipples. Goddess, had it only been two days ago? So much had happened she felt as though she’d lost track of time. Just a short while ago, Rax had been nothing but a strange and frightening giant chained to the Stasis Wheel in the Guard Room. Now he felt like a part of her—like the only one she ever wanted to be with again.

      It’s because I tamed his Beast, she thought, feeling the huge creature within him rumbling in contentment. That’s why we feel so close—so right together.

      But she didn’t care why she felt so close to her giant—she was just glad she did. It was a feeling she’d never had with anyone before—a feeling of belonging and acceptance and love and caring. She had never experienced anything like it at the Compound and she suspected she never could have—after all, the women of her home world had eradicated their sex drives and gotten rid of their desires—including the desire to be intimate with another person.

      But it was hard to think about her old life—hard to think about anything but Rax’s hot mouth sucking her nipples and his talented tongue swirling around and around her stiff, sensitive peaks.

      “Mmm, Rax…” she moaned, running her hands through his hair and shifting from foot to foot impatiently. “That feels so good! Why does it make my pussy slit feel so hot and wet when you suck me—my nipples I mean?”

      Rax pulled away, allowing the nipple he was sucking to slip from his lips and gave her a half-lidded look of desire.

      “Hmm…are you saying your pussy is getting wet for me, little girl?”

      “Yes,” Breenah admitted breathlessly. “Is that all right?”

      “More than all right,” Rax assured her. “Can you spread your legs and let me see exactly how wet you’re getting?”

      Nibbling her lower lip, Breenah nodded. It felt a little different being with Rax this way. When they had first met, he had been chained up—unable to use his hands. It had made her feel powerful and in charge. She didn’t feel in charge anymore, but she found she didn’t mind. She wanted to let Rax take care of her, as he had promised to do.

      So when he reached one big hand between her thighs to cup her bare pussy, she spread her legs willingly, letting him in.

      “Mmm, so warm and soft,” Rax rumbled. “I love your sweet little pussy, baby.” He spent some time circling her clit with his thumb, making Breenah moan and shift from foot to foot, and then two long, strong fingers slid down to the mouth of her pussy and found their way deep inside her.

      “Oh, Rax!” Breenah moaned as he fucked up into her. “Oh, Goddess—that feels so good!”

      “It’s going to feel better in a little while, baby,” Rax promised her. “But first I have to get you all ready.”

      Reluctantly, Breenah thought, he withdrew his fingers and licked them clean, holding her eyes with his as he did so.

      “Can’t wait to taste you again, little girl,” he growled softly. “But first we’re going to take that bath.”

      “All right,” Breenah said. “As long we don’t go in too deep.”

      “If we do, I’ll hold you. Come on.” And Rax slipped into the steaming, sweet-smelling waters of the bathing pool and held out his long arms to her. “Come on in, sweetheart—you’re going to love it.”

      Breenah stepped into his outstretched arms and found herself up to her neck in water. For a moment she clung tightly to Rax. But when she felt his strong arms supporting her, she was able to relax against him and even float a little in the steamy tub.

      Rax held her up and helped her float for a while, promising again that he would teach her to swim. Then he took her over to the edge of the tub and got a large sponge-type mitt that fit over his big hand. When he squeezed it, sweet smelling foam bubbled up. He used this to wash Breenah all over, paying special attention to her breasts and the area between her legs.

      Then, when she felt squeaky clean, Rax rinsed her off and got them both out of the tub. He wrapped Breenah in a huge, plush towel that soaked up the water beading her body thirstily and dried himself as well. Then he laid her on a special table, face-down, and proceeded to rub lightly scented oil all over her body.

      “Oh…oh, Goddess, Rax—that feels amazing,” she moaned as his big, warm hands worked out all knots of tension all over her body. “What do you call this—this rubbing all over?”

      “It’s a massage, sweetheart,” he rumbled. His big hands were on her ass now, kneading and spreading her open, making Breenah very aware that he would be able to see how wet her pussy was if he looked between her thighs.

      “I like this…massage,” Breenah murmured, tilting her hips back a little more so he could get a better look between her legs. “Can I do it to you, too?”

      “Maybe later,” Rax told her. “Tonight is all about you, baby. All about making you feel good.” As he spoke, Breenah felt the pads of his thumbs move lower, to press against her outer pussy lips. As he rubbed her gently, he spread her open, revealing her slick interior and her throbbing clit.

      “Oh, Rax!” she moaned, wiggling as the cool air slid over her hot inner cunt. “I don’t know how much of this I can stand! You’re making my little slit so achy and wet!”

      “Gods, baby—I know it,” he growled. “You’re so slippery inside—think I need to taste that sweet pussy of yours.”

      Breenah looked over her shoulder.

      “Do…do you need me to turn over?” she asked breathlessly.

      Rax shook his head.

      “No, baby—just get up on your knees a little and let me in. I like the idea of tasting you from behind.”

      Obediently, Breenah did as he said. Getting to her knees, she kept her head pillowed on her arms so that her ass was high in the air and her thighs were spread. This reminded her of the position she’d been in when the Beast had bred her and a shiver that was half fear/half pleasure went through her.

      But this time she didn’t have a huge creature crouching over her—instead she felt Rax pressing his face between her thighs and parting her pussy lips with his tongue.

      Breenah moaned and pressed back against him. Goddess, it felt different to be tasted from this angle, she thought. Wilder, somehow and she loved it when Rax lapped her throbbing clit with his long, hot tongue. And then he slipped his tongue inside her, sliding all the way in to taste her honey from the source before teasing her clit again.

      She could feel his Beast’s pleasure as he tasted her and knew that Rax wasn’t alone in this. In fact, she could feel the creature inside him, rumbling with hunger and desire as she opened herself for him. She sent the Beast her own feelings of need and pleasure as Rax continued to lick her. And if his tongue seemed to grow a little longer and rougher, as though his Beast was coming forward, Breenah didn’t mind.

      She was just beginning to wonder if he was going to mount her from behind again, as he had when his Beast had bred her, when there was a soft chiming from the other room.

      “Oh—what’s that?” Breenah asked breathlessly.

      “Maybe something I ordered.” Rax rumbled. He gave her a last, sweet kiss on her ass and then rose and wrapped his towel more firmly around his waist. “I’ll get it,” he told Breenah. “It’ll just take a minute so don’t move, sweetheart.”

      Breenah moaned and wiggled but held her position. She heard the front door slide open and low male voices talking. Then the door slid shut again and there were some sounds like someone moving furniture.

      Rax came back to the bed chamber, his eyes bright with excitement.

      “Who was at the door?” Breenah asked.

      “Delivery. Got something for you, baby—something that’s going to make tonight special,” Rax promised. “You want to come see it?”

      It already felt like a special night to Breenah but she nodded eagerly and rolled over to hold out her arms. Rax scooped her up in a way that was already becoming familiar and carried her out into the living area.

      There, arranged in front of the fireplace with its dancing gold and blue flames, was a kind of chair that Breenah had never seen before.

      It was made of curving, smooth white wood and it glided back and forth when Rax pushed it. There were no arms on the chair but there were footrests on the sides, though how you could use them when you sat and rocked in the chair, Breenah couldn’t figure out.

      When she mentioned them to Rax, he shook his head and chuckled softly.

      “Those footrests aren’t for me, little girl—they’re for you. You see, this is a Breeding Chair—a special piece of furniture to help a Wulven Kindred breed his bride gently and thoroughly.”

      “But…I thought you already bred me and…and got me pregnant.” Breenah still wasn’t sure about the idea of a baby growing inside her instead of in an artificial womb, but everyone else aboard the Mother Ship seemed to take it as a matter of course, so she was trying to get used to it.

      “My Beast bred you,” Rax corrected her. “And it was rough and brutal. But this is going to be long and slow and deep, sweetheart. You see, I sit in the chair like this…” He settled back in the chair, which glided gently back and forth at the motion. “And you sit on my lap—facing me—and put your feet on the footrests.”

      “Oh, I think I understand.” Breenah nodded. “That way your shaft can go deep inside me while we move together. Right?”

      Rax’s eyes were half-lidded in the warm glow of the firelight.

      “Exactly, little girl. Would you like to come try it?”

      The thought of having him in her again made Breenah feel tingly all over.

      “Yes, I want to try it,” she said at once. “Should I climb on your lap? I mean, are you ready for me? Ready to breed me again, Rax?”

      Rax unfastened the towel from around his waist and opened it. His long, thick shaft was sticking up between his thighs, the broad head pointing at his flat belly.

      “What do you think, little girl?” he growled.

      “I think you look ready,” Breenah said breathlessly. “And I feel ready. I mean…I think my pussy is wet enough to take all of you in my slit.”

      Her words made Rax’s eyes blaze and he growled softly with desire.

      “Gods, baby—love to hear you talk like that. Come on then—climb in my lap.”

      He patted his thighs with both hands and Breenah came to him at once. She climbed into the chair with him, facing his broad chest, and settled herself on his thighs. His long, thick shaft was between them but she knew she wanted it inside herself.

      “Do you need some help, little girl?” Rax asked, as she used the footrests to raise herself up.

      “I think I’ve got it,” Breenah murmured. She had his thick length in her hand and was rubbing the broad head against her slippery inner folds as she spoke. Oh Goddess, it felt so good when he rubbed over her aching little clit! She spent some time doing that—just enjoying herself—then she slid the head of his cock lower until it found the mouth of her pussy.

      “Slowly, baby,” Rax cautioned as she lowered herself down on him, feeling the head breach her entrance.

      “I’ll be…okay,” Breenah panted. Goddess, it felt amazing to feel him filling her again! And this time there was no fear or uncertainty, as there had been with the wild Beast. The Beast which was now tame and urging her through their link to come down further, to take him deeper…

      At last she slid all the way down and felt the broad head kiss the mouth of her womb. She bit her lip as she felt her inner walls stretch to take him. Rax had licked her enough to get her wet and ready, but he was still incredibly thick—and she had yet to take his breeding knot, which was rubbing against her clit as she wiggled to get him seated more comfortably inside her.

      “Mmm, baby, you’re so hot and wet around me,” Rax rumbled. “Are you comfortable now?”

      “I…think so.” Breenah wiggled a little more, getting him deeper into her. “I want to take your knot, too,” she said, looking up at him. “I want to feel all of you inside me, Rax.”

      His eyes were half-lidded with pleasure and desire as he filled his hands with her breasts and gently thumbed her tight nipples.

      “I’d like that too, little girl, but you need to know there’s a slight risk if we do this,” he murmured.

      “A risk?” Breenah frowned. “What risk?”

      “Well…sometimes with Wulven Kindred, they can get their mate pregnant more than once. There’s a kind of window of opportunity during the first few days of bonding when even if their mate is already carrying their child, they can get her pregnant with another.”

      “You mean…another baby?” Breenah asked, frowning. “Inside me?”

      “Yes, sweetheart.” Rax put one big hand over her lower abdomen. “There’s a chance if we bond tonight that I’ll put another baby in that cute little belly of yours. Multiple pregnancies are pretty common with Wulvens.”

      Breenah bit her lip.

      “But…it doesn’t always happen, does it?”

      Rax shook his head.

      “No, not always. I’m an only child myself and I know several others, but it’s always a possibility that if I knot you tonight, you’ll get pregnant with a second baby.”

      “But if you don’t knot me, you can’t bond me to you,” Breenah pointed out. She wiggled again, trying to get adjusted to the thick shaft filling her up. “So…I guess it’s a chance we’ll have to take. And if you get me pregnant again, well…then I guess the first baby will have a brother.”

      “Mmm, if you’re sure you want to take the chance, I’m happy to knot you and breed you, sweetheart,” Rax growled softly. “You just need to come down a little further so I can get my breeding knot deep in that sweet little slit of yours.”

      “Yes, Rax.” Submissively, Breenah lowered herself even further. She let out a low moan as she felt the thick knot at the base of his shaft finally slipping inside her. It didn’t feel as big as it had when he was in his Beast form, but it was still thick enough to stretch her inner walls.

      “That’s right, little girl—come down on me. Take me all the way in,” Rax rumbled. “Gods, feels so good to have your little pussy sucking my cock!”

      “Feels good to me, too,” Breenah admitted breathlessly. “Oh God, Rax—I think you’re all the way in me. Now what do we do?”

      “This, baby.” And he set the chair in motion.

      Breenah moaned as the gliding motion of the chair caused his thick shaft to pull out of her and then slip back in, all the way to the knot. And then it happened again and again and again…

      “Oh…oh, but Rax,” she gasped as he slid in and out of her. “Doesn’t your knot have to…have to swell inside me in order for you to breed me and bond me?”

      “Yes, baby, but we’re taking it slow and easy,” he assured her. “Gonna fuck you for a little while first, before we lock the chair in breeding position and stop gliding.”

      “Oh…okay,” Breenah breathed. She loved the feeling of his thickness slipping in and out of her, fucking her so deeply and so smoothly. It was the exact opposite of the way the Beast had taken her so roughly. Sitting face to face with Rax as she was, her giant was able to stroke her breasts and tug and tease her nipples as he kissed her mouth—long, slow kisses that left Breenah feeling dizzy with desire.

      “Rax!” she moaned at last. “I…I’m getting so close but I can’t quite get there.”

      “You just need a little more stimulation, baby,” he growled softly. He slid one big hand down between them to the place they were joined and began to stroke her aching clit again. With the other hand, he did something to the chair. Just as his knot slipped all the way into her again, the gliding motion stopped.

      “Oh!” Breenah moaned as she felt the knot beginning to swell inside her, tying the two of them together. “Oh, Rax, are you getting ready to breed me?”

      “That’s right, baby,” he growled softly. “And I want you to look at me while I do it. Look me in the eyes while I fill you with my cum—while I give you a creamy pussy slit and try to plant another baby in your belly.”

      His hot, dirty words and the intense way he was looking at her brought on Breenah’s orgasm as much as the way he was stroking her clit. Pleasure washed over her in a tidal wave and as her inner walls spasmed around his thickness, she could feel the hot spurts of cream filling her womb.

      “Oh, Rax!” she moaned as he held her gaze with his own. “Oh Goddess—I can feel you coming in me! Coming in me so deep!”

      “Breeding you, baby,” he growled, thrusting just a little deeper. “Filling you up and giving you a creamy pussy.”

      And then he took her mouth in a long, breathless kiss that made Breenah feel like she was dying and flying at the same time.

      So good! she thought as the pleasure rushed over her in waves—not just one orgasm but many. Oh Goddess, he feels so good inside me and I can feel his Beast, too! He loves the way my pussy slit feels around him—both of them do!

      “Yes, my Beast loves you as much as I do, little girl,” Rax murmured in her ear. Only he couldn’t be talking in her ear, Breenah realized—he was still kissing her! His voice had actually come from inside her head.

      “Yes, it’s my mental voice you’re hearing,” Rax told her. “And I can hear yours too if you try to talk to me.”

      “Like this?” Breenah sent tentatively.

      “Yes, baby—just like that. We’re bonded now—do you feel it? We’ll never be apart again.”

      And he crushed her to him in a hug and Breenah hugged him back, feeling completely surrounded and filled by her giant. Her heart overflowed with love for both Rax and his Beast and she could feel both of them sending that love back to her. The three of them were together now and she was never going back to the Compound. Instead, she would stay aboard the Kindred Mother Ship and have a family with Rax.

      It would have seemed impossible only a week ago that her life could have changed so completely but Breenah was glad that it had.

      She loved being…Tied to the Wulven.
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      “Yes, it’s official. Now we have two blue flowers.” Dr. Liv held out her palm, showing the two little flowers. One was a tiny bit bigger than the other, Breenah thought, but both of them were utterly perfect.

      “Oh my!” Breenah looked down at her belly, which still looked the same. “Will…will I have room in there for two of them?” she asked.

      Dr. Liv smiled encouragingly.

      “Don’t worry, you’ll be fine. We have extensive experience here aboard the Mother Ship with multiple births. Though I would say you might want to lay off on the, er, breeding for a little while—just until the window of opportunity for further pregnancies closes.”

      “Got it,” Rax rumbled, nodding. He was sitting beside Breenah in Dr. Liv’s office at the Med Center, holding her hand. “Twins we can handle. Triplets might be a bit much—we’d be outnumbered!”

      Liv laughed.

      “Yes, I don’t recommend triplets for anyone but women mated to Twin Kindred. That way there are three parents to deal with the babies so nobody gets overwhelmed.”

      “So there are women who have three babies inside them?” Breenah shook her head. “I’m sorry—this is all just so new to me. On Griesha Prime, all the babies are incubated in artificial wombs and decanted when they’re ready for birth.”

      “Wait…what?” Rax gave her a startled look. “That’s how you reproduce on your planet?”

      “Well…yes.” Breenah shrugged. “I thought you knew that.”

      “No…I had no idea.” He looked stunned.

      “That’s how I ended up so different from all the other women in my Compound,” Breenah told him. “The hormone mixture on my artificial womb was off and I got too many sex hormones or something. That was what Mistress Heal-all said, anyway.”

      “So…you were born from an artificial womb too?” Rax asked, still looking stunned.

      “Well…yes.” Breenah shrugged. “Why—does that bother you?”

      “No, sweetheart—of course not.” He squeezed her hand. “But I think it might be the answer to our mystery.”

      “What mystery?” Liv asked, frowning.

      “The mystery of how Breenah was able to tame my Beast when I’m one of the Untameable,” Rax explained. “You see, the rule for all Untameable Wulven males—what I’ve heard all my life is—‘no natural born female can tame the Beast of an Untameable.”

      “Oh—but Breenah isn’t ‘natural born’—that is, not born from a natural womb,” Liv explained, nodding at Breenah.

      “It’s natural on my planet,” Breenah protested, but she didn’t really mind. She was glad that her differences—which had one made her feel so alone and apart—had allowed her to tame Rax’s Beast and form a bond with him.

      “It sounds like maybe you might have found a loophole in the Untameable Wulven dillema,” Dr. Liv remarked. “Maybe you should be telling any friends who have the same problem that they need to get down to Griesha Prime to find a mate.”

      Rax shook his head regretfully.

      “I don’t think so. Most of the females there have gotten rid of their sexual characteristics and their sex drives, so it would be impossible to form a bond with them. Breenah is unique in still having her lush curves and her drive.” He put an arm around Breenah and squeezed her gently, giving her a smile. “She’s one of a kind, aren’t you, baby?”

      “I…I guess I am.” Breenah smiled back at her new mate. “I always used to feel so left out and awkward—so different from everyone else.”

      “But your differences just meant that the Goddess had a different plan for your life,” Liv said, smiling. “You’re going to have a wonderful time living here on the Mother Ship—it’s the perfect place to raise a family.”

      Breenah felt tears pricking her eyes but they were happy tears—tears of joy and gratitude.

      “I never dreamed this could be my life,” she said, looking up at Rax. “I never even imagined anything like it.”

      “The Goddess has plans for us all,” Rax murmured, squeezing her gently. “I love you, Breenah of Griesha Prime.”

      “And I love you, my giant.” And laughing through her tears, Breenah pulled him down for a kiss. This was her life now and though it was different from anything she had ever known, she was going to embrace it.

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            THE END?

          

          ABSOLUTELY NOT!

        

      

    

    
      There are always more Kindred Tales coming. If you have enjoyed Tied to the Wulven, please take a moment to leave a review. Good reviews are like gold for an author in this crazy-crowded e-book market. Especially since the big A is now selling you adds instead of giving honest recommendations based on what you’ve read and enjoyed in the past, good reviews are about the only way to get the word out about a book these days.

      Thank you for being an awesome reader and taking another trip to the Kindred universe with me.

      Hugs and Happy New Year to you all!

      Evangeline

      PS— If you’re a fan of my original Brides of the Kindred series, you should know that all 26 books will soon be moving to Kindle Unlimited. So if you’re a KU reader or you have friends who are, please spread the word. I’m not sure how long they will stay there so check it out while you can. I’m also hoping to write book 27 in that series sometime in the New Year, so be looking for it soon!

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            GIVE A HOT KINDRED WARRIOR TO A FRIEND!

          

        

      

    

    
      Do you love the Kindred? Do you want to talk about wishing you could go live on the Mother Ship without your friends thinking you're crazy? Well, now it's super easy to get them into the Kindred universe.

      Just share this link, https://bookhip.com/HLNPTP, with them to download Claimed, the first book in my Brides of the Kindred series for FREE.

      No strings attached—I don't even want to collect their email for my newsletter. I just want you to be able to share the Kindred world with your besties and have fun doing it.

      Hugs and Happy Reading!

      Evangeline

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
            [image: Keep up with your favourite series and join my newsletter today!]
          
        

      

      Sign up for my newsletter and you'll be the first to know when a new book comes out or I have some cool stuff to give away. Don't worry—I won't share your email with anyone else, I'll never spam you (way too busy writing books) and you can unsubscribe at any time.

      As a thank-you gift you'll get a free copy of BONDING WITH THE BEAST delivered to your inbox right away. In the next days I'll also send you free copies of CLAIMED, book 1 in the Brides of Kindred series, and ABDUCTED, the first book in my Alien Mate Index series.
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        You've read the book, now listen to the audiobook.

      

      

      My Kindred series is coming to audio one book at a time. Sign up for my audiobook newsletter. Besides notifications about new audio releases you may also get an email if I'm running a contest with an audio-book prize. Otherwise I will leave you alone. : ).

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            ALSO BY EVANGELINE ANDERSON

          

        

      

    

    
      
        
        Below you'll find a list of available and upcoming titles. But depending on when you read this list, new books will have come out by then that are not listed here. Make sure to check my website for the latest releases and better yet, sign up for my newsletter to never miss a new book again.
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        * * *

      

      
        
        Brides of the Kindred series

        (Sci-Fi / Action-Adventure Romance)

        CLAIMED (Also Available in Audio)

        HUNTED (Also Available in Audio)

        SOUGHT (Also Available in Audio)

        FOUND (Also Available in Audio)

        REVEALED (Also Available in Audio)

        PURSUED (Also Available in Audio)

        EXILED (Also Available in Audio)

        SHADOWED (Also Available in Audio)

        CHAINED (Also Available in Audio)

        DIVIDED (Also Available in Audio)

        DEVOURED (Also Available in Audio)

        ENHANCED (Also Available in Audio)

        CURSED (Also Available in Audio)

        ENSLAVED (Also Available in Audio)

        TARGETED (Also Available in Audio)

        FORGOTTEN (Also Available in Audio)

        SWITCHED (Also Available in Audio)

        UNCHARTED (Also Available in Audio)

        UNBOUND (Also Available in Audio)

        SURRENDERED (Also Available in Audio)

        VANISHED (Also Available in Audio)

        IMPRISONED (Also Available in Audio)

        TWISTED (Also Available in Audio)

        DECEIVED (Also Available in Audio)

        STOLEN (Also Available in Audio)

        COMMITTED (Also Available in Audio)

        BRIDES OF THE KINDRED VOLUME ONE

        Contains Claimed, Hunted, Sought and Found

        BRIDES OF THE KINDRED VOLUME TWO

        Contains Revealed, Pursued and Exiled

        BRIDES OF THE KINDRED VOLUME THREE

        Contains Shadowed, Chained and Divided

        BRIDES OF THE KINDRED VOLUME FOUR

        Contains Devoured, Enhanced and Cursed

        BRIDES OF THE KINDRED VOLUME FIVE

        Contains Enslaved, Targeted and Forgotten

        BRIDES OF THE KINDRED VOLUME SIX

        Contains Switched, Uncharted and Unbound

        BRIDES OF THE KINDRED VOLUME SEVEN

        Contains Surrendered, Vanished, and Imprisoned

        BRIDES OF THE KINDRED VOLUME EIGHT

        Contains Twisted, Deceived, and Stolen

      

      

      
        
        All Kindred novels are now available in PRINT.

      

        

      
        Also, all Kindred novels are on their way to Audio, join my Audiobook Newsletter to be notified when they come out.
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        * * *

      

      
        
        Kindred Tales

        The Kindred Tales are side stories in the Brides of the Kindred series which stand alone outside the main story arc.

        These can be read as STAND ALONE novels.

        MASTERING THE MISTRESS (Also Available in Audio)

        BONDING WITH THE BEAST (Also Available in Audio)

        SEEING WITH THE HEART (Also Available in Audio)

        FREEING THE PRISONER (Also Available in Audio)

        HEALING THE BROKEN (a Kindred Christmas novel)  (Also Available in Audio)

        TAMING THE GIANT (Also Available in Audio)

        BRIDGING THE DISTANCE (Also Available in Audio)

        LOVING A STRANGER (Also Available in Audio)

        FINDING THE JEWEL (Also Available in Audio)

        BONDED BY ACCIDENT (Also Available in Audio)

        RELEASING THE DRAGON (Also Available in Audio)

        SHARING A MATE (Also Available in Audio)

        INSTRUCTING THE NOVICE (Also Available in Audio)

        AWAKENED BY THE GIANT (Also Available in Audio)

        HITTING THE TARGET (Also Available in Audio)

        HANDLING THE HYBRID (Also Available in Audio)

        TRAPPED IN TIME (Also Available in Audio)

        TIME TO HEAL (Also Available in Audio)

        PAIRING WITH THE PROTECTOR (Also Available in Audio)

        FALLING FOR KINDRED CLAUS (Also Available in Audio)

        GUARDING THE GODDESS (Also Available in Audio)

        STEALING HER HEART (Also Available in Audio)

        TAMING TWO WARRIORS (Also Available in Audio)

        THE KINDRED WARRIOR’S CAPTIVE BRIDE (Also Available in Audio)

        DARK AND LIGHT (Also Available in Audio)

        PROTECTING HIS MISTRESS (Also Available in Audio)

        UNLEASHED BY THE DEFENDER (Also Available in Audio)

        SUBMITTING TO THE SHADOW (Also Available in Audio)

        SECRET SANTA SURPRISE (Also Available in Audio)

        THE PRIESTESS AND THE THIEF (Also Available in Audio)

        PLAYING THEIR PARTS (Also Available in Audio)

        RAISED TO KILL (Also Available in Audio)

        HEALING HER PATIENT (Also Available in Audio)

        DELIVERED BY THE DEFENDER (Also Available in Audio)

        ACCIDENTAL ACQUISITION (Also Available in Audio)

        BURNING FOR LOVE (Also Available in Audio)

        HIDDEN RAGE (Also Available in Audio)

        ENTICED BY THE SATYR (Also Available in Audio)

        SAVED BY THE BEAST (Also Available in Audio)

        LOVED BY THE LION (Also Available in Audio)

        BONDED BY TWO (Also Available in Audio)

        TAMING THE TIGER (Also Available in Audio)

        DRAGON IN THE DARK (Also Available in Audio)

        GUARDED BY THE HYBRID (Also available in Audio)

        QUEEN OF THEIR COLONY

        FINDING HIS GODDESS

        FAKING IT WITH THE HYBRID

        TIED TO THE WULVEN

        KINDRED TALES VOLUME 1

        Contains Mastering the Mistress, Bonding with the Beast and Seeing with the Heart

        KINDRED TALES VOLUME 2

        Contains Freeing the Prisoner, Healing the Broken and Taming the Giant

        KINDRED TALES VOLUME 3

        Contains Bridging the Distance, Loving a Stranger and Finding the Jewel

        KINDRED TALES VOLUME 4

        Contains Bonded by Accident, Releasing the Dragon, and Sharing a Mate

        KINDRED TALES VOLUME 5

        Contains Instructing the Novice, Awakened by the Giant, and Hitting the Target

        KINDRED TALES VOLUME 6

        Contains Handling the Hybrid, Trapped in Time, and Time to Heal

        KINDRED TALES VOLUME 7

        Contains Pairing with the Protector, Falling for Kindred Claus, and Guarding the Goddess
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        * * *

      

      
        
        Kindle Birthright series

        (Sci-Fi / Action-Adventure Romance)

        The Children of the Kindred series

        UNBONDABLE (Also available in Audio)
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        * * *

      

      
        
        Born to Darkness series

        (Paranormal / Action-Adventure Romance)

        CRIMSON DEBT (Also Available in Audio)

        SCARLET HEAT (Also Available in Audio)

        RUBY SHADOWS (Also Available in Audio)

        CARDINAL SINS (coming soon)

        DESSERT (short novella following Scarlet Heat)

        (Also Available in Audio)

        BORN TO DARKNESS BOX SET

        Contains Crimson Debt, Scarlet Heat, and Ruby Shadows all in one volume
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        * * *

      

      
        
        Alien Mate Index series

        (Sci-Fi / Action-Adventure Romance)

        ABDUCTED (Also Available in Audio)

        PROTECTED (Also Available in Audio)

        DESCENDED (Also Available in Audio)

        SEVERED (Also Available in Audio)

        THE OVERLORD’S PET

        ALIEN MATE INDEX VOLUME ONE

        Contains Abducted, Protected, Descended and Severed all in one volume

      

        

      
        All Alien Mate novels are now available in PRINT.
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        * * *

      

      
        
        The Cougarville series

        (Paranormal / Action-Adventure Romance)

        (Older Woman / Younger Man

        BUCK NAKED (Also Available in Audio)

        COUGAR BAIT (Also Available in Audio)

        STONE COLD FOX (Also Available in Audio)

        BIG, BAD WOLF
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        * * *

      

      
        
        The CyBRG Files with Mina Carter

        (Sci-Fi / Action-Adventure Romance)

        UNIT 77: BROKEN (Also Available in Audio)

        UNIT 78: RESCUED (Also Available in Audio)
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        * * *

      

      
        
        The Institute series

        (Daddy-Dom / Age Play Romance)

        THE INSTITUTE: DADDY ISSUES

        (Also Available in Audio)

        THE INSTITUTE: MISHKA’S SPANKING
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        * * *

      

      
        
        The Swann Sister Chronicles

        (Contemporary Fairy / Funny / Fantasy Romance)

        WISHFUL THINKING (Also Available in Audio)

        BE CAREFUL WHAT YOU WISH FOR (Also available in Audio)
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        * * *

      

      
        
        Nocturne Academy

        (Young Adult Paranormal/Action-Adventure/Romance)

        LOCK AND KEY (Also Available in Audio)

        FANG AND CLAW (Also Available in Audio)

        STONE AND SECRET (Also Available in Audio)
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        * * *

      

      
        
        Detectives Valenti and O’Brian

        (1980s M/M Romance)

        THE ASSIGNMENT

        I’LL BE HOT FOR CHRISTMAS

        FIREWORKS

        THE ASSIGNMENT: HEART AND SOUL
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        * * *

      

      
        
        Forbidden Omegaverse Series

        (Paranormal Romance

        Step-Brother / Foster Brother Romance)

        HIS OMEGA’S KEEPER (Also Available in Audio)

        THE BRAND THAT BINDS
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        * * *

      

      
        
        Compendiums and Box Sets

        ALIEN MATE INDEX VOLUME ONE

        Contains Abducted, Protected, Descended and Severed all in one volume

        BORN TO DARKNESS BOX SET

        Contains Crimson Debt, Scarlet Heat, and Ruby Shadows all in one volume

        BRIDES OF THE KINDRED VOLUME ONE

        Contains Claimed, Hunted, Sought and Found

        BRIDES OF THE KINDRED VOLUME TWO

        Contains Revealed, Pursued and Exiled

        BRIDES OF THE KINDRED VOLUME THREE

        Contains Shadowed, Chained and Divided

        BRIDES OF THE KINDRED VOLUME FOUR

        Contains Devoured, Enhanced and Cursed

        BRIDES OF THE KINDRED VOLUME FIVE

        Contains Enslaved, Targeted and Forgotten

        BRIDES OF THE KINDRED VOLUME SIX

        Contains Switched, Uncharted and Unbound

        BRIDES OF THE KINDRED VOLUME SEVEN

        Contains Surrendered, Vanished, and Imprisoned

        BRIDES OF THE KINDRED VOLUME EIGHT

        Contains Twisted, Deceived, and Stolen

        HAVE YOURSELF A SEXY LITTLE CHRISTMAS

        Contains Kidnapped for Christmas, Cougar Christmas and Season’s Spankings

        KINDRED TALES VOLUME 1

        Contains Mastering the Mistress, Bonding with the Beast and Seeing with the Heart

        KINDRED TALES VOLUME 2

        Contains Freeing the Prisoner, Healing the Broken and Taming the Giant

        KINDRED TALES VOLUME 3

        Contains Bridging the Distance, Loving a Stranger and Finding the Jewel

        KINDRED TALES VOLUME 4

        Contains Bonded by Accident, Releasing the Dragon, and Sharing a Mate

        KINDRED TALES VOLUME 5

        Contains Instructing the Novice, Awakened by the Giant, and Hitting the Target

        KINDRED TALES VOLUME 6

        Contains Handling the Hybrid, Trapped in Time, and Time to Heal

        KINDRED TALES VOLUME 7

        Contains Pairing with the Protector, Falling for Kindred Claus, and Guarding the Goddess

        NAUGHTY TALES: THE COLLECTION— Volume One

        Contains Putting on a Show, Willing Submission, The Institute: Daddy Issues, The Institute: Mishka's Spanking, Confessions of a Lingerie Model, Sin Eater, Speeding Ticket, Stress Relief and When Mr. Black Comes Home.

        ONE HOT HALLOWEEN

        Contains Red and the Wolf, Gypsy Moon and Taming the Beast

        ONE HOT HALLOWEEN Vol.2

        Contains The Covenant, Secret Thirst, and Kristen’s Addiction + BONUS: Madeline’s Mates
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        * * *

      

      
        
        Stand Alone Titles

        (Sci-Fi OR Paranormal Action-Adventure Romance)

        ANYONE U WANT

        BEST KEPT SECRETS (Step-Brother romance)

        BLIND DATE WITH A VAMPIRE

        BLOOD KISS

        BROKEN BOUNDARIES (M/M romance)

        CEREMONY OF THREE

        COMPANION 3000 (Also available in Audio)

        DEAL WITH THE DEVIL (Also Available in Audio)

        DEFILED

        EYES LIKE A WOLF (Foster Brother romance)

        FOREVER BROKEN (M/M romance)

        GYPSY MOON

        HUNGER MOON RISING

        MADELINE’S MATES

        MARKED

        OUTCAST

        PLANET X (Also Available in Audio)

        PLEASURE PLANET

        PLEDGE SLAVE (M/M romance)

        PUNISHING TABITHA

        PURITY (Also Available in Audio)

        RED AND THE WOLF (Also available in Audio)

        SECRET THIRST

        SEX WITH STRANGERS

        SHADOW DREAMS

        SLAVE BOY (M/M romance)

        STRESS RELIEF

        SWEET DREAMS

        TAMING THE BEAST

        TANDEM UNIT

        THE BARGAIN (Also available in Audio)

        THE COVENANT (Also available in Audio)

        THE LAST BITE (M/M romance)

        THE LAST MAN ON EARTH

        THE LOST BOOKS (M/M romance)

        THE PLEASURE PALACE

        THE SACRIFICE (Also Available in Audio)

        ’TIL KINGDOM COME (M/M romance)
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        * * *

      

      
        
        Stand Alone Titles

        (Contemporay Romance)

        A SPANKING FOR VALENTINE (BDSM)

        BOUND AND DETERMINED, anthology with Lena Matthews, includes The Punishment of Nicollett

        COUGAR CHRISTMAS (Older Woman / Younger Man)

        DANGEROUS CRAVINGS (BDSM)  (Also Available in Audio)

        DIRTY GIRL

        FULL EXPOSURE (with Lena Matthews)

        KIDNAPPED FOR CHRISTMAS (BDSM)

        MASKS (BDSM)  (Also Available in Audio)

        MORE THAN FRIENDS (BDSM)

        PICTURE PERFECT (Step-Brother romance) (Also Available in Audio)

        STR8TE BOYS (M/M romance)

      

      

      
        
          
            [image: ]
          

        

        * * *

      

      
        
        Naughty Tales

        (Short Reads to Get You Hot and Bothered)

        CONFESSIONS OF A LINGERIE MODEL

        PUTTING ON A SHOW (Step-Brother romance)

        SIN EATER

        SPEEDING TICKET

        THE SWITCH (An erotic interlude with the characters of DANGEROUS CRAVINGS)

        SEASON’S SPANKINGS

        WHEN MR. BLACK COMES HOME

        WILLING SUBMISSION

        NAUGHTY TALES: THE COLLECTION— Volume One

        Contains Putting on a Show, Willing Submission, The Institute: Daddy Issues, The Institute: Mishka's Spanking, Confessions of a Lingerie Model, Sin Eater, Speeding Ticket, Stress Relief and When Mr. Black Comes Home.
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        YA Novels

        THE ACADEMY (Also Available in Audio)

      

      

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            ABOUT THE AUTHOR

          

        

      

    

    
      Evangeline Anderson is the New York Times and USA Today bestselling author of the Brides of the Kindred, Alien Mate Index, Cougarville and Born to Darkness series. She is forty-something and lives in Florida with a husband, a son, and two cats. She had been writing erotic fiction for her own gratification for a number of years before it occurred to her to try and get paid for it. To her delight, she found that it was actually possible to get money for having a dirty mind and she has been writing paranormal and sci-fi erotica steadily ever since.

      
        
        You can find her online at her website www.evangelineanderson.com

      

      

      
        
        Come visit for some free reads.

        Or, to be the first to find out about new books, join her newsletter.

        She’s also got a mailing list for updates on audio books.
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