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CHAPTER ONE

	 

	I was naked and covered in caked blood when they took me. There was black, foul-smelling mud in my long blond hair. No one could tell its real color anymore. No one could tell the color of my skin, either. I hadn’t tried to run or hide after it had happened, so I stayed right at the scene of the massacre, lying on the ground, between the torn limbs of the people I once knew. My people. My pack. They were no more, but I still breathed. Even as I waited for death to come and take me, covered in leaves, dirt, and blood, I breathed. I hoped I’d die of thirst or hunger, but they found me before that. They found me and dragged me to a van, and when my head hit the cold metal of the van’s floor, I finally fell into a deep sleep. It was chilly in there, and it soothed my burning body. Why my skin and my insides felt so unbearably hot, I had no idea. I didn’t know. I couldn’t remember what had happened, how, why… All I knew was that the two men who’d collected my half-unconscious body from the forest, from among the pile of rotting corpses, had tied my arms behind my back and my legs at the ankles, thrown me into the van, and then they were driving away, the sound of the sputtering engine lulling me into a dream.

	I woke up with the harshest, most unforgiving artificial light showering me from above. I kept my eyes squeezed shut and tried to use my other senses to understand where I was and what I was dealing with. From the way my body felt, I was still naked. I tried to roll my wrists, but they were bound. My ankles seemed to be bound, as well, to the legs of the chair I was sitting in. I pulled at the restraints and discovered another one around my belly, keeping me glued to the back of the chair, and another one around my neck. That one kept my head upright, when all I wanted to do was let it drop so I could sleep a minute longer.

	“Well, well, well… look who’s awake.”

	My ears perked. The voice seemed to be everywhere. The man who’d spoken wasn’t in the room with me, otherwise I would have felt him. Smelled him.

	“Open your eyes. You’ve kept us waiting long enough.”

	His voice sounded deep and demanding. But I wasn’t ready to open my eyes yet. I wasn’t ready to face reality, whatever that reality was.

	“Open your eyes, I said!” He was losing his patience.

	“Do you want me to go in there?” Another voice – calmer and more calculated. “I can make her.”

	“Not yet. For her own good, she’ll cooperate.”

	For my own good… Who were these people? The light was still unbearable, but I felt like it was safe to open my eyes. I was getting used to it. Slowly, my eyelids fluttered open, and the world came crashing down on me.

	I was bound to a tall, black chair of steel and leather, caged in a room that had three white walls and one transparent wall made entirely out of glass. Behind it, there were two men – one speaking into a microphone, and the other standing a few steps behind him, with his arms crossed over his chest. The first one was wearing stark white scrubs, and the second one was clad in a black and blue uniform. An impressive number of weapons hung from the thick belt around his hips. He was tall, muscular, with strong arms, a thick neck, and a square, firm jaw. His lips were pursed, and his dark brows were furrowed. His black hair was cut short, and a five o’clock shadow made him look even darker and more menacing. My attention was immediately drawn to him. After all, he’d been the one to propose to enter my glass cage and make me comply. That made him scarier to me than the man in scrubs, who was probably a doctor. Judging by the way he looked and held himself, he wouldn’t want to touch me if he could help it. But the other man… the one in the uniform… There was something fierce in his eyes. It looked like hunger.

	“Good. This is a good start,” the one I thought was a doctor said. “Now that you’re finally with us, I need you to answer some simple questions.”

	I didn’t say a word, didn’t make a sound, and didn’t even move. My dirty hair hung over my cheeks, my neck, and my chest, and all I wanted was to remove it, so my skin could breathe. I was hot again. Oh, so damn hot! It didn’t look like the room was heated, so it must have been me. Would this fire consuming me from within ever cease?

	“State your name, the pack you belong to, and your rank. Age, parents, mate, pups – if you have them.”

	My lips turned into a thin, tight line. Silence. After a few minutes, the doctor repeated:

	“Name, pack, rank. Age, parents, mate, pups. Come on, we don’t have all day.”

	My lips remained sealed. One minute, two minutes. Three minutes. The man in the uniform smacked his lips in displeasure.

	“Maybe she’s mute.”

	“She’s not.”

	“Then let’s cut the crap, doc. We know who she is. We know what she did.”

	“I need to hear it from her.”

	“That’s not gonna happen.”

	He was right. It wasn’t going to happen. But not because I didn’t want to cooperate.

	“Name, pack, rank,” he yelled into the microphone a third time.

	Because I couldn’t remember a thing. I knew I must have had a name, but what was it? Pack. I belonged to a pack. Rank? The more I thought about the questions and the more I tried to find the answers, to organize my feverish thoughts so I could focus on one thing at a time… the deeper I sank into my own confusion. And, oh God, I felt so hot.

	“Who are you?!” The doctor was losing his patience.

	“This is a waste of time,” the other man said. “Let me deal with her. I’ll make her talk.”

	“No.”

	“Look, I know you have your own little process you like to stick to, but it’s not worth it. She’s not worth it. Let’s get what we need from her and move on. I’ve got other duties to attend to today. I’m sure you do, too.”

	“Not yet, Officer Stone.”

	He switched the mic off, and I couldn’t hear them anymore. They exchanged a couple of heated words, then the doctor walked out of the surveillance room. The man in the uniform, Office Stone, as the doc had called him, stayed behind. He was watching me like a hawk, from behind thick, dark eyebrows. The doctor unlocked the door to my cage and stepped in. He had a medical kit. I stared at him, my eyes void of any emotion.

	“You afraid of needles?” he asked as he pulled out a syringe and prepared a couple of test tubes. I knew what he was going to do. I didn’t speak and didn’t move a muscle. “All right, then. Makes this easier for me.”

	The needle penetrated my skin, and as I watched my dark red blood fill the tube, I wondered whether I was afraid of needles or not. I couldn’t remember. For sure, there were things I feared, but probably not needles.

	“Open wide.”

	Cotton swab in hand, he was waiting for me to open my mouth. I kept my lips sealed. He sighed. Instead of asking me again, his gloved hand gripped my jaw and squeezed until I was forced to open up. He stuck the cotton swab in my mouth and swiped harshly at the inside of my cheek. Another swab, then another, until he had about five drenched in my saliva. He smiled satisfied, then produced a few more cotton swabs from his medical kit, these ones a bit bigger and sturdier.

	“Now I need you to open… your legs.”

	For the first time since I’d woken up tied to this chair, trapped in this sterile room, with artificial lights staring down on me, exposing every part of my naked body, I felt fear creep into my bones.

	“If you don’t comply, I will have to ask Officer Stone to come in here. And trust me, young lady, you don’t want Officer Stone anywhere near you.”

	I bit the inside of my cheek. I stole a glance at the man behind the glass wall, and I could tell from the look in his almost black eyes that he was enjoying the show. He took pleasure in watching the doctor poke and prod me. He also knew what he’d just asked of me, because I was sure he could hear everything that was spoken in the room. I could see the tiniest grin pulling at the corners of his cruel mouth. Still, I kept my legs closed. I tensed the muscles in my thighs and swore to myself that if they wanted what was between them, they would have to pry them open. Maybe knock me unconscious first. Because I wasn’t going to give it to them freely.

	“I see. Well, if you want Officer Stone in here, I shall grant you your wish.”

	I looked up at him, my lips pursed in a thin line, and my jaw set. He could probably see the fear in my eyes, but he didn’t care. He motioned for the man in the uniform to join us, nonetheless.

	When Officer Stone stepped into the room, the air changed. My nose caught his strong, manly scent, and something inside me quivered. Alpha, it screamed. A mixture of musk, leather, and tobacco. He must have smoked. The way he moved, the way he looked at me, studying me from head to toe… He was dangerous. He was evil incarnate. I could read the disgust he felt toward me in the grin that had completely taken over his features. Not a hint of what he had in mind for me anymore. A certainty.

	“What do you need me to do, doc?” He already knew. He was only drawing it out to torture me.

	“Legs wide open. I need to collect samples.”

	“Got it.”

	His big, rough hands went for my knees. Squeezing until I thought he’d break my bones, he pried my legs open, and there was nothing I could do to stop him. I struggled, tried to lift myself off the chair, tried to kick, but the straps holding me down were tight and sturdy. I clenched my teeth so hard that it hurt. I didn’t scream, though. Didn’t beg or cry, either. They’d never get tears from me. Although if I did produce them, I was sure the doctor would want a sample of those, too.

	“Just as I thought,” Officer Stone laughed. “She’s a wild animal. She did it, doc, there’s no doubt about it.” His eyes were fixed on the blond triangle between my legs. He couldn’t look away.

	“There was never any doubt, Officer,” the doctor said as he leaned forward and pushed a cotton swab inside me.

	My muscles clenched around it. He angled it to graze my walls, then pulled it out. He had another one ready, and he had every intention to push it even deeper. I let out an involuntary whimper when it poked my cervix. Officer Stone was quick to catch it.

	“You like that?” He chuckled darkly. “Of course you like it. Hey, doc, since you’re poking in there anyway, is she still a virgin?”

	“Does it matter?”

	“Call it harmless curiosity.”

	The doctor cocked an eyebrow but saw no harm in checking. When he leaned in, his head so close to my core that I could feel his breath on my skin, I panicked. He’d put the cotton swabs away, and now his gloved fingers were inching dangerously close to that part of my body that I really didn’t want him touching, that he’d already abused enough. I opened my mouth to scream, but nothing came out. I’d either lost my voice, or there was still something inside me that demanded I remained silent. Something that was too proud and powerful to let anyone see the fear and vulnerability behind that façade.

	His fingers parted my folds, and he stared right inside my core. I struggled to close my legs, but Officer Stone had a good grip on them. I closed my eyes and started counting to ten.

	“Untouched,” the doctor concluded. “Curiosity satisfied?”

	“You bet.”

	The Officer’s voice had taken a dark tone. Lower, huskier, and hungrier. The doctor grunted in response and moved away. He busied himself with the samples he’d just collected, paying the other man no attention. Even with my eyes still closed, I knew that Officer Stone was still staring at my pink entrance. What was he going to do? Would the doctor allow it?

	“My work here is done, for now. I’m taking these to the lab, see what we can find out. Officer Stone, she’s so dirty that I can’t even look at her, let alone work with her. Make sure she gets cleaned up, will you?”

	“I’ll do it myself, doc. Just to make sure it’s done right.”

	He released my knees, and I finally found the courage to open my eyes and look at him. He was towering over me, a menacing glint in his eyes.

	“Would you like me to give you a bath, Omega?” I kept stubbornly silent. “Of course you would. We have nurses here, but you’re a special guest that deserves special treatment. The best Dark Moon Prison has to offer.” He leaned forward, looking me in the eye. He added in a threatening whisper: “And wouldn’t you know it, I am the best. I will take care of you like no one has before.” He grabbed my left breast, weighed it in his hand, then squeezed my nipple between his fingers. I dragged in a breath. “You’re my responsibility now. I take my responsibilities seriously. Before the end of the day, you will confess, mut.”

	 


CHAPTER TWO

	 

	Confess to what?

	He took me out of the chair, and secured cuffs around my wrists and ankles. I pulled at them, but they were made of silver and steel – the only alloy that werewolves couldn’t break easily. He lifted me and threw me over his shoulder like I was a sack of potatoes. He slapped my ass, laughed at the sharp sound that filled the room, then frowned when that didn’t get a reaction out of me.

	“I will make you talk soon enough.”

	Talk about what? He wanted me to confess, to talk. How could I, when I didn’t remember anything? I didn’t know why I was here. Yes, I knew about Dark Moon Prison – the harshest maximum security prison for werewolves in the country, – but no matter how hard I tried to divine what I’d done to deserve to be here, nothing came to me. I couldn’t remember my own name, let alone what had happened in the past couple of hours. Or days. Shit. I couldn’t remember what had happened in the past couple of years! I was in shock. My mind was going in circles, trying to latch itself onto anything that made at least a little bit of sense, and failing. I was unaware of my surroundings. Officer Stone was carrying me down a dark corridor, but I couldn’t focus. I should have looked for some kind of escape, probably, or I should have memorized the way, but it was as if my brain was glitching, frustrated by the fact that it couldn’t bring the memory of my own name to the forefront. For now, it was stuck. I was stuck. So, when Officer Stone put me down and pushed me into a cramped space, I didn’t react. Concrete all around me. I looked down at my feet, and I saw a round, gaping drain hole. My eyes went wide. I was standing in the middle of the cramped space, naked and shivering. I didn’t dare to look up. The doctor had told the guard to get me clean, and the guard had said he was going to give me a bath. What had I imagined? That he was actually going to take me to a large bathtub filled with hot water and kindly invite me to step in?

	The freezing cold water hit my body with a menace and pushed me back a few feet. I hit the back wall, and I instinctively tried to shrink away from the violent water coming out through the head of the black hose Officer Stone was holding.

	“Enjoying your bath, mut?”

	My mouth opened and closed. No sound came out. I shivered against the hard wall, praying it would all be over soon. The water lashed at my back, my ass, and my legs. It felt like an army of dark, evil beings were whipping me, their sole purpose being to draw blood and make me repent. Repent for what, though? I fell to the ground, curling up and trying to protect as much of my frail body as I could. The guard turned off the hose.

	“Stand up. Turn around. I can’t get you cleaned if you don’t cooperate.”

	I didn’t move.

	He growled in annoyance. He was losing his patience.

	“Fine,” he said. “This isn’t working, anyway.”

	I heard him shuffle behind me, but I didn’t dare to look. What torture was he preparing for me next? When he stepped into the cramped space, my heart picked up. It was threatening to break out of my chest. I felt his hands on me, pulling me up. I resisted him, but he was stronger than me, so soon enough, I was standing before him, bare and terrified, cold water dripping from my long blond hair.

	“Your skin is burning. How?”

	I looked at where his hands had grabbed onto my arms. I couldn’t give him an answer.

	“You’re the dirtiest creature I’ve seen, and the hose won’t work.” When he’d said “dirty creature”, it made me think he wasn’t strictly referring to the poor state I was in. “I’ll wash you properly now. Behave.” That last word came out as a growl.

	He produced a bar of soap and started rubbing it into my hair, on my face, my neck, my arms… He was manhandling me like I was a lifeless piece of meat. I closed my eyes and let it happen. There was no point in fighting it. And I couldn’t deny… the soap rubbing the dirt out of my hair and skin did feel nice. Not his hands, though. I tried to imagine they were someone else’s hands. Mine… It didn’t quite work. My hands were not as big and strong and… merciless. He squeezed and rubbed my flesh like he wanted to hurt me, like he wanted his every touch to feel painful to me. Once my hair and arms were lathered, he started working on my chest. His palms groped my breasts, and I held in a breath. I hoped he would treat my breasts like he’d treated the rest of me so far, but when he felt my nipples harden, he slowed down. Damn my body! Damn it to hell, along with its natural responses! A man was touching me – an Alpha. And no matter how much I despised Officer Stone for rubbing his rough hands all over my flesh without my consent, my Omega nature took over. My nipples were as hard as pebbles, craving attention. Even when his fingers closed around them and twisted hard, inflicting pure pain, my core burned with desire. I could feel a small trickle of hot slick on my inner thigh, and I squeezed my legs shut.

	My eyes were still closed, but I knew he was staring at my face as he abused my nipples.

	“And here it is… The confirmation that you’re just a filthy slut.”

	I stood still. Maybe, if he didn’t get any reaction from me, if he didn’t get any encouragement, he would stop. He didn’t. Plus, his keen nose soon caught a whiff of my involuntary arousal, and I could have sworn there was a grin on his face when he said:

	“No one mated you yet. A virgin. Have you had your first heat, mut?”

	Had I had my first heat? I didn’t know.

	“You must’ve. You’re not that young.”

	His hands traveled down my stomach. He snuck one behind my back to grope my ass, while he cupped my mound with the other. My hands were cuffed behind my back, and I tried to swat his hand away, but I couldn’t quite reach it. The handcuffs were so tight that every little movement made the steel and silver dig deep into my skin.

	For a second, he let go of me completely. He’d dropped the soap at some point, and now he needed it to lather his hands. My eyes flew open. I stared at the back of his head as he crouched down, and I briefly considered trying to kick him in the face. My ankles were cuffed just as tightly as my wrists, so even if I managed a kick, it wouldn’t have had much force behind it. It would’ve only enraged him more. When there was enough foam on his hands, he dropped the soap again and stood back up. To my horror, his hands went right between my legs, one behind, his fingers parting my buttocks, and the other digging between my folds. I froze. My eyes were wide, staring into his. He had an evil grin on his lips, and perverted pleasure glinted in his dark orbs. He was enjoying every minute of this. I wasn’t. Not mentally and emotionally, at least. Physically, my body betrayed me further by releasing more slick. If he kept this up, he would induce a heat cycle. My Omega senses were reacting strongly to his Alpha pheromones, and it was so obvious that he was hard inside his uniform pants. I didn’t dare to look down at his crotch, lest he believed I was okay with all this, but I knew. No Alpha could be so close to an Omega and control his instincts. I was almost tempted to tell myself that this wasn’t him. Not that I had any idea what kind of man Officer Stone was, but maybe, just maybe, this wasn’t him. His Alpha nature had taken over, just like my Omega nature was taking over now, making my pussy produce more of the hot liquid now coating the guard’s fingers. The soap he’d rubbed onto my blond curls had difficulties washing it off.

	“You like this, slut. Don’t you? If you hadn’t, you would have screamed by now.”

	His face was so close to mine that I could feel his breath on my lips. Didn’t he know that the only reason I didn’t scream was because I couldn’t?

	“Virgin,” he huffed. “Maybe no one has ploughed your cunt yet, but you’re taking it up the ass, aren’t you?” As he said those words, his other hand found my puckered entrance. He pressed one finger against it, and that was when I started thrashing. He pushed me against the wall and pinned me in place. “No? Not up the ass? You wouldn’t be able to take my cock, anyway. Too big for you.”

	To my relief, his hand retreated. His other hand was still massaging my folds, though, and no matter how much I hated it, I couldn’t deny that there was something inside me, something dark and starving, that liked it. I tried to look away, so he wouldn’t see how my pupils had dilated with lust, but he grabbed my chin and forced me to look at him.

	“That’s it. Give in to me, mut. I will give you pain and pleasure, and then you’ll confess what you did.”

	Confess. Not that again.

	He parted my folds with two fingers, and his middle finger circled my entrance. I tensed. Yes, slick was dripping out of me, but that didn’t mean I wanted him to take my virginity. He’d violated me enough. When his digit pressed in, my vision went black. The rage that had been building inside me since I’d woken up strapped to the chair in that white, dreadful room, poured out of me. Wave after wave of uncontained darkness. I squeezed my hands into fists and pulled at the handcuffs. The metal dug deep into my skin, but I could feel no pain. I wasn’t myself. I knew this, because there was no way an Omega like me could have so much physical strength. The short chain keeping my hands tied broke, and I pushed Officer Stone off me. He was taken by surprise. He slipped on the foam that had gathered at our feet and let out a startled yelp as he fell on his back. I was on top of him, my sharp nails scratching at his face. I was a wild animal. No coherent thoughts, no plan, no mercy. Only rage.

	My legs were still tied, so I couldn’t really move. He grabbed me by the wrists and tried to push me away. My fingernails latched onto his cheeks, and I pushed them so deep into his flesh, that they sank beneath his skin. And if I’d squeezed my fists then and pulled, I would have ripped chunks of his face off. He wrapped his legs around me. He let go of my wrists and reached for the weapons he had attached to his belt. The next thing I knew, he hit the back of my head with something hard and heavy. Pain exploded behind my eyes. Without a sound, I rolled off him and covered the gushing wound with my hands. I curled up in fetal position, and he stood up, cursing and spitting. He had foam and blood in his mouth. As he struggled to get out of the shower, he slipped a few more times. Once he eventually made it, he grabbed the hose and unleashed another torrent of freezing water onto my body.

	“Fucking bitch! I will make you talk. I will make you scream, do you hear me? You will scream my name and beg me to stop. Or you’ll beg me for more, seeing what a slut you are. Dripping for me, your nipples hard and your clit throbbing, and you attack me like that? You try to claw my eyes out? Bitch. When I’m done with you, you’ll wish you were dead.”

	Tears spilled out of my eyes. With so much water, he didn’t see them, and that soothed me if only a little. I kept silent, although I was crying on the inside, shouting profanities worse than his, wailing, and praying he’d be the one to end up dead. The dark rage that had helped me earlier was gone. I felt like an empty shell. No memories, no power, no way to defend myself. I hugged my knees to my chest and made myself as small as I could. I couldn’t tell how long it lasted. At some point, the water stopped beating on my abused body. He threw some towels over me, and started rubbing me harshly, as if he were trying to peel the skin off my bones. He dragged me down dark, cold corridors, and threw me into a cell. No windows, no light, and no bed. Despite everything, my body was still burning hot. Did I have a fever? It was one hell of a fever if the cold water hadn’t fixed it. If I was lucky, maybe it would kill me before Officer Stone did.

	 


CHAPTER THREE

	 

	He came back hours later. First, I heard his footsteps – heavy, confident, angry, – then the key turn in the lock. He threw the door open, and some light poured in. I looked up from where I was sitting, in the farthest corner of my cell, and saw his wounds had healed. Of course. He was an Alpha wolf. He healed fast. It was as if I hadn’t disfigured him at all.

	“Wisteria,” he growled.

	My ears perked. Was that my name?

	“That’s what I’m calling you from now on.” He walked in, crouched before me, and grabbed my jaw. “Because of your unnatural, purple eyes, and because you’re fucking crazy. Hysterical. Get it?” He laughed.

	I had no idea my eyes were purple. I knew that I was blond because I could see my own hair hanging over my shoulders. Suddenly, I wanted a mirror. I realized I couldn’t remember how I looked! Forget about my name, my pack, my age. I couldn’t bloody remember how I looked!

	A storm was raging inside me, but nothing showed on my impassive features. Officer Stone frowned and let go of my jaw. My lack of reaction provided no fun for him.

	“Doc wants you.” He pulled me to my feet, undid my broken cuffs, then twisted my hands behind my back and cuffed me again. “No funny business until we get there, understood? Then you can lash out all you want.”

	What did that mean? Did they want me to go crazy and wild like I had before, in the shower? It didn’t make any sense.

	I couldn’t walk, so the only two options were to drag me after him like a rag or throw me over his shoulder like he’d done the first time. He went with that. He didn’t slap my ass and didn’t touch me inappropriately. I briefly wondered whether he’d learned his lesson. He took me back to the white room with the glass wall but didn’t strap me to the chair. He joined the doctor in the observation chamber, and they studied me for a few minutes. They hadn’t given me any clothes. Now that I was clean, I felt even more naked. My pale skin glowed under the unforgiving artificial lights, my hair was still damp, hanging down my back, and my dark pink nipples were as hard as ever – not because of the cold, since I couldn’t feel any, but simply because I knew I was being watched.

	The doctor turned on the mic.

	“You attacked Officer Stone earlier. That’s a grave offense. We’re willing to forgive you this once, but you have to cooperate.”

	I looked up at him. Cooperate? How? He’d taken his goddamn samples. What more did he want?

	“Officer Stone told me that you broke your cuffs earlier. I want you to do it again. Show me.”

	I blinked. Was he being serious? As if to prove that he was asking the impossible, I pulled at the chain connecting my wrists tightly. Nothing. I had no idea how I’d done it in the shower. I was just defending myself.

	Stone stepped up to the mic. “Come on, Wisteria. Show him.”

	“Wisteria?” The doctor sounded amused. When the Officer shrugged, he chuckled and nodded. And that was it. That was how it was decided that my name from then on was going to be Wisteria. What irked me was that they knew my real name and they refused to tell me what it was. They refused to help me remember, yet they insisted I cooperated. “Wisteria, then,” he said. “Show me the rage you showed Officer Stone. Break that chain.”

	I sighed. I didn’t even try again. There was no point. I looked away, making a point of tuning them out. I studied the room, but there wasn’t much that could hold my attention. Aside from the chair in the middle, where these assholes had probably tied many helpless women before me, everything was perfectly sterile.

	“Wisteria, you’re wasting our time,” the doctor tried again. I ignored him. “All right, Officer Stone, what do you suggest we do?”

	I stiffened. He was putting the guard in charge again. It was only going to be bad for me. Very bad. When Stone didn’t reply, I was compelled to look up. Beyond the glass wall, I saw him gearing up. He pulled a thick vest over his uniform, put on gloves, and covered his head with a perfectly sealed helmet. My heart clenched. That looked like military equipment. Why on earth would he need it? He grabbed a long stick and exited the observation room. As he opened the door to my room and I watched him step over the threshold, my eyes grew wide. I started shaking, and I pulled at my restraints, hoping the dark rage would come out again and protect me from this monster. Nothing happened. I was naked, vulnerable, and exposed, and he was armored from head to toe. And that stick in his hand… He had no other weapons on him, and I realized then how stupid I’d been when I’d attacked him in the shower. Instead of scratching his face, I should have reached for his gun. Apparently, when the dark rage took over, I wasn’t very smart.

	He stepped closer to me. My eyes were fixed on the black stick. He was playing with it as if it was nothing, as if it wasn’t a deadly weapon. Was he going to hit me with it, or…?

	“Why did you kill them?”

	My eyes snapped to his. I cocked my head. What was he talking about? I hadn’t killed anyone, or at least I didn’t remember. Had I really killed someone and that was why I was here? That was why they were torturing me, punishing me…

	“How could an Omega murder an entire pack? Her own pack… Did they treat you badly?” He gave me a hateful grin. “Were the Alphas after your virgin cunt, and you wanted revenge?”

	I could do nothing but stare at him. What he said made no sense.

	“Did they beat you because you were unsubmissive?” He took another step toward me. Then, in a lower tone: “You are an unsubmissive little bitch, aren’t you? Still an Omega, though. And no Omega has that kind of power.” Another step. “You’re hiding something, and whether you like it or not, doc and I will get it out of you.”

	He poked me in the ribs, and when a jolt of electricity shook my body, sending me sprawling to the floor, I knew what he had in mind for me was worse than a beating. He was going to tase me until… what? Until I confessed? Until I was dead? I curled up in a ball, but with my hands cuffed behind my back, I couldn’t do much to protect myself.

	Officer Stone stepped in front of me. I could see the toes of his black, sturdy boots.

	“What are you hiding, mut?”

	I kept silent. I didn’t move a muscle. Maybe if he saw he couldn’t get anything out of me, he’d go away.

	“How could a weak, snotty Omega like you take out an entire pack of werewolves?”

	I took a deep breath and held it in, bracing myself for another shock. When it came, it was worse than the first. My body convulsed at his feet. I squeezed my eyes shut and gritted my teeth. Since this whole ordeal had started, I hadn’t made a sound. I was starting to think that I was mute, because my mouth did open to scream when the pain was too much to bear, but nothing came out. My vocal cords were blocked.

	“Let it out. The force you’re hiding. Come on!” I felt drops of his saliva on my face when he shouted. “Attack me like you did before! Let me see the beast you’re hiding!”

	Beast? He called it a beast, when it was only pure rage? He’d wanted to violate me with his fingers, and all I did was to protect myself. I was sure every woman had that rage inside her. Mine was more effective, simply because I was a werewolf. But any woman under attack would want to claw her abuser’s eyes out. Some managed, others were overpowered.

	He tased me a third time. I arched my back, pushing my breasts toward the ceiling. My fingers and toes curled as the shock of electricity subsided. I was spent and covered in sweat. I felt like I was about to faint.

	“I will make you scream, bitch. Just wait and see. I will make you confess and beg.”

	When he got no reaction from me, he turned to the glass wall.

	“Doc, this isn’t working.”

	“I can see that, Officer,” the doctor said into the mic. “I’ve never seen an Omega like her. She is unnaturally resilient.”

	I thought he would leave then. He seemed to consider it for a minute, then he threw his stick into a corner of the room. I followed it with my gaze, wondering if there was any chance I could reach it if I did break my chains. Next, he took off his helmet, his gloves, and his vest.

	“Stone, what you’re doing is dangerous,” the doctor warned him.

	The man ignored him and continued to lose the rest of his clothes, one by one. His uniform shirt, his boots, his pants. I pursed my lips and tried to crawl away from him. I didn’t like where this was going. He was towering over me in just his boxer briefs. And oh, his body was perfect. Dark hair covered his chest, his six-pack was so rock hard that one could probably cut wood on it, and his arms and legs were all muscle and no fat. He was built like a gladiator. When his fingers slipped inside the elastic band of his boxer briefs, my eyes went to his crotch. My heart was beating wildly, and my fight-or-flight response was ready to kick in, but it wasn’t like I could do either. His dick wasn’t hard, though, so maybe that was a good sign. It meant he didn’t enjoy torturing me. It meant inflicting pain on a woman didn’t make him hard. He removed his boxer briefs, nonetheless, and when he did, I averted my gaze. I was looking at the doctor, wondering if he was going to let this happen, when I heard the unmistakable sound of bones breaking and muscles stretching and growing. Officer Stone was shifting into his wolf form.

	“Be careful,” the doctor said.

	He was the one who had to be careful? I was on the floor, shivering, bruised from the electric shocks and my own convulsions, and the man before me had just turned into a black, feral wolf that was almost the size of a goddamn horse! He must have been one of the biggest Alphas I’d seen. At least, I thought so… I couldn’t remember what other Alphas had crossed my path.

	The wolf started circling me, and the tighter his circles got, the more I tried to make myself as small as possible. I wanted to disappear. He sniffed my feet, and I pulled my legs closer to my chest, but that was about all I could do. He advanced over my curled-up frame, his front paws stopping on either side of my head. He leaned in and sniffed my face. I could feel his hot breath. It blew my hair away from my forehead. He pulled back, and the next thing I knew, his fangs were out. He growled deep in his chest and lifted a paw that was now rimmed with sharp claws. He was going to strike me! Oh God, he was going to strike me! He was so big and strong, that if he slashed at my face and neck, I’d be dead in minutes. I squeezed my eyes shut and waited. What else could I do? Maybe this was for the best.

	I waited, and waited, but nothing happened. The wolf let out an annoyed growl and moved away from me. I could hear that he was shifting back, but I didn’t dare to open my eyes. I was petrified. I’d been this close to death, and he changed his mind. Why? Had it been just another ploy to reach me? Determine me to activate the dark rage that resided deep within my body? It hadn’t worked, and he was frustrated. Honestly, I had no idea where that rage was and why it wasn’t coming out. It didn’t seem like I could control it.

	Naked in his human form, Stone collected his clothes and stick off the floor, shot me one last glance, spat next to my head, then walked out of the room. I remained on the floor, like a rag doll that had been taken apart, put back together carelessly, and then discarded in the trash. My torturer joined the doctor in the observation room. They either forgot to turn off the mic, or they wanted me to hear what they were planning to do next.

	“Have you done the tests?” Stone asked.

	“Yes.”

	“And the results?”

	“Inconclusive. She seems to be normal.”

	“Physical pain doesn’t work. Intimidation doesn’t work, either. I think I know why. She didn’t attack me in the shower because I was hurting her. She attacked me because…” I could almost hear the malicious grin in his voice. I didn’t need to see it to know how it changed his features into those of a monster. “She’s an Omega, doc. Maybe we’re not pushing the right buttons.”

	“What do you have in mind?”

	“Leave it to me. I will make her talk.”

	 


CHAPTER FOUR

	 

	At some point, Officer Stone came back in the white room, fully dressed, threw me over his shoulder like he always did, and carried me to the dark cell with no furniture, no window, and no breathable air. I was barely conscious. They’d been poking me and hurting me for hours, they hadn’t fed me or given me any water, and my body was close to breaking. I lied on the floor, my cheek pressed to the cold concrete. For some reason, my fever was running as high as ever. The fact that they hadn’t given me any clothes, or at least a sheet to cover myself with was humiliating, but on the other hand, I doubted I could stay dressed or covered with this heat radiating from my very insides. I was hungry, though. And thirsty. I still couldn’t talk, and even if I could, something told me I wouldn’t ask for what I needed. I wouldn’t ask for anything from them.

	Hours later, I heard footsteps outside the heavy metal door. I didn’t even flinch. Whatever Officer Stone had in store for me now, I knew it would be the thing to break me completely. And once I was broken, I didn’t care what happened to me anymore. It wasn’t Officer Stone, though. A man in a long robe stepped in. I studied him briefly. He was carrying a pile of clothes and blankets, and on top of the pile, there was a pillow. He placed them on the floor, at my feet. He had a small key in his hand. When he leaned in to uncuff my wrists, I saw the white collar. A priest.

	“I am Father Garrett Rivera,” he said in a low, gentle voice. “I brought you some clothes, and some things you might need if you want to make a nest. You’re an Omega, aren’t you?” He breathed in my scent. “Yes,” he continued with a smile. “Did you know you’re the only Omega at Dark Moon Prison? Omegas don’t usually… well… you know what I mean…”

	Omegas didn’t usually kill their own packs, starting with the Alpha and ending with the last Beta and Omega. Yes, maybe I knew what he meant.

	He removed the cuffs around my ankles next, then stepped away. He looked at me for a long minute, taking in my long hair and pale flesh. My stomach rumbled, and I blushed fiercely. I didn’t want him to see how much I was suffering.

	“Oh, where are my manners? You must be hungry and thirsty. I will be right back. Please, make yourself a nest. I know you want to. And after you eat and drink, I will be here to listen to your confession.”

	Right. Of course, that was why Officer Stone had sent him. This damned confession everyone wanted from me. They were too wrapped up in their own insanity to understand that I had no confession to make.

	As the priest walked out of the cell, I looked at the clothes he’d left for me. I crawled on my hands and knees, too weak to stand. I pulled the shapeless, cotton garments on, and when my body was finally covered after hours of being exposed and stared at, I felt like I might have still had a chance to feel human again. Not today, not tomorrow, but maybe someday in the future. I touched the blankets and the pillow but didn’t go further than that. I didn’t unfold them, didn’t lay them down on the floor, focusing instead on fighting my instinct to do just that, to build a makeshift bed and curl up in it for protection. This is what they wanted from me. They wanted me to succumb to my Omega nature, so they could better control me. So they could manipulate me. Omegas instinctively built shelters. Not only for themselves, but for their Alphas. A nest was where the Omega felt safe and secure enough to give herself to a powerful, dominant Alpha. And they were both Alphas – Officer Stone and Father Rivera. I could smell it on them every time they were close. I wasn’t going to play this game they were in the process of setting up for me, no matter what it was. So, I crawled into the darkest corner of my cell and waited.

	Father Rivera was back with a tray. I fought the impulse to jump him and grab the bottle of water. I clenched my teeth, pushing the thirst and hunger down. He stole a glance at the untouched bedding materials and frowned. For a second, I thought his displeasure meant I wasn’t going to receive what he’d brought. But he placed the tray at my feet and stepped back. I went for the water first.

	“Small sips,” he said. “Wouldn’t want you to throw up. You need the electrolytes.”

	I took a generous sip, my eyes never leaving his face. He was tall and well-built, with an elegant jaw, and a long, slightly curved nose. His eyes were dark blue, and his hair was a luminous shade of brown. In natural light, he was probably almost blond, but there was no light in here. He has full lips, which seemed to be forever curved into a small, gentle smile. His presence was reassuring. I couldn’t trust him, of course. I couldn’t trust anyone here, but so far, he’d been the first to treat me like a person. As I dug into the meal of fried rice and steamed vegetables, Father Rivera took it upon himself to build the bed that I had refused to build.

	“It will make you feel better. If you sleep in a proper nest… Officer Stone has treated you like a wild animal. I don’t agree with that. I believe you will confess what you did and how you did it to the right person, to someone who knows how to listen and who treats you humanely.”

	Was he being honest? I couldn’t tell. I furrowed my brows as I shoveled rice into my mouth, eating hurriedly, just in case Officer Stone barged in, admonished Father Rivera for being nice to me, and took my food away. That was always a possibility.

	“I am a patient man, you will see. A man of God.” For some reason, his words made the hairs on my arms stand on end. There was a small inflection in his voice that hadn’t been there before. But he was being so warm and careful as he was laying down the blankets and talking to me, that I brushed it off as my imagination. “I will wait until you’re ready. I want you to trust me, trust that I will never hurt you or think poorly of you no matter what you confess to me.”

	I could feel myself relax. My stomach was finally starting to register that I had fed it, and my lips and throat weren’t parched anymore. Father Rivera’s voice was soothing. If he kept talking like this, I would soon fall asleep. Crawling into the nest he’d made me was very tempting. Even my fever was subsiding, and I wondered whether it might have been because my levels of stress and anxiety were lowering as the priest talked and the minutes passed.

	“What do you think, Wisteria? Maybe we could be friends.” My heart jumped when he called me by the name Stone had chosen for me. When he spoke it, though, it didn’t sound as bad. If only I could remember my real name… “What you did doesn’t make me love you less. I love all the souls in my care, all the souls that have strayed from the path and ended up here, at Dark Moon Prison. But this place isn’t hell, as many on the outside like to say. They don’t know what we’re doing here, how we’re helping the sinners find themselves, their real selves, and find the path they came here, on this earth, to follow. Many find more than a path; they find a purpose. Dark Moon Prison is, in fact, a second chance.”

	I wanted to believe him.

	He patted the blankets, drawing my attention to the nest. “Come. Don’t be afraid. It’s all yours. You can lie here, and I will sit next to you and listen. I know you can speak, Wisteria. I read your file, and it never mentioned that you may be mute or disabled in any way. You’re a beautiful Omega. You carry the most noble genes of your pack. A pack that doesn’t exist anymore, but that’s another story, isn’t it? A story that you will tell me yourself.” He patted the blankets again.

	The temptation was too strong. I crawled toward where he was sitting, at the foot of the makeshift bed. I wanted to look at him from up close, stare into his eyes and see for myself whether he was being sincere, or he was just playing with me, trying to pull me into a trap. I sat before him, on my knees, and my eyes searched his face. He didn’t move, and his smile didn’t falter. We looked into each other’s eyes for a long minute.

	“Mesmerizing purple,” he whispered. “I’ve never seen your eye color before.”

	I decided he was harmless. My thirst had been quenched, and I was decently fed. My muscles ached, and I felt this dull, thumping pain in my joints that begged me to lie down and rest. Sleep would help heal my wounds. As any werewolf, I healed quickly, but I had to first be allowed to heal. I had to be given a break from the stress and torture. As I snuck under the blanket, I prayed that Father Rivera never left my side. I felt safe around him. Even if he wanted the same thing as Officer Stone – a confession, – he didn’t push me, didn’t curse at me, and didn’t even touch me. I was grateful for that. I rested my head on the pillow, and my eyes fluttered close.

	Father Rivera waited for a few minutes. I thought he’d let me sleep, but when he saw I was drifting off, he touched my ankle. I nearly jumped out of the nest and kicked him. I contained myself, sat up, wrapped myself in the blanket like in a cocoon, and looked at him with wide, shocked eyes. I thought he’d said he wanted to be my friend…

	Even though he gave me a reassuring smile, my Omega instinct was telling me he was starting to lose the patience he’d described as his greatest virtue.

	“I will let you sleep, Wisteria, but not yet. First, I need you to tell me everything. Everything that you remember. I need you to confess, so that we can put all this behind us. We’ll even take you to a better place.” He looked around the cell. “No one should be locked up in a dark dungeon with no windows. Don’t you agree?”

	Well, I agreed, but that didn’t mean I could give him what he wanted. I opened my mouth and tried to speak again, tried to explain myself, but no words came out. My chin trembled in frustration.

	“Let’s start with something easy, okay?” It was as if he couldn’t see that I was literally unable to speak. “How did you feel about your pack? How did you feel about your Alpha? Did he treat you well?”

	My Alpha… I couldn’t remember who my Alpha was. Or had been… My father, probably? Some uncle? The doctor had said I was a virgin, so for sure, he hadn’t been my husband.

	I cocked my head, fixing Father Rivera with my eyes, almost wishing that he could read my mind. They kept saying that I’d murdered my pack, but that accusation stirred no emotion inside me. I should have felt guilty, scared, or disgusted, right? Maybe I should have felt… joyful? That was… if I had indeed wanted to kill them all. But the complete lack of emotion made it hard for me to believe that I had done what they were accusing me of. I wanted to express my doubt, but… how could I?

	Father Rivera leaned in. This time, his hand traveled higher, stopping on my calf. My eyes snapped to it, wondering what kind of touch this was. Was he trying to establish trust, or dominance? Earlier, I’d appreciated the fact that he hadn’t touched me. Oh, how everything changed and moved so quickly… My nerves could barely keep up. Now, I didn’t know what to believe about this man anymore.

	“You understand, Wisteria. If you don’t confess to me…” He trailed off. An unspoken threat hung in the air.

	I clenched my jaw. Silence enveloped us. I pulled my knees to my chest, my back resting against the cold wall. His hand slipped off my calf. Seeing how his true character was coming to the surface, I was almost glad I hadn’t been able to speak when I’d wanted to.

	“All right. Whatever happens next is on you, Omega. I tried to help you, remember that.”

	As if on cue, a key turned in the lock, and Officer Stone stepped inside the cell. He was back in his uniform, but no weapons hung from his belt. Unarmed, yet just as dangerous. I made myself as small as I could. I stole a glance at Father Rivera, trying to divine what he thought of Officer Stone. Would he protect me from him?

	“Garrett, have you managed to make her talk?”

	The priest shook his head. “She’s just as you said, Alaric. Impenetrable.”

	Stone laughed out loud. “Impenetrable? Ha! Not if you have the right tools.”

	I shuddered. Alaric Stone. So, that was his name. That was the name of my torturer.

	“Well, you tried.” He stepped up to me. I looked up into his dark eyes. His frame towered over my lithe body menacingly. “Time for plan C. Do you hear that, mut? That’s how patient we are. We took the time to come up with three plans to make you confess. Three!” He shoved three fingers in my face. I wanted to bite them off. Instead, I bit down on my tongue. “What a fine nest you have here.” To Father Rivera: “Did she make this herself?”

	“No.” With a theatrical grunt, the priest peeled himself off the floor and went to stand by the door. He placed his hands behind his back. “She hasn’t been cooperative at all. Such a shame. Especially since we’ve been so accommodating. Feeding her, dressing her, allowing her to have her own nest…”

	Tears burned at the back of my eyes. I would never let them fall. Father Rivera had betrayed me. I couldn’t trust him. He’d been acting all along, when in fact, he never wanted to be my friend. He was Alaric Stone’s friend, and it was now obvious to me that he agreed to his cruel methods. He’d described himself as a man of God. What a liar!

	“Do you want to know what plan C is?” He lowered himself on top of the covers. I was paralyzed. All I could do was stare at him, terrified of what he might do next. His fingers traced the collar of my cotton sweater. “Too bad we don’t have nicer clothes around here. You would look beautiful in lace, I presume. Or silk. I can only imagine.” He licked his lips. “Now, let’s go back to plan C.” He started pulling at the blanket I’d cocooned myself in. At first, I held on to it with my fists. He was unimpressed. He pulled harder, and it slipped out of my hands. “Physical pain doesn’t get a reaction out of you. Empathy doesn’t get anything out of you, either. But do you know what I truly believe will work?” He grabbed my ankles and dragged me onto my back. “Pleasure, mut.” Without any effort, he tore my clothes off, leaving me naked in the nest Father Rivera had built for me. I tried to cover my breasts with my hands, but he caught my wrists and pinned them above my head. “I will make you scream, this time. You have my word, bitch. You will scream and beg for me to take you, to break you, fill you, and turn you into my slave, into my little plaything.” I tried to kick him with my legs, but he climbed on top of me, placing his knees on my thighs. I was stuck under him. He was so much stronger than I was, and the dark rage that had saved me in the shower refused to resurface. “I rather like you like this,” he growled. He was hard. I could see his dick forming a generous tent in his pants. “You’re pretty when you’re clean.” He touched my hair, then his hand traveled down my jaw, my neck, and my collarbone. He cupped my left breast in his palm, and for some insane reason that eluded me, I arched my back. He grinned, and I blushed to the tips of my ears. He was using his Alpha pheromones on me. There was no other explanation. My core ached for him. “You have gorgeous tits, mut. Will you kick me if I suck on your nipples? Will your beast come out to protect your innocence?”

	I stole a glance at Father Rivera. He couldn’t let this happen. Okay, so he wasn’t perfect, but he wasn’t a monster like Stone. My eyes found his, and when I saw the raw lust in his darkening orbs, my heart sank. He didn’t have his hands tucked behind his back anymore. He was rubbing the growing erection poking through his long, clerical robe.

	Father Rivera wasn’t going to save me. He was going to watch. He gave me a lecherous smile, and I had to look away.

	“I’ll take my chances,” Stone whispered as he lowered his head to my chest.

	He sucked my right nipple into his mouth, and I closed my eyes, trying to block him, block the world, and retreat in a corner of my mind where I was safe, and no one could reach me. There was no use. My body betrayed me once more. I was unable to control the way it naturally responded to the Alpha’s ministrations. He swirled his tongue around my nipple, pulled at it with his teeth, slowly coaxing it into turning as hard as a pebble. When he was satisfied with the result, he moved on to my other nipple and gave it the same treatment. My pussy throbbed with desire. Slick dripped out of me, and the intoxicating scent of it filled the room. I opened my eyes and turned to Father Rivera again, hoping against all hope that he’d had enough of this sinful show. After all, a man of God had to fight against sin, not encourage it. What I saw was his nostrils flare to inhale my unique Omega scent. Against my will and any rational thought, I was so aroused that if I could speak, I would indeed be begging these two men to touch me, grope me, tear me apart, penetrate me, and put me back together. I would never be the same if that happened, but at least I’d feel full and satisfied for the first time in my life.

	I arched my back, and Officer Stone smiled, my nipple still in his mouth. He gave it one last suck, then sat up. His hand traveled down my stomach. It stopped above the blond curls between my legs, and he looked me in the eyes.

	“You crave me, mut. Don’t try to deny it, because I can smell you. If I touch you here…” His thumb slid between my folds, finding my clit and pulling lightly at the hood. “Will you scream for me? No? How about a moan, or at least a little whimper?” He started rubbing my throbbing nub, never taking his eyes off me. It felt so good that I could almost cry. “See? I’m not even asking for a confession anymore. Just let me know that you can speak, that’s all. That’s all I need from you. I want to hear your voice, mut.”

	He flicked my clit, and I opened my mouth. He palmed my mound, and he held his hand like that for a long minute, refusing to give me the pleasure I craved. I was breathing heavily. I only managed to hold back for a few seconds, then I bucked my hips underneath him, silently urging him to keep going, to keep rubbing me until I found my release. He snickered and pressed his thumb back where I needed it most. He made small, lazy circles around my clit, but I needed so much more. I squirmed. I was needy and impatient. I didn’t like it, and I couldn’t recognize myself, but my body’s urges seemed to trump all the warnings going off in my head. I was sure that if he let go of me now, I wouldn’t run away.

	“Come on, bitch. I know you can do it,” he whispered against my lips.

	His thumb pressed hard on my clit. Pleasure mixed with pain, and my traitorous body seemed to like that even more. He did it again, and I whimpered. Yes, an actual whimper escaped my lips. Officer Stone grinned widely.

	“What was that? I didn’t quite hear you…”

	When I didn’t make the sound again, he growled in annoyance, rolled off me, grabbed me by the hair, and forced me to my knees. He positioned himself behind me. He parted my legs with one knee, twisted my hands behind my back, and held me like that in front of Father Rivera. My pussy was dripping on the blankets now. The scent of Omega slick permeated the air. His free hand came around me, his fingers pinching my clit.

	“Do that again, mut. Louder, this time. We both want to hear how much you love this.”

	His breath was hot in my ear. I’d never realized how much that turned me on. My eyes rolled in my head, and I involuntarily bucked my hips against his crotch. His dick was so hard that it was about to explode. The thought that I could make him cum in his pants if I wanted to invaded my mind, and just like that, I realized the only thing I could think of was getting Officer Stone off. I didn’t even want the dark rage inside me to come to my rescue anymore. What these Alphas were doing to me was so outrageous and forbidden that I was sure they were breaking a dozen rules, at least. If anyone found out, they’d probably be in trouble. If they were willing to risk that, then maybe they weren’t here just because they wanted my confession, but also because they couldn’t stay away.

	I looked at Father Rivera. He was still stroking himself through his pants. It was as if he didn’t dare to go any further. Our eyes locked. Stone started rubbing my clit faster and harder, and I could feel a sort of delicious tension build inside my belly. I was close, so close. His fingers dipped lower to spread my wetness around, and when he resumed abusing my sensitive nub, the sensation was a thousand times enhanced. I opened my mouth, and this time, as I came all over his fingers, I screamed at the top of my lungs. He kept rubbing me while holding me in place with his other hand. My body was convulsing, the orgasm almost too much to bear.

	“That’s it, Wisteria,” he whispered in my ear. “Your voice is back. See? You were just facing a little blockage. But we removed it, didn’t we?”

	I was panting like I’d just run a marathon. Stone pushed me away from him, and I landed on my hands and knees. I thought he was going to rip his pants open and free his erection, but instead, he stood up and left me there.

	“Your turn,” he told Father Rivera. “That is, if you think you can make her scream louder than I did.”

	I looked up at the other Alpha. My eyes widened when I saw he’d pulled back his robe and was now undoing his belt. Instead of pulling down the zipper of his pants, though, he took his belt off completely, folded it in two, and slapped it against his own palm suggestively.

	“Oh, Alaric. I believe I can accomplish that.”

	 


CHAPTER FIVE

	 

	This time, I did try to run. Officer Stone caught me and held me as Father Rivera made himself comfortable on the makeshift bed. He patted his knee, and I started kicking and struggling.

	“Knock it off, or I will cuff you again,” Stone hissed in my ear.

	I went limp. He placed me over the priest’s knees, on my belly, with my ass sticking in the air. He knelt in front of me and held my hands. He pushed my hair out of my eyes, and as he did it, his face looked almost serene. He was so proud of himself. He’d made me scream, proving that I wasn’t mute. He’d given me my first orgasm, and no matter how much I tried to deny it, that had bound us somehow. He was an Alpha, and I was an Omega. He’d touched my body and made it sing with desire and sweet release. The bond was on an energetic level, and it was the subtle reason for which I was compliant now, waiting for Father Rivera to do his worst. I squeezed Stone’s hands and prayed it wouldn’t hurt too badly.

	I heard the belt whip through the air as it came down upon my fragile flesh. My body spasmed, and a yelp escaped my lips. Father Rivera was right. Soon, I was going to scream louder than ever. The belt bit into my ass again, and again. When it hit me the fourth time, I let out a cry that brought a large smile to Stone’s lips.

	“That’s it, mut. Oh, you have such a beautiful voice. Now, try to use your words. Tell me how much it hurts. Tell me how much you like it.”

	I didn’t like it. Father Rivera hit me again, and tears spilled down my cheeks. Stone wiped them gently. I could feel the priest’s hard dick underneath me. He enjoyed this. Having me writhe in pain on his knees was probably going to make him cum soon.

	“Tell me, mut!” Stone yelled in my face. “Do you like it?”

	“No!” I finally screamed. “No, please no! Stop! It hurts. It hurts so bad…”

	Stone jumped to his feet, clapping loudly. He laughed and kept clapping as Father River continued to smack me with his leather belt. I tried to get up and away from him. He held me down and hit me again.

	“Father, please stop. I beg you, please…”

	It was as if he couldn’t hear me. He was completely lost in what he was doing, the sharp sound of leather biting into my flesh the only thing he could focus on, the only thing that existed for him. I was crying now, not even caring I’d promised myself I wouldn’t cry in front of them. I was screaming, pleading, and trying to get away. Officer Stone was too drunk on the victory of what he called plan C. None of us heard the door open and the third Alpha step into the dark cell.

	“What is going on here?” His voice was grave. “What are you two doing?”

	Father Rivera stopped. I buried my head in my arms and cried. That was when he finally saw what he’d done to me, and his hand came to gently massage my wounds. It felt warm and comforting on my inflamed skin.

	“Warden Green, you’re right on time,” Officer Stone said in a joyous voice. “We’ve managed to make her talk.”

	Another man entered the room. It was easy to tell by the gasp that escaped his lips. 

	“Well done, but… I’m afraid I will have to tend to those wounds, now. As if I didn’t already have enough on my hands today.” I recognized the doctor’s voice.

	“Tend to her wounds?” Stone asked, and there was surprise evident in his voice. “Why? Father Rivera and I have made great progress. All we need to do is continue with the interrogation, and once we have her confession, there will be nothing to tend to. No point in it, since she’s on death row, to be executed as soon as she admits to what she’s done.”

	My voice died in my throat. Death row? I was on death row? They were going to execute me?! I wiped my tears and tried to sit up. Father Rivera gave me a hand, but since I couldn’t exactly sit on my ass, I ended up sprawled on the floor. I looked up at the man Stone had called Warden Green. He was taller and bigger than both Alaric Stone and Garrett Rivera. He had long black hair that was gathered at the back of his neck, tied with a silk ribbon, intense green eyes, a straight nose, and full lips. A thin, slightly discolored scar crossed his left cheek. He looked like he’d seen a lot in his life.

	Warden Green didn’t spare me more than a quick glance.

	“I got a call not ten minutes ago,” he said. “Change of plans. Omega Sierra Carmine will not be executed. She’s in prison for life, so don’t worry, Officer Stone, you have plenty of time to get a confession.” He motioned toward the doctor. “Tend to her wounds.”

	“Yes, Sir.”

	Sierra Carmine. That was my name. I repeated it over and over in my head. It sparked an old, distant memory. I was a pup, running through the forest. The ground was covered in snow, and I stopped in a clearing to look up at the moon. The sky was clear, yet the moon was completely dark. There was someone with me… a woman. My mother? “Why is the moon hiding?” I asked her. “She’s not hiding, my princess. It’s a penumbral eclipse. Just watch. It will be over soon.”

	“And, doctor…” the Warden’s voice snapped me out of my reverie. “This never happened.” He motioned at Stone, Rivera, and the nest they’d abused me in. “Give her something to forget.”

	“No,” I shouted. Now that I was finally talking, they’d lost interest in what I had to say. All four men ignored me. “I don’t want to forget… my name… again…”

	Officer Stone grabbed me by the jaw. His usual, malicious grin was playing on his lips.

	“Don’t worry, mut. We can always make you remember again.”

	The last thing I knew, a needle pierced my skin. Whatever the doctor injected me with was strong. I passed out in seconds.
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	I don’t know who I am, nor why I’ve been imprisoned. They want me to confess, but I can’t remember doing the atrocities they’re accusing me of, so I keep silent instead. They hate my silence.

	 

	They call me Wisteria because of my purple eyes, and they’ve vowed to make me talk. Officer Stone uses every cruel trick he knows. Father Rivera says he’s a man of God, but his eyes betray him sometimes. Warden Green is the only one who’s kind to me when he doesn’t let himself be consumed by his own darkness.

	 

	I feel drawn to the three Alphas, though I should know better. If the corrupted system doesn’t break me first, these powerful, twisted men will.
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	Guilty. Yet, they want to save me.

	 

	Officer Stone is addicted to my body, and I’m addicted to his cruelty.

	 

	Father Rivera is a sinner, and I am his penance.

	 

	Warden Green hasn’t touched me yet. He wants my soul. To enslave it, to devour it.

	 

	And I want everything! I want them, I want to stay alive, and I want the ancient spirit that inhabits my body and makes my life a living hell exorcised.

	 

	MOONCHILD – CHAPTER ONE

	 

	Wisteria

	 

	Right before dawn, in those minutes leading up to the sun shooting its first rays over the horizon, it was always darkest. Silence hung in the air like a heavy cloak smothering everything that whispered, whimpered, breathed. And I had my eyes closed, tapping into this utter stillness, allowing it to enter my bones and petrify them, turn my blood into molasses; my blood flowed slower and slower, until it stopped. Arteries clogged, my heart tripped over its own faint beats. Right before dawn, my body was stone and sugar. Because no one could hurt stone. No one would crack it open to get to the sweetness inside, because no one would know it was there. I wasn’t sure it was there myself… And as I lied on this hard, beaten-up mattress, in this bed I’d never slept in before, behind walls so thick that I couldn’t hear the wind outside, the murmurs of nature getting ready to burst with life the moment the sun kissed its leaves, I tried to tune in… Tune in and feel something else than the paralyzing fear of being trapped, so trapped that I wasn’t even sure it was dawn and the sky was streaked with rays of light. Maybe, I was imagining everything. Maybe, I wasn’t yet awake, and I was dreaming.

	An alarm blared from somewhere above, and artificial lights chased the darkness away, penetrating my skull like blinding fire even through my stubbornly closed lids.

	“Top of the morning, inmates! Line up for first count!”

	There was sarcasm in the deep, manly voice that jolted us all awake. A groan came from the other side of the room. I opened my eyes and stared at the ceiling for a minute. I was here. A gray, cramped cell. And I wasn’t alone.

	“What a treat to finally have a young, pretty cellie,” the woman said. I kept silent, and she swung her legs over the edge of the bed. I heard her soles thud on the floor. “Not much of a talker, are you?” She sighed. “I’m Roz. What’s your name?” 

	I didn’t answer. I peeled my eyes off the ceiling and turned my head to look at her. She was tall and large, a massive woman with gray hair and small, blue eyes. Her hair fell in waves on her shoulders, thick and coarse. It needed a good brush. 

	“They brought you in last night. You were out,” she snickered. “What did they give you, eh? Some of the good stuff, I bet.” She smacked her lips. When she saw I was determined to stay silent, she shook her head, pushed herself to her feet, and proceeded to brush her teeth and get dressed. All the while, she kept talking. “My cellie before you was an old hag. Hated her with a passion. She farted in her sleep and snored like a chainsaw. I broke her nose once.” She snickered again. “Thought I was helping, you know? But nah. She just snored even worse after that. She died last month. Been cellie-less since then. Thank God you’re here, so I have someone to talk to. Been bored out of my mind.” She put on her gray overalls and twisted her wispy hair in a loose bun. Hands in her pockets, she turned to me and studied me for a long minute. “Look at you. All nubile and gorgeous. Blond hair, big doe eyes. That body… Do you even eat, or…? No wait! I know, I know… You must be one of those lucky girls who can eat whatever they want and never gain a pound.” A grin pulled at the corner of her lips, and I noticed most of her teeth were rotten. “What did you do to get thrown in here?” She took a step toward me and subtly sniffed the air. “Omega. I had a feeling, but now it’s clear. You look like one. Smell like one.” She leaned over my bed, and I sprung up, pressed my back to the wall and drew my knees to my chest. “I bet you taste like one, too,” she continued in a lower voice, licking her lips suggestively. “What did you do to get thrown in here, indeed?” After another few seconds of silence, she shook her head and tsked. “It must be bad, if you don’t want to tell me. You’re the first Omega to grace the fine cells of Dark Moon Prison, so it must be really, really bad.” She straightened her back and cocked her head, still waiting for me to say something. “You’re not going to tell me your name, at least? How rude. Well, don’t worry. I’ll find out on my own. What you’re called, what pack you belong to, why you’re here… There are no secrets in prison. Someone will know, someone will talk. If not the inmates, then the guards.” She let out a sinister chuckle. “In fact, you know what? I like this. A game. A puzzle. A mystery. Much more fun to think of at night instead of having to listen to that old fart’s snoring. God rest her soul,” she laughed. “I appreciate it. Truly.”

	She turned away, facing the locked door of our cell. I watched her back for a while. The same man who’d woken us before, yelled again: “Open on the first floor!” Another guard below yelled: “Open on the ground floor!” And I knew the cells were distributed on two floors. I should have gotten out of the bed, found my clothes, washed my face. What was happening here was clear. My worst nightmares had come true. Nightmares – in the literal sense of the word. I’d dreamed of being tied up last night, of being tortured and humiliated. I’d dreamed of a dark cell with no windows, no bed, no toilet, not even a sink to wash the blood off my hands in… But no. I wasn’t dirty anymore. I had to remind myself that someone had washed me before bringing me here. And this cell was fine, not like the one in my dream. The reality wasn’t worse than the nightmare. Or maybe it was, and I just couldn’t remember that well… Couldn’t remember what had happened last night, what had happened before I woke up in this bed, with Roz talking my ears off. I touched my temple. 

	With a screech, all the cell doors opened at once. 

	“Hey, cellie. You have to get up for first count.” She turned to me and caught me staring. “What are you looking at, doe? Get up, or you’ll upset Officer Stone.”

	I blinked. Officer Stone? The name sounded familiar. 

	Name…

	That was why I hadn’t told Roz my name. Not because I wanted to make some sort of stand by refusing to talk. I wasn’t mute, either. I didn’t tell her because I couldn’t remember what it was. I couldn’t remember anything. Why was I here, locked up at Dark Moon Prison? It could have been anyone’s guess…

	“Suit yourself,” she whispered. “If Stone snaps, it’s on you. Don’t say I didn’t warn you. I’m trying to be a good cellmate here.” She was mumbling now. “Whatever. You’ll understand how lucky you are they put you in with me soon enough.”

	I got out of the bed and noticed I wasn’t wearing much – a pair of hideous grandma panties, and a white bra that was too big for my round, B-cup breasts. I tried not to think about it. I didn’t remember putting them on myself, and that was worrisome. I found some clothes in a corner and put them on. There was no mirror in here, which made sense… I would’ve liked to take a look at myself, make sure I was still the same. I knew I had long blond hair, but I wasn’t sure about the color of my eyes, nor about my features in general. I felt confused. I pinched the bridge of my nose, groaned, and stepped next to Roz. My neck itched, so I moved my hand down. My fingers met the cold metal of a collar. My eyes widened, and I turned to Roz, silently begging her for help. 

	She laughed. “This is a prison for werewolves! What? You thought they were going to let us shift at will?” She pointed at her own collar. “This is to make sure they control our shifts. I’m a Beta, you’re an Omega… We pose no threat to them. But think about all the Alphas in cell block A. Most of them are stronger and crazier than the guards. There’s nothing to worry about, though. If you think about it, the collars keep us safe, protect us from ourselves and, most importantly, from each other. You don’t want those Alpha scum jumping your bones. You wouldn’t survive it. You’re so tiny and frail, look at you.” She laughed again. “It will be interesting to see how you adapt. Prison is no walk in the park, doe.”

	I nodded. Heavy steps approached our cell, and I straightened my back instinctively. A man that was built like a mountain came into view. He stopped in front of Roz and I, legs spread apart, a grin on his cruel lips. He had dark hair that was cut short to his skull, military style. Brown eyes that were almost black, a square jaw sporting a dark shadow that made him look even more dangerous, and muscles everywhere. His blue and black uniform was tight in all the right places, not leaving much to the imagination. An impressive array of weapons hung from his belt. He stole a quick glance at Roz, and she took a step back. His eyes fell on me, and I thought he would move on the second he made sure we were both where we were supposed to be, but he didn’t. His eyes took me in, from head to toe, lingering on my curves, granted the gray overalls didn’t really show off my body. The way he scanned me… It gave me the feeling that he already knew what was underneath my baggy clothes. That made my face burn hot.

	“How did you sleep, mut?”
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