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Ravenous Obsession

Today is my baby sister’s sixteenth birthday. The party’s winding down now, everyone saying 
their goodbyes, Rosaleen thanking them for her gifts, as the sun is setting and the moon is rising. 
A full moon.

Rosaleen is dressed up for the occasion, and looks absolutely delicious, wearing a pink 
backless halter short-dress that flaunts her supple but tight, petite body, with white thigh-high 
stockings and heels that showcase her silky, slender legs. The tight-fitting fabric is thin enough 
that in the right light I can see the strap of her black thong beneath, as well as the outline of her 
tiny nipples. She isn’t wearing a bra, as usual, a common and accepted practice in these rural 
parts. Her wavy brunet hair reaches all the way down her bare back and sways back and forth as 
she walks, revealing the smooth skin behind, and teasing me with peeks at the sexy dimples of 
her lower back. When she smiles her beautiful chocolate eyes, specked with emerald, seem to 
sparkle. Her pouty, plump lips are glossed pink to match her elegant dress. I wanna taste them so 
badly my loins ache.

I’ve eagerly awaited this night for so long. Ever since I caught the scent of her first bleed 
when she turned twelve, I’ve been fighting potent urges, which I’ve kept to myself. I’ve watched 
her slowly bloom into a woman for the last four years, secretly gawking as her budding breasts 
grew into heavy bosoms, and her little soap-bubble plumped into a heart-shaped rump. I’ve been 
stealing her dirty panties for just as long, relishing the succulent scent of her nether regions as I 
abused myself while fantasizing about caressing her little, lithesome body, so firm from 
chopping wood and her other country chores. She hasn’t a clue that my love for her goes beyond 
normal sibling fondness. If she did she wouldn’t prance around in her skimpy nightgowns, have 
me rub oil over her when tanning by the pool, cuddle so closely during scary movies, or give me 
such long affectionate hugs goodnight, all of which cause me to wear tight boxer-briefs and jeans
to hide the resulting erections.

And now that she’s of age by Were law, I can’t resist these powerful compulsions any 
longer. I must claim her as my own before someone else deflowers her. I will take her virginity 
by force, turn her under the full moon, and then she will be my pack mate, bound to me for life.

The monthly hunt is tonight. Our father, the pack leader, will be leading the hunt with our
mother by his side as always. I plan to use sudden stomach cramps, something I ate maybe, as an
excuse to skip the hunt. And so I will have my sister all to myself until the sun rises.

Once the guests are gone, Rosaleen makes a plate from the plentiful leftovers, places it in 
a wicker basket, and sets it by the back door. She returns to helping our mother store away the 
remaining food, and proclaims, “I’m gonna take dinner to Granny since she wasn’t able to come 
by. She’ll be upset if she doesn’t get to give me a birthday kiss.”

Our mother frowns. “Sweetie, ya know we rather ya remain in the house on nights like 
these.”

Rosaleen huffs. “Ma, I’m a woman now or didn’t ya notice the party? Ya can’t keep me 
locked up inside every time the moon shines.”

Mother sighs, “Ya right, I’m sorry. But please be careful.” She glowers at our father when
Rosaleen’s back is turned.
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With a slight nod, he signals me to follow him into the living room, where he speaks in a 
whisper. “Ya sister hates to be fussed over, but she’s more vulnerable now than ever. I’ll give a 
reasonable defense for ya lack of attendance at the hunt. I want ya to follow her to ya grandma’s 
house. Make sure she comes home safe. If possible, without her knowing ya were guarding her 
from a distance.”

I smile inwardly and give a firm nod. “Sure, Pa.”
Father leads mother upstairs to change for the hunt, and I linger pretending to reply to a 

text while watching in my peripheral as Rosaleen replaces her heels with hiking boots and pulls 
on a scarlet hoodie over her dress.

She leaves through the back door, paying me no attention, carrying the basket in one hand
and a flashlight in the other. I watch her trek across the backyard, a beam of light swaying back 
and forth, and she disappears into the thick forest, her meager light consumed by darkness.

I rush upstairs to my bedroom, yank my shirt off over my head, and tear off my shoes, 
socks, pants and boxer-briefs. Then I pull open one of my windows.

Snarling through gnashing teeth, I incite the change with a mental act of volition. Coarse 
brown fur sprouts from every pour. Razor-sharp claws extend from my fingers and toes. My teeth
grow pointed, as do my ears. Bones expand and shrink. My nose stretches into a snout. A bushy 
tail ejects from my tailbone. A compulsory howl utters from my throat as I complete the shift into
my full lupine-form.

Bounding through my open window, I dart across the rooftop, claws clicking on the tiles, 
and dive off to land safely on the soft earth of the backyard. I dash over the grass, evening dew 
dampening my paws, and plunge into the forest. I catch Rosaleen’s scent at once. An intoxicating
aroma of roses petals dusted with crushed vanilla bean and saturated with sensuous desire.

Our grandmother’s house is located on the south end of the lake, hidden in the woods. Yet
Rosaleen’s pheromones are leading me towards the north end. Where is she going?

I race along a beaten path, kicking up leaves and dirt, sniffing as I go, until I notice the 
bopping of her flashlight ahead. Slowing my pace to match hers, my head held low, I trail her as 
quietly as if I were hunting a doe, weaving between trees beside the path she’s briskly walking.

Some time later, as we’re nearing a clearing in the forest, the wind shifts directions and 
the sweet scent of fresh blood fills my nostrils. Ignoring my sudden lust for raw meat, I smell 
beyond the coppery odor. An automatic warning snarl hisses through my teeth as I recognize the 
scent of a male Were. He’s not of our pack. He shouldn’t be in these woods. I have every right to 
tear out his throat.

Rosaleen spins at my snarl and doesn’t see the massive mound of black fur pouncing 
from above. Her basket spills its contains as it hits the ground. Her scream is cut short as she’s 
thrust into a tangle of underbrush.

I bark as loud as my lungs will permit as I charge to her rescue. Vaulting over a fallen 
tree, I spring onto the low branch of another and launch myself high into the air. I come down 
atop the massive wolf, sinking my teeth into his neck. I use my momentum to roll, and twist my 
head, tossing the Were away from my sister.
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He tumbles and rolls up onto his paws, claws ripping into the earth. He unleashes a 
terrible roar that echoes through the trees sending frightened birds fleeing into the sky.

I fight the instinctual urge to bare my belly to a greater wolf. I will not surrender 
Rosaleen to him. He’ll have to kill me before he can take her.

He rises up on his hind legs as he shifts into the middle lupine-form state, changing into 
the body shape of a colossal man, hairy and bulgy, with the large head of a wolf. His voice is 
gruff and grisly. “The virgin’s mine! I slew her human suitor. Now I’ll claim her as my mate.”

Rosaleen had a secret boyfriend? How can that be possible? She’s always been 
homeschooled, and her every friend is of the pack or family of the pack. Even her Internet usage 
and texting is monitored. She’s my father’s crowned jewel.

I rise, shifting into the middle lupine-form to speak. “Ya have no rights here. This 
territory’s been ours for over two hundred years. Leave now.”

A bellowing laugh scratches at my eardrums, causing me to wince. “Do you have any 
idea who you are giving orders to, you whimpering pup?”

A chill ripples down my spine. He’s an Ancient. A pure blood. One of the first Were. A 
lone wolf with no laws. He can hunt wherever and whoever he pleases without reparation from 
any pack. “I don’t care who ya are. That’s my sister and ya can’t have her!”

He makes grand sweeping gestures with his clawed hands. “You dare to raise your voice 
to me, knowing who I am? I am nearly immortal.”

I have to keep him occupied so Rosaleen can escape. “Nearly is a big stretch.”
He takes a pronounced step towards me. “Would you like me to demonstrate by pulling 

off your insolent little head?”
I notice a flash of scarlet fabric in the clearing. And then another and another, moving this

direction. She should be running the opposite way. I won’t last more than a moment against this 
Ancient.

I take a defiant step forward on trembling legs. “A show of superior strength isn’t proof 
of immortality.”

He arches his back, preparing to lunge into an attack. “Perhaps not, pup, but I’ll enjoy it 
all the same.”

I drop into a stoop, and snarl, “I’ll fight ya to my last dying breath if that’s what it takes!”
And then with an explosion of deadly fury, we charge towards each other, closing the 

distance fast. We leap into the air simultaneously, teeth bared in a savage roar, extended claws 
sweeping in a vicious slash, my most treasured moments flashing before me until a spinning 
hatchet soars between us. It plunges into the side of his neck but misses the jugular vein. He 
yelps in surprised pain. I take advantage of his shock as we collide, chomping down on his 
opposite ear and scalp to hold his head still a moment while clutching the handle of the weapon. 
I yank hard, dragging and sawing the blade across his massive throat, severing both jugular 
veins. Thick crimson blood spews and sprays as he collapses in a heap to the forest floor with a 
rumbling gasp.
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In an adrenaline fueled rage, I thrust the hatchet back and swing it down with a growl, 
splitting open his skull with a wet crack. Legend says they can heal from any wound as long as 
the brain is unharmed.

Rosaleen screams, “Alex! Ya okay?!”
Her cry shatters my bloodlust, and I shift back into my human form with an effort of will.
She throws her arms around me and rests her head against my bare chest. “Ya saved me, 

Alex! Ya saved me! Thank ya! Thank ya!”
I pull her scarlet hood back and kiss the top of her head. “Ya my sister. Of course, I did. 

And I couldn’t have done it without ya help. Where did ya find the hatchet?”
She gazes up at me with a remorseful countenance, continuing to hug me firmly. “The 

guy I was meeting here. I saw it glinting in the moonlight on his belt.”
“Who was he?”
“Charles Perrault, or something like that. Met him online today. I knew Pa wouldn’t catch

it on the monitoring software for at least a day.”
“Why? What were ya planning?”
She looks away and her tone reveals her shame. “I was planning to give him my virginity,

so the wolves would lose interest. I didn’t wanna be a Were. I didn’t wanna hunt and eat animals.
I didn’t wanna be expected to birth a litter.”

I lift her chin, returning her gaze to me. “I understand the life of a wolf isn’t for everyone.
Ya been a vegetarian since ya could spell it, Rosaleen. But ya keep saying ya didn’t as if ya do 
now.”

“It’s inevitable. Tonight’s proof enough.”
“If ya don’t wanna be a wolf, ya don’t have to. I’ll protect ya from the others.” Her 

saving my life has altered the balance of our relationship. I wanted so greatly to change her, but 
now I owe her a life debt. Though technically I saved her life as well, we are not equal because I 
had a responsibility to do so by Were law, while she did not.

Rosaleen sighs. “Ya can’t protect me at all times. If I must be a wolf, which I don’t see 
any way around it after helping to kill an Ancient, I wanna to be ya wolf.”

I blink at her in disbelief. “Ya wanna be mine?”
Her expression pleads for acceptance. “As in ya pack mate.”
Grasping her shoulders, I push her back, breaking our embrace. “Ya wanna bear the 

children of ya big brother? Are ya teasing?” Where’s this coming from? Has she always felt the 
same desire for me as I’ve felt for her?

“It’s uncommon, but not unheard of. It makes the children stronger wolves.”
“Yeah, but it’s the only reason Pa hasn’t forbidden it for the pack. There may come a time

when it’s needed to strengthen us. He won’t be pleased if I make ya my pack mate.”
“And there won’t be anything he can do about it but brood. He lives and bleeds by the 

law.” She pulls off her hoodie and drops it to the ground. “The only real question, is how ya feel 
about it?”
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I gaze longingly at her sylphlike body, barely concealed by her pink short-dress, and my 
tongue slips out of my mouth and my manhood rises to attention as my heartbeat speeds and my 
breathing quickens.

My voice comes out in a hoarse whisper. “I accept ya offer. I’ll be ya pack mate. There’s 
nothing more I crave in this world.”

She smiles and a tear trickles down her cheek. “I’m honored to be ya bitch. I wanna 
belong to ya. To be owned by ya. To be completely dominated in every single way by ya.”

I close my arms around her, my rigid member squeezed between our bodies. I lick the 
tear from her cheek and peck her closed eye.

She tilts her head back, parting her lips with a soft mewl.
I press my mouth firmly to hers as I pull in a deep breath, and she melts against me, her 

fingers digging at the corded muscles of my bare back. As I kiss her with years of pent-up 
passion and yearning, I roll my hips, grinding my prick against her. I groan into her moaning 
mouth with intense hunger as I thrust my pelvis with greater and greater vigorous need.

Finally, she breaks away, panting hard, her bosom heaving. “Allow me to prove my 
devotion.”

I lean back against a tree trunk, as my baby sister sinks into a crouch before me. I’ve 
envisioned this moment so many times over the last four years, I can hardly believe what I’m 
witnessing is not a figment of my imagination. Emerald specked chocolate eyes stare up at me 
with such devotion and eagerness to please. Slender fingers wrap tight around the base of my 
erection. Glossy pink pouty lips part and a tongue tip moisten them. Warm breath tickles the head
of my member, causing my manhood to pulsate with overwhelming desire.

Rosaleen smirks at my uncontrollable reaction. “Alex, ya throbbing. Is ya adrenaline still 
pumping? Or is it because of me?”

“If ya gonna be my pack mate, I gotta be completely honest with ya. Sis, I have a 
confession. I followed ya tonight not only to protect ya but to make ya mine by force.” My voice 
rises defensively. “I couldn’t bear the thought of ya belonging to someone else.”

She bites her bottom lip as she begins to firmly milk my shaft. “Ya were gonna rape 
me?”

“I woulda been as gentle as possible. I swear. I didn’t see any other way.”
She pecks the tip of my dick with a velvet kiss that sends tingles into my balls. “That’s 

the most arousing thing I’ve ever heard.”
I furrow my brow in confusion. “That I’d be gentle as possible?”
“No.” She blushes under the moonlight. “That ya were gonna rape me.”
I arch a septic eyebrow. “Sis, ya fucking with me?”
“Alex, I been teasing ya since I was thirteen. Always taunting ya to pounce on me. Of 

course, I had to be subtle because of the watchful eyes of Ma and Pa.” She drags the flat of her 
tongue up the broad underside of my prick, causing my toes to curl. “If I ran right now, would ya
hunt me?”

I stroke her cheek. “Is that what ya truly want?”
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She grins, sticks out her tongue, and slaps my cock on it a few times. “It’s what I’ve 
always wanted.” She rubs the head of my member back and forth across her puckered wet lips 
while making kissy sounds. “I want ya to ravage me. Every orifice. One by one.”

I struggle to hold back a surging wave of exhilaration at her declaration. “How will I 
know if I’m being too rough with ya, Sis?”

“I want it as rough as ya can give it to me.” Sealing her lips around the head with a moan,
she suckles like a baby on a teat as she twirls her tongue tip around and around, causing a 
firestorm of passion to ignite from within me. “And I want ya to take me in ya middle lupine-
form state.”

My inflamed arousal combined with her uttered desire causes the change to come over 
me without a purposeful act of will, and she quivers at the sight of my shift.

I grumble, “Run little one. I’m giving ya a head start. Run as swiftly as ya legs will carry 
ya. Ya big bad brother is greedy for ya delicate flesh.”

Rosaleen leaps up, spins, and sprints away, the rear of her short-dress whipping up to 
flash me her enticing hindquarters.

I can’t help from fisting my shaft at the glorious sight of her bare cheeks bisected by her 
black thong. It’s all I can do to stop myself from pouncing on her before she has a chance to flee.
If she wishes to be hunted like prey, then that’s what I’ll do. I’ve never had a more desirous 
quarry. This may be my life’s most thrilling pursuit. Surely the most satisfying. Run little bunny, 
run.

This is the end of the free preview.
To read the full story, purchase the erotica collection, A Sensual Wonderland Vol 2.
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