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Devon “Dash” Rigotti pulled into the drive and cut the engine. God, it was good to be home, even if it was only for a weekend. Although his apartment was only a four-hour drive away, it was still too far for his peace of mind, and any break from vet school was a welcome one. He loved the classes, but they were hard work; not to mention it was tough being away from his family, whom he loved very much.

Coming home every full moon to run with the pack and during vacation breaks just wasn’t enough. It wasn’t just his wolf nature wolf nature that made him want to be around other shifters.  He missed fishing with his dad, playing with his little sister, eating his mom’s cooking, and hanging out with his brother and cousins. These past two years had been the first time he’d spent away from them since he could remember.  

Sighing, he shook his head. In another couple of years, when he got his diploma, it would all be worth it. He couldn’t wait; he’d wanted to be a veterinarian since he was seven, just as his brother had always wanted to be a doctor. Was his brother home yet? He looked at his watch — 3:50 p.m. Nope, Alex was still at school. 

He got out of the car and went to the rear door to get his things out, but just as he opened the door and leaned in to get his bag, a high-pitched squealing sound pierced the air. Before he knew what hit him, he was attacked from behind. Some sort of wild animal latched onto his legs, then clawed its way up his back. He caught a glimpse of brown fur as he fell onto the seat. 

The rabid beast clung to his neck. 

Pushing himself up, he caught his breath and managed to turn over. 

The shrieking creature turned with him, wiggling onto his chest, then caught his face in its grimy little paws. “Didja bring me anything, Dash? Huh? Huh? Didja, didja?”

Dash grinned up into his little sister’s big brown eyes. He’d spoiled her the past year by bringing her candy and the occasional toy from the campus bookstore. Chuckling, he wished he could bottle up the six-year-old’s energy and take it with him. “No, Marisa, I didn’t, but if you will let me up and let me go inside for a few minutes, I’ll take you to get ice cream.”

She cocked her brown faux-fur-covered head in contemplation then grinned. Which was rather charming since her two front teeth were missing. The little pest was dressed in some sort of brown-furred Halloween monstrosity. There were two floppy pieces of material on the top. Looked like they were supposed to be ears, but they’d been cut into triangles and had stuffing hanging from the sides. 

Scooting off of him, she planted her feet back onto the drive, making the ears of her costume bounce. “Umm... Okay, I guess that’d be all right.” 

He laughed. He had no idea what she was supposed to be or how to ask without hurting her feelings. Oh, well, she was cute anyway, missing teeth and all. 

Sliding out of the car, he grabbed his bag and locked the door. He turned to Marisa and ruffled her fur-covered head. “Who all’s home, squirt?”

“Just me and Mom. Alex won’t be here for another hour, and Daddy is at the restaurant until five o’clock. How come you didn’t bring me nothin’?”

Dash chuckled. “I’m broke, kid! I’m up to my eyeballs in student loans. I spent my last dime filling up the gas tank to get home.” He pushed the front door open and walked in after Marisa.

She stopped just inside the door and turned to look up at him. “Really? You can have what’s in my piggy bank if ya need it.”

Damn if that just didn’t beat all. He nearly got choked up. He set his bag down and picked her up, then kissed her nose. “No, squirt, I don’t need your piggy bank, but thank you.”

Wrapping her little arms around his neck, she kissed his cheek. “If you change your mind, just tell me.”

“Sure thing. Why don’t you go play, while I talk to Mom and get settled in and then we’ll go get ice cream.” He squeezed her in a big hug, then placed her on her feet.

“Okay. Mom is in the kitchen. Call me when you get ready to go!” She took off up the stairs.

What in the world? Dash tilted his head and stared after his sister. On the butt of her costume was a tail — a half-circle sewn onto the actual costume. On that tail were four strips of fur, also with stuffing hanging out the sides, safety-pinned in a line, so that the tail hung to the back of her knees. He shook his head in bemusement and went into the kitchen.

His mom was frosting a pumpkin-shaped cake. She glanced up and smiled then put the knife down and rushed around the bar. “Hi, honey! Happy Halloween! How was the drive home? Are you tired? Are you hungry?”

He picked her up and swung her around in a circle as he kissed her cheek. “Happy Halloween to you, too, Mom. The drive was fine. I ate on the way, and I’ll take a nap later. God, it’s good to be home.” Setting her on her feet, he eased around the counter, hoping she wouldn’t notice what he was doing. “So, what are you going to be for tonight’s party?”

“Your father is going as Count Dracula, and I’m going as the bride of Frankenstein. What are you going to be?”

He shrugged and nonchalantly stuck his finger in the cake. “I’ll have to see what I can throw together.” When she didn’t smack him for stealing frosting, he got braver and stuck his finger in his mouth. Ummm, that was good. Homemade was always the best. “Speaking of costumes, what in the heck is Marisa supposed to be?”

Mom sighed and stepped around the bar. She picked up the knife and fixed the spot he’d just stolen the frosting from. “Marisa called Tia Sarah and found out that the twins and Julian were going as werewolves. So, naturally, she wanted to copy the twins. I told her no. When we went to pick out a costume, she found an adorable teddy bear one —”

He reached out toward the cake again, but she slapped his hand. 

“Stay out of the cake, Dash!”

With a sigh, he rubbed his hand.

“Anyway, I thought she’d given up on the werewolf idea, so I bought it for her. Not five minutes after we got it home, she came down asking for safety pins. I asked what for, and she said that she had to make some costume alterations. Well, come to find out, her alterations had to be done because werewolves have pointy ears and long tails.”

Dash laughed. The kid was cute, no two ways about it! “Poor Rome, Rand, and Julian. Being thirteen sucks enough without a six-year-old following you around.”

His mom grinned and looked up from fixing the cake. “Tell me about it; I’ve already gotten two calls today. One from Julian, complaining about her copying them. The other from Rand, telling me he knew she was going to dog their every step and the least I could do is sew up the seams so she doesn’t look so ragged. They both saw her at school today.”

“Is she still moving to Nashville so she can be a country music star like Shania Twain and marry the twins?”

“So she says.”

Dash chuckled, wondering how the twins felt about her plan.

“I don’t know what I’m going to do with her; she’s such a handful,” his mother went on. “Your father thinks everything she does is funny. He lets her get away with murder. So does Alex.”

Brushing her hair back, Dash leaned in and kissed her cheek. “So do I. I’m taking her for ice cream; you want anything?”

“No, you two go. I’ve got to finish this cake and start on the cookies. Just don’t let her eat too much. One scoop is plenty.”

Nodding, he stepped back. Then as fast as he could, he swiped a finger toward the cake again, stealing another bite of frosting.

She groaned, then laughed. “Get out of here, you rascal! You’re as bad as your sister.”

Damn! Alex had stolen his parking spot while he and Marisa had been at the ice cream parlor, so Dash pulled into his dad’s spot.

Marisa giggled next to him. “Um! You’re in Daddy’s spot. He’s gonna gripe about that, you know.”

“Yup, I know.” 

“You are so bad, Dash!”

“Yup, I know that, too.” Turning the car off, he opened the door and got out, then walked around to her side of the car and opened the door for her.

Marisa grinned and handed him her ice cream cone as she undid her seatbelt and slid out. “Shame on you.”

He returned her mischievous grin. “I know, but what can ya do?”

She shrugged then grabbed her ice cream and took off for the house. At the front door, she turned. “Thanks for the ice cream.” Jerking the door open, she ran inside and almost plowed right into Alex, who was on his way out.

“Watch it, squirt!” Alex shook his head and smiled at Dash. “Hey, bro! How was the drive up?”

“It sucked!”

Alex laughed. “Yeah, I bet. That’s why I decided to go to school here.”

“Yeah, well, if there had been a vet school here, I would have stayed, too.” As Alex drew near, an intriguing scent wafted past his nose. Dash leaned toward his brother as he stepped closer. Alex obviously intended to give him a hug, but Dash stopped him by leaning forward and putting his nose to Alex’s shirt. His cock stirred. What the hell? “What is that smell?”

Alex stepped back, his eyebrows raised. “What smell? What are you doing? Get your nose off me.”

Dash couldn’t help it; he leaned further in, inhaling deeply, taking the wonderful aroma into his lungs. Again his cock paid attention. Damn! He was getting hard from sniffing his brother’s shirt. What the hell had Alex been doing while wearing that thing? “Man, what did you do? You smell amazing!”

Alex backed up further, holding his hand out. “Back off. You’re freaking me out. I come to welcome you home and you sniff me.” He dipped his head down and took in a breath near his shoulder, then shrugged. “I don’t smell anything unusual. What the fuck?”

“Dude! You smell different. What is it?” He took another step toward Alex.

Alex frowned and retreated. “I don’t know. I didn’t do anything that I don’t normally do. I went to classes. I met Jill for a late lunch. Is it pizza? Do you smell pizza?” Alex bent his head and sniffed himself again.

No, it wasn’t pizza. Dash shook his head.

“I went to my last class, then afterward I walked Jill to her car. I made sure she was coming to the party tonight. Gave her directions to the cabin and hugged her goodbye. Then I got in my car and came home. That’s it, so stop with the sniffing, wolf boy!”

“Wolf boy?” Dash grinned. “I’m no boy, but I guess the wolf part fits. Who’s Jill?” He moved closer to Alex.

“Come on, you know Jill. She’s probably my best friend... well, my best friend that isn’t related, anyway. We double date occasionally. You’ve heard me talk about her.” Alex stepped back again. “Stop stalking me, damn it.”

Dash hadn’t realized that that was what he was doing until Alex mentioned it. He stopped walking. “Jill? Your buddy Jill? The one whose apartment you crash at before finals? The one you don’t want to do? That Jill?”

Alex nodded. “Yes, that Jill.”

“Okay, I’ve never understood how you can have female friends you don’t want to bang, but I’ve dismissed that as a defect in your personality. Still, how in the hell could you not want to do her if she smells that good?”

Alex threw his hands up and groaned. Turning away, he stepped up on the porch and opened the front door.

Dash followed him. He couldn’t resist the temptation. He leaned forward and put his nose to the shirt again, inhaling deeply.

Alex groaned and stepped out of reach. “Stop it!” he hissed.

“I can’t help it! Tell me about Jill.”

They walked into the kitchen, where their mom was taking a batch of cookies out of the oven. She looked up and smiled. “Hi, babies!”

“Hi, Mom,” they answered in unison.

Dash reached over and snagged a cookie off the cookie sheet. “Ow! Hot!” He tossed the cookie back and forth from hand to hand, then looked up at Alex. “Well? Tell me about Jill
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