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Chapter One

“You’re up next, Kate! Move it!” Marty
growled.

Kate’s belly instantly knotted into a tight
ball of fear. Her heart rate shot up and her lungs began to labor
to drag in air. Breathe, Kate, she commanded herself! Deep breath
in, exhale slowly. Deep breath in, exhale.

Her mind was chaotic. It was a wonder she
even managed to gather enough sense to focus on breathing slowly to
keep from hyperventilating.

The man airbrushing the last of her
‘costume’ on, hurried to finish at Marty’s prompting and finally
stepped back. “You’re ready.”

Like hell!

She didn’t voice the thought aloud. In the
months since she’d ‘agreed’ to dance for Panas to work off her ex’s
gambling debts she’d learned it was a lot safer just to smile and
nod like a good little slave and jump to do what she was told. If
she looked sullen or moved too slowly she was liable to get slapped
stupid. Voicing a complaint was just an invitation to get the shit
beat out of her.

To the Russian mob that ran the operation,
the Exotique`, the ‘weaker sex’ just meant easier control and they
weren’t the least bit bashful about using their superior strength
to exert it.

Her knees felt like the bones and cartilage
had melted to the consistency of jelly as she stood up from the
bench where the man had been applying her ‘costume’ and surveyed
the results in the tiny mirror above her make-up table. Her hair,
which she’d always worn fairly long, had grown nearly to her waist,
she saw with a touch of surprise, but it still fell short of
concealing her nakedness. It had been lightened from her natural
medium to dark brown with auburn highlights to a shade of red she’d
hated since the first time she looked at it.

She was a feline tonight. God only knew what
breed of cat she was supposed to be---Liger?—her skin was hyena
with dark stripes here and there.

She decided she looked like a walking camo
for a jungle setting rather than any kind of cat from the wild as
she dropped weakly to the stool in front of her table and quickly
darkened the tip of her nose, gripping her eyebrow pencil in a
trembling hand to sketch a wobbly trio of ‘whiskers’ on either
cheek.

She’d gotten used to standing bare assed
naked on the stage in front of a roomful of hooting men—as used to
it as she was ever going to get—but the special ‘treat’ the
management had in mind for the night had threatened to turn her
bowels to water.

She was supposed to ‘make love’ to her
feline ‘mates’ on stage—an ‘artistic’ imitation of the act in
dance, she’d been assured, not in actuality, but the ‘props’
weren’t merely stuffed animals like those Panas typically used.
He’d brought in two very much alive, great cats—drugged, he’d
assure her, almost to the point of unconsciousness, chained, but
still alive—and still dangerous because they were straight from the
wild, not even close to tamed or trained beasts.

Of all the bizarre things that prick, Panas,
had thought up, this one was light years ahead of anything
else.

For the first time in her life, she wished
she was drugged—too high to have any idea of what was going
on.

They were bringing the beasts onto the stage
when she arrived and positioned herself for the opening of her act.
She thought for several horrifying moments that she was going to
pee on herself, or worse, as she watched the keepers lead first an
enormous Siberian Tiger and then an equally huge African Lion out
on the stage and secure the chains threaded through their bejeweled
collars to an eye bolt embedded in the floor on either side of the
stage.

Both cats staggered drunkenly, their
movements slow, awkward, as if they were swimming through water. It
reassured her a little, gave rise to pity she hadn’t
anticipated.

The tiger dropped heavily onto his side once
the three men half dragging, half pushing him managed to get him
within reach of the bolt to secure his chain.

It also reassured her to see that they’d
only left enough play in the chain to allow him to lay as he was.
She doubted he’d be able to get to his feet.

He was absolutely enormous, though. She’d
had no idea the things were so huge.

And muscled. She could see the muscles
rippling beneath his beautiful coat.

As tall as the Russian thugs were, she’d be
willing to bet he would top them by several feet if he stood on his
hind legs.

A shot of knee weakening adrenaline spiked
through her when she discovered the cat was watching her through
narrowed golden eyes. As dulled as they were by the drugs pumped
into him, she saw a gleam of both intelligence and interest in
those golden depths as he surveyed her with unblinking
intensity.

She hoped to hell they’d fed him before they
brought him out!

Shivering, she dragged her gaze from the
tiger and watched the men securing the lion. Like the tiger, he was
a magnificent specimen. His coat sleek and healthy, his mane thick
and luxuriant, he was nearly as big as the tiger. He was also
almost as ‘brawny’.

And, like the tiger, he seemed far more
interested in her than he was in the men moving around him.

The men stepped off curtain, but they
remained well within her view.

She wasn’t reassured by the fact that they’d
taken up the poles with loops on the ends she’d seen animal
handlers use to catch and control animals.

Stinging prickles of dread rippled over her
skin as she heard Panas, just on the other side of the curtain that
still concealed her from the audience, trying to work the almost
exclusively male audience into fever pitch anticipation.

The noise from the audience rose to a volume
that literally vibrated the wood beneath her feet.

The cats stirred uneasily, dragging their
focus from her to stare at the curtains, their ears flicking and
turning on their uplifted heads like miniature radar tracking
dishes.

She’d become the most popular dancer, a
situation that mystified her and caused her no end of trouble with
the other exotic dancers. She had two breasts and a pussy—just like
they did. She thought she had a pretty good figure, but it was by
no means the best—certainly not when ‘best’ seemed to be measured
in the size of the breasts. She was older than all of the others,
most of whom were barely twenty while she was breathing hard on
thirty. And she was absolutely certain she didn’t dance better. In
fact, despite the fact that she’d gotten used to it, more or less,
and generally managed to focus on the music instead of the men
leering and hooting at her, she was still too shy of flaunting her
nakedness to really relax, definitely too inhibited to fan her legs
and expose her ‘tonsils’ like the others so often did. It took all
she could do to keep her arms and legs moving, at all, and refrain
from covering herself.

She strongly suspected it was the very fact
that she looked so ill at ease and refused to show anything she
could keep from showing that drove them up the wall.

She was so caught up in her thoughts, the
curtains had already begun to part before she realized the moment
was upon her. It was the music that actually caught her attention,
however.

Drums. Jungle drums.

Her heart paced itself to match the beats,
thudding heavily with each pat on the deep bass drum than
accentuated the rhythm being played out on the lighter drums. She
lifted her arms, beginning to gyrate slowly as the curtains swung
wide and the spot lights, thankfully, half blinded her, making it
almost impossible for her to see beyond the edge of the stage.

A half dozen dark skinned men, dressed in
African garb, sat cross legged with the drums they were beating
between their legs, three on either side of the stage.

She wondered if any of them had any idea
that they were sitting directly in front of a lion and a tiger.

She somehow doubted it. They looked way too
relaxed and focused on the music they were making with their
drums.

Dead silence fell over the crowd as they
spotted the two beasts and discovered the cats were watching them.
The certainty that their attention was focused more on the cats
than her drained some of the tension and stiffness from Kate as she
moved slowly forward on the stage until she was positioned directly
between the two cats. She went through the motions of ‘offering’
herself, wondering if the sweat popping from her pores and
beginning to coat her body was enough to wet the paint that had
dried on her skin and if she was smearing her stripes as she ran
her hands over herself, cupping her breasts and massaging them.

The moment she did, she discovered the cats
certainly didn’t have their undivided attention. The steady beat of
the drums drowned out most of the comments so that they blurred
into an incomprehensible mumble, but she heard enough ‘yeah, baby!’
and ‘bring it on, mama!’ to assure her she’d recaptured their
attention. She gyrated around to one side so that those on either
side of the audience could get a better look at her assets, tucking
her chin as if she was gazing down at herself and cutting her eyes
at the tiger.

She had his full attention, too, she
discovered, feeling her heart leap. His gaze was slumberous, but
riveted on her nevertheless. Her heart was in her throat as she
danced a little closer to him and pretended she was trying to
entice him, moving sinuously while she felt herself up.

He studied her movements with an unblinking
stare for many moments before he lifted his head and met her gaze.
She tensed as he did, unable to prevent herself from meeting that
golden stare, even though she had a bad feeling it was the wrong
thing to do. Tearing her gaze from his after a moment, she turned
away from him and moved slowly closer to the lion. As if she was
trying to make up her mind of which to choose between the two, she
turned from the lion after a few moments and moved back toward the
tiger, inching a little closer each time. She’d made the circuit
twice when she discovered Panas the Prick watching her from the
wings—glaring at her actually, and motioning imperiously with his
hand toward the animals.

Their fucking paws weren’t nailed to the
floor, she reflected with a burst of anger fed by fear—drugged and
chained, or not, they hadn’t shifted more than a hair, but both
cats seemed way too mesmerized by her for Kate’s peace of mind. By
the time she’d danced to first one cat and then the other again,
the audience was shouting directions she didn’t want to
understand and Panas looked like he was going to burst a blood
vessel.

She slithered down to her knees that time,
more because it felt like her knees would give out than because she
wanted to comply with Panas’ demands. Crawling toward the lion
cautiously, she lifted a shaking hand and settled it on his side,
hoping his reach wasn’t long enough to knock her head off of her
shoulders if he felt inclined to slap at her.

She felt a vibration filter through her palm
as she stroked his fur from his belly to his hip. For several
moments, her mind was so perfectly blank with terror, she couldn’t
figure out what the vibration was.

Then she realized he was purring.

It heartened her, but not by a hell of a
lot.

Realizing her legs were too weak for her to
actually regain her feet, she crawled across the stage to the other
cat, approaching him warily. He tensed when she touched him and her
heart tried to choke her. Almost as if he forced himself to relax,
the muscles beneath her hand eased. She stroked her hand through
his fur, feeling a rumbling purr begin from deep inside of him, but
she couldn’t work up the nerve to move closer.

She was supposed to rub herself on them.

She didn’t think she could do that.

Trying to assure herself that Panas wouldn’t
beat her to death for deliberately ignoring his orders, she moved
back to the lion and stroked him again. He began to purr again
almost the moment she touched him, shifting almost restlessly, as
if he wanted to turn to draw closer to her. Thankfully, the chain
kept him from getting close enough to sniff her. She could see his
nostrils flaring, though, knew he was ‘tasting’ the air for her
scent.

Panas was making motions with his hands
again when she dared a glance in his direction.

As she moved back to the tiger once more,
the tiger watched her every move. The moment she reached out to
begin stroking his belly and hip again, however, he lay down
completely, settling his head against the floor and stretching his
great body out as if inviting her to rub his belly.

Slightly reassured by the fact that his
head, and those frightening jaws, weren’t hovering over her, she
inched a little closer and rubbed her face along his belly.

As quick as lightening, he hooked one great
foreleg around her shoulders and dragged her full length against
his belly. Before she could even remember her voice to scream, his
huge head settled next to hers and she heard a rumbling,
threatening growl directly in her ear.

* * * *

Sergei struggled against the effects of the
drugs in his system, even though he’d learned by now that the fight
was useless—worse than useless, actually. They’d brought him down
with the drugs. When he’d wakened in a cage, he’d loosed his fury
on the people who’d captured him, battering at the bars that
imprisoned him until they’d raced to get more of the drug and used
it to take his will to fight. He hadn’t been lucid enough since
that time to manage much more than eyeing them with deadly promise
every time they came near his cage to feed him or drug him
again.

He knew, though, that he was far, far from
his home. Despite the drugs, he’d been aware of the passage of time
in the elevation of the stench around him, the number of times he
was fed and hosed down to cleanse the offal from his cage, which
was barely big enough for him to turn around in much less to
distance himself from his own excrement. The incessant heaving and
rocking beneath him that made him too sick to attempt to fight even
if not for the drugs had finally translated in his mind to ‘ship’
even though he’d never been on one before—had not traveled in any
of the machines of man since he’d eschewed that side of his nature
in favor of the wilds when he’d finally realized it was safer, both
for him and for the man-children, for him to stay as far away from
them as possible.

He was not of their kind, even though he had
walked among them during much of his early years, nor yet of the
beasts that was his other side. In truth, he belonged nowhere, but
he preferred the honest savagery of his beast kindred to the brutal
lies and deceptive nature of the man-children.

At least the beasts he lived among only
killed for survival—to eat, to protect, for self-preservation—never
merely for amusement or vindictiveness. They would not hunt him
down and kill him only because he was different as they had his
parents because they had been foolish enough to believe they could
pass undetected among the man-children.

It had settled in his mind after a time
that, if they hadn’t killed him outright, they had a reason for
allowing him to live. They had plans for him and that meant he
still had the chance to live. All he had to do was bide his time.
Sooner or later they’d slip up, become too confident, and when they
did, they would pay for it with their lives and he would be free
again, free to return to his life—such as it was.

The hunger to find another of his kind had
eaten at him for years, the need for companionship, the need to
mate. It had gone unfulfilled. In his beast form, he’d ranged far
and wide and never sensed the presence of another like himself at
all, let alone a female of his kind.

It was the need that had finally driven him
back to the villages of man-children to walk among them, the hope
that he’d find another of his kind there, living among them as he
and his parents once had, but that hope had not only soured, it had
gotten him captured.

He could only bear the constraints of his
human skin for short periods before the itch to roam the wilds
became nearly unbearable and it was his proximity to the
man-children that had caught the notice of the hunters, he
knew.

The irony was that those who’d captured him
had brought him closer to another of his kind than he’d been since
the deaths of his parents.

The South African was closer than he’d come
before, at any rate. He was man-beast. He was feline—unfortunately
not tiger, but it had given rise to renewed hope that he might know
where others of their kind were.

He would find out when he found a way to
free himself—for they had no way to communicate when they did not
dare take their human forms—and if the lion knew of others, maybe
he’d help him escape, as well.

And if he did not—maybe he would anyway.

He’d curbed his fury after a while, once it
had finally settled in his thick skull that fighting them was not
only useless, it encouraged them to keep him too drugged to use his
wits. They still gave him far too much to have much mind about him,
but at least he was awake part of the time now. At least he could
see what was going on around him. At least his rambling thoughts
connected from time to time.

As they had when he’d been brought to this
place.

He was to be sold to a zoo, he’d discovered,
but they hadn’t found a buyer yet. They’d decided to make him ‘earn
his keep’ by entertaining in their club/casino.

The first discovery had increased his rage
to the point where he’d had difficulty pretending he was still too
drugged to hold his head up, let alone alert enough to try to fight
them.

The second discovery had made him glad he’d
managed to contain his fury.

They were going to take him out of his
cage.

When they did, he would have his first real
opportunity to escape—if he was lucky.

He’d underestimated their wariness of him.
Despite the fact that he’d pretended to be more than half asleep,
they’d taken no chances. They’d shot him up with more of the hated
drugs, waiting until they were certain the drugs were pumping
through him before they’d opened the cage.

He’d tried to gather himself to launch an
attack anyway, but had discovered he could barely stand. Reality
had blurred around him as they fixed the collar around his neck and
half dragged him from the cage, poking and prodding him until he’d
stumbled to his feet. He’d had to splay his legs wide to remain
standing once he’d gotten up and the drug had skewed his
perceptions, making it almost impossible to walk. It had required
absolute concentration to put one foot in front of the other and
move when they’d started dragging on the chain and choking him with
the collar around his neck.

Impotent rage had risen to life inside of
him, but deeply, too deeply to summon it to his aid.

And then he’d seen her.

From the moment he’d spied her his entire
focus had shifted to her. A hunger he barely recognized rose
instantly and began gnawing at his gut, flooded his already drugged
mind with a drug far more potent. He’d thought she wasn’t real at
first, tried to shake the image, tried to convince himself he was
seeing things, and then he’d caught her scent and that had only
confused him more. The drugs, he wondered? She looked like a
she-beast, but she smelled human. Was she both, as he was? Or only
human?

He struggled to recall the scents of his
parents, to remember if they carried the smell of both man and
beast, but he couldn’t seem to remember. It seemed possible,
though, that she would have the scent of man-child when she was in
half-shift.

He didn’t know, but he discovered he didn’t
care. Hunger pervaded him as he stared at her. Need surged through
his body, setting it on fire. His man side wanted her with a
feverish need that had him fairly quivering with the restraint he
had to struggle to hold on to. His beast side decided he would have
her.

The lion-man, he realized fairly quickly,
wanted her, too. He could see the hunger in the other beast-man’s
eyes—smell it on him.

Savage possessiveness moved through him. He
wanted her and he would have her. If he had to tear the
lion-man’s throat out and crawl over his bloody carcass to get her,
he would!

She made it easy for him. After teasing him
until it was all he could do to remain perfectly still and wait for
his chance, driving him more mindless by the moment with the
promise of her undulating body, her scent, and tentative touch, she
made the mistake of moving within his reach.

He caught her, dragging her close enough he
could finally wallow in her scent, immerse himself in it, the scent
that had been driving him steadily closer and closer to madness. He
could feel the warmth and softness of her and the instant he did,
he lost his hold on his last tenuous thread of reason.


Chapter Two

The instant she shifted onto her knees,
Sergei pounced, driving his cock into the warm cavern of her
womanhood, and the moment he felt her tight flesh close around his
length, a euphoric cloud of ecstasy rose in his mind. He could no
more have stopped the primal urge to pound into her until he lost
his seed than he could’ve stopped his own heart.

He needed this, needed it. She was
made for him, he thought dimly, feeling a savage joy flood him as
her hot flesh surrounded his, fisted around his cock so tightly he
felt like his heart would explode.

She wanted it—wanted him. She’d chosen him.
Despite the fear he’d smelled emanating from her, she’d come to
him, rubbed her scent all over him, positioned her body to entice
him.

* * * *

Shock swallowed Kate so completely within
its maws that her entire consciousness narrowed to one tiny
point—she was aware of the heat and weight of his body, the tight,
unrelenting hold he had on her, and nothing else. Terror clawed at
the back of her mind but couldn’t break free to lend her a jolt of
adrenaline to give her strength or unleash her instincts for
survival. The rumbling near her ear deafened her to everything
outside the hot cocoon that enveloped her.

Purring, a rumbling, intermittent purring
emerged from his throat with each exhalation of breath, she
realized dimly.

She got her knees under her and discovered
it was the worst mistake of her life, the worst thing she could
possibly have done at that moment.

Another wave of shock rolled over her as she
felt him penetrate her. Time stopped. Her heart seemed to stop. Her
lungs froze in her chest as an impossibly thick, hard shaft of
flesh drove unrelentingly inside of her, sinking so deeply it
pushed what little air remained in her lungs from her in a grunt. A
rash of Goosebumps erupted all over her at the burning pain of his
entry, of her flesh yielding to a greater force.

She sucked in her breath on a choked sob as
he withdrew and plunged inside of her again, driving into her so
frenziedly that her mind shifted to focus on that one point, the
point of entry, and her body, with a will of its own, perhaps only
in self-defense to prevent her flesh from tearing, sent a rush of
moisture to ease his possession.

She might have told herself that later,
might have soothed her horror that her body had no conscience, if
it had been only that. Her body also had no mind of its own,
though, and the shock had shifted the mind that should have exerted
control over it out of gear.

Pleasure stirred to life the moment the pain
eased. The thickness and length of his shaft left no nerve bereft
of stimulation and the pounding beat of his rhythm no time to fight
the rise even if she could’ve gathered her wits. Before her
sluggish brain had managed to assimilate what was happening, her
body began to quake and shudder with an explosion of such pleasure
that it drove choked cries from her.

Darkness swarmed around her in the
aftermath, freeing her from her shock even as she felt his legs
tremble as he withdrew his shaft from her at last. Sucking in a
harsh breath, she scurried away from him as she felt his grip on
her ease, rolling once she’d pulled herself free and then
scrambling to her feet.

The curtains, she realized dimly, had been
drawn—sometime during the attack.

Panas and his goons were still frozen—hadn’t
moved so much as a hair that she could see.

Her brain gathered that information only in
passing, however. When she’d managed to get her feet under her, she
dashed from the stage in a blind panic to escape. As she fled
through the dressing room, headed for the showers, her mind clicked
like the shutter of a camera, collecting stills of the women
staring at her in blank faced shock as she ran past.

She was shaking all over by the time she’d
locked herself in the bathroom. She didn’t wait for the water to
warm up. Turning both knobs wide open, she leapt into the shower.
The shock of the cold water snatched her breath from her chest, but
it broke the grip of panic, as well.

Her teeth were chattering by the time the
water warmed up.

The Siberian Tiger had humped her, she
thought blankly!

No, fucked her!

She covered her face with her hands. Of all
the things that had run through her mind when she’d discovered she
was supposed to dance around two huge, dangerous felines, getting
fucked by one of them wasn’t it! Eaten, yes. Mauled,
probably—not fucked.

The thoughts had no more than entered her
mind than she dropped her hands and examined herself.

She didn’t have a scratch on her!

Dumbfounded, wondering if the warmth of the
water combined with the body paint, which still coated her skin,
was preventing her from seeing or feeling scratches, she rubbed at
her skin and finally grabbed the soap and scrubbed herself
thoroughly.

There were tears around her sex from the
size of the cock she’d had shoved into her—without warning—without
time for the natural moisture of her body to ease its passage.

Considering the size of the thing, there
might have been tears anyway.

She’d discovered the breaks from the sting
of the soap, though. Thankfully, there was no blood. Her sex was
throbbing like a son-of-a-bitch from the thorough pounding, but not
damaged that she could tell.

She wasn’t going to have to rush to the
hospital and get sewn up.

A hysterical half giggle, half sob escaped
her at that thought.

She thought she’d rather bleed to death than
have to tell a doctor what had happened. No way was anyone going to
believe she’d accidentally gotten fucked by a Siberian
Tiger.

She slid down to the floor of the shower,
curled into a tight ball, and just sat beneath the pounding water,
dry eyed, trying to come to grips with how she felt about what had
happened.

She realized after a while that all she
really felt was relief—stunned disbelief that he’d grabbed her and
she was still alive—without a scratch on her, in
fact—embarrassment, for being screwed—publicly—by a tiger—and both
embarrassment and shame that she’d come.

She’d been fucked by a tiger and she’d
come!

She couldn’t even remember the last time
she’d had sex with a man and come!

Mentally, she beat herself up over it for a
little while. About the time the hot water ran out, it occurred to
her that she certainly hadn’t wanted to. She hadn’t sought
it. She wasn’t a pervert. It had just happened, and it had happened
because stimulation was stimulation. Her body didn’t know the
difference and her mind had been out of gear at the time—too blown
away by what was happening to have any control over her body.

It was Panas’ fault, the fucking prick, she
thought angrily, realizing abruptly that him and his men hadn’t
done a damned thing but watch. Not one of them had moved in to try
to stop it.

If the tiger had decided to eat her when he
was done fucking the hell out of her, he could’ve done it.

She still couldn’t figure out why he’d
wanted to ‘romance’ her in the first place.

Ok, so dogs humped anything they could latch
on to. She didn’t know about great cats. Maybe they were just as
fuck happy?

Between the drugs they’d pumped into him and
the body paint they’d used to make her look like a cat, the poor
thing had probably thought he’d gotten hold of another
cat.

She discovered when she finally decided to
get up that she was bruised and sore. Every muscle in her body
seemed to protest.

When all was said and done, though,
considering her experience, she was in fabulous shape—head, arms,
hands, legs, fingers, and toes all still attached. No gaping wounds
with guts hanging out—no scratches even.

Her pussy felt the big scary pussy’s
presence but she thought, once she got over feeling like someone
had fucked her with a fence post, she was going to be ok.

Someone was pounding on the door and on the
verge of breaking it down by the time she got out of the shower.
Someone had been pounding on the door almost from the time she’d
leapt into the shower. She’d ignored it. She realized the fist
currently beating on the door, though, belonged to either Panas, or
one of his goons. The women screaming at her from the other side
hadn’t been able to shake the whole door frame.

He broke the door in before she could get to
it and she saw it was one of Panas’ goons. After surveying her
thoroughly from head to foot, he stepped back out of the way and
Panas sailed into the room. Grabbing her arm, he jerked her around
and looked her over.

She didn’t make the mistake of thinking it
was actually concern.

He was frowning when he stepped back.

She didn’t like the thoughts she could see
flickering through his mind.

“It is good ting you are not injured,” he
said finally.

Anger surged through her. No thanks to him,
she thought furiously. She swallowed the anger with an effort,
tamped the urge to strike out at him for being entirely responsible
for the incident and not protecting her when the cat had pounced on
her. He wasn’t pissed, but that didn’t mean he’d take any lip off
of her. The moment she opened her mouth to give him a piece of her
mind, she’d be picking herself up off the floor.

Oddly enough, as soon as she’d regained
control of her temper, she thought about the tiger and the possible
consequences, to him, of what he’d done. “What are you going to do
with the tiger?” she asked hesitantly.

His shaggy brows rose. He shrugged
elaborately. “Nothing. Get dressed. You go home and rest for
tomorrow.”

Grabbing one of the paper thin towels
provided by the management for the ‘girls’ usage after Panas and
his goons left, Kate dried herself the best she could and wrapped
the wet towel around herself. She felt the gaze of every woman in
the cramped dressing room boring into her as she went to her locker
to drag out her street clothes. Several snickers erupted as she
stepped into her panties and pulled them up.

“How’d it feel to get fucked by a
tiger?”

Kate felt her face redden. Hoping they
wouldn’t notice if she didn’t turn around, she reached instead for
her bra. “He humped me,” she lied. “Don’t get too worked up about
it.”

“That ain’t what I heard,” cooed another
voice. “The guys were all excited about it—said he fucked the hell
out of you.”

A shiver skated down Kate’s spine. It wasn’t
hard to identify at least a part of the cause.

The ‘girls’ weren’t the only ones titillated
about the attack.

The men had been excited, and that probably
included those in the audience, too. That was what that gleam was
in Panas’ eyes—dollar signs, she realized, feeling a wave of nausea
wash over her. He was probably already counting the money people
would pay to watch a woman get fucked by a tiger.

It didn’t take much for her imagination to
supply her with a vivid picture of it.

The second shiver that skated through her
wasn’t one she was willing to identify.

Ignoring the spiteful speculation behind
her, Kate focused on dressing, trying to figure out what, if
anything, she could do to prevent herself from becoming a part of
the woman vs tiger act she knew Panas was currently putting
together in his mind.

* * * *

Sergei’s bliss over his woman lasted right
up until the moment she slipped from his grip and took off.
Instinctively, he tried to surge to his feet to give chase. The
collar around his neck was an instant, brutal reminder of his
current circumstances. He fell down as he reached the end of his
tether, but scrambled to his feet again. Ignoring the fact that the
collar was choking off his air, he surged against it anyway, trying
to break loose in his determination to get to her before she could
escape him completely. Finally, his knees wobbled and he collapsed
from lack of air, rolling onto the floor and gasping for
breath.

The sting of a needle caused a new reality
to descend upon him.

He’d been so enthralled by the woman he’d
completely forgotten the need to behave himself if he wanted to
avoid being drugged again.

Rage flickered to life briefly, but he felt
the effects of the drug dragging him down toward oblivion within
moments and discovered it was all he could do just to keep his eyes
open.

The lion-man, no doubt enraged that Sergei
had come out the winner in their contest to see which of them got
hold of the female, roared and charged against his chain, trying to
get to Sergei until he got a dose of the ‘happy juice’, as well.
Sergei smiled a loopy self-satisfied feline smile at the bastard as
they led him away. Maybe he was going back into the damned cage,
but he’d gotten the woman, by damned! His chest swelled with
pleasure.

Mine, he snarled at the lion-man as
he passed him.

Not that he was worried about it. He’d
marked her, rubbed his scent all over her while he’d plowed into
that delectably tight little hole of hers. He’d smelled her
pleasure in the taking, heard her faint groans, felt her body
shatter just as his had.

She knew she was his.

He was almost content as he settled in his
cage again, felt only a faint flicker of anger when he heard the
door slammed shut. Her scent still lingered on him, in his
nostrils. He could smell her sex on his.

He also picked up the faint tang of blood
and for the first time doubt shook him, guilt tugged at him.

He stared down at the faint smears on his
cock in consternation, trying to bring enough order to his floating
brain to figure out what had happened, why the blood was there. Her
time, he wondered dizzily? No, he decided, it didn’t have that
scent to it. It was fresh blood, from a fresh wound.

He’d hurt her, he realized in dismay.

And that was when it abruptly dawned on him
that he’d still been in beast form when he’d taken her. Feeling a
coldness wash through him, he bent his head to sniff for any other
signs of blood, trying to remember exactly what he’d done. All he
could remember, though, was the mindless frenzy to have her that
had washed over him when she’d lifted her hips for him.

He’d thought she was offering herself.

What the hell had he done?

* * * *

Kate had no real awareness of what it was
that was floating in the back of her mind while she dallied,
waiting for the other dancers to be on their way. On a conscious
level, it was nothing more than a great reluctance to leave with
them. They’d enjoyed her humiliation way too much. She didn’t want
to risk being accosted in the parking lot by a group of them and
enduring more.

It was going to be hell working with them
now, she thought, not that it had been smooth sailing before.
They’d made fun of her when Panas had first dragged her in to work
for him because she was older than they were. And she’d given them
plenty to laugh about when she’d been learning the ropes. She’d
tried her best to hide the fact that she was miserably
uncomfortable about having to walk around naked, or the next thing
to naked, all of the time, but with indifferent success. That
insecurity had also made her awkward at dancing, although,
ordinarily, she loved to dance and thought she was fairly good at
it.

They’d hated her worse when the crowd had
decided they liked her.

She didn’t particularly care that they
didn’t like her—she didn’t like them, but there was no getting
around the fact that their antipathy made a rotten job even harder
to bear.

Now that they had something new to jeer at
her about it was going to be even rougher for a while.

Maybe a long while if Panas was thinking
what she was afraid he was thinking.

She hoped she was wrong, but she knew in her
gut she wasn’t. The club was sleazy to start with because Panas was
the king of sleaze. If he thought the incident had been well
received by the audience, he wasn’t going to have any qualms at all
about making her repeat the ‘performance’ until everybody got tired
of it.

Or the tiger got tired of fucking her and
decided to eat her.

One of the two.

As the last of the dancers finally left,
Kate grabbed her purse and headed out of the dressing room.
Glancing both ways down the hall, she turned in the opposite
direction from the way that led out, heading toward the large
storeroom at the back of the club where the loading docks were. The
cats were huge and she doubted they would’ve moved them far after
the men had unloaded their cages.

She discovered her hunch was right as soon
as she slipped into the store room. Two of Panas’ goons were
entertaining themselves with poking at the cats with the control
poles. The moment she stepped into the room, she heard the low,
threatening growls of the cats.

The bastards, she thought angrily. It wasn’t
bad enough the poor cats were in cages barely big enough to turn
around in? It wasn’t bad enough they had them drugged until they
hardly knew which end was up? They had to worry the living shit out
of them besides?

She glared at the men impotently, knowing
there was nothing she could do. They were as mean as Panas and just
as likely to slap her head off if she mouthed off at them.

It made her feel sick to her stomach to
watch them. For several moments she wavered, trying to decide
whether to stick around and hope they got called away so that she’d
get the chance to see the cats, or to just leave.
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