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Chapter One

Dominic narrowed his eyes at the group
that had stopped at the bars to peer in at them. They couldn’t
speak when they were in cat form--which would have been dangerous
even if they were able to. But they had developed a cat language to
communicate in that form--crude--simple--but better than nothing
when they spent 99% of their time in cat form--their natural
skin--Siberian tiger, to be precise.

Which they had since they had been
captured as cubs and then shipped across the great water to a jail
for animals.

Hair like
mother.

Xavier lifted his head and
slitted a look in that direction. Not. Always say yellow hair like
mother.

Anger flickered through
Dominic. Yes. I remember.

Not remember. Mother hair
red like mine.

Dominic decided to ignore
that. They were
the same age--from the same litter. His memory was as good as
Xavier’s.

Which meant that neither of them had a
very clear memory of their mother--not in human skin. They had only
been a few weeks old when the hunter had killed their mother and
taken them to sell them. They had grown up in the place where they
lived now.

He could not say that it was a good
place, but the humans were not cruel. They could not hunt--were not
allowed to, but they were fed and given water. They had a pretend
place that was not much like the lair he remembered or the way home
wood had looked, but they could watch the humans for entertainment
when they came by. And they had learned much about their ways just
from watching.

The humans did not speak the language
of their mother, though, and it took them a very long time to begin
to understand it and they still could not pronounce the words like
they should--like the humans did.

Because they could not practice
without the risk of getting caught.

Nice. Round. Much
meat.

Tink eat? Or fuck? She hab
mate.

Dominic got up and went off to
sulk.

If Xavier was not going to play the
game, there was no point in listening to him.

The female the humans had thrown into
the pen with them came loping up when he reached the water hole and
he whipped around to meet the charge.

She swerved at the last moment and
made a pretense of only coming to quench her thirst.

She hunkered down, though, and
twitched her tail at him in invitation.

She was in heat.

The humans had brought her from
somewhere else for them to breed her.

Which was why they had decided it was
time to make a break for it--something they had been plotting
almost since they had arrived and still had not
implemented.

It was not that he had no interest at
all in fucking her. He was horny and she was handy--and in
heat--and he might have considered it if it was just
fucking.

She was not one of the people,
though.

And she was in heat and he was not
about to risk getting a cub on her and allowing his child to grow
up in the same prison that he had spent his life in.

Or allow a feline to rear his
cub.

He and Xavier--they were neither
feline nor human but they were both and something else. If he could
not find a mate among his own kind, though, he was leaning more
toward a human woman.

In point of fact, he had had his eye
on their doctor since she had come to work at the animal prison. He
found her … appealing--in all the ways that counted.

Meaning he did want to fuck
her.

Not necessarily to breed her, but to
fuck, yes.

Xavier did not like her.

He hated the dart she used to knock
him out and the things he endured at her hands when he was not able
to fend her off.

Truthfully,
he did not like that
either, but he would fuck her if he got the chance. He definitely
would.

He was almost ready to fuck the
toothy, psycho bitch with the long claws, in point of fact--that
snarled at him and threatened to rip his throat out one moment and
wagged her pussy in his face the next.

Because she was in heat
and she had
brought it to his attention that his dick was not just for
pissing.

He shook the thought.

It would not be safe to stay now that
the humans were trying to breed them. They could not do that and
leave their young to the life they had had.

They could not take the tigress with
them if they bred on her.

And the humans would begin to wonder
what was wrong with them if they refused to breed the
female.

Then they could be looking at being
put down and cut up for study.

Maybe they would try more times to
breed them with other females--but now that they realized they were
mature enough to breed--or had simply decided they wanted to breed
them--it would become increasingly dangerous to refuse to accept
any female tiger.

Xavier groused that they were not
ready. Their chances of pulling it off were low, very
low.

Even he did not think they were ready,
did not believe that they had learned enough to pass without notice
among the humans, but they had little choice now.

He knew that.

Xavier knew it, too.

* * * *

Dominic and Xavier were both angry as
they left their enclosure. Arguing was frustrating at any time--any
kind of discussion was--due to their limitations and the electronic
‘eyes’ the humans used to watch them. But the argument went beyond
frustration.

Dominic wanted to find a mate. Or at
least a female to fuck.

He had been wanting to fuck for a very
long time now.

He just had not understood that was
why he was so miserable until the humans had brought the female
tiger.

Now, he could hardly keep his mind off of the throbbing thing,
and he was certain that he would be able to once he had emptied his
balls so that they were not pounding like an aching
tooth.

Xavier wanted to go
home--cross the big water and find the mountain of ice where they
had been born. There, he had insisted, they would find their own
kind and then they could choose a mate that was suitable for
them.

Dominic had no argument with that part
of Xavier’s plan. He just did not see that it would be a problem to
stop only a little while to take care of his problem when they had
been stuck in their prison for years now.

They had discussed what they would do
for days.

Until the humans had come and taken
the female out of their enclosure.

They knew then that they had run out
of time to act. If they were not quick, the humans would be back
with their darts.

It was no great feat to get out of the
enclosure since it had been made to keep beasts in and they could
take human form. The locks were a little bit of a challenge, but
they were stronger than ordinary humans and that was soon done, as
well.

The dilemma came when they had left
the enclosure.

There were ‘eyes’ everywhere. They had
not actually been outside before in their memory and they had not
known they would be watched all the way through the
place.

Should they escape in beast form, they
wondered?

Or would human form work
better?

They settled near a cage that held
birds to argue over it and finally decided the beast form would be
best. The humans would know they were gone, after all, and the
beast form would allow them to leap great distances, run fast,
hide.

In human form, they had only human
skins--none of the colorful skins they wore over their natural
skin--and that alone would attract attention.

They would keep the beast form, they
decided, until they were outside of their prison, beyond the
electric eyes that watched.

Then they would find skins to cover
their bare human skins and no one would know they were the beasts
who had escaped.

They both still had reservations, but
they finally agreed that would work the best as far as they could
see.

And it did until they were outside. As
dark as it was, though, they knew even human eyes would see that
they were not covered and then they would know something was not
right.

They slunk into the shadows to
consider possibilities.

The humans had skins they put over
their skins. It seemed only reasonable that they would keep that
with their other things inside their lairs. They had only to find
where the human lairs were.

Unfortunately, they were certain they
could not afford to expose themselves as they were, and there was
very little they could see from the darkened allies.

When they reached a break, however,
where some sort of thing on wheels dashed past in both directions,
they saw a human carrying something and stopped to watch. They
might not have realized it was what they sought except the man
dropped the thing he was carrying and the contents spilled out on
the ground. Cursing, he threw everything back into the carrier and
set it inside the growling machine with wheels instead of legs and
feet. When the man went back inside the building, they rushed over
to his machine, searched until they found a way to open it, and
then grabbed the carrier and ran with it.

* * * *

Sierra was running late--going to be
late.

And probably get fired.

That was her entire focus until
something--actually two someones--caught her attention.

Anybody that lived in Vegas was used
to strange sights.

She certainly was.

But this was so very strange that it
instantly, completely diverted her.

There were two very large men standing
on the sidewalk.

One of them was holding a cardboard
sign--upside down.

The other was holding a
can.

And neither one of them was more than
half dressed and very badly at that.

One of them was wearing a t-shirt that
was so small it looked as if it had melted to his body--and it
faithfully defined absolutely every bulging muscle all over his
chest and upper arms.

Not his six pack belly because that
was fully exposed.

The ‘pants’ he was wearing looked like
boxer shorts--very big, baggy underwear--that was almost thin
enough to see everything he had and hung off his waist as if they
would continue the trek downward if he sneezed.

He had shaggy, orange-blond hair and a
face that was heart stopping.

It stopped hers anyway. Knocked the
breath out of her as if someone had punched her.

It took an effort to drag her gaze
from him to study his companion.

It came as a shock, though, to
discover he was every bit as purty as the first--maybe even more
purty.

In the face. And built just as
well.

And just as ‘on display’. Because he
was wearing pants of some kind that hardly touched him anywhere and
sagged down his hips until it looked like they would fall off--and
what those displayed made her belly shimmy--beautiful lower belly
muscles and, possibly, it was his cock holding them up because she
was pretty sure she could see the root.

He wasn’t wearing any shirt at all and
she and Sierra junior were both slobbering over those beautiful
mounds and valleys.

His hair was darker--with a tint of
orange--but black, or at least dark--where the other guy’s was
blond.

She didn’t realize that she’d stopped
dead in front of them until somebody bumped her hard enough she
staggered a couple of steps before she caught her
balance.

After staring at the guys for several
moments, she transferred her gaze to the sign. She had to tilt her
head to read it since it was upside down.

Hungry.

Oh my god!

Those poor, poor beautiful
things!

She was ready to empty her purse right
there and then even though she was as broke as a haint.

Dragging her gaze from the sign to the
pair of ripped bellies, she finally made the climb to those two
staggering faces, trying to jumpstart her brain
function.

“You guys hungry?” she
asked.

Because actually they looked like they
were starving when she met their gazes.

They stared at her blankly instead of
answering.

She pointed to the sign. “It’s upside
down, but it says ‘hungry’.”

The one holding the can glanced at the
sign.

The one holding the sign glanced down
at it and very carefully turned it. “No read,” he said in a deep,
deep growly voice that almost made her cum.

It didn’t occur to her, under the
circumstances, till a lot later to wonder how he’d written the sign
if he couldn’t read.

All she could think was that he
sounded foreign--besides sexy as hell.

She looked from one to the other. “You
guys just get here?”

They exchanged a speaking look. “Yes,”
said the one with dark hair.

She nodded, realizing abruptly that
she was late for work.

She really didn’t want to leave
them--alone--lost--hungry. And oh-my-god gorgeous!

And their can was empty.

Opening her purse, she dug around
until she found a twenty.

It hurt. It really hurt to give up
that twenty.

But there were two of them and that
also looked wholly inadequate to buy enough to feed even one of
them.

She stepped closer to drop the twenty
in the can.

She was almost instantly inundated
with the powerful scent of fresh laundry.

Unless they’d used the detergent to
bathe?

In any case--pleasant
scent.

Not that they’d looked dirty, but if
they were on the street begging they probably hadn’t seen a shower
in a while.

Unless they’d been in one of the
shelters?

“Sorry. That’s pathetic, I
know. But … Well I’m on my way to work. If you guys are still here
when I get off I can give you a little more--hopefully.”

She couldn’t bring herself to walk off
without even finding out something about them. “I’m, Sierra. What
are your names?”

They glanced at one another again.
Then the blond spoke. “I Dominic. My brudder Xavier.”

She shivered in delight. The names
were dreamy. He was dreamy and his voice was. “Where you guys
from?”

That evoked a look of consternation
from both of them. “Here,” the dark one said.

“Oh! I meant
before--originally? You both have a dreamy accent.”

They both frowned, but she thought it
was because they were thinking.

“Rushka.”

Surprise flickered through her, but
then she realized it made sense. They were pretty big people, she
thought--she’d heard.

Maybe that was Germans?

“Russia?”

“Da.”

Just off the boat and already in
trouble. That was sad. She wondered if they’d been mugged and that
was why they were flat broke and half naked, but it was none of her
business even if she had a burning desire to know more. Beyond the
fact that she couldn’t help them out even if she knew. “Well--I
have to go. I’m late. It was nice meeting you. Hopefully, I’ll see
you around.”


Chapter Two

That guess about them being mugged
seemed unlikely, Sierra thought as she hurried off to her
job.

Both of the guys were just
massive.

Who in their right mind
would even try to
mug anybody that damned big--let alone succeed?

Maybe a gang with weapons
…?

She shrugged. But she couldn’t think
of any other scenario that would fit.

She was still distracted by thoughts
of them when she got to the club, but instantly reminded of her own
problems when she spotted the floor manager.

Thankfully, he was distracted by a
guest.

She managed to slip in under the
radar, rushed to the locker room, and changed into her
uniform.

* * * *

Dominic swallowed with an effort when
the woman--Sierra--disappeared into the crowd and finally flicked a
look at Xavier.

He looked like he’d been hit with
tranq dart. As if he sensed Dominic’s glare, he finally dragged his
gaze from the point where she’d vanished and looked at his brother.
“Skinny leedle tang,” he murmured a little hoarsely. “Got no
meat.”

“Smell sweet enough ta eat
ta me,” Dominic growled testily, insulted that Xavier had insulted
his woman.

“I wouldna mind lickin’
dat ting all over,” Xavier admitted.

Dominic narrowed his eyes at his
brother. “I seen dat firs’.”

Xavier gave him a hard look. “How you
tink dat? I stand here. I see her same time.”

“You say she skinny--ain’t
got no meat.”

“Got enough make me
hungry.”

They glared at one another
challengingly, but finally backed down when someone walked by and
put something in the can.

Xavier looked around and then down at
the can and finally fished the two bills out and studied them. “You
tink dis enough ta get food?”

Dominic shrugged. “Doan know, but we
not get nuthin’ wid out dems leafs dey carry, seems ta me. Dis a
problem I not tink about.”

Xavier hated to admit it, but he
hadn’t either.

It angered him.

He felt like he should know these
things. He had watched the humans carefully all the time he was
trapped in the cage--years.

Truthfully, it had not occurred to him
at all, though.

When he was a cub, their
mother had found food for them and found
shelter. It was just there to be taken. “I tink
we might hab trouble figuring dis human ting out,” he muttered. “We
should jus’ go home.”

Dominic glared at him. Aside from the
fact that he’d already told Xavier that he wanted a woman, he
figured if it took the leafs for all things then it would take many
leafs for that. “You tink we gonna swim de big water?” he said
sarcastically.

Xavier gave him a look. “We hide on de
ship goin’ dat way.”

“You can understan’ dozes
scratchs on tings? ‘Cause I’m tinkin’ it tell dem tings we doan
know. She say dis say hungry. I no hear it say nuthin. But dey all
look at … an dere are tings like it all over de place.”

That was hard to argue when Dominic
had been standing like a dolt with his thing upside down. “Maybe
dat pretty ting help?”

Dominic felt his heart leap at the
suggestion. If she would help, she would be around for a bit and
then maybe she would let him fuck. “Still need dat leaf
stuff.”

“We eat din fin’ out,”
Xavier said decisively.

They discovered very quickly that the
skins they had found were not acceptable to go inside of the places
with food. After a brief debate, they went on the hunt for
something the humans would find acceptable.

They found a place very quickly where
there were humans inside the machines with wheels pulling up to a
very tall building. Then they would stop and get out. Other humans
would run out and grab carry baskets and then they would all go
inside.
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