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      Captain Easton looked up as a woman—a civilian contractor—came into his office. As two sailors and the Big XO forcibly assisted her, it was obvious she didn’t want to be there.

      She looked more than slightly disheveled. Her hair was a mess; sweat had dissolved her makeup and, most uncomfortable to Easton, her inner thighs, revealed by her barely-there mini skirt, glistened with evidence of her multiple orgasms.

      He scrubbed his hands over his face and turned his groan into a deep sigh.

      “Ah hell. What was wrong with her?” He demanded of Scott. The sailors held her arms. Easton knew if they let her go, she’d run right back to the Lynx unit, and it seemed they didn’t want her.

      Scott shrugged. “No idea. They were happy enough to fuck her, but they didn’t want to keep her.”

      The woman tried to twist away. “Let me go back. I know I can make them happy.”

      Easton and Scott exchanged a look. Easton shook his head. “They’ve made up their minds. You’re not who they want.”

      If not Rebecca Crammer—attractive, athletic, and very excited about being with them, Rebecca Crammer; willing to give up her family and remain permanently on Night View to be with them, Rebecca Crammer, then who? Easton was sure he’d got it right this time.

      It would have been good for him, Easton acknowledged. Would have let him put to bed what turned out to be a vexing problem.

      Her eyes pleading, she looked at him. “Let me try--“

      Easton shook his head and cursed silently to himself.

      When he’d agreed to take command of Night View island, he didn’t realize he’d be called on to find a woman for the men.

      Were they men? Easton grimaced. Not anymore.

      The genetic manipulation did more than change their outward appearances. It did more than give them the strength, senses, and abilities of the animal genetics they were spliced with. Each of the sailors involved had formed a sort of pack mentality with their other unit members. Now, one of those units, Lynx, wanted a woman. A mate, they kept saying. Not a mate for each of the...men. Nothing so straightforward. One woman for all five of them.

      And they were being damned persnickety about it. None of the women presented had been acceptable. Oh, they’d fucked the women. Thoroughly. And for a prolonged period. Then shoved every one of them out of their shared quarters, insisting they weren’t what they wanted. No explanation other than saying they didn’t want to breed any of the women offered.

      Breed. That tantalizing word was the reason Easton kept trying to find the right woman. The scientists responsible for the alterations were certain the men could reproduce and were quite certain the product of that...breeding...would be Pantherae, the name scientists had given to the men altered with large cat genes. Pantherae born, not created. No need for the painful genetic splicing. The scientists were hedging, saying it was only a hypothesis that required testing (aka, a Panthera getting a woman pregnant). But they were all excited about the possibility.

      Easton’s suggestion of artificial insemination was met with stony refusal by all the units. Something about the genetic changes made the units, even the ones who hadn’t shown an interest in acquiring a mate, possessive over any potential offspring. If there were any “cubs,” as Lynx unit called them, they would be raised by them. Like a family.

      It was a nightmare.

      But the chance to have those genetic enhancements occur naturally, rather than always having to splice the genes, was too good to pass up.

      “That will be all.”

      Dismissing the group, he swiveled his chair to look out the window, only half listening as Rebecca begged Scott to give her another chance with the Pantherae. And if not them, then couldn’t she try with another unit?

      He had to hand it to Lynx. Because of the genetic changes, they looked like beasts, like animals; and he was pretty sure they fucked like animals. He’d thought finding a woman would be his biggest problem. Instead, he’d had a line of single women out the door. Whatever they were doing to the women he sent, left them begging for more.

      Unbidden, lines from an early medical report about the changes to the men’s physiology flitted through his mind. Was that why the women were so eager to be with them? Because their cocks were now⁠—

      The sound of his office door shutting cut off Rebecca’s pleas and the path Easton’s mind had taken. Sitting, he drummed his fingers on his desktop. He was a problem solver, and it frustrated him that had yet to solve this problem.

      An email popped up, and he swiveled to face his screen. He scowled when he saw it was about that annoying journalist, Jennifer What’s-Her-Name. He’d tried to lead her off track, but none of the diversions were working. The dogged woman was getting too close to finding out about Project Feral Force, the name of the project that created the Pantherae and Night View island.

      He leaned back in his chair, information from the comprehensive dossier he’d requested on the journalist drifting through his mind.

      He sat up with a start.

      Could that be it? Could it be something as simple as that?

      It didn’t make sense. But what did that matter? Feral Force being successful didn’t make sense. Yet it was.

      Actually...when he thought about the Pantherae’s backgrounds and the way they’d bonded together…

      He scratched his chin. It did somewhat make sense.

      It was at least worth trying. He pulled his chair forward and composed a response email.

      Either this plan would solve both his problems or— He shrugged.

      If it didn’t, then at least he’d be able to rid himself of the pesky journalist.

      He pressed his intercom and asked his assistant to bring back Scott.

      When the Big XO returned, Easton laid out his plan.

      “I’ll see if someone from Clark Lake can set the trap,” said Scott. “It could take a month or two to implement.”

      “Once she’s taken the bait, we’ll surface, but keep everyone restricted to the island. I want to be ready to submerge as soon as she’s onboard.”
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      Jennifer Conrad had been on this dinky motorboat alone, in the middle of the ocean, watching the island for three full days, and she had just about had it.

      She’d been ready to give up the stakeout for the last fifteen hours. Pack it in and return to the run-down marina where she’d rented the fishing boat. But the marina was a full day’s travel from the uninhabited-looking island; an island she spent the better part of a year finding. She couldn’t stand the thought of giving up. Especially not when there a chance she was close to her goal.

      She lowered her binoculars. A soft breeze pulled at the filmy sundress that covered her bikini. The weather couldn’t be beat. She might not be breaking the story of the century, but at least she was getting a heck of a tan.

      Since graduating from college two years ago, and becoming a freelance journalist, Jennifer had broken some big stories. She was dogged. She wasn’t put off by a door slammed in her face or threatening messages telling her some version of, “back off, or else” (Really, couldn’t people get more creative than, “Drop your investigation, bitch or you’ll get what’s coming to you!”?). So when she’d heard whispers of the military using an unknown island as a base for unsanctioned black ops missions—an island that people insisted didn’t exist—she started poking around.

      And promptly found nothing. Except a single, bananas conspiracy theory that the island wasn’t for black ops, but was for super top secret genetic testing, and that the government was trying to create super soldiers.

      Yeah right.

      She would have let the story go and moved on to something else except a month ago she was in D.C., crossing at a crosswalk when a man coming from the opposite side grabbed her arm and hissed, “Stop looking for Night View and forget about Project Feral Force, or you’ll be sorry.” The man disappeared into the crowd before Jennifer could get over her shock and follow him.

      Rather than terrifying her, the warning electrified her—and gave her new information. Which meant new leads to follow.

      Searching for information on a program called Feral Force gave her absolutely nothing beyond the wild conspiracy theory, which she’d already dismissed. Not even in the furthest reaches of the dark web was she able to find a promising piece of information.

      After unearthing nothing on Night View, she’d mulled it over, playing the man’s words over and over in her head.

      “Stop looking for Night View…”

      Not expecting anything but with nothing to lose, she’d searched for Night View island, filing multiple FOIAs. To her surprise, this search led her in a new direction and unearthed a source.

      Two weeks ago, an anonymous source had emailed her the coordinates of the mysterious Night View island. So she’d grabbed her go-bag and hopped the next flight to this part of the world.

      Since making her way to the island three days ago, she’d been observing it from a safe distance, and had even stealthily sailed around it.

      And hadn’t seen a single sign of life beyond birds and turtles.

      No indication of a military presence. And no signs of genetically altered super soldiers. Uninhabited was the only way to describe the island.

      She got conned. She had fallen for an elaborate joke, although she couldn’t see the humor in it. Who would do such a thing? Troll was as good a guess as any.

      That approach in D.C., though… She didn’t think trolls left their mamas’ basements.

      As far as she could see, the two options left to her were to return to the marina—which meant scraping all the months of hard work she’d put into the story—and hope to move on to another story quickly or…

      She could go to the island.

      Not yet ready to admit she’d fallen for a hoax, Jennifer prepared to pull up the anchor. It was the middle of the day, and if anything or anyone was living on the island, they would see her coming. Jennifer was positive there was no one to see her approach, but her sense of professionalism insisted she look around the island to verify it was deserted before heading home. Where she would put this whole thing behind her.

      Earlier, she’d noticed a small bay on the far side that looked like a promising spot to drop anchor. She headed in that direction.

      The sun blazed down, and as she got closer, Jennifer admired how pretty the island was. It looked like a picture-book paradise. Trees covered the mountain that was almost exactly in the center of the island. Through her binoculars, she spied a waterfall rushing into secret areas hidden by the tree cover. The sand covering the bay’s beach looked silky soft, and beyond the beach were the beginnings of wildflowers that formed an enchanting trail into the woods.

      Paradise.

      Jennifer anchored in the deep water off the cozy bay beneath a cliff. Putting her camera, phone, and binoculars into a waterproof bag, she hooked the ladder to the side of the boat and admired the dark blue color of the still water below her. The water was calm, and it looked warm. This would be a pleasant swim. She scanned the gold beach. It was almost a perfect crescent, and the large pieces of driftwood dotting it looked comfortable enough to sit on.

      The forest just behind the beach looked enchanting. The trees were all tall and straight and spaced evenly apart. Beautiful flowering vines draped artistically from tree to tree.

      Maybe she would spend a few days here. Explore this absolutely gorgeous island. She could write a puff piece about this forgotten paradise and perhaps recoup a little of the money she’d spent on this goose chase.

      Jennifer swung herself over the rail and descended the ladder. She’d just begun her swim to shore when a massive rogue wave swamped her, tumbling her several feet below the surface.

      After many agonizing, panicked seconds underwater, she surfaced and gulped a breath before another wave struck. The once placid cove waters churned and buffeted her, pushing her away from the island. She became disoriented. Underwater, she couldn’t tell which direction was up. And the times a wave spat her to the surface, it was for mere seconds, and the water was so choppy, she couldn’t tell which direction she was facing. If she tried to swim, would she go toward the island or away from it? Enormous waves came from every direction.

      A wave lifted her from the sea and dropped her straight down. It felt like she was being sucked to the bottom of the ocean. Her lungs burned. She fought against the pull, striving to reach the surface. Her chest ached. She forced herself not to take a breath, struggling against the instinct to inhale, knowing it would be her doom.

      She was closer to the surface now, but tired. All she could think about was air. Like looking down a tunnel, her vision narrowed and darkened at the edges. Her heart pounded in her ears and her throat was on fire with the need for air.

      Don’t breathe, she told herself desperately. But it was all she wanted to do.

      Don’t breathe, was her last thought before unconsciousness took her.

      When she stopped moving, a powerful jet stream from the sea bottom pushed her limp body to the surface of the now calm water.
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      Hands surrounded her, guiding her body through the water. Then she was up, out of the water. Cradled against something hard and warm.

      “Take a breath,” said a growly, gravely voice.

      Without opening her eyes, she complied. Her lungs filled with sweet, cool air. She was exhausted. Something had happened, although she struggled to remember what it was.

      Her eyelids fluttered, her vision incredibly unfocused. Some things?—maybe someones—surrounded her.

      Large shapes. Bulky shoulders and arms. Their faces…weren’t human. Or maybe she was too tired to make sense of what she saw.

      Fingers pressed against the side of her neck, the heat from the calloused pads seeped into her pulse point and spread warmth through her body with each heartbeat.

      Other hands, many hands, eased over her body searchingly.

      “She’s fine.” Said a different, deep voice. “No injuries.”

      “Her breathing and pulse are normal.”

      Big hands scooped her up and cradled her against a massive chest.

      Jennifer was glad she was fine. When she was under the water, she’d been certain it was the end. She was so tired. She would just shut her eyes for a few minutes.
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      Before she opened her eyes, Jennifer knew she was on land. She remembered the violent waves and her struggle to survive in the water, so it was a shock to feel solid earth beneath her.

      Her eyes fluttered a few times, and she squinted against the afternoon sun. The ground was soft. But not sand, so not the beach. She turned her head. No pain. Actually, she felt pretty good.

      Other memories tried to push in. Hazy ones of—people? She hadn’t been sure. What she saw had been confusing. She remembered the feeling of being carried out of the water. Then being told to breathe. Told she was okay. That all happened, right? She was rescued?

      She couldn’t really remember anything after being sucked beneath the water by what had seemed like some sort of underwater vacuum. Those memories refused to surface, so instead she took stock of her current surroundings.

      She was lying in a meadow of wildflowers. A few yards away from her was the start of a forest.

      And right on the edge of the meadow and the forest was a beautiful, large three-story glass and wood house. The windows on the top floor had steep peaks and balconies outside them, and a deck looked like it ran all the way around the second story. There was a tall brick chimney stack, and a stone terrace looked to surround the bottom floor.

      Not believing what she was seeing, Jennifer blinked and moved to sit up. A growl from her other side stopped her. Body tense, she turned her head.

      Oh. She must have been without oxygen for longer than she realized because what she thought she saw couldn’t be real.

      Five... Beasts? Men? What were they? Whatever they were, they surrounded her.

      She would have gasped or screamed, but her voice was too scared to leave her throat.

      They looked like men, but they couldn’t be men because they also looked like beasts.

      Not a single one of them was under six-two. They all had wide, muscular chests and thighs; they were naked except for wet boxer-briefs that left nothing to the imagination.

      It couldn’t be...!

      Even as she stared at them, her brain refused to accept what she was seeing.

      Genetically altered...

      Super soldiers…

      No. Just no. What she was seeing couldn’t be real. Couldn’t be humans and could not have ever been humans. But there was no way to deny what was right in front of her.

      Even though they looked different from each other, they also looked similar. Dazedly, she stared at them. She blinked, trying to accept what she saw.

      They had fur on their shoulders and chests and some on their thighs. So short that at first she thought they were intricate tattoos. But those were definitely orange and black tiger stripes on the shoulders and chest of the one with curly hair, sun-tanned skin, and green eyes rimmed in gold. And the blond...the markings across his ribs were like a white tiger. Two of them were Black: one was slightly lighter and had gold-rimmed hazel eyes, and she could just detect the dark rosette pattern of a jaguar. The other’s fur was solid black like a panther. And the last one had warm brown skin and the golden fur of a mountain lion.

      Their muscles were overdeveloped. Strong necks, deep chests, large hands. Corded calves and thighs bulging with strength. They had wide high cheekbones and slightly flattened noses.

      She swallowed.

      Their eyes were human. Or would have been human, if not for the very predatory fix to them. Or the light gold band encircling the irises. That gold color was the exact color of the eyes of a lion that got a little too close to her Jeep when she was doing a piece on lion populations in Botswana.

      Jennifer’s heart tried to pound its way out of her chest.

      As alarming as the fur was, and their sheer size, those weren’t their most terrifying features. They all had large, white sharp fangs where their incisors should be.

      Jennifer knew this because they snarled at her.

      Words dredged from the far recesses of her brain. Project Feral Force. Were they...feral?

      She shivered.

      They had her surrounded.

      They were unnervingly still and stared at her. Moving as slowly as she could, she sat up.

      She cleared her throat. “I⁠—”

      The blond with white tiger stripes growled at her and flashed his fangs. She immediately clamped her mouth shut. His eyes were arctic-blue rimmed with gold.

      Jennifer wasn’t afraid of most things, but she was afraid now. She hadn’t a clue how to handle this situation.

      Please don’t let them kill me, she prayed silently. Anything but that. I’m not ready to die.

      He dropped onto his haunches, leaned towards her and sniffed. The damp fur on his chest grazed her upper arm. Jennifer jerked, earning another growl, which made her freeze.

      She tried not to make a sound, whilst trying to think of a way to move without it looking like she was moving.

      The other four moved closer and sniffed her. Her hair, her arms and legs. Her dress, which clung to her wet form.

      She tried to draw up her legs, thinking it was better to stand, but hastily fell still when she received a low growl from the one sniffing her neck. The warm breath over her skin made a not-unpleasant chill skate down her spine.

      “I—”

      A harsh growl cut her off. Okay, moving or speaking might not be good ideas right now. Drawing a breath, she let it out slowly, trying to press down the panic that wanted to swamp her. She would be still and quiet until she knew what was going on. She concentrated on breathing evenly.

      Did they want to kill her? Did they want to eat her? Those weren’t the fangs of a vegetarian.

      They kept getting closer until she could feel the fur on their forearms and shoulders brush her skin almost constantly.

      The one with fur so dark it looked solid black dropped his shaved head into the crook of her neck. She felt his warm flesh and his surprisingly soft lips against her skin.

      “Gah—”

      He growled, and it reverberated against her neck.

      She pressed her lips together, swallowing the rest of the sound. Maybe he was after the water on her skin? Cats were weird about water, right? She didn’t know.

      He licked the spot where her neck met her shoulder. Chills shivered down her chest to her groin, and she sucked in her breath, gasping in shock. Her whole body tightened.

      The one with gold-green eyes and orange and black tiger stripes lowered to his haunches in front of her. Briefly their gazes connected. His nostrils flared as he took a deep breath and leaned towards her.

      Okay. It’s okay. You’re okay, she told herself. So far, they hadn’t hurt her. They were just...checking her out.

      Then she went still with shock and confusion when his lips flitted over her jawline, down her neck and around her collarbone.

      Her breathing became shaky, and she twitched. In shock, she felt her nipples harden under her bikini top and poke at her wet, translucent sundress. What was happening to her? Why was her body responding this way?

      The beast skated his lips around the neckline of her dress before skimming lower. He was barely touching her. Jennifer tried to control her breathing and hold still, but her body was falling into confusion and chaos. Pleasurable sensations moved through her, even as her brain urged her to run, to find safety.

      Another beast trailed a warm, calloused hand down her arm at the same time the one exploring her chest with his lips slowly skimmed his mouth across first one visible nipple, then the other.

      Panic flashed through Jennifer, and she jerked. This time the growls didn’t stop her from moving as she pulled her feet under her and tried to stand, but the big hand that had been caressing her arm now pressed on her shoulder to keep her in place. She almost screamed but clamped her mouth shut, muffling it to a gasp.

      Don’t do anything to make them think you’re aggressive. Cats are territorial, right? Maybe they don’t want to eat you. Maybe they’re just checking out an interloper to their territory.

      The dark one who’d licked her neck so pleasurably growled, then pressed nibbling, biting kisses along her shoulder. He gripped the spaghetti strap of her dress in his teeth and tugged.

      A low, rumbling purr came from behind her. She tried to smother a gasp when what felt like an enormous erection brushed against her back.

      They’re not interested in killing me, she realized through a haze of shock—and astonishingly, spreading desire. They don’t want to eat me. They want to — to⁠—

      She shut her eyes and shivered when the one in front of her dropped his mouth against her abdomen, and tongued her belly button through the damp cotton. In a daze, she looked down at the top of his curly head.

      Sex is much better than death. She told herself this as sexual arousal caused goose pimples to shiver over her skin.

      Jennifer’s breasts felt swollen and achy. Her thighs shifted restlessly, and arrows of arousal whistled through her. What was wrong with her? Dangerous man-beasts surrounded her and it was turning her on?

      She was a virgin, and never in her wildest dreams had she imagined this would be her first sexual experience. But she much preferred the thought of sex with five—were they men? Had they ever been?—of sex with them over dying.

      Someone tongued her nipple through the fabric, and her body arched into the caress. Mingled desire and shock spiraled through her.

      But since they didn’t seem to like it when she spoke, how was she supposed to let them know she was a willing participant?

      Slowly, she raised her hand to touch the head of the beast with the jaguar rosettes suckling her breasts. His hair was in short twists, and he stiffened at her touch, but when her fingers moved caressingly against his head, he purred and suckled harder. The feel of the vibrations against her nipple sent an assault of pleasure through her. Unable to stop herself, Jennifer moaned.

      Watching her through narrowed eyes, the curly-haired, tiger-striped beast gave an approving rumble, and leaned towards her again. He skimmed his mouth lower on her abdomen, nearer her crotch. Anticipation spiked through her, and Jennifer’s fingers tightened against the black twists.

      A big hand cupped her shoulder and pressed until she reclined against a hard, furred chest. The feel of the fur-covered, muscular chest made her shiver.

      The curly-haired tiger man slid his hands up her thighs, pushing her dress up. The one at her breasts moved to her other nipple, and she whimpered and closed her eyes. Lips whispered across her shoulder. The chest against her back vibrated with deep purrs. Five pairs of hands glided over her front. She could hardly breathe. She was being touched almost everywhere.

      She wanted to blame it on her recent lack of oxygen, but her fear was gone. Replaced by pleasure at what they were doing, and anticipation of what they would do to her.

      Delicious pulses flooded her body. Starting from every place they touched her and traveling straight to her groin.

      She was flooded somewhere else she realized with shock when she felt the beast lift her dress hem above her bikini bottoms. He pressed his head against the skimpy triangle and inhaled deeply against the wet fabric.

      Not just wet from the ocean. Jennifer blinked at the sky as sensation overcame her senses. He ran his tongue along the string that crossed her hip.

      Multiple hands lifted the dress over her head, leaving her in her revealing bikini.

      Low growls and a few purrs rumbled from the beasts; although they didn’t sound scary. They sounded approving. Interested.

      The other one with gold fur and an olive skin tone joined the jaguar one licking her nipples through the triangles of her top. Her head dropped back onto a rock-hard shoulder, and she moaned at the exquisite sensations. Her abdomen trembled with the need to move. Hands slid up her legs, urging them apart, and with a shuddering sigh she parted them.

      She hadn’t known it was possible to be this aroused. Her nipples ached, and her pussy was throbbing. The beast behind her shifted, slipped away and multiple hands eased her down onto the soft earth. She went willingly. The scent of warm earth and wildflowers infused the air.

      They knelt above her, surrounding her. At some point, when she’d been caught up in the sensations their caresses elicited, the beasts-men had stripped out of their underwear. Jennifer shivered and bit her lip as she looked at them. All five cocks were rock hard and glistened. And they were huge in proportion to their overall massive size. Alarm sparked within her.

      She just wasn’t sure she could take such enormous members into her body.

      She had never had more than a passing interest in sex. Mostly because the few men she’d dated hadn’t interested her sexually. She hadn’t felt desire for any of them and would stop seeing them once they showed an interest in moving beyond kissing. She’d assumed she just had a very low sex drive. But how she felt now proved that wasn’t the case!

      The curly-haired one moved between her parted thighs and boldly slid his hand against her pussy, stroking her clit through the bikini material. She gave a crying gasp and arched into the caress, shocked at the intensity of the sensations that rocketed through her. He growled in satisfaction, and his hand pressed more firmly. Her hips arched into his palm.

      Two heads lowered to her breasts, skillful tongues moving over her nipples, and she cried out again. The new sensations she was feeling were almost too much to bear.

      Then the hand between her legs was gone. Her whimper of discontent changed to a shocked cry of pleasure when a hot breath wafted over her center before a tongue rubbed her clit through the thin, wet bikini. She spread her legs, giving wider access.

      She wasn’t aware that, even though her moans were loud, they didn’t growl at her.

      Her bikini top was removed, but she was too lost in a sexual haze to notice or care. For the first time in her life, she was fully inside her body, not just in her head.

      The two who had tongued her through the material immediately fell onto her bared breasts with low, arousing snarls and deep purrs vibrating their chests. She tried to press into their hot mouths without losing contact with the devilish tongue still licking her through her bikini bottom. A warm, calloused hand stroked across her belly and up her side to her shoulder. She looked up.

      Two beasts knelt above her. Her eyes fixed on their bobbing erections.

      She licked her lips. They shouldn’t do all the work. And Jennifer could admit to herself that she was desperate to touch at least one of the unbelievable erections pointed at her.

      She might be a virgin, but she went to college. She understood male anatomy, and she knew these erections were longer and thicker than average. Their testicles were larger, and heavy-looking.

      Slowly she lifted her hand and circled one of the erection heads lightly with her fingertip while she stared into the gold-rimmed black eyes of the beast with a shaved head and black skin and fur. He rewarded her with an approving groan and thrust his hips forward. When her fingers slid down his shaft, he purred. She slid her hand against his erection, marveling at how he was too thick around for her to close her fingers; at the way his cock jumped and swelled even more at her light touch. She closed her hand as best she could and stroked the hot flesh.

      Her other hand was lifted, and she turned her head to watch as the one with white tiger markings pressed her palm against his cock. His shockingly blue eyes burned against their gold rim. She grasped him willingly, eagerly, and pumped the two erections.

      Her back arched, and her head dropped back against the soft ground as she moaned. Two of them were sucking her breasts, two of them were using her hands and one of them was tonguing her clit through her bikini. And five pairs of warm, calloused hands were stroking every inch of her exposed skin. Pleasure rolled through her.

      The one between her legs pressed his tongue against her pussy entrance, pushing some of the soaked material inside her. Jennifer twisted, moaning. The beasts tormenting her breasts pressed against her skin, brushing their furred, muscular bodies against her feminine one and turning her skin into flames of desire. A delicious haze engulfed her mind and body.

      She arched and cried out, orgasm overtaking her. It was far stronger than any release she’d ever given herself, and she could hardly stand the pleasure that rushed over her and through her, certain it would kill her.

      Her bikini bottom, the remaining strip of clothing between her and complete nakedness, was torn away while she arched and twisted. She was so caught up in the immense pleasure flooding her she was barely conscious of that scrap of material disappearing. Though she did notice when they stopped touching her.

      She moaned, bereft, when the two cocks left her hands, and the hot, hungry mouths released her nipples; when the head between her thighs moved away. She panted harshly and stared at the sky.

      That had been...that had been really good. But the sex hadn’t gone as far as she’d assumed they’d take it, and a part of her felt cheated.

      When you’re back in your right mind, you’ll be glad this is all that happened, she chided herself.

      Unexpectedly, she was lifted off the ground. Up, up, up in the air as the beast who’d so thoroughly tongued her pussy, tossed her over his shoulder.

      The shock of going from the most powerful sensations she’d ever felt in her life, to being upside down, drained away her euphoria and brought her back to her senses.

      “Hey—”

      Her protest broke off in a squeak when he slapped her naked ass.

      Hanging over his shoulder, staring at his muscular back, Jennifer told herself to go with it. Reminded herself that her plan to not get killed was working—and so far she’d enjoyed how it worked—so she shouldn’t ruin it now.

      This might not be how she ever dreamed of losing her virginity, but it was so far so good.

      So very, very good.

      The beast lowered her to a raised surface. It was hard and cool against her skin but not uncomfortable.

      She lay there submissively and wondered what they were going to do to her next. The sound of scraping metal had her raising her head to look around.

      They were at the house, on the terrace. She was on an outdoor table, and the beasts had moved the matching chairs away. A few feet away was a beautiful outdoor fireplace and seating area.

      The beasts exchanged a few growls between them, and Jennifer blinked. Those growls sounded almost like they were having a conversation. Was that how they communicated? Had the genetic changes caused them to lose the power of human speech?

      Before her journalist mind could consider that possibility further, she discovered why they moved her when the one with the shaved head gently grasped her shoulders and shifted her on the table so her head was closer to one edge. The table wasn’t long, and her legs dangled from the other side, her bottom hanging a little off the edge. Then he pressed his erection against her cheek and when she turned her face, he rubbed it against her lips.

      Instinctively, Jennifer parted her lips. He was huge and firm, and nearly too wide to fit. His cock felt hot against her tongue. She’d never sucked a cock before and she wasn’t sure what to do, but when she pressed her lips around him as firmly as she could she received an approving growl.

      He put his big hands on her shoulders, stroked her collarbone with his rough thumbs before gripping her shoulders firmly. He held her still and thrust his cock further into her mouth. She whimpered, unsure how much of him she could take. But she was held in place, and he was in control of how much of his thick, long dick she took. Sudden excitement filled her, moistening her already slick pussy folds. He went deeper with each stroke, his dick pushing into her throat.

      She panicked until she realized she could breathe through her nose. Soon he started a rhythm of quick strokes interspersed with deeper thrusting, and she quickly got the hang of sucking him and swirling her tongue against the underside of his stiff member. Her tongue encountered something rigid just under his cockhead. She licked it and it jumped and grew slightly larger. He groaned then purred.

      The feel of him moving so forcefully in and out of her mouth, taking his pleasure from her, made her pussy clench, and her nipples hardened almost painfully. She loved how he felt in her mouth. He was hard as steel, but his skin was velvet, and the scent of him was woodsy and citrusy.

      Suddenly his shaft pulsed, and a small amount of warm liquid filled her mouth. Instinctively, she swallowed; it tasted delicious.

      Seconds later, warmth suffused her mouth and throat, causing her to relax. Her breasts swelled and became heavy, and an aching emptiness made her pussy clench. Her hips arched in desperate need, and she gave a keening whine that was muffled by the cock in her mouth. Desire made her skin tingle.

      She hadn’t been able to take all of him into her mouth, but now she needed to. Craved it. She tilted her head, pressed her tongue against the underside of his shaft, against the rigid form there, and encouraged him to thrust deeper. She sucked hard, hoping to be given more of that delicious liquid.

      While she eagerly sucked the cock, calloused palms spread her legs wide and lifted them onto a pair of broad, hard-muscled shoulders. Furred arms moved up her thighs, and hands cupped her bottom. A breath wafted over her exposed pussy, then a mouth covered her center.

      Jennifer’s eyes flew wide, and she cried out around the cock thrusting into her mouth.

      A long, raspy-rough tongue swirled around her clit, then speared deep inside her small, slick channel. He alternated between licking her slick, tender folds, teasing her clit, and tongue-fucking her clenching channel. His mouth surrounded her tiny bundle of nerves, and he purred, the vibrations going from her groin to every never ending and cell in her body. The pleasure was too great. She bucked and twisted against the skillful mouth until hard hands had to pin her in place. That delicious tongue went deeper, stroked faster. She moaned and whimpered and sucked harder at the cock in her mouth.

      Her hands were pressed around straining, thick erections. She grasped them eagerly. Shivers of pleasure coursed through her when the cocks thrust against her palms. Calloused fingertips toyed with her nipples, sending bolts of pleasure from the hard, desperate points straight to her clit. Her fingers explored them, discovering the same sensitive ridges on them as on the cock she was sucking.

      The cock in her mouth pulled out, and she whimpered in protest, moving her head to chase it.

      Another beast joined the one that had been fucking her mouth, and she greedily parted her lips for the shaft he presented. She took him deep on his first thrust, a thrill shooting through her at the sound of his harsh, wild growl.

      She took turns taking the two beasts. Sucking them and licking them, and eagerly swallowing the small pulses of fluid that each of them gave her. With each pulse she felt warmer, more aroused, more relaxed and able to take them deeper into her mouth, until they were thrusting into her throat in rhythm with the tongue fucking her core, and she loved it.

      She didn’t want it to ever stop. She didn’t want the tongue tormenting her pussy to ever stop. She didn’t want the cocks thrusting into her hands and mouth, or the hands caressing her breasts to ever stop.

      Her hips arched against the hands holding them, her center clamped around the tongue fucking her. A needy, achy desire filled her core.

      Another orgasm engulfed her. The two beasts toying with her breasts bent to suck and nibble her tender, hard points. The two using her mouth alternated with each other and stroked deeper, harder, faster. The beast on her pussy licked her clit, alternating with tongue-fucking her deeply. The sandpaper feel of his tongue caused her orgasm to go on and on. And on.

      Then the one in her mouth froze, his hand clamping the back of her head, holding her in place. The hard nub she’d felt with her tongue suddenly grew, pressing down onto her tongue as he orgasmed down her throat. She swallowed; his cum warm and delicious. He came for a long time before pulling away, the thing beneath his cock rubbing across her tongue as he stepped back.

      Before she could see what it was, the second one was pressing into her mouth; a thick protrusion beneath his cock pressing against her tongue as he too came. Again she swallowed, some of his cum running onto her chin.

      The two using her hands forced her hands to move faster as they simultaneously suckled her breasts. She gasped, her body straining to arch, the pleasure coursing through her too much to bear. The tongue shoved deep into her pussy, and she cried out in bliss.

      The two beasts pulled their mouths away from her breasts. They thrust into her hands. Two strokes of her hands later and they came on her chest. Their hot release covered her nipples and heated her skin. When they pulled their spent cocks from her hands, she could finally see what had extended below their cocks, and she gasped quietly in shock. It was a small, but thick, almost hook-shaped appendage.

      The beast tongue fucking her rose above her. Through a daze of pleasure, she saw it was the one with the jaguar rosettes. His gold-rimmed hazel eyes captured hers as he pulled her legs around his lean, furred hips. His lips pulled back in a snarl, he stared at her and thrust his cock into her virgin cunt.
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