
        
            
                
            
        

    

    
      Beast Bites

      Books 1 - 5

    

    




      
        Amber Foy

      

    

    
      Creature Features

    

  


  
    
      
        
        Beast Bites

        Books 1 - 5

      

        

      
        by

        Amber Foy

        © 2019

      

        

      
        The Manticore’s Mate © 2016  Amber Foy

        Under Her Stallion © 2017  Amber Foy

        Taken by the Cat-Beast © 2017  Amber Foy

        Hounded by the Alpha-Dog © 2017  Amber Foy

        A Dragon Rides Her © 2017  Amber Foy

      

        

      
        All Rights Reserved

      

        

      
        This book is for adults only and will contain:

      

        

      
        Unprotected sex, beasts of all persuasions, monster cocks, shifter/monster cunnilingus, mating bonds and virgin heroines

      

      

    

  


  
    Contents


    
    
      
        Beast Bites

      

    

    
      
        
          The Manticore’s Mate

        

      

      
        
          Under Her Stallion

        

      

      
        
          Taken by the Cat-Beast

        

      

      
        
          Hounded by the Alpha-Dog

        

      

      
        
          A Dragon Rides Her

        

      

    

    
      
        About the Author

      

      
        Also by Amber Foy

      

    

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            Beast Bites

          

        

      

    

    
      
        
        The following stories play with the taboo of sentient monsters and the joy they share in having sex with their women.

      

        

      
        If it’s not your kink, turn back now.

        However, if you’re curious…

      

        

      
        It’s time for some taboo snacks.
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      The beast licked me from cunt to ass, twisting its wet, rough tongue into the cleft. With an obvious pleasure. Drawing me up. Nothing more than a bruised and tattered rag doll to its immense strength.

      A growl rippled from it, deep and soft, and an unexpected roll of velvet chased over my bared skin, forcing my fingers to dig into the dark earth. And I squeaked as a cold nose nuzzled its way into my sex, the vibration of that long, low growl driving a hot and reluctant pleasure into my straining belly.

      “No…”

      Another broad lick, rough and so fucking slow, deliberately slow, as if the…creature knew what it was doing, how it was almost demanding I react to the forced pleasure. And I was reacting. My legs splayed, open to the great bulk of its furry head, that bestial mouth and that insanely delicious tongue…

      No. I couldn’t let it lick me. I’d always buried those illicit thoughts. It was wrong, so wrong to find bliss—

      It curled its tongue and fuck, fuck, my clit.

      I squealed, arching my spine, presenting my ass, my cunt for more, an involuntary action. Fuck. Shit. What was I doing?

      But it couldn’t be deliberate. A conscious act. It wasn’t. He was a beast driven by instinct. And I…I was just a bitch in heat. Nothing more. My thoughts spun around that dark and delicious thought. No, no… My survey record proved there were no higher life-forms on Alpha-Leonis-3. None what-so-ever.

      It—he—was just a huge fucking male—I’d nicknamed him a manticore—getting me to present my ass for… My mind jerked away from where this would end. I glanced behind me, my heart in my throat.

      In the ancient forest’s green glow, he was all wings and fur and thick-muscled, golden power. A giant beast. Lord of this stretch of wild land. A creature I’d lost moments in seeing him soar and hunt from my survey platform.

      He held my gaze now. A shining gold, sharp with intelligence. He really was so very fierce and beautiful…but my gaze dropped to the exposed length of his huge dick. My belly tightened, my mouth falling open. Shit. It was a monster. It would split me in two.

      That’s what he wanted from me. To stick in me. To mount me. To fuck me with that…animal dick. No. No. Not happening. I’d always had the fantasy, but the reality was too much.

      I was still staring. Much too much.

      I lurched forward, hauling my bruised body over the leaf-thick forest floor. The beast had dragged me free from the collapse of my high canopy viewing station. Lying there, in the remains of the polystructure and the bright fizz of my broken mimetic shielding, I thought I’d be a quick and bloody snack, but it—he—planned to eat me in a completely different way.

      A great paw landed in the middle of my back, driving me into the earth. I screamed—but my cry choked off as he drove his muzzle between my legs, a growl and his rough, thick tongue attacking my pussy.

      I panted, my leaf-dirty fingers digging into my scalp, desperate to ignore the tightening of my belly and the wild fire in my blood. I couldn’t find pleasure. I couldn’t. But…fuck. Fuck. I couldn’t stop the twist of my hips, the turn and lift to match the quick, hard rhythm of his tongue. The brush of his cool fur against my licked-damp thighs. And the sounds he made. The rippling growl mixing with the wet lashing and the mortifying juiciness of my cunt. They caught me. Drove forced pleasure into my flesh.

      In that moment, I couldn’t fight it. Didn’t want to. My body was his. Completely his. I arched into him, giving him more, giving him all of my cunt, my ass. Uncaring that I was writhing naked on a forest floor with an animal licking me to ecstasy.

      And it was complete bliss. I’d never… No one had ever…

      His tongue curled, finding my clit again, and—gods—the pressure, the need to push back, to find his broad muzzle buried in my untouched cunt, working it harder, deeper—

      I screamed. Thrashed. Swept up in the surge of golden fire under my skin and a wild, flash of white-hot bliss chasing it. Consuming it. Caught in a maelstrom of pleasure…and a sure and steady paw pinned me, held me down, even as the beast nuzzled and lapped, teasing the last twitching shadows of my release.

      Gods. Fuck. That had been—

      “You invaded my domain. Why?”

      I froze. A voice. A male voice. Deep and smooth and in my head. What the—?

      I turned my head to stare up at the beast above me. Golden eyes fixed on me, narrowed and firm. Was it his voice in my mind? But that was impossible. I’d never once, not in the seven missions I’d been on, ever come across a telepathic race. This…manticore wasn’t even humanoid.

      “I’m going mad. An insane orgasm rattled my brain loose. That has to explain it. You can’t—”

      “Project my thoughts into your mind?”  His lip curled over a long, glistening-white canine. “You are wrong. Obviously.”

      I blinked. He was telepathic. Did that extend to his whole race? He had to be a race, though I’d never spied another of his kind. I strangled my thoughts. I had to focus. Fuck. The company had sent in a xenobiologist under the assumption that there were no higher, sentient life-forms. I was only there to catalogue this wild and beautiful planet.

      I didn’t have the authority or skill to negotiate—

      I slammed down on that failure. He couldn’t know…but he wasn’t reacting. I frowned. “Is this telepathy one way?”

      “For now.”

      A shiver prickled over my skin. It came from the chill of a twisting breeze on my sweat-damp body or the fact that he’d just huffed a hot breath over the curve of my ass. It had nothing to do with the implicit threat in his tone. Or was it a promise?

      “Answer my question, wingless beast. Why are you in my domain?”

      “I…”

      I couldn’t tell him the truth. That I was a part of a company that strip-mined a planet of its resources. All of it—minerals, vegetation, animal-life—harvested for human consumption  That his planet was next on our long list.

      “My name is Doctor Lacy Abbot.” I strained against his restricting paw, the soft pads a tingling shift against my skin. “May I sit up?”

      “You may…roll over.”

      Heat burned in my face, but I had to take it as a part of the negotiations. And this…beast had seen more of me naked than anyone else. Animal or human.

      I jerked a nod and he lifted his huge paw. Taking a breath, holding it, trapping it in my tightening chest, I turned over. Leaves and detritus clung to my damp skin, but not nearly enough to cover my full nudity, hiding it from his sharp gaze.

      “Keep your paws where they are.”

      It was a low, dark rumble through my thoughts and my twitching hands stayed above my head. He pushed his nose up between my breasts and I gasped, fighting not to smack his huge, leonine head—

      I squealed. His tongue had curled around my nipple, tugging it to a hard and aching nub.

      “You’re unexpectedly delicious for a wingless beast.”  Golden eyes fixed on me. “I may…keep you.”

      Panic flushed hot through every inch of my body. I fought to breathe. But every hard lift of my chest was met with a wicked lick from that bestial tongue.

      No. No. Fucking him wasn’t a part of the plan. I was supposed to agree a deal. What rights the company would take, what I would offer in return… My belly tightened. His wanting to…to fuck me was no doubt simply an opening to those negotiations.

      “Why are you here, little creature?”

      “Rights…”

      I twisted into his broad muzzle, chasing contact with his tongue as it lapped a wet path lower, lower… This was good. Fine. Deliciously so. But, I wouldn’t go further than this. Even if my fingers ached to thread through his thick fur, to draw the heat of it into me, and tangle my fingers in his mane. I ignored the prick of curiosity, the wondering of what that monstrous dick would be like buried in my tiny cunt.

      I sucked in a breath. “We would like…” Already, I was caught and fighting against the rising want. I gritted my teeth, trying to focus. As strange as it was, I was still negotiating. “Rights, the rights to your land.”

      Golden eyes speared me. “This land is mine.”

      A heavy paw pressed my thigh to the earth, opening me to his mouth. I swallowed, my heart thudding. How was I falling so easily to his lust for him? He was an alien. A beast. My long secret fantasy was playing out on my flesh and he was a part of this strange, vibrant world with which I’d already half-fallen in love. And he, he was its lord.

      “I do not share. I never share.”

      “We’d ask only—” I arched into his long lick, my voice broken. Shit. Did his race always cross species fuck in this way? Because this, this would be worth a king’s ransom. I swallowed, my mouth dry, my thoughts dizzying. “Something small.”

      “It is all mine. Everything that flies and crawls and swims. The earth and sky.” With terrifying ease, he flipped me back onto my belly. “Everything I fuck.” He jerked my ass into the air. “Definitely mine.”

      My heart stopped. His belly fur was a cool slide against my ass, the bulk of him passing over me in shadow. I was caught, frozen, under the crouching heat and power of his huge body… And there. There. Pressing against my unprotected pussy was the blunt head of his monstrous cock.

      My fingers dug into the earth. Gods. Fuck. Panic slicked my flesh and words tumbled from me. “I haven’t… I’ve never. No one has ever…”

      He stilled around me, taut, almost vibrating, though his long, gleaming claws pushed from their sheaths and cleaved the dark earth. Something about it fired under my skin. Did my virginity excite him?

      “You are…unmated?”

      “Yes.” I jerked a nod, my blood pounding.

      His dick, pulsing and alive, was a searing pressure against my cunt. Tormenting me. The ache of it. So close to breaching me, into flesh still damp and sensitive from his thorough tongue. My hips twitched and the sudden spiral of pleasure from the push of his cock, of fur and heat and strength broke a gasp from me.

      He would take me. Mount me like a bitch in heat. Like so many of the animal matings I’d witnessed, a fierce, wild rutting, all power and dominance…and used for one purpose. Being bred.

      My belly clenched. Something tight and hot. Illicit. Wanted. An unexpected cry escaped me…because I was rolling my hips and the bulbous head of his huge dick had breached my pussy.

      “Yes…”

      It was a low, wild growl through my thoughts, his body straining around me, coiled strength in his crouched form. I wanted this. Him. For him to fuck me. The forbidden need always there, the one I’d pushed down over the years, pulsing just under my skin to submit, to be fucked and bred by a great alien beast—

      “Bred?”

      A raw satisfaction wrapped around the single word.

      “Is that what you want, little…human?”

      Shit, he could hear me now—

      I shrieked as his hips snapped and he buried his cock in my screaming flesh. Shrouding me in heat and fur, slapping hard against my ass, spearing me… I panted out the pain, the shock, my fingers forming my own claws into the earth.

      His pleasure rolled through me, hot and fierce, melding and mixing with my own. The wild darkness of it. Vast. Overwhelming. Fuck. Fuck. I was in his mind, in Renke’s thoughts.

      “Is this why? Why you licked me, why your dick…” His haunches rolled against me, a slow, slow grind that sparked a dizzying pleasure along every stretched and straining nerve. I wet parched lips. “What…?”

      “Sharing telepathy was a secondary reason. Your scent…called to me. I’d catch it on the wind. Temptation itself.”  A low, rumbling growl vibrated against my spine and he eased back. The friction, the tightness of my practically virgin pussy danced light before my eyes. “Sweet. So sweet. I will keep you and fuck you and breed you.” He stroked forward, hard and sure and my shoulders slammed against the solid muscle of his fore legs. I cried out, caught in a wild twist of pleasure and pain. “Taste this sweet cunt every dawn. Fuck it every night.”

      No. No. He couldn’t. I was employed by the company. They…they would come for me. Take me away—

      “No one will hunt you out. Not now. Not ever.”

      Renke drove into me again, burying that monster dick in my tight cunt, his possessive growl wrapping around me. I groaned, falling into the bliss, into what I’d always ached for. No fantasy. No having to sneak into an enclosure to see if their latest caught creature was…friendly.

      A fierce snarl ripped from him and his thrusting dick was hard and brutal. I cried out, fire and lust a mad twist in my flesh. “Others. You sought out others to meet you need?”

      “Yes… No!”

      “There will be no one else. Only me. Mine. My mate.”

      His promise dug into my brain, my flesh, stabbed there with every powerful stroke of his relentless dick. I was lost, caught up in him, in the sweet  and bitter musky scent of sex, of his heat and fur, his incredible power, the wild push-pull of my frail human body under his, all of it, taking me, moulding me into this manticore’s—into Renke’s—mate.

      I could only cling to the earth, my fingers biting, my knees and toes digging down as he took me. A great, ferocious beast fucking me, breeding me on the forest floor, satisfying the ache that I had never ever found in my own species.

      My belly tightened, the twisting tension making my limbs shake, my heart pound and my thoughts scatter to the wind. There. I could almost taste it. The sweet, sweet promise of my release. Almost… Almost…

      Renke was a coiled, pounding beast, ramming his cock into my oh-so-willing cunt in an insane mix of pain and bliss. I wanted this. Him. Buried so far in me, dragging back, only to hammer harder and deeper, carving a new me out of his fierce fucking.

      “Yes…”

      His snarl ripped through my spiralling thoughts.

      “Mine to fuck. I will fill you. See your fertile belly grow round with my cubs. Then pound my dick into you. Again.”

      “Yes!”

      My own thought slammed back into him, wanting that, wanting him. I had always ached for this. Always. An illicit need that drove me to leave Earth, to hunt out strange alien beasts. The desire to be fucked, to be taken by a monster with fur and fangs and this huge cock pounding me, breeding me.

      Fuck, I’d been hunting for him. Always for him…

      Fur, the coil and thrust of an animal’s haunches, his snarl and growl…and the thought of how it looked. A frail little human woman fucked into the earth by a wild unearthly monster—

      I wailed my release to the sky, shocking birds from the green-gold of the great canopy. Renke’s fierce animal joy smashed over me, melding into my own, driving both of us higher, a blistering wave of deep, golden pleasure. Beautiful. Relentless.

      His roar shattered the air, the arch of his wings a thick black shadow across the earth. Declaring his found mate. And his final thrusts found my willing flesh, pulsing the last of his potent seed into me. A final flash of pleasure swept over me. Deep into my waiting womb.

      I sagged beneath him, tired and blissfully aching, tugging myself free of his still-hard cock.

      Renke sat back on his haunches and his nose nuzzled through the wild tangle of my hair. I turned, letting myself fall between his paws, curling up against the broad, furry warmth of his chest. His solid heartbeat thudded under my ear and for a long moment, I drifted, sated and happy. Finally home. Finally in the right place with him. With my wonderful beast.

      His smooth voice eased through my mind. Welcome. Wanted. And bringing me out of my lull. “You’re one with me. As this planet is mine, so are you, Lacy.”

      I tunnelled my fingers through the thick, golden mane. His full, deep purr throbbed through my aching flesh…and ignited  yet more fresh want.

      Anticipation was a white hot fire in my veins. I needed more of him. To tease and lick and fuck me. I dropped to my knees before him and his dark amusement threaded through my thoughts as I presented my naked ass ready for a good beast fucking.

      Renke’s rough and eager tongue found my cunt and “Yes, I’m yours!” burst from me in an excited squeal.

      I was his. His to fuck. His to breed.

      His mate.

      “Always.”
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        * * *

      

      
        
        —Survey List amendment—

      

        

      
        Alpha-Leonis-3 redacted due to previously undetected advanced organic shielding.

        No human life-signs detected.

        Xenobiologist, Doctor Lacy Abbot missing, presumed dead.

      

        

      
        —Mission closed—
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      Soren had said to stay out of the Dark Wood if I wanted to remain…untouched. That shadow-horns wove between its twisting, black trunks and would ravish anyone caught within the Wood’s boundaries.

      But I hadn’t listened, had I? I’d been stupidly curious, as only the desperate and so-very-much sexually frustrated could be. And now, well, there was this fucking great horned stallion, right there, and I…I was cornered and lost and most definitely stripped bare by unseen hands.

      White breath huffed around the beast’s black muzzle and I was certain the git was laughing at me.

      What were my chances of getting out of this dark forest still a virgin? I took the bet on an even zero.

      “You were warned.”

      The rich, smooth voice wove through my mind and I blinked. Telepathy? Soren hadn’t said anything about that. But then he was as much of a git as the strange, alien beast currently trapping me into a thick knot of trees.

      “It’s not the dark ages.” I lifted my chin even as my heart pounded. My fingers dug into the rough bark of the tree at my back, willing courage. “D-E-4 has been colonised for two whole centuries. You’re considered a myth. Something to beat new settlers with. New settlers like me. Why would I believe you’re actually,” I waved a bark-dirty hand at him, “real?”

      His head tilted, the twisting, black horn jutting straight from his forehead gilded silver by a shaft of first-moon light. Dark eyes fixed on me. “Only fools believe we are a myth.” That fierce gaze slid down my nakedness. “And it is the foolish who discover just how real we are.”

      I shivered, from fear or from…something else, I wasn’t sure. I mean, he wore the shape of a huge, black-coated horse, though he was an alien. Still, he was an animal. Was my lack of opportunity really making me desperate to be, well, to be fucked by a beast?

      “You can let me go. I can happily tell people you exist now.”

      I shuffled sideways…and there were those hands again, the ones that had shredded my clothes from my back as I ran from thundering hooves. Soren hadn’t mentioned those either…

      In fact, Soren—for all his smooth talk—had hardly told me a bastard thing.

      Shadowy fingers, cool but strong and quick, dug into my arms and yet more bound my thighs, holding me still, fixing me to the dark earth.

      “So what now?” My hand flipped forward, but it was caught in the half-formed grip of strong fingers. Muttering, I tried to wrench free and failed. “We’re hardly physically compatible. I’m human and you’re…whatever you are.”

      “You have a cunt.”

      A palm, chilled and wide, pressed to my belly and I gasped. Fingers slid lower, lower, through the thatch of my sex, to slip a broad tip over my clit—

      I jerked against the touch, crying out, my pulse racing. Fuck. Shit. This was real.

      “And I…”

      He reared, exposing the long, dark barrel of his chest and fuck… Fuck. But for the hard grip of too many hands, I would’ve staggered back, fucking ran. Because silvered light coated the length of a monstrous horse-cock. Thick and long. Impossibly long—

      The beast’s great hooves thudded back into the soft earth.

      I shook my head, my thoughts scattering in my panic. “That’ll never fit. Not in me. Never—”

      I squealed as the unseen hands lifted me, carried me and turned me over a thick, high log, its smooth chill pressing to my belly and breasts. Somewhere in the silence, the beat of a drum began, matching the pounding rhythm of my heart. And…there. Voices. Chanting. Was this some sort of ritual for the Dark Wood?

      I was seriously going to beat Soren to a pulp for telling me exactly nothing.

      And now those invisible hands tilted me up, spreading my legs wide. My heart was in my throat, my head light. Fuck. Fuck. This was happening. My pulse jumped at the large fingers that squeezed a bare cheek, before a loud and painful slap broke a startled cry from me.

      My arse stung in the night air, but hard hands kept me still, fixed to a fucking log. This was not the way I’d ever planned to lose my virginity. I stared down at the forest floor, only the hints of first-moon light catching on rotting leaves. “Not what I call a romantic moment for—shit—how many of them are you? A bit of a beat, some chanting. But no nice food. We do have the moonlight—”

      A hot huff of breath steamed across her my cunt and I squeaked. A broad muzzle nudged my flesh. Fuck, that was, that was strange and hot…and oh fuck, I gasped at the scorching tip of a wet tongue that licked me from clit to ass, that curled through the cleft. Fuck. Fuck. That was wrong… So deliciously…wrong.

      I grabbed at the trunk, almost welcoming the hard hands that pinned me down as my body ached to squirm. My eyes squeezed shut, even as I wanted to look, to stare at the animal with his wicked tongue between my legs. The ache was there to pull away from the raw, bestial sensation…and some part of me liking it, wanting it. Wanting more. Wanting that fucking monstrous cock—

      “Yes…”

      The strange, deep voice wrapped around me—eager and thick—and fingers flexed against my pinned flesh. No one else had touched me there. Neither man…nor beast. Not in all of my twenty two years.

      My own strained breathing mixed with the long lick of his tongue, of the smacking juiciness of my pussy. Fuck, that was mortifying—

      “You want this. My tongue in your cunt.”

      “I…”

      My mouth had dried. I could hardly think, never mind talk, because the rhythmic lap of his broad, animal tongue, the long lick and heart-stopping curl, consumed me. Hot. So hot, with the wide brush of his fur-thick muzzle against my wet thighs, making me aware that the pleasure wringing me out was from someone, something far, far from human…

      “Sweet and sticky. And no one else has stuck their tongue here. Good. Good.”

      The words were a pleased rumble across my scattering thoughts and caused my ass to jerk up, to offer myself to the beast that slurped my cunt like it was candy.

      His agile tongue curled around my clit and white flashes danced across my eyes. Fuck. Fuck…that was. Oh… My whole body tensed, strained, caught on the very edge of pleasure and words broke from me. “Please, please… More. Lick me. Make me come!”

      A dark surge of joy smashed over me—not mine, his—but I didn’t care. Not for a minute. Because that tongue. The heat. The fact that it was a strange alien beast that drove wild pleasure through my straining body, that I could feel… Could feel—

      Golden fire swept over my flesh in a blistering, joyous wave and I screamed into the night, into the blackness of the Dark Wood. And still the animal who commanded my cunt, licked and lapped, chasing my orgasm, driving it deeper and harder until I was a boneless, twitching mess splayed over a rather juice-sogged trunk.

      And then his tongue vanished. A churning rush of air and heat swept over me. A surge…and solid hooves slammed down either side of me, driving into the soft earth. And fixing me beneath him.

      I couldn’t find my breath. A wild, insane mix of fear and new excitement flooded my flesh. I couldn’t want this. Licking me was one thing, but more? No, no… He was an alien. An animal—

      A whimper broke from me as thick fingers played across my still sensitive pussy and strong hands regripped my thighs. Kept them wide open beneath the dark heat of the beast. Splayed. Ready for that fucking massive horse-cock.

      My heart hammered.

      This was insane.

      This wasn’t happening.

      I was passed out over a table drunk and drooling, with Soren and his cronies laughing at yet another light-weight new settler drowning under the vicious local brew—

      Something hot and long and thick drew along my naked spine. Strange and smooth…and some instinct, some need arched me against it. Waiting. Offering…

      Fuck. Fuck. That blunt…bat? That was the shadow-horn’s dick.

      My belly twisted hard and tight. Oh, this was all too real.

      Knuckles and fingertips stroked across my back, fleeting touches over my ribs and the hollow of my spine. Shit, they—the unseen hands—were moving that immense cock. My belly swooped. Aiming it. Fuck. Oh, fuck. The want bubbling through my flesh deepened. I didn’t understand this, this desire to have him—an animal—fuck me.

      The strange hands moved his cock. His great body quivered above me—all leashed power and the ache to rut and fuck— and his need, his impatience chased through my own flesh. Why? Why was I so fucking desperate to have a monster cock split me in two?

      The shadow-horn huffed, a cloud of white steam thickening the air and a hoof stamped against the leaf-littered floor. “This time—my cock in your untried cunt—is written into your skin and bones.”

      The beast’ smooth voice sparked through my tensed flesh and words broke from me, “I’m human!”

      A spike of dark amusement shafted through my mind. “You have never been fully human. Not to want something as filthy as my dick.”

      And with his words, that something—blunt and hot and fucking huge—pressed against my pussy. The heat of his body, his alien scent charged across my senses. I panted. Fuck. Fuck. I couldn’t want this. The fucking thing would split me wide open. “Please, I… That…”

      “Oh, it will all fit in your sweet little cunt.”

      His words were strained, as strained as my body as I pushed against the hands that pinned me in place, against the head of a monstrous horse-cock thrusting, shoving, breaking into me.

      I cried out at the first stretch. Heat flashed over me, panic and terror warring with the fucking insane want that screamed that this was right, that him stretching my tiny pussy with that…that thing was what I needed. Had ached for. Why I’d never had any desire for anyone, anything else in my whole fucking twisted life.

      His breath steamed around me as the echo of his animalistic bray chased around the beat of the ritual and voices drums and out into the heart of the living Wood.

      “Mine. Mine to fuck. I will breed you. Fill your hot cunt with my animal seed. Yes. Yes…”

      The last word was a fierce growl through my shattered thoughts as his pulsing dick—something dangerously hot and alive—fought its fierce path into my flesh. Hard hands grabbed my ass and thighs, biting into the muscle to keep me wide, wide open and still, as the shadow-horn’s massive cock thrust deeper.

      Deeper. Tears bleed from me. Oh so much fucking deeper.

      The tempo of the booming drum caught the rate of my pulse, faster, drowning my mind as a human tongue licked my pussy—hot and wet—lapping at my clit, chasing around my obscenely stretched flesh.

      And still the shadow-horn drove his great horse-cock into my poor cunt. What must I look like? Splayed over a tree trunk, twitching and caught with a fierce black horse slamming his massive dick into my defenceless pussy. With the aim to fuck me till I screamed. To fill and breed me—

      My breath stopped, that thought—that wicked, unclean thought—driving as fierce a pleasure as the throbbing cock filling me to the brim. As deep as he could go. Fuck. Oh, shit. He was all the way in, up to his seed-filled balls and I wouldn’t think, couldn’t move, the only thing consuming me was ‘move, fucking move, make me yours’.

      “Mine!”

      And he drew back and thrust again, just as deep and hard, so fucking hard, and I screamed down the night.

      But more. I had to have more.

      “Yes. Mine. My mate. The one I will fuck. Always.”

      Another slam of his cock, driving me against the rough trunk and still the tongue licked, finding my clit, drooling over my aching flesh, easing the pounding of that dick into my flesh.

      The beat of the drum matched the thrusts of his horse-cock. Faster. Harder. The tree trunk creaking under the snap of his muscled haunches. His snorts, the air white with steam, with my grunts and squeaks and pants. Because fuck…it was wild, and wanted, and so right, so fucking right—

      A surge of blistering pleasure smashed over me, and I cried out, straining against the wild joy that shook every inch of my body.

      And my beast thundered on, taking me, driving his dick into my cunt again and again. I couldn’t resist him. I didn’t want to. I wanted his release. I wanted that hot splash of come that would find my womb. That would breed me. Make me his—

      His cock swelled and he came, his bray more of a bestial roar, wild and wicked, drowning the drums and voices and my own orgasmic scream.

      The mouth at my cunt still lapped and licked, slower now, tasting me as the beast’s dick eased into easy thrusts…working his seed into my fertile womb.

      Hands moved over my damp skin and against my will, my want, his cock was eased from my stretched pussy. I groaned as fresh tongues followed the first, licking my sensitive flesh, tips flickering, eager it seemed to taste my juices mixed with the animal seed spilling freely from me.

      I closed my eyes, lost to new mouths and the heavy presence of the shadow-horn standing over me, his chest heaving, muscles quivering and heat steaming off his thick, black coat.

      Fuck. Yes, so…I wasn’t a virgin anymore.

      I wanted to huff a laugh, but that would take energy. I didn’t have an ounce of it to spare. Who would think being ridden hard by a great black stallion would be quite so…taxing?

      So I lay there, with sweet mouths on my cunt as sated exhaustion sat on me. The rich scents of fur and skin and juices and the musky odour of fierce wild sex wrapped around me. I pulled in the tang, letting the great gulp of air settle in my lungs.

      My belly hollowed as the shadow-horn reared up and away, leaving me to the chill of the night. I shivered. Missing him. His heat, his protection, the knowledge that I was his. Even the mouths and hands drifted away with a few final caresses.

      It was over.

      My body was now my own again. I caught dirty fingers in my wild hair. My flesh still throbbed, the chasing thrum of my very thorough fucking still there between my legs.

      I started as a large hand pressed against my damp spine, the slow stroke of callused fingers a tease…but not enough. Not right then, with the desire for my beast still thick in my flesh.

      “I knew it would be you.”

      Words, softly spoken, barely rising above the chitter of insects and the rush of the wind through the living Wood.

      I frowned, the voice threading through my scattered thoughts…until I recognised it. I wet parched lips. “Soren?”

      His large hand cupped my ass cheek in a very over familiar fashion, his thumb drawing a line down the cleft. I twitched at the skin of his thumb-tip over my other hole.

      Finding my last ounce of strength, I hauled myself away from the trunk and winced as I gave the git of a man a full-frontal view. There wasn’t a bit of conveniently placed bark or a leaf to offer even a hint of modesty. Well, fuck it.

      He’d very likely seen me fucked—very fiercely fucked—by a giant mythical horse. So a flash of tit and pussy didn’t—shouldn’t—rate that high as mortification went.

      Still, I crossed my arms over my breasts. I’d liked this man. More than liked and well, what he’d witnessed…that had to screw everything sideways for my chances with him.

      First and second moonlight layered light and shadow over his stark face. His long black hair caught in the increasing winds, flicking it back over his broad shoulders. His eyes—as dark as the Wood—fixed on me. There was a glint there. Something swirled between us and it caught my breath.

      I staggered back but his strong hands grabbed and held me. “What…?”

      “As you stepped from the transport hulk, I knew.”

      He pulled me him, wrapping muscled arms around my nakedness, his face at my neck , his hair falling about me in a fine, silken mane. Fierce fingers grabbed my ass, bring me up fast—and surprised—against the firm line of his hard dick.

      “Mine.”

      I froze.

      The mane of black hair. Eyes as dark as the living Wood. An erection for a human male that was more of a club…

      Him. Soren was him.

      My beast.

      What the ever-loving-fuck was going on?

      I struggled free of him, stumbling back against the fallen tree, one with which I had become so familiar. I stared up at him. This man I had known for months, this…stranger.

      A wry smile twisted his mouth and I wanted to smack it right off his face. “Why didn’t you say anything? Anything at all? Like—I don’t know—‘Hi, Carissa, I’m a fucking great big alien horse once in a while, and I’d love to shove my massive horse-cock up your twat!’” I snatched at my hair, a growl breaking from me, the anger at being played, being used a sour burn in my belly.

      I’d more than liked him…

      I pressed my hands to my face, breathing in the odour of woods and the lingering scent of the beast, the shadow-horn that had given me such pleasure…

      “Carissa…”

      “Is this what you do?”

      I couldn’t hold back the disappointment churning through my chest. The need to cry choked me. I thought… More than it being Soren—and I won’t deny that was a fucking spike to my heart—I’d finally felt a part of my new world. Caught in the flow of life and ritual, in the wildness of the Wood. I  had belonged for the first time.

      I’d loved him fucking me. And thought perhaps—stupid, idiotic me—that it would…continue.

      Fuck.

      I glared at him, tall and wild—and I could see it now—the whisper of alien written into his flesh. “Is this how you and your cronies get their kicks? Sucker a naive new settler into fucking you? That it’s all a big laugh?”

      “Those like us, Carissa—me and you—with something in our blood that this planet calls to, we can’t resist the need to find our mate.” He caught long fingers in his hair, sweeping it back from his face. “I became a shadow-horn the minute your flesh touched this earth. Look…”

      Moonlight span around him in a dizzying—impossible—rush and in a spark of light a great stallion reared before me, hooves tearing at the chilled air. He tossed his head, the length of his black mane flaring.

      He really was the most beautiful beast…and he knew it. Seeing him, my heart squeezed and my anger drained away. I couldn’t hold it. We were mated…and that was right. Fated. “Show off.”

      His hooves thudded into the earth and he crowded me, his muzzle batting at my stomach, driving me up onto the fallen trunk. “Shit. Splinters!”

      Soren huffed a breath, warm air rushing over my bare skin, but he didn’t stop, his broad muzzle shoving its way between my sticky thighs. And I had to lean back, the black spiral of his horn pushing too fucking close to my throat—

      “Shit!”

      The curse came out on a hiss of air because that tongue—clever and thick and curling just right—was burrowing into my pussy. I pressed my feet into the thick, warm fur of his withers, velvet soft, and my toes dug in, rhythmic, working with the pulse firing through my blood.

      “Mine.”

      The single word burned through my mind.

      “My mate. Always.”

      I arched back against the trunk, eyes half lidded to the star-thick sky. My beautiful beast, powerful, wanted…and his other half, the man who had drawn me to him when I didn’t even know why.

      You know what, best fucking decision of my life to run into the Dark Wood, tonight

      Especially…oh fuck…when he did that with that delicious horse-tongue…

      Soren reared over me, trapping me again between the dark heat of his massive body. I pressed my face into his chest, losing myself to the rich scent of animal and power. Already that massive dick was seeking out my cunt and I wriggled against its blunt head, all too ready to be ridden hard again.

      “Let me fuck you still you scream.”

      Well, honestly, how could I refuse an offer like that?
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      My mount turned on me.

      With no warning, no obvious sign that the powerful beast had broken its mental blocks, it threw me from its back to the dark, forest floor.

      A low growl rippled from it, low and fierce and the first threads of fear chased through my flesh. My fingers dug into the earth and I worked hard to keep myself still.

      Did movement trigger an attack? Why—why—hadn’t I read up on cat-beast behaviour? Because archival access cost money. And all of mine—the last few thin and grey pennies—had gone on renting the bloody beast.

      It was as still as I was, only its eyes gleaming in the shadows of the thick forest. Fuck. What was I supposed to do? And I’d heard stories. Of course I had. Of times when the cat-beasts broke their blocks. But it was rare. Unheard of in years. Or so the stable assured me.

      And I—idiot that I am—believed the smarmy manager, because I had to cross the Forbidden Lands and by cat-beast was the only way. Stupid fucking planet with its swathes of inaccessible forest—

      The growl deepened and my scattering thoughts shot back to the massive cat narrowing shining golden eyes on me.

      My heart squeezed and I scrambled back, ignoring the bite of stone and branch into my ass and palms. The old stories had to be wrong. A cat-beast, was, well, a beast. It would be more interested in me as its next meal. Not as its, well…

      My mind shied away from that thought. I mean, this animal was hardly Felis catus, was it? Not when it stood almost two metres at the shoulder and every black-furred inch of it was packed with muscle. It needed meat, not… You know. With a human woman. Maybe…maybe is wasn’t even male?

      Its nose twitched and the pupils in its eyes grew fat and round until only a sliver of gold shone.

      “You smell fresh.”

      I blinked. Hard. Twice. Because those words were in my head. A very decidedly male voice…in my head. Cat-beasts were sentient? I always thought the blocks were aggression-suppressants. Oh, shit. Oh fuck.

      Another contraction of his—oh yes, my luck—his nostrils and a growl chased through the sounds of the forest, wicked and slow. “Ripe.”

      My belly turned over. Fuck. Fuck. Fuck. Ripe only meant one thing…and well, I was heading across the Forbidden Lands with a purpose, after all. I needed the money and I’d sold my womb. Hired on the basis that I was…untouched.

      But why would an alien beast want to…do that with a human, anyway? We couldn’t cross species. I’d never heard—or seen—any cat-human hybrids in any of the outposts.

      “We breed true. Every time.”

      There was a curl of dark humour in that voice, but it shocked the bottom out of my belly. Was he fucking with my head? I stared at the massive animal, his huge black form almost lost to the thick shadows of the surrounding forest. “You can read my thoughts?”

      He huffed a breath. “If you didn’t smell so delicious I’d leave you to the outpost to pass around as their paid fucktoy.”

      Of course, with sentience came sarcasm. And could a cat be anything else? I caught my fingers in my hair, uncaring that I rubbed dirt and leaf-litter into my scalp.

      All I had to do was stay a virgin for another day or so—when I’d managed it with perfect ease for twenty three years. Naturally, some…thing would want to fuck me now, because that was my luck. Completely my luck.

      “No. This is not happening.” I shook my head. “I’ve spent the money the outpost paid me. So you can go and stick…yourself somewhere else. You should,” I flapped a dirt-crusted hand at him, “you know, start with your own species.”

      His lips curled around his teeth and long, glistening white canines shone out from the gloom. “Oh, little human, you think you have a choice?” He padded forward, muscles rippling and his huge paws silent and I jerked back, squeaking as I slammed into the thick trunk of a tree. “I have waited patiently for you. I will take what is mine.”

      “Patiently?” The word came out on a squawk. “I met, rented, hired—whatever—you only this morning.”

      “Did you?”

      It was a low, seductive growl through my thoughts and a shiver chased down my spine… I twitched. No, not seductive, at all. Animal. Beast. Rapist.

      A great, black-furred paw stretched out and my breath caught as needle-sharp claws, inches long, sprang free. Had he changed his mind? Was I on an altogether different menu—

      The paw slammed between my legs, dug into the thin fabric of my travelling coat and yanked.

      Arms flailing, I was flat on my back before him.

      “Much better.”

      His massive head nudged at my thigh, pushing it against the billow of fabric…and to my utter surprise there was no fight in my leg. It shifted across the leaf-litter as if I welcomed the attentions of the massive animal.

      Another growl eased from him, a deep warm rumble that wrapped around me and rocketed my pulse. Was that it? Was he weaving some sort of cat-beast spell on my body to make me move to his will?

      Male laughter, heavy and arrogant, washed over my thoughts. His free paw pushed the material away from my thigh to reveal the threadbare trousers I wore. A long, red tongue rasped against the fabric. What…? What was he doing? Was he…? The tear above my knees widened, a flap of grey cloth falling away to reveal a patch of skin.

      Another lap and I sucked in a breath. My belly clenched. Tight. Gods of the Nine Worlds, the feel of that rough, wet tongue against my bare skin. I’d never… I bit my knuckles, tasting rich loam and the sweet tang of the leaves and not caring. Because…

      Oh fuck, another lick. And another. I panted against my hand, my thoughts swirling. A rasp over fabric and a long, slow, beautifully tortuous lap over exposed skin.

      Gold rimmed eyes fixed on me, hot and feral. “You are a queen, little one. Every male can sense it. It’s there, woven into your sweet flesh. But I’m your destined mate. And your body knows it.”

      He stood over me now, his massive body a black shadow, his scent of fur and beast and something wild and unknown surging through my scenes. Making me ache just as much as the promise of his tongue. The tongue that had just torn away another line of cloth and exposed the vulnerable crease of my thigh.

      I stopped breathing and stared, wide-eyed, at the beast looming over me. What was I doing allowing this? I’d spent the money the outpost had sent me and I was down to a few brass rupels that weren’t even legal tender on Alpha-Lyncis-3…

      “Say yes to this, my queen.”

      Hot, sweet breath pulsed against my exposed skin, the cat-beast’s massive head so close…so close, the fierce heat of him seared my palm. My fingers itched to stroke him, to bury my fingers in that rich, black fur. To forget everything…and say yes to him.

      “Say yes to…me.”

      My heart drummed, the fresh new ache in my pussy, the need for him—this beast, this animal—was unlike anything I’d ever known. “How…how are you doing this?” The question was breathless, his low, thrumming purr edging into my flesh. Making me quiver. Truly fucking quiver. It was insane. “I’m not like you.”

      “Flesh is only a shadow. A mask.”

      The cat-beast’s nose skimmed the line of my thigh and I sucked in a fierce breath, held it, the sudden and wild surge of pleasure shocking me. I mewled and that thrumming purr deepened.

      “A lovely and delicious mask.” The edge of his tongue drew a wet and heart-stopping line down the crease of my thigh. I cried out, squirmed and a heavy paw pressed to my abdomen, pinning me to the earth. “But a mask, none-the-less.”

      I wet my parched lips, trying to make some sense of his words. ‘You’re…you’re human?”

      “Far from it, little one. You are the one who is not as she appears.” He huffed breath against my damp skin and another rasping lick exposed my mons.

      Thoughts on his words scattered. Gods, he was almost, almost… The warm fur of his muzzle and the prick of whiskers teased over the thatch of my sex. His growl was a low rumble that rippled through me down to my toes. “So sweetly ripe. Ready”—his golden eyes flicked to me and there was a dark, wry twist to them—“for cubs.”

      “Cubs?”

      It was a wild shriek that shocked birds from their branches.

      “My gift…”

      There was a cut of sarcasm to his thoughts. Oh no, he wasn’t human, he was a bloody cat down to the marrow in his bones.

      His head snapped up and a low, truly threatening growl broke from him, his great body becoming a ripple of shadowy muscle as he crouched over me. The scent of earth and warm fur threaded thought my senses and something old, some ancient, once-buried instinct tugged it deeper, made me breathe it in. Revel in the scent…

      Soft belly fur tickled my pussy and I twitched, unintentionally pushing my hips up…and my bared thigh burned under the touch of something hot and rough and monstrous.

      I froze. It was his—its, this thing was an animal—its cock. His fucking huge, barbed cock.

      All pleasure in fur and scent evaporated. I had to get away. Far away. He couldn’t put that in me. What was I thinking? It couldn’t put anything in me. It was my ride. I was not the one to be ridden.

      “—just to watch.”

      The cat-beast’s thought snapped through my wild panic. What? He didn’t want to…? And fuck, that wasn’t a twinge of disappointment in my chest. Because anything else would be wrong. So completely wrong.

      “It is agreed.”

      Fur and muscle flowed away from me and I blinked against the rush of dappled light. That great head was already back at my untouched pussy, his nose pushing up against my clit—

      I mewled, fingers fisting up handfuls of leaves as I tried to kick away. An almost negligent paw pressed my open thigh to the forest floor. Golden eyes fixed on me, hot and hungry under a heavy, furred brow.

      “You will come to see that this is what you have always wanted. Always needed.”

      “I…”

      His rough tongue licked me from ass to clit and broke all words from me. Raw heat chased through my flesh. By the Nine Gods, this couldn’t be right. It couldn’t. And he licked again, the rough tug of his tongue dancing sparks behind my eyes…and with a glint in his golden eyes, he started to purr…

      I arched against him, the thrum to my body a pleasure that bordered on pain. A growl sharpened the bite of joy and my eyes snapped open, a cry escaping me—and I met the golden gaze of another cat-beast.

      It flowed out of the shadows—silent and deadly— and as huge as the beast at my cunt. Another followed And another.

      “What…?”

      “Witnesses to the taking of my queen.”

      “I am not—”

      There was a firm, implacable edge to the beast’s voice. “My mate is my queen.” He nudged my other thigh, stretching me wide before him—Gods—before the watching beasts.

      And some part of me—some twisted, insane corner of my soul—wanted it. To be displayed. To be…admired.

      “That is who you are.”

      His hot breath huffed against my pussy and I drew in quick air. Every touch of him, even something as light as the stir of his breath, rocketed my pulse and deepened the craving for more. More of him. All of him.

      His tongue curled and swept a hot, wet lick over my clit and I scrabbled at the forest floor. Fuck, the noises breaking from me didn’t even sound human. The tension grabbing me, holding me was hated and delicious and I glared at the smug animal with his massive head between my thighs.

      “I will make you howl this forest down, little one.”

      I glared at him, wanting to shove back against his arrogance, the surety that he could reduce me to a puddle of need. It was bravado. I wanted him like I needed my next breath. But he was still irritatingly smug. Bloody arrogant cat. “Really?”

      His eyes narrowed on me, sharp and deadly. Could he read my thoughts as well as insert his voice into my mind? “Pleasure will wrap you around me like a vine and you will want nothing and no one else. And when I mount you, when I fuck you and fill your belly, making you ripen and swell with my cubs…you be lost to bliss. And you will want me. Always.”

      He nuzzled my cunt, the press of whiskers and fur, the rough curl of his tongue and the dark promise in those softly spoken words squeezed every inch of me tight.

      I ached to show even a moment of resistance—false or otherwise—but the other ache, the ache for him to drive me to a forbidden climax strained in my flesh.

      “Does she taste sweet?”

      Another voice, sharper than my beast’s voice and with a haze to it, as if it were a thin transmission from one of the moons.

      “Delicious. Touched only by me.”

      “No man-taint?”

      “None.”

      Envious growls rippled around me, echoing in the shadowy forest, stealing across my skin, catching my breath…

      “Ah, you hear my brothers. Then it is time.”

      A long, thick lap jerked by hips up and a cry escaped me. Another followed. A curl and a twist and a ratcheting of the tension in my flesh until I wanted to scream…and all with the licking smack of his tongue, his low, rumbling purrs and the mortifying squelch of my pussy.

      I didn’t want to stare, to see, to know that it was an animal that ran his tongue all over my juicy pussy… But looking at the crouched beast almost lost to the shadow of the forest, all muscle and fur, his golden eyes half-lidded and fixed on my me as he nuzzled and purred and lapped… It was…Oh gods, oh fuck—

      “Come. Scream. Shout your pleasure. Then … Oh, my dick aches for your sweet cunt.”

      A wild cry broke from me and I arched into that still-lapping tongue, drove myself against muzzle and fur and whiskers. as fire and light and fierce, fierce joy crashed through my flesh. Gods, gods… Never like this. My own fumblings. Never, ever like this…

      I sank to the warm earth, my body boneless and sated. How could anything compare or compete with that insane bliss?

      “It can’t. It won’t.”

      A soft, involuntary huff of air broke from me as with a push from his head, he rolled me onto my belly…and I squeaked as that deliciously wicked tongue was back between my legs.

      Fresh need flowed in a slow, warming spiral up through my belly…when I thought I was done…and cooked. I smirked into the prick of leaves, pleasure a thickening drug in my flesh. Was this why people went on and on about sex so much? I’d never known…

      A nudge from—

      “I don’t know your name and considering how familiar we now are, I think I should. I’m Minna Anson.”

      There was a shadow of humour to his thoughts and it deepened my smile . “Boraes, Fierce Shadow of the West Wind.”

      “Oh, that’s lovely—”

      Another squeak broke from me as Boraes’ huge head slid under my belly and jerked me up onto my knees.

      The quick rush of adrenaline cleared some of my thoughts and my heart gave a hard squeeze in my chest. He was going to… The long lap of his tongue dropped what was left of my clothes from my back and I shivered…but not from the cold. Fuck. Fuck. This was real and I was about to be mounted.

      Warm fur flowed over my spine and my breath caught at the riot of it in my flesh, the magnificent beauty of him against my bare skin.

      His chin tucked in against my shoulder, whiskers prickling my neck, making me twitch. His purr thrummed through every inch of me, chasing and catching the final flickers of my last orgasm.

      And then—oh, gods—and then the blunt head of his huge cock battered up against my undefended pussy. His great body tensed around me, crouching, hunching, folding over me so that I couldn’t move, couldn’t escape him.

      My belly tightened, the need I had to discover what this all meant warring with the fact that he was a cat-beast and that I’d promised my body, my womb to others. For money. That I no longer had…

      “You want this…”

      His voice was a silken drawl through my thoughts, mingling with the purr that swirled and drugged my thoughts.

      “Feel me.”

      I gasped at the first push of that monstrous dick into my pussy. The stretch of it burned, the pain quick and sharp, and I moaned against it. Fighting it, but oh gods, wanting it. Eager for it.

      His muscles flexed around me, growing strained and tight and his cock pushed in, more of it, thick and rough, so rough it danced black spots over my eyes. My fingers dug into the earth, my spine arching, and I howled—anything, anything to break away from the pained pleasure of his monstrous dick powering into me.

      “Please, I can’t—”

      “You were made for this. Made for me.”

      And he snapped his hips, piling that dick into my pussy.

      I screamed, the blissful agony of his cock slashing across my flesh, my mind. Fuck. Fucking hell. I panted, loud and fierce, rocking against him, his purr alive in my bones. Beautiful. Addictive.

      “My queen…”

      It was a…a benediction. His joy. His satisfaction at finding me. Me, of all people.

      He drew back and my spine arched, my head and neck, the wild tangle of my hair stroking against his neck fur and the heavy hinge of his jaw. The sweet agony of his barbs… So wrong. So wrong…but so fucking blissfully right. Right for me.

      Boraes roared as he drove back into my cunt. Again. And again. And I met every hunched thrust. Uncaring that his brothers watched, that I was a little human woman on her hands and knees in the muck and oh-so-willing under the fast-thrusting hips of an animal determined to breed me—

      “I will fill your belly. Litter after litter.”

      Tension thickened in my flesh, balanced on the very edge of pleasure. I’d come to this world to be bred. But not like this… I couldn’t—

      “You will.”

      The slam of his dick broke a yowl from me and I could only hang on as he battered my pussy, driving into me, a charge of wild pleasure, growing, tightening… Gods. Gods—

      Golden joy swept over me, thick and brilliant and I lost myself to it. Shaking. Babbling. And somewhere in the daze of pleasure, Boraes roared his release, the hot splash of his animal-seed coating my womb…and bringing with it another surge of mindless joy.

      I crumpled under him—utterly drained, completely sated—and blacked out to the soft sound of cattish laughter
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      I blinked awake and found Boraes nuzzling my neck, on his side with his great body curled around my nakedness and his purr soft spreading a comforting warmth through my flesh. The forest was silent around us, the golden glow of light fading through the heavy canopy. We were alone.

      I wished I could stay, curled under him, wrapped over by his great paws, heat and fur a delicious combination on my sweat-damp and still trembling body.

      “You will stay with my, my queen.”

      I huffed a laugh. Bloody arrogant cat. My humour died and worry filled my chest. I pressed my head to the warmth and achingly soft fur of his inner leg and a smile tugged at my mouth as his tongue rasped my ear. “They’ll come for me.” The words were a whisper into his fur. “I spent the money they paid me. On food and clothes.” I drew a finger along the length of his paw, feeling strong bones and the sheath of his claw. “On you.”

      I closed my eyes and snuggled against him, wanting to impress everything about him, his scent, his softness, his power into my senses. For the time…after. “Perhaps they won’t notice that their first child is a little…furry.”

      His purr rumbled into a growl. “No other will raise my cubs. You are my queen, Minna.” The growl faded away and there was that edge of sly humour to his thoughts. “If it is wealth that you require. There is much that is precious in our lands. Stones and metals humans slaver over. I will wrap you in gold and silks…but the only fur you will know is mine.”

      I blinked. In all of those promises, one word stuck out. “Our?”

      “You are my queen.” He snorted. “I may need to…pound some sense back into your brain.”

      “Git!”

      Boraes huffed a laughing breath over my skin and it raced a bone-deep shiver, igniting a familiar pulse low in my belly. His purr deepened and I wriggled against the length of hot, barbed cock growing inch by inch against my bare spine.

      “You will enjoy your reminder, I believe.”

      Bloody arrogant cat…

      But it was all too true. I would.
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      “That cat-beast is loose—”

      “You’re new here, aren’t you? Just off the transports? They’re a rare sight, a cat-beast and his queen, I agree. But luck to all who witness them. Beautiful, are they not?”

      “But she’s…she’s…”

      “Human?”

      “Yes!”

      “Flesh is only a shadow, my friend. Now, which of my fair beasts will pick you to ride across the Forbidden Lands?”

      “Pick…me?”

      “Oh, the choice is never yours. It is always theirs.”

      

      
        
        The End
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      Stupid name for a planet. Truly stupid. When they could just call it Chara-2. Yeah, Joy-2. So fitting. Better yet would be, “What the fuck are those things?” or simply, “Oh, shit—”

      The latter was suiting me just fine as I leapt a crumbling wall and scrambled through the shattered remains of a door. I collapsed against cracked plaster, pulled my aching legs up to press my sweating face to my knees. I breathed. Willed it slow and quiet. So quiet. Because the slightest noise and they would hear me.

      My heart thudded, dizzying my mind as panic threatened to drag me down. Calm. I was calm. I was. No wild panic about being hunted by a pack of slavering dogs—

      I slapped my hand to my mouth before a hysterical laugh broke and gave me away.

      Dogs. Wolves. Canids. Those names barely described something that was two metres at the shoulder on four legs and fuck knows how tall when it easily rose up on two. But it had fur and a muzzle filled with razored teeth and a tail that bloody wagged.

      So…dogs it had remained.

      I cursed my crew. The ones who’d abandoned me on this hellhole as their—very illegal—mission went sideways. It was more convenient to leave me on the surface, the crew member who’d logged an official complaint with the company, and run. No doubt even only half an hour into the sky, I was declared dead..and—oh, look—Captain Arse-Face could cut away any…inconveniences from my file.

      Such as they were all a shower of cunts for trying to land on this restricted planet for their own financial gain…

      I fisted my fingers in my matted hair and pulled in another slow, slow breath. My anger at them, at their betrayal, at their abandoning me was pointless.

      No one would come to my rescue.

      And I had a pack of dogs eager to tear me apart because Captain Arse-Face—wonder-cunt that he was—had injured one of their pups. Shot at it and laughed. A fucking pup. A child.

      Fucking idiot.

      Its pained whine had torn through me and I’d tried to offer help. I was trained in the use of the medi-kit…but there’d been only snarls and teeth, and then blasts and screaming, and in the clearing of smoke and dust, I was staring up at the claw-shredded but rapidly rising underbelly of my ship…and being glared by a pack of very pissed off dogs.

      So I ran. Fast. With only the slightest idea where I was going.

      The map of the research centre was hazy in my mind. I’d only snatched a look at it. Mainly to stab at the light-screen and point out what a monumentally stupid idea it was to land and try to steal long-abandoned hard-copy research data about how these…creatures produced their musk.

      I’d been abandoned over a smell. Bastards.

      I squinted into the shadows. Dusk was falling, edges of golden light shafting over the tattered remains of a some long dead researcher’s room.

      Which meant—depending on their official standing—either I was on the edge of the laboratories…or I was on the outer rim, where the knobs had called home. It was hard to tell. It’d been—what?—a century since the planet had last seen anything of the humans who’d so fucked about with flesh and genetics that they produced a vicious contagion that created monsters. And fled as their creations overran the facility—

      A long, low howl echoed, others chasing it and a shiver ran over me.

      The silvered eyes of the alpha male dog pushed into my mind again. Bright and fierce and heavy with something I couldn’t name. I winced, and slid up, bracing myself against the cracked wall.

      I didn’t want to name it.

      I pressed a fist to my chest and pushed out a slow breath, heat slashing across my cheeks.

      He’d stood well over three metres, thick, silvered fur shining in the last rays of the sun, all solid muscle and power, the rest of his pack behind him. Growling and wary. Watching us and the hissing weapons aimed at them.

      The alpha-dog’s scent had caught me and I’d pulled it in without thinking. Petrichor. The earth after rain…a scent that dragged me home, made me feel…safe. Something I hadn’t had or been in a long time.

      Then, as I waved my hands and offered up my medi-kit, those eyes had changed. Grew…hot.

      My fist pressed harder to my breast bone. And that hadn’t been the only thing that had grown. Fuck. His dick had been…monstrous. Thick. Dark red. A damn battering ram of a cock—

      Another howl broke a gasp from me, my heart in my throat and my traitorous body still caught on the wrongness of being aroused by the beast that hounded me.

      I had to get to the main laboratory. From the schematics the whole research centre—but especially there—was layer upon layer of solid walls and thick doors. And rations. If it still stood—and I had to risk it—it’d be a place to hide and think and work out how the fuck I would escape this hellhole of a planet.

      “Your scent is woodsmoke and fire.”

      I shrieked, a high-pitched yip that thrummed in my ear bones and made the hulk of the alpha-dog crowding the remains of the doorway growl softly.

      “You also have a voice that can melt steel.”

      A snort broke from me, quick and involuntary. Who knew a dog had a sense of humour? I clapped my hand to my mouth and shrank back, my gaze darting about the room. Fuck, I was an idiot. There were only two means of escape. A door and a window. The window was barricaded with battered metal sheets. And a hulking, silver-furred dog stood upright, his mass filling the other.

      “Look, I have a medi-kit.” I winced. Did these creatures know about technology? “Ointments, liquids, and…and tools that can heal your child. Pup. Whatever.” I caught my fingers in my hair, the hot rush of panic chasing my blood. “Shit. Fuck.”

      Soft and noisy huffs of air made me stare at him. I blinked. Was that dog-laughter?

      “We can access the medical facility here in the centre. It’s not…preferred as the equipment is old…and cranky. But I appreciate your offer.”

      I gave him another long blink. What the fuck? His voice was dark, rich with a strange burr that pricked at my skin. And affected regions I didn’t want to dwell on.

      “You…” I waved my hand at him, unable to find the words…when it was very obvious that he could.

      More of that strange laughter. “Yes. Me.”

      He stepped forward and the clack and pad of his foot against the tiling jerked back the knowledge that this was a beast…for all of his well-spoken words. A beast whose dick… Well, even in the half-light slanting through the cracks in the window, it had fucking grown.

      His scent reached for me, that smooth rush of rain-soaked earth and my pulse jumped. And not from panic. Fuck. Fuck. What was he doing to me?

      “There…” The word ended on a low, thrumming growl. “Breathe me in, little human. Let the scent take you.”

      “I…”

      With each breath I drew him in. That scent. So safe, protecting…and other feeling. The one that curled low in my belly and made my shaking hands sweat.

      “What are you?”

      His lip curled back to reveal glistening canines. His silver eyes shone animal-bright in the gloom. “I am patient zero.”

      He was the original carrier. The one who’d infected the other subjects. The one who would infect me.

      “I’m no longer a threat to passing on my…change.”

      He padded closer, the wild scent of him dizzying my senses.

      And there was nothing but him, a huge, fur-thick beast, crowding me, towering over me and I…I wanted nothing more than to thread my fingers though that dense fur. To feel the thud of his alien heart.

      “You won’t change, little human.” A huge, paw-like hand pressed to my jaw, long fingers combing through the tangle of my hair. I almost, almost nuzzled his palm, but froze, caught, as he murmured, “But my seed in your belly, that’s a different matter.”

      I snatched my head away and more of his doggish laughter huffed from him. “Not happening.”

      “I am going to fuck you.”

      Another pad closer and his long body pressed to mine, heat and fur and a dick that lay hard and long and thick over my belly. I closed my eyes, wanting and loathing it. Fuck, it almost pushed between my breasts.

      “And you want me to. You have since the moment you saw this.” He ground his cock against me and the rise of male musk with whatever his insane pheromones were chased sense from my brain. Because I pushed back.

      Mortified, I froze.

      His muzzle snuffled at my neck, cool and—ah, fuck—that first lick of his long tongue. It was…delicious. He growled, something soft and deep, and it throbbed down to my pussy.

      “You’re ready. Ripe.” A clawed hand gripped my hip, his fingers splayed across my ass. “You’ll be safe with us. We look after our own. And you, you’ll be mine.”

      “Yours…”

      It should’ve been a question. Or something curt and hard. Not…what came out. Something breathy and…and agreeing.

      I pressed my hands to the breadth of his chest, pushed, shoved, but he was solid, unmoving muscle. And he, bastard, just ripped my suit across my ass, exposing me to the chill air and the over-familiar slid of his paws.

      He drew a long breath, his massive chest pushing against me. “Fuck, I’ve got to taste your cunt.”

      With a squeal, I was on my back across the old, high bed and this…this dog was tearing at the rest of my suit, determined to have be bare-assed naked.

      I slapped at him, but his thick muscle was stone under a hot layer of fur. My palms stung. The bastard grinned at me, his silver eyes shining and his canines too bright and far too sharp for my liking. My boot sailed across the room. A hard tug and the other joined it, smashing into who-knew-what in the thick shadow.

      Heavy hands, rough-padded and clawed, landed on my bared thighs. He pushed them apart with mortifying ease. I should’ve fought him, kicked out, but something, something in him, in his scent, his power, fuck, his being a bastard, had my legs spreading…and my pussy too damn eager.

      His growl raced over my trembling flesh. I couldn’t want this. I’d never… I never had any sort of desire. Not a whiff of it. Did I need someone like him? Or him, exactly?

      His hot breath snuffled over my pussy, nosing through the thatch of my sex. And it should’ve been the worst form of embarrassment, to be stripped and pinned to a bed and to have a dog sticking his nose into my privates. But it wasn’t. Oh fuck, it wasn’t.

      I fisted the ancient sheets, my gaze fixed on that muzzle, my breath short, the ache for him to slip lower, to drag that long, wet, animal tongue over my cunt pounding through my blood.

      He licked me, a slow and thorough lap, with his eyes fixed on mine, hot and smug. “Fuck, I haven’t had human cunt in decades….”

      A hot wave of mortification swept over me, a stark reminder that there was a beast, an animal between my legs. An ageless creature made in these very labs… But—shit—another lap of that thick, wet tongue and the base part of me really didn’t care.

      “Alpha…”

      The word came with a keen through the shadows and the light in the room vanished. My head jerked to the door and found another hulking shape there, gilded gold.

      The dog at my cunt growled and the vibrations chased up through my flesh. I arched into him and was rewarded with a long, long lick and a soft “good girl” that flushed further heat into me.

      “This is how you take a female.” Blunt claws skimmed the crease of my thighs, my legs twitching, caught in the pleasure and strangeness of his touch. “Watch. Though you will never have her. I make my claim.”

      His words splintered over my dazed thoughts. What the— But the pad and click of feet chased away that thought. The— they, three hulking beasts—were in the room, silvered eyes gleaming in the shadows. Watching me having my cunt licked by their alpha-dog.

      I tried to drag the sheet over my nakedness, but the alpha’s negligent paw swept it away. “They will see you.” He huffed a breath against my pussy and I squeaked. “Get used to it. We hide nothing from those of age in my pack.” A dark lip curled over this glistening teeth. “And they should know how to fuck a woman.” His soft growl rippled over my damp skin and I shivered. “Should more of your kind deign to…drop in.”

      He lapped and I squealed, twisting against the sudden bolt of pleasure, chased by the blunt stroke of his claws along the crease where my thigh met my pussy. “Then who taught you?” The question burst from me. Because he was good. He was very good.

      “I was human…once.” His nose nudged my clit and he exhaled. The release of  hot air almost rolled my eyes back in my head. “I know my way around a cunt.”

      Fresh growls threaded through my dazed thoughts and I blinked at the watching pack, hands fisting around thick, dangerously red cocks. Their eyes shone, the want there, thick and heavy and their scent—the secret my bastard-crew had wanted to steal—filled the cool air. Dark. Rich. Heady…

      “A bitch in heat.” The alpha-dog’s voice was rough and possessive. “But my bitch.”

      He licked and lapped and his very low growl was a thrum through my aching flesh. I rolled my hips, wanting more, desperate for the lashing of his thick, animal tongue… On my thighs, ass, the aching promise of it as it flicked between my folds, of it laving across my eager clit. The uneven bestiality of it. Fuck. It was… It was—

      He snarled against my cunt, mashing fur and whiskers into my wet flesh. “Come…”

      It was a growl. It was a command.

      And I had to obey my alpha-dog.

      Fire chased up through my flesh and I arched against his muzzle, against the still wild laps of his tongue, twisting my hips, wanting more of him, more of the forbidden joy.

      Gods… Fuck. I slumped into the mattress.

      I was sodden—wet and deliciously sticky—and completely boneless. My alpha-dog—and he was so very much mine, as I was his—snuffled over the crease of my thigh, making me twitch.

      “Sweet,” he murmured, the thrum of it tickling and quirking a smile over my mouth. “And now…”

      With a dizzying flip, I was on my belly and my alpha dragged me down over the sheets until my legs dangled over the edge of the bed. My heart thudded, tight and quick, wanting this, aching for it—but fuck, I’d never… Not once. “I haven’t…”

      He broke through my words with a low growl, his meaty hand gripping my hip. “I know. Virgin meat.”

      And my chest hollowed as something hot and wet and fucking monstrous pushed against my defenceless pussy. Knuckles brushed against my ass—his, aiding him to feed that monster into my flesh.

      The first breach broke a howl from me, the pain quick and hot and I found myself staring at the watching pack. Clawed hands on their own cocks, beating, stroking, tongues out and panting. Silvered eyes fierce and bright in the shadows.

      “Fuck her, Alpha.”

      “Break her in.”

      “Breed her.”

      The last one caught my breath, a hot reminder of what being fucked by this dog would mean. I hadn’t been fitted with the standard contraceptive tab. Why would I need it? I was pain-free and regular, completely regular.

      And so my womb—I did rapid calculations, fuck, fuck—was as this dog, and apparently his pack, already knew…I was fertile. The Alpha’s word came back to me. Ripe.

      “I…”

      Whatever I was about to say was lost in the first stroke of that fucking monstrous cock into my pussy. And still he was pushing, driving his length into my tight, wet flesh.

      “My mate…”

      The fact was growled over me and chased an unexpected ripple over my skin, bringing a bright flush of pleasure that mixed with the deepening pulse in my cunt. Fisting the sheets, I pushed back, driving myself onto his dick, wanting more of him and he snarled, something tight and fierce.

      “Yes…” Warm fur covered my back, losing me beneath his animal crouch as his massive hands grabbed my breasts, squeezing and pinching. “To see my pups here.” A blunt claw flicked across my aching nipple and a jagged shot of pleasure shot down to my pussy, squeezing me around his cock. “To taste your milk myself…”

      He groaned and drove into me, my spine arching at his invasion and I met that hard thrust, the images he wove through my mind…wanted. Desired. To belong. To be his. It was a dark joy.

      His scent wrapped around me, the heat of his furry belly, the wild stroke of his hips, firing now, curled and crouched over me, fucking me so deliciously hard…and fuck. Being watched. Being wanted by young, strong dogs and knowing, knowing I was taken by their Alpha.

      “I will breed you. Fuck my litter into your womb.”

      It was a snarl at my ear, his rhythmic thrusts driving me into the mattress and the tension in my belly tightened, twisted. “Yes…” The word broke from me, hot and quick. “Fuck me.”

      The bed groaned and squeaked as he rode me and I…I was lost to the pleasure of being taken. Taken by this dog, all fur and snarl and monstrous dick driving into my unprotected cunt.

      The snap and grunt of him, fucking me harder, faster pushed breathless squeals from me. Gods. He was so deep. So fucking deep… My thoughts spiralled, the daze of pleasure taking me, taking me—

      He howled and strained, flooding my cunt with this animal seed and a fierce white fire exploded in my flesh. I screamed. I shook, pumping my hips back against his, wanting more…and the pressure in my cunt grew and tightened. Thickened… What…?

      “My knot, girl. You’ve taken my knot. I cleared the way…now this”—and he turned his hips the raw pulse of fresh pleasure pushing flashes of light across my eyes—“will drive my pups into your ripe belly.”

      He eased me around, every movement sparking a surge of joy that forced a gasp and a pant and—fuck—a mewl as he curled his dark-scented heat around me.

      The rest of the pack had vanished, through their split seed spotted on the ground. I honestly didn’t care. I was…happy. Safe. Protected. And so fucking satisfied I was completely boneless.

      “You are one of us now. No one will harm you. You are under my personal protection.”

      He pushed his hips against mine and a flare of heat and pleasure and the hot splash of his come against my womb eased a blissful sigh from me.

      I didn’t give one shit that he wasn’t human. That I was caught on this strange, quarantined planet with a pack of mutant dogs. That that mutation would form in the children soon to grow in my belly. I was…home for the first time in a long time.

      I curled into him, into his warmth and security. I was a member of the pack now. More than that, I was his. When had I last felt…safe? Felt as if I had a home? Years. So many years…but this place, as strange as it was, it could be home. He could become my home. Quite easily.

      My Alpha growled as he enfolded me in strong arms and I let out a sigh. I wriggled against him, the knot thick and hot in my pussy a delicious pressure.

      “What do you want, my little mate?”

      I nuzzled my head under his jaw and grinned at the sloppy lick that lashed my ear. “Just you, my Alpha. Just you.”
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      The last thing I was expecting was a dragon.

      I mean, I knew Iota-Draconis-2 had dragons. They filled the sleep-soak smushed into my brain on that sty of a shuttle, prepping me for the ‘does and don’ts’ when we landed. Bloody thing gave me a blistering headache.

      And I was on the planet to see dragons.

      But, the tamed ones. The ones that’d been orphaned and human-bred to please the crowds that came to see their displays. The flash of gold, red, blue or black wings against the ring of grey mountains, sinuous necks, the flex of powerful muscles and belches of flame. Grace and power and strength…

      I’d sat, legs twitching, my ticket still gripped tight in my hot hand, watching them from the great rows of tiered seating cut into the rock. And that illicit pulse low in my belly, the one that’d pulled me to the planet in the first place, thickened, sweetened.

      That I was ready for. But not this…

      A heavy set of talons caged me to the earth and a long, smooth-scaled snout huffed smoky air across my chest, rippling my loose tunic. The dragon was gold, a soft and shimmering brilliance in the fierce orange of setting suns, and I was insane for admiring the…the creature that curled a dark-gold lip at me, revealing row upon row of needle-sharp teeth.

      I’d been slow on my way back to the off-world compound where the guests stayed, my mind caught on the wild beauty of the beasts that had filled the air. Slow to realise that I’d fallen behind from the mass of people flocking though the forest towards the waiting ships. They were sensibly eager to be off-world before the suns set, as the sleep-soak advised.

      Warned.

      But me? No, I dawdled.

      And then…and then…

      A fierce rush of air and smoke and fire, the beat of wings, flashes of gold…and me, staring up at a powerful, golden foreleg…as the last of the ships jetted into the haze of the darkening sky.

      Caught. Pinned. Trapped.

      My heart thudded and I dug my fingers into the earth, holding myself stiff and still, some part of my hind brain convinced that if I didn’t move, didn’t breathe then the beast above me would let me go. Though—fuck—I had nowhere to go. Not with the last shuttle already a glowing dot on the edge of the atmosphere.

      “Admire me.” A huge eye, the iris muscle flexing with deep greys and blacks, angled towards me as the smooth voice slid into my mind. “You watched the others, the young bucks in their sport. They caught your breath, didn’t they? I am a mature male.” Humour—dark and slick—curled around those words and a fist tightened in my belly. “I am Niron, Holder of the Eastern Sky. And one who can be…appreciative.”

      Fuck. Fucking fuck. There’d been nothing—nothing—about these creatures being sentient.

      “Worried now that I won’t eat you? Or worried that I will?”

      There was a lascivious twist to his words that spiked my pulse and I tried to smother it, I did, because this…this dragon—Niron—couldn’t know my dark secret, the desire that had fixed in my flesh for too many years.

      “I wouldn’t make good eating.” Yes, I had to pretend I’d misunderstood his meaning. Making a meal of me, and not in the way I’d fantasised about… I crushed those thoughts. Slammed them down. “I…I ate too much of the stall-food. I wouldn’t be pleasant—”

      My teeth snapped together. I’d been about to say, ‘…pleasant going down’, which would’ve been a whole level of wrong.

      The dragon huffed warm sweet air, snapping my tunic against my breasts and his dark amusement chased after it. Git. “Oh there is much about you that would make…good eating.”

      He nuzzled against my jaw, the smooth heat of his leathery skin breaking goosebumps against my flesh, flashing a bright rush of warmth down through my body. I tried not to squirm. To press my thighs together to deny—or increase—the sudden ache. And failed.

      His nostrils flared and a wisp of smoke curled out from between his glistening teeth. “Arousal.”

      The single word damned me…and we both knew it.

      “Those who are…drawn here are pulled to our home-world for a reason. Neither space-time nor species is a barrier here, my sweet little morsel.”

      I closed my eyes and drew in a slow, slow breath. It didn’t help that the leather and spice scent of the arrogant, infuriating dragon slid into my lungs and made me anything but calm.

      “You ache.”

      His voice was a velvet heat that moved thought my flesh, sank into my bones and drove the familiar—and forbidden—desires that had owned me for so long.

      “You’ve ached for years. For something that someone of your…species could never give you. A yearning for primal power, of fire and air and the strength to drive all thought from your human skull. To lose yourself in pleasure. For a beast, a wild, winged beast, to fuck you. Always.”

      The flicker of a hot, wet tongue down the length of my neck broke a gasp from me and I stared up at the beast that pinned me, that knew me. More than anyone had before.

      I wet dried lips. “Why?” I swallowed, nerves biting at my thoughts. “How…?”

      “This is who we are.”

      The flick of a talon sliced my tunic and it fluttered apart with another huff of his warm breath. My nipples budded, the shock of that rushing in a jagged line to my pussy. Fuck. I pressed my lips together to deny a moan that threatened to escape. Fuck.

      His forked tongue teased a line down my chest and I groaned, hating him, wanting, him, wanting more than this simple…lick.

      “You will have it all, my sweetling. I will have all of you…as my own.”

      “Yours…?”

      “Am I not worth more than a single fuck?” And he teased the pointed ends of his tongue around my nipple and I bucked. Pushed myself hard against the cage of his talons. “We are drawn together across the vastness of space…”

      Arrogant shit. “I had to do all the work. You didn’t move.”

      Dragon laughter huffed warm air over my bare skin. “In this form, it’s impossible for me to fit on one of your…shuttles.”

      Something about his words pricked at me, but his tongue was flicking and tasting my nipples, first one then the other, before his incredible tongue curled around my whole breast…and he breathed against me—

      I cried out. The heat of him charged my flesh. And then he licked down…down and with a too-easy claw, my remaining clothes were shredded.

      Embarrassment added yet more warmth to my face. No one had ever…seen me like this. Naked and aching. Niron was right. My own species had held very little interest for me, so I’d never seen the point of sex.

      Until that moment. Until a huge golden dragon—all heat and muscle—caught me, pinned me and his black tongue swirled and flickered over my navel. Over the dip and curve to my mons… And, oh fuck.

      Oh fuck.

      For that impossible tongue to slip and curl and push, parting my untouched lips and teasing a slow lick over my aching clit—

      I screamed. My spine was a bow. Heat and fire chased over me in a wild, unstoppable wave and I whimpered and shook. Even so slight a touch, the barest lick of my cunt was everything I’d ached for since I’d known how to ache.

      Niron nuzzled the thatch of hair and a laugh broke from me at the soothing—almost affectionate—gesture.

      “So easy.” His smoothly smug thoughts reached out for my scattered mind. “How will you survive my dick buried so deep into your sweet little cunt that you’ll be able to taste its tip?”

      I caught my fingers in my hair and let out a long breath. “Are all dragons so unbearably arrogant?”

      His great eyes narrowed on me. “You will never find out.”

      My thoughts were still somewhere out by the stratosphere, wispy and hardly my own. “Playing to the stereotype, my dear Niron? Hoarding and possessive.”

      A low rumble broke from the great curve of his chest and the curl of sweet-scented smoke wreathed around my bare flesh. “I have waited for you for a moon’s age. Aware of your blood, the strands of it pulling together over time until you—you—were formed.”

      I blinked, his words cutting through the haze and I could only stare up at the beautiful dragon above me, the last orange rays of the distant suns firing against the leathery gold of his scales. “Me. You really waited for me…”

      It seemed impossible. I mean I wasn’t special in any way. Not for a single second. I worked in the stinking bowels of an Earth-orbiting station, scrubbing out the more tenacious atmosphere processors. A shitty and low paid job.

      And it had taken me a standard year to scrimp and save for the trip to even so near a system as Iota-Draconis. Co-workers had thought me mad—insane—for wasting money on a single day of watching dragons fly. And now, well now, I’d miss my ride that would take me onto the interstellar transport scheduled to leave in only a few hours.

      “Now you see why I will hoard you, my sweetling. Why,” his tongue flickered against my labia, the pleasure-shock catching my breath in my chest, “I will lick you until you scream, and then drive my cock into you.”

      The angles of light from the setting suns slanted under his belly—and I was scrambling back, no thought in my head but to run, run fast and far from that, that…thing that jutted out from between his thickly muscled haunches.

      Huge. Monstrous. A cock meant for a beast that matched him in size and strength. Not a puny little human woman and her poor, untried cunt.

      A darkly golden lip curled upwards and the sharp and smug turn of his thoughts wrapped around mine. His talons sank into the earth, stretching his foot around me and rubbing rough golden scales against my bare skin.

      I stilled. Panted. My heart pounded. Fuck. Fuck. Yes, I’d always wanted this. Always. But fuck. The reality of my…my need was still fucking terrifying.

      “I will take you and I will breed you.”

      The thick padding of his talon sheath stroked over my nipple and I sucked in a startled breath. A jagged line of hot want shot straight for my pussy. And his words. Breed me. They broke a mewl from me. Fuck, that was something so hidden, but…wanted. For this beast to drive his animal seed into my fertile womb.

      My hips bucked against the sudden lick of this dragon’s clever tongue, the slither of it over my soaking cunt, the play and dip and chase down the cleft of my ass.

      “You want that, don’t you Zaira? Your belly swelled with my child.”

      Niron’s hot breath brushed against my slicked thighs and I didn’t question how he he knew my name. He was in my head, after all. And why should I care? There was a fucking dragon eating me. Wanting to fuck me.

      “Our child. And you are ripe. Ready.”

      That word came out on a low growl, even as his leathery muzzle pressed to my cunt, his tongue—fuck, his tongue—licking, tasting, finding every sweet inch of me, the juiciness of my pussy almost mortifying. But I didn’t care about that either. Not for a minute.

      This. This was what I had always ached for.

      I caught my hands in my hair, staring, just staring at the massive golden beast between my thighs. The heat of need flared under my skin and I rolled my hips, wanting more, wanting that tongue deeper, faster, for him to breach me, take what was his—

      “Mine.”

      It was a low, hot rumble through my scattering thoughts. “Yes. Yours.” I groaned the words, wanting more than his tongue. Wanting—aching for—that monstrous cock to fuck me. To ravish—and ravage—me.

      I arched into his muzzle, into the heat of leathery scales and hot breath, the press of him, stretching my thighs as he lapped and growled and feasted on my willing cunt…

      It was a bliss I’d never known. Tight and fierce and I pushed my hips up to him again and again. Panting. Sweating. My fingers clawing at the earth, at the bluntness of his talons, at the hot, scaled strength of his foreleg. Anywhere and anything to take in the wild tension, the fire and joy searing my flesh.

      “Fuck… Niron—”

      I gasped his name and his low and pleasured growl ripped through the strain holding me, charging—fuck, oh fuck—surging a wave of fiery light over me in a wild and screaming rush.

      I cried out, caught in it, lost to it, hardly aware…

      I was on my knees and…and—

      A shriek burst from me as a monstrous dragon cock surged into my still-fluttering pussy. His strong foreleg lifted me and pinned me to this chest, to the burning hot underbelly of a rutting beast.

      Each fierce stroke escaped me in a half-scream. A cry of pain and of pleasure. Because—fuck—he was buried within my juicy cunt, buried deep and he had no intention of stopping until he came.

      And that was right. And wanted, so fucking wanted—

      “Yes…”

      I panted out the word, working my hips back against his cock, wanting it deeper and harder. Wanting to find another insane burst of bliss.

      His vast wings arced, his hard muscles taut and working against my naked skin, the press of leathery scales, of smoke and spices and of me spread against him like a deliciously eager virgin sacrifice—

      It was everything I ever wanted. Everything.

      “Fuck me. Fuck me. Drive that dragon-dick so hard I can taste you.  Taste your come.”

      “My fierce and dirty little mate.” His words—hot and eager—flashed across my mind. “I will fuck you and fill you. Only me. Always me.”

      His dick speared me and he worked my body, my cunt against him. His happy fuck-doll. And yes, I wanted just that. Wanted to be fucked and bred by the his glorious, glorious beast.

      Fuck. Stroke after stroke. Pummelling my pussy. Making me his. I was fucking a dragon. A beast. An animal. Yes, oh… There. Oh, fuck, there—

      I shrieked, my wild cry echoing around the forest and scattering beasts from branches in a panicked rush. But I didn’t care. The rush of it, the insane heat, the light, the joyous scream in my flesh, melting my bones took me, held me, and still Niron’s fierce, uneven thrusts jerked into my twitching, boneless flesh…

      …until his roar shattered the air and his dragon-seed splashed into my womb.

      I was his. I was his.

      Forever.

      Finally, I’d found my home.

      ***

      My limbs were twitching and sated and I lay in a daze on the soft earth, sweat and juices and muck a mix on my flesh, but did I care? Not for a second. I’d been fucked in a way had existed only in my fantasies.

      “Zaira.”

      I frowned, the pull of muscles around my eyes so much effort. That had sounded…outside my head. My frown deepened. But it was Niron’s voice.

      Fingers pushed back the wild tangle of my hair. Gentle fingers. The teasing brush of fingertips against my damp temple. The last of the suns’ light had faded and I squinted up at the heavy shadow of a man.

      A man.

      I closed my eyes and a dark and hollow pain filled my chest. Had it all been a fantasy, after all? My beautiful dragon a figment of my need. My years’ long ache. My throat tightened and I willed back the fall of tears.

      “I’m here.”

      His voice was smooth and low and so similar to the one that had filled my thoughts. But it didn’t make sense. What had happened? I ached. I ached in places that had never known an ache before. And I was beyond exhausted, just as if I’d been…ridden hard.

      “Oh you were, my sweetling.”

      My eyes shot open. “Niron?” It came out on a half-croak, my throat still sore from lengthy and lusty screaming. I swallowed and wet dried lips. “Niron, is that…you?”

      “Who else would I allow to see you naked?”

      “Git of a dragon.” But there was no anger behind my words. Just affection…and relief. So much relief. And then my brain caught up. “You’re…”

      My fingers twitched, my hand flopping in his general direction. Who knew that being fucked my a dragon could be so deliciously exhausting? I smile tugged at my mouth. Well, I did, for one…

      I pulled my mind back.  “You’re human.”

      “I have the appearance of a human male, yes. As you have the appearance of a thoroughly fucked and naked human female.” There was a thread of dark humour to his voice. “Appearances can be…deceptive.”

      His words caught and twisted and I tugged them apart. “You can change shape? Or it’s a form of camouflage?”

      “It is…who and what we are.”

      Strong, bare arms pulled me to him, nestling me in his lap and neither of us cared that I was sticky and mucky. I smelt of earth, our earth, our world, and the rich odour of rather wonderful sex.

      I pressed my mouth to the strong column of his throat, tasting skin, the hints of spices and leather under my lips and tongue. His dragon scent. No matter what body he wore, that would never change.

      I frowned. How…how could I know that…?

      “It is—”

      “Who and what we are?” I huffed a breath against his neck. “Git.”

      His warm laughter shook his body against mine, his arms tightening and his long, thick cock pressing so much more firmly against my ass. I wriggled and he stilled. “You will understand in time, my lovely Zaira. And as I wear this shape…you…”

      His words trailed away, his teeth biting into the curve of my neck, the jolt of pleasure breaking a gasp from me.

      “I…?”

      Niron had the insane ability to send all higher thought dribbling out of my brain. Just as I’d always wanted. Especially as clever fingers slipped down over my belly to tease across my freshly aching clit.

      His smooth voice was a rich, dark murmur against the shell of my ear. “Oh, my sweetling, I will no longer fly alone.”

      I squeaked, held in that thought and the hot flick of his fingers, the sudden surge of a quick and fiery release catching me so suddenly that it shot lava through my veins. “Fly. Fly? I’m a dragon too?”

      Niron eased his thick cock into my clutching pussy, his heavy groan fluttering across my skin. “And wait, wait until I fly-fuck you.”

      I gasped at his next, hard thrust into my cunt, clinging to him, wanting him…and fuck…

      

      I couldn’t wait. I really couldn’t.

      
        
        The End
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        * * *

      

      This is probably the last—for the moment—of the short stories in the Beast Bites series.

      Though never say never…

      Please check out my Also By Amber Foy list for other up and coming series.
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