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Chapter One 

Jennifer White fought hard to stay awake, even though her eyes refused to cooperate. An intense drowsiness overcame her, and keeping her eyelids open became such a chore. Frustrated, she decided to bite her finger hard. A shard of pain jolted her awake, shaking her from the grip of sleepiness that wouldn’t let her go. Her eyes snapped open. Her mouth tasted of blood. She might have bitten herself too hard, but she didn’t care. She knew she had to stay alert. 

If she wanted to survive... 

She rolled onto her stomach and forced herself to crawl. She blinked and stared at her surroundings. The sweltering heat got to her first. Then the smell of dry grass and earth assaulted her nostrils. Her gut sank. Her heart accelerated, just like it had when she had seen the wild tribal dance last night. 

Had it been last night? 

Or two nights ago? She’d lost track of time. 

The last thing she remembered was her fiancé, Seth, filling her with booze. She was a light drinker. One cocktail was enough to get her tipsy. She recalled she was on her fourth Martini when Seth suggested they go out for a stroll. The night was young and the moon full. It was a romantic night, Seth had said, and he didn’t want to miss the moment. She didn’t want to disappoint him, so she went along for a jeep ride; a midnight excursion under the Serengeti night sky. 



After just a few minutes, everything jumbled and she couldn’t remember anything else. She must have passed out. How did she end up in this place? Had something happened to Seth? 

Jen paused and sat. A chilling numbness spread into her nerve endings. Where am I? How did I get here? What is this place? 

She crossed her arms in front of her chest, wanting to cry. Despite the relentless heat, she shivered. She didn’t want to believe Seth had forgotten about her and left her here. Seth loved her. He had told her many times how he couldn’t live without her. 

Something terrible must have happened to him and they got separated. Had they been attacked? Was he in trouble? 

Stifling a cry, Jen scrambled up to get a better view of where she was. Her knees gave up before she could fully stand. Once again, she crashed back onto the dirt ground. Her head spun. 

Damn it. 

Jen clutched her head as everything appeared double. She cursed her bitchy hangover. She once had a heavy hangover during her freshman year in college, but she’d never been this way before. The dizziness was so intense it almost felt as if she’d been drugged. 

When she was a teenager, her appendix burst in the middle of a volleyball match and she had to undergo an emergency appendectomy. When she got out of surgery, she was extremely groggy and sleepy from the anesthesia, exactly like she felt now. 

Had Seth drugged her? 



She quickly brushed away her crazy suspicion. Seth would never do such a thing. He loved her. She knew he did. There must be a reasonable explanation for this. 

Jen worked herself into a crawl again. Her knees and elbows grated against the dry earth, bruising her skin. She was stranded in the middle of god-knew-where and it certainly wasn’t safe for her to stay in one spot. She’d seen the big cats crawling all over this place. She had to keep moving. Look for help and get out of this grassy hell of a sweatbox. 

After a few yards, Jen had to stop. She panted. The heat was unbearable. Her throat was parched and she was hungry as hell. Suddenly the surroundings turned silent. Uh-oh. Not good. Even the noisy birds had stopped chirping. Goosebumps broke out over her flesh. The hair on her nape stood. A low growl reverberated behind her. 

Her heart froze in her chest. 

Oh, god, no. Jen scrambled up to run. She only managed a dozen steps when her strength left her. She crashed back to the earth, placing her much too close to her living nightmare. 

A giant lion appeared before her. His majestic, golden mane was gently blown by the dry, hot breeze. A golden-eyed gaze raked over her body, calculating. The lion swished his tail. Another growl erupted from his throat. 

“Good kitty,” Jen whispered. She scooted backward. “Don’t eat me. I don’t taste good.” 

For a moment, she thought she heard the lion chuckle. Impossible. Snorted? Nah. 

Couldn’t be. 



She scurried to a nearby bush as the lion inched closer, ready to pounce. Her gaze was transfixed on the lion’s huge paws. They were bigger than dinner plates. Oh, god. I’m doomed. 

Jen’s eyes widened in terror when a second lion stalked out from the dense underbrush. 

I’m dead. I’m freaking dead. They’re going to eat me alive. 

She squealed when the first lion put his paw on her chest and sniffed and then darkness engulfed her. 


* * * 

Cyeon Rarh was amused. 
He had never met a human so frightened of his kind. She fainted the moment he had touched her. Usually, humans would scream and run first. And after they tired of running, they would beg him to spare their life before finally passing out. 

Typical tourists. 

It wasn’t as if Cyeon loved to eat humans or anything. He just liked toying with them. His pride, K’stal, ancient lion-shifters that had ruled over the Serengeti for centuries, never ate people for sustenance. Many K’stal members claimed humans as their mates, so the practice of eating them was forbidden. But most of them couldn’t resist chasing and scaring them off when they saw one. 

Nature of the beasts. 

His gaze clashed with his brother, Keto’s and his brother grinned wide in his beastly form. He looked creepy. 



This one I’d love to lick all over, Keto said in mind-speak. Maybe I’ll eat her too. Not in the non-sexual way if you know what I mean. 

You wish. Cyeon rolled his eyes. I saw her first. 

Merde! Not fair. 

I’m the alpha. Deal with it. After his brother returned from a year studying art in Paris, the showboat always gloated in an annoying French accent, making Cyeon want to smack Keto each time he did. Almost all K’stal shifters had left the Serengeti at one point in their lives, roaming the seven continents to broaden their horizons. Cyeon himself had spent a decade in the United States, studying business management, then law, in prestigious universities before he became bored and decided to return to Africa. 

In the end, all K’stal shifters always came home. The call of the Serengeti felt like a siren’s song to their kind. 

What are you going to do with her? Keto asked. 

Bring her home. 

Our home? 

No, the governor’s home. Good grief. Cyeon brushed past his brother. Move over. 

Keto sat. His creepy grin widened. Aha. You’re planning to keep her. 

Maybe. 

Maybe? You can’t take her into our abode if you don’t plan on keeping her. 

Shush. Shut your trap for once. I haven’t made up my mind yet. 

Why’s that? 

Because she isn’t just a stray tourist. She was drugged before she was dumped. 



You saw the whole thing? 

Last night. I’ve waited for her to wake up. Cyeon paused and shifted into his human form. He crouched over her and caressed her cheek. The sleeping beauty was still out and she didn’t look as if she was going to come out of it anytime soon. 

He examined her more closely. She was a lovely woman. Pretty face. Curvaceous figure. Lush breasts. Just his type. Her shoulder-length dark hair was matted with dry leaves and grass, and her pale skin was dirty from the earth, but she still looked breathtaking. What kind of monster could discard a beautiful woman like this in the middle of nowhere and leave her to die? He had strolled through his pack territory last night to watch the sunset, when he caught sight of a jeep that swerved quickly. 

Something bulky had flown from the vehicle, landing near a watering hole. Cyeon almost couldn’t believe what he saw when he investigated. 

At first, he thought the jeep had dumped a dead body. He was surprised when he found the woman still alive. He decided to wait, standing guard in case it had been a mistake. The man in the jeep might not have known he’d lost a passenger. Tourists often did unbelievably stupid shit. Twelve hours later, and still no one had come back for her. Cyeon was convinced this woman was a victim of a poorly orchestrated murder attempt. Judging by her scent, she had been drugged before she was dumped. 

His gaze traveled to her hand. Her finger was crowned with an engagement ring. 

Big rock, but sadly, it was a fake. His trained eye easily picked out the differences between a true diamond and a Zirconia. This woman’s fiancé must have deceived her into thinking he splurged on her with an expensive diamond ring. 



You poor thing, he thought. 

What did you do to deserve this? 

His brother also watched her with great interest. His yellow eyes luminous. 

Luscious. 

She is. But keep your hands off her. She’s mine. 

Ass. Keto snorted. 

So? Cyeon decided it was time to move her into a cooler place. He guessed she’d be miserable in this heat. Plus, she needed to be cleaned up. He swept her into his arms and carried her into their pride abode. Keto followed him from behind in a lazy, predatory gait. 

Cyeon felt as if was bringing home a precious prize. 






Chapter Two 

Jen woke up to the scent of freshly brewed coffee. For a moment, she felt disoriented. First instinct, she thought she was in her apartment back in Jersey, and the nightmare she had endured for the past twenty-four hours had been nothing but a dream. 

Opening her eyes, she found herself lying in a stranger’s bed with a cup of coffee waiting for her on the nightstand. She was wrong. This wasn’t a dream. 

Where am I? Jen blinked. The last thing she remembered was two humongous lions about to have her as their afternoon snack. Was I saved? I’m not dead? She scrambled to sit up, grabbing the steaming cup of coffee, if for nothing else, to shake the confusion from her head. Before she had a chance to sip it, her gaze caught sight of the golden beast in the corner of the room. She screamed as the cup slipped from her hands, spilling coffee everywhere. She freaked out even more when the lion got to his feet and transformed into a man. Her scream rang to the ceiling. She quickly retreated until her back was against the wall. Her heart pounded so hard, she felt as if she was having a heart attack. 

What the hell was that? 

“Madam. You made such a mess,” the man chastised her. He collected the cup from the floor and wiped the spilled coffee with a bunch of tissues. 

“What...w-who are you?” 



He took one good look at her and smiled. “I should ask the same thing of you. 

What’s your name?” 

Her voice strangled in her throat. When she finally worked it out, it was merely a husk of a whisper. “This is impossible. I saw a lion. And then you. This is not happening...” 

The man’s smile widened. “You’re not crazy. You never saw a shifter before?” 

“Shape shifters aren’t real.” 

“Is that so? Then I’m only a figment of your imagination?” He touched her arm. 

She squealed. 

“Relax. I won’t hurt you.” 

“What...what are you going to do to me?” 

“Bathe you, of course. You’re filthy.” 

“I...” Her protest died when she saw his eyes. The man had the most gorgeous eyes she had ever seen. They were large and almond shaped. His irises looked golden and luminous, cat-like. His eyes were fanned with thick, dark lashes, contrasting against his golden, long hair. He was a beautiful man. An eye candy of a man like she often saw in magazines. But unlike those models, this man looked dangerous. The raw power oozing from his every pore shut down any urges for rebellion. Jen decided not to do anything stupid. 

This man wasn’t completely human. Who knew what a man-lion would do if he flipped out? She’d like to keep her neck intact, in one piece, thank you very much. 



Jen cautiously climbed off the bed, trembling. The man grabbed her wrist and tugged her into an adjoining room, which turned out to be a bathroom. To her surprise, the place looked very clean. A large, sunken tub graced the center of the room. All of the man’s personal belongings were arranged neatly. Even she couldn’t keep her own bathroom this tidy. She wondered if this stranger was a clean freak. 

He closed the door and plugged the drain in the tub. “What’s your name?” he asked, turning the faucet on. 

“Jen. Jennifer White.” Her voice sounded as timid as a mouse. 

“Jennifer,” the man echoed. “My name is Cyeon. Welcome to K’stal’s humble abode.” 

Cyeon. An exotic name just like the man himself. He didn’t look either old or young, making it difficult for Jen to guess his age. The man was tall, and she felt like a dwarf standing beside him. His body was well-built. Okay, he had the most impressive six-pack abs she had ever seen. Dressed only in battered jeans, she saw every inch of his rippling muscles that were encased in delicious sun-tempered skin. 

Jen frowned. How did this guy maintain his clothing while he shifted from lion to man? Magic? 

“Take off your clothes,” Cyeon ordered. “And get into the tub.” 

“I can take a bath on my own, thank you.” 

“I know, but where’s the fun in that? Come here.” 

“I can’t.” Her heart raced again. “What exactly do you want from me?” 



A mischievous smile hovered at the corner of his lips. His golden-eyed gaze raked over her body. “What do you think?” 

A wave of vertigo almost made her faint. This gorgeous man wanted to have his way with her? Outrageous. Flattering, but outrageous. “I...I can’t. I’m engaged.” 

“I know. I can see the ring on your finger.” 

For a second, she was baffled. “Then you know why I can’t. I appreciate your help, but I need to get back to my fiancé.” 

Cyeon laughed hard. His deep, buttery voice reverberated in the enclosed room. 

“You want to go back to a man who tried to kill you? Unbelievable.” 

Jen blinked. “What do you mean by that? Seth would never do such a thing.” 

“Really?” His eyebrows arched, mockery in his tone. “He drugged you and dumped you out of his jeep. If I hadn’t spotted you, you would probably be dead already. All kinds of animals come to our watering hole, but none dare to drink from it when one of us is around.” Cyeon pulled her closer. “And since I’m the one who found you, it’s only fair that I claim you as mine. Finders, keepers.” 

The revelation stunned her. Seth tried to kill her? No way. “You’re wrong. My fiancé is a good man. He would never hurt me.” 

Cyeon cupped her face with his large hands. “Seems to me you don’t really know the man you’re going to marry, do you? Pity.” He leaned closer. “Now, take your clothes off.” 

“I...” She shrank. 



He sighed. “Look. I won’t force you to do anything you aren’t comfortable with. 

But you really need to get clean. You reek.” 

As much as she hated to admit it, Cyeon was right. She reeked from sweat and dirt, and whatever else had stuck on her since that fateful night. But god, was it really necessary for him to bathe her? She was a stranger in this exotic land and she knew practically nothing about the local customs. The whole thing felt kind of weird. Back in the States, she would call someone like Cyeon a pervert. But then, he wasn’t like any man she had ever met. Man-lion. He must be wired differently than regular people. 

Besides, she read somewhere that big cats loved to groom each other. Maybe Cyeon was no different. 

With a satisfied growl, he unbuttoned her shirt. Her cheeks burned hot. She had never felt so vulnerable in her life. Undressing in front of a man she barely knew. She had always been self-conscious about her weight, and the thought of intimacy scared her. Until Seth had come into her life, she had never properly dated or shared a bed with a man. Even then, she always asked Seth to dim the lights when they were intimate. She didn’t want anyone to see her naked in plain sight. Like what Cyeon wanted now. 

Cyeon pulled off her blouse a bit impatiently. Her heart lurched to her guts. She was more nervous now than when she found out he was a man-lion. She waited to see if Cyeon was disgusted with what he saw. She was no beauty queen, and the last time she checked, size sixteen wasn’t exactly classified as sexy. Cyeon let out a soft purr. His gaze feasted on her body. 



“Luscious,” he hissed. “Your lovely breasts would fit perfectly in my palms.” 

Seemingly inspired by his own words, Cyeon unhooked the clasps of her bra and took it off. He cupped her breasts and squeezed them gently. Jen fought back a moan. 

Her nipples hardened in an instant. Morsels of pleasure burst in her sex. Especially when he deliberately brushed her nipples with his fingers. Lust engulfed her in one smooth swoop. 

“Very responsive. Nice,” he purred. “I love passionate women. Now let’s take the rest off.” 

Her knees weakened as Cyeon unzipped her capri pants. They fell around her ankles with a soft whisper. Her cotton panties were next. Cyeon paused. His gaze glued on the juncture of her thighs. 

“You shave?” he asked. 

Jen swallowed hard, embarrassed beyond anything. “Hygienic reasons.” 

Cyeon laughed. “I love it.” With a swift move, he captured her clit and rolled it between his fingers. 

Her face burned hotter. What he did sent a shockwave of pleasure through her. 

Her pussy clenched and creamed. Jen cursed silently. She had never been easily turned-on like this before. Not even when she slept with Seth. The first few times had been rough. She thought it was because she was a virgin. But no matter what Seth did to get her excited in bed, he had never gotten her into the groove. 

Unlike this man. 



All Cyeon needed was to touch her and she became horny like a bitch in heat. 

Holy hell. What is fucking wrong with me? 

Cyeon released her clit and dragged the tip of his fingers, skimming her generous curves. A jolt of electric thrill shivered from the base of her spine. The ache between her thighs intensified, almost to the point of embarrassment. She moistened luxuriously and dripped juice on her inner thighs. 

“Get in the tub,” he ordered. His voice sounded huskier than before. 

When Jen caught his gaze, she was surprised to see burning lust in his eyes. 

Cyeon looked like he wanted to devour her in one bite. Shaking off her arousal, she swung her leg and stepped into the tub. She sat. The water came to her belly and was heated to just the right temperature. Cyeon grabbed a bar of soap, cleaning her like no one had ever done before, including her mom, when she was little. He worked meticulously, washing her hair and scrubbing every inch of her body. When he announced he was done, she was so clean she squeaked. 

Cyeon rose and grabbed a towel from the cabinet. “Stand.” 

Jen obeyed without a peep. She gripped the edge of the sink as Cyeon systematically dried her body. It felt weird having someone paying that kind of attention to her. And Cyeon did it so lovingly, which made it weirder. She barely knew the guy. But so far, everything he did felt just right. As if everything was meant to be. 

She didn’t feel the same with Seth. 

The man who attempted to murder her. 



She tried to push the thoughts away to the back of her mind. She couldn’t. 

Something bugged the hell out of her. Two weeks after Seth had proposed, he had wanted her to sign life insurance papers, with him as the beneficiary. Seth called it a safety net, since they were going to get married and build their future together. She signed it, since he had also taken out another policy on himself, with her as the beneficiary. Nothing fishy about that. She believed Seth was just doing the right thing. 

What did she know about financial planning? Besides, she was a kindergarten teacher, and Seth was the successful banker. 

Would he be willing to kill her for a five-million-dollar policy? She had seen people kill others for a lot less. 

Jen clenched her teeth. The bitter reality sank into her brain. She blinked. A shard of pain lanced through her heart. 

Had he planned everything from the start? 

Had he, really? 

When she thought of how they’d met in the first place, it did seem kind of artificial. Banking where he worked, one day out of the blue Seth approached her, and asked her for a date, as she sat in the mortgage specialist’s office, to refinance her home. 

Back then, she’d nearly swooned, that a man like Seth was even interested in her. He was good-looking, soft-spoken, highly cultured, not to mention stinking rich too, since his uncle owned the bank and paid him an insane amount of money to work there. A real catch. She had been so over the moon, that during the first two months they had been together, she’d failed to realize the little things that now seemed out of place. 



For one, Seth had never introduced her to his family, whom he claimed were a tight bunch. She had never even been to Seth’s home. He had practically moved in with her just after they’d slept together for the first time, telling her he was totally in love with her, and he couldn’t stand being apart from her for a moment. And, after they married, he’d move her into the family mansion. 

Had it all been nothing but a lie? Was Seth really not the man he claimed to be? 

As much as she hated to admit it, Cyeon was right. The more she thought, she knew nothing about Seth Richards. He could have known all of her information, because she banked with him, and vetted her as a potential target. She had clean credit, and had recently inherited a large family estate in the Alps. Since she hadn’t gotten along with her mother, and having been estranged with her side of the family for years, the inheritance had come as a surprise, making her a perfect victim for this kind of scheme. 

Jen felt so stupid. 

So fucking stupid. 

Cyeon seemed to notice as she struggled to fight back her tears. “Hey, what’s wrong? Did I scrub too hard?” 

She quickly shook her head. “It’s nothing.” 

“Talk to me.” Cyeon turned her around and embraced her. 

Her gasp stalled in her throat when her bare skin pressed against his. Her nipples grazed his chest. Warmth radiated from him. 



“What’s wrong, babe?” Cyeon asked. He rubbed her back, sending delicious shivers down her spine. 

She didn’t know what to say. She was bummed about Seth. And horny too, because of this man. It was all so confusing. 

“Hey, talk to me.” Cyeon tugged her chin up. 

The intensity in his eyes surprised her. He seemed concerned about her well-being. The invisible lump in her throat made it impossible to talk. “It’s nothing,” she croaked. 

His eyes narrowed. “I would never hurt you.” He caressed her cheek and brushed his thumb over her lips. “I want to protect you.” 

Something deep inside turned sentimental from his declaration. How chivalrous of him. She was hopelessly romantic, as mushy things always melted her heart. It had been the same when Seth had told her he had fallen in love with her at first sight, and that she was his soul mate. Considering how different their social backgrounds were, she remembered thinking that dreams in fact, did come true. She had always wanted a perfect gentleman, but she should have also known if something seemed too good to be true, it probably was. 

“Do you think my fiancé really wants to kill me?” she whispered. 

She saw a wan smile tug at the corner of Cyeon’s mouth. “You wouldn’t be the first. People have been doing that for years, and for numerous reasons. Trapped in a marriage. Inheritance. Insurance policy. Greed.” 

“You seem to know an awful,” she said dryly. His statement quickly hit home. 



“You think I’m just a simple country boy?” Cyeon laughed. “I went to Harvard, you know. Under a different name, of course. Most people can’t pronounce our names right.” 

She blinked. “Harvard?” 

“But I like it here. There’s no place like home.” Cyeon grabbed her hand. He plucked off the engagement ring from her finger and threw it in the sink. “Forget about him. A true gentleman would never give his fiancé a fake ring.” 

Fake ring? Seth told her he couldn’t decide between buying a new car or proposing to her properly. He’d chosen the latter he’d said, because he was head-over-heels for her. Cold anger frothed in her chest. What other lies had Seth forced down her throat? 

“He doesn’t deserve you. You’re be better off without him.” Cyeon leaned closer. 

“I’ll help you forget about him.” 

He purred, then brushed his lips over hers. Cyeon kissed her. Gently. Jen wanted to melt instantly in his arms. The impact of his kiss caught her by surprise. Fevered heat rushed through her veins. Her nipples went hard. Her pussy clenched, wanting to be filled. 

Holy hell. What is happening to me? 

Cyeon groaned and deepened his kiss. He palmed her face and opened her mouth with his tongue. He slid in. Demanding. She became lost in his kiss. Before long, she found herself responding to his kiss, nearly feral with lust. 



“Jesus, baby.” Cyeon sucked in a deep breath. “You’re so addictive.” His hand slid to her ass, kneading, groping her, as if it would kill him if he didn’t. 

Her heartbeat accelerated again. She felt his cock growing hard against her. He ground his pelvis against hers with every stroke of his tongue. She closed her eyes. 

Cyeon was…huge. 

He trailed butterfly kisses behind her ear, the side of her jaw, her neck. She shivered with delight. Every stroke of his tongue felt like a firebrand searing her skin and reeling her into a deeper ecstasy. He slid his hands to her breasts and kneaded them. She tensed. His fingers pinched her nipples, rolling and tugging, so that each friction jolted an exquisite pleasure straight to her pussy. 

Oh god. She heaved. The sensations were sinfully good. 

Cyeon released her breast and slipped his hand between her thighs. He hummed with pleasure when he found her soaking wet. “Nice,” he said. “Just the way I like it.” 

“Cyeon...” she gasped when he stroked and parted her pussy lips. One of his fingers found her entrance. She tensed when he pushed a finger inside her. Her cunt contracted and clasped around his digit. 

“So tight.” Cyeon groaned. Sweat beaded his temples. “Fuck. Are you a virgin?” 

Her face flushed hot. “No,” she answered in a small voice. 

“So damn tight. So damn wet. Love it.” Cyeon fucked her with his finger. Slow at first, but when she panted, he quickened his strokes. “I want to see you come first—

before I fuck you with my cock.” 

“I...” She fidgeted. 



“Look at me,” he demanded. “And don’t close your eyes.” 

“Cyeon...” Her words got lost. He pushed his finger deeply, until his palm mashed against her swollen pussy lips. His thumb found her clit and rubbed it in small circles. Bursts of ecstasy exploded in her depths. She quickly clawed his shoulders. 

Unbelievable. She was shocked at the intensity of pleasure, especially when he curved his finger, hitting a special spot in her; one that she hadn’t even known existed: her G-spot. The pleasure hurled back by a thousand fold. “Cyeon…” 

“Good?” He kissed her mouth roughly. “Now come for me.” 

She mewled when he finger-fucked her harder. The combination between the rubbing on her clit and the fast, sharp strokes in her pussy quickly teetered her on the precipice of a climax. Her body tensed. 

“Don’t close your eyes!” They snapped open. “Good girl. Look at me when you come.” 

He stroked faster. The pleasure buzzed like the flight of a million bees. She couldn’t hold on any longer and surrendered. Her climax hit her hard. Unmerciful. 

“Jesus, you’re so beautiful,” Cyeon murmured at the height of her orgasm. “So fucking beautiful…” His gaze never left her as she drowned in a thick torrent of pleasure. Her pussy spasmed around his finger, milking it. Cyeon let out a savage grin. 

“Perfect. Do this when I fuck you with my cock.” He withdrew his finger and patted her playfully. “Now turn around.” 

Still high on endorphins, Jen felt shaky when she did what he ordered. She leaned against the sink as she heard the soft rustle of Cyeon undressing. A heartbeat later, he spooned her from behind. All of her nerves jumped alive when she felt his body against hers. His fevered skin. The throbbing cock that rested on the small of her back. His pubic hair coarse against her skin. And his shaft... 

God. That thing felt...how big exactly? 

Curious, she looked over her shoulder to see. Cyeon ambushed her with a kiss midway. She went breathless. The kiss was scorching hot. Just like his cock. She almost panted when he broke the kiss. 

“Brace yourself,” he told her. He arranged her hands to grip the edge of the sink. 

“Good. Hold on tight.” He nudged the back of her legs, pushing them wide open. 

Something hot and hard slipped between her legs and grazed her pussy lips. His cock was trapped deliciously between her thighs. 

Jen looked down and saw the tip of his cock peeking under her clitoris. She felt his glorious length between her thighs. His granite-hard shaft pulsed, slicked with her abundant juices. Every nerve in her body screamed with manic need, wanting him. 

Nuts. She took a deep breath. She had never been this wanton before. Self-control was her best virtue, but now it seemed she had lost it all. 

This man-lion had turned her world upside down. 

Cyeon licked the shell of her ear, sending shivers of pleasure down her spine. 

“Stay still,” he whispered hoarsely. “Make me wet with your cream.” 

He seized her hips, gripping her tightly. He tugged and pulled in agonizingly slow motion, his whole magnificent length sliding against her pussy lips. 



Good lord. She couldn’t believe the sensation. It was just too sweet for words. 

She felt him. His veined shaft. The smooth silkiness of his skin. His heat. Her labia became sensitive to the grinding of his shaft. She creamed more. 

Cyeon apparently noticed it. “Nice.” He paused and grabbed her thigh, lifting it. 

“I need to fuck you now.” 

He positioned his cock at her entrance and thrust. 

Jen had to scream. His cock speared her open, forcing her to accept him whole. 

The penetration ripped her last strand of sanity. Cyeon was big. She gasped, trying to fill her lungs with much needed air. Too damn fucking big. She couldn’t...he was too... 

Cyeon swore. “You sure you’re not a virgin?” His voice was a mixture of amusement and frustration. 

“No.” Jen heaved. She had only slept with one man in her whole life, and Seth wasn’t exactly well-endowed. She felt as if she had been split in half. In a good way. 

And it was nerve-wracking good. 

“Hmm.” A growl of satisfaction escaped from his lungs. “Baby, I can’t begin to tell you how good this feels. Sweet fucking Jesus.” He tugged and pushed, working his way in several times before he finally slammed home, burying himself balls-deep. 

Jen bit her lip. The pleasure had robbed her of thought, the sinful pleasure of the burrowing heat in her pussy. His cock throbbed in her depths. Hard. Unsated. 

Ravenous for what was to come. 

“You okay?” he breathed onto her cheek. 

She nodded giddily. 



“Hurt?” 

“No.” 

“Good?” 

God. It was beyond good. She whimpered. 

Cyeon chortled as if he took her answer as a “yes”. “How about now?” His grip tightened as he pulled his cock almost all the way out. Just before his cockhead left her opening, he thrust back in slowly as if he wanted to relive the initial penetration. 

She swooned from the sensation. 

He did it again, slower than before. Her pussy desperately clenched on his granite-hard shaft, but he was too slick and wet, the impact intensified the sensations by tenfold. She couldn’t believe it. She had never thought sex could be this good. 

Cyeon whispered behind her ear, “You like it?” 

She nodded. 

“Say it.” 

“I love it.” 

A low growl reverberated, too feral to be human. “Good. ‘Cause I love having you like this. When I saw you out there, I just knew you’re the one. I must have you.” 

He pulled and thrust. “Claim you.” 

I’m the one? Jen tried to wade through thousands of pleasures, digesting what he meant, but her train of thought disappeared when Cyeon picked up his pace. He pulled out. Rammed in. Faster. Harder. He fucked her in a series of harsh strokes. Bursts of pleasure exploded one after another, making it hard for her to breathe. Cyeon plucked and rolled her clit as fast as he fucked her. Jen panted. The combination of his thrusts and the way he played with her clit drove her to the edge. Every savage stroke, rough pull, every friction delivered jolts of ecstasy to her nerve endings, dragging her close to the ultimate rapture. 

Cyeon growled and battered her pussy with a torrent of rough, branding thrusts. 

She had to shout. A violent climax ambushed her. 

Savage and pure. 

Her body quaked from head to toe as her mind swam to oblivion. When she floated back to reality, the first thing she noticed was Cyeon’s cock still hard inside her. 

His breath labored and his body was covered with sweat. 

“God, baby,” he panted in her ear. His hands kneaded her breasts. “You’re so good to me. Oh fuck.” His voice was strained with lust as her pussy hiccupped around his unsated shaft. Cyeon kissed the back of her shoulder and withdrew his cock from her before he carried her back to the bedroom. 

Jen watched him in wonder as Cyeon laid her on the bed. He was still hard. He wasn’t satisfied. Cyeon crawled on top of her, spreading her legs. His cock brushed her swollen pussy lips. She instinctively opened herself wider to accept him. He smiled at her eagerness. He braced one elbow on the side of her head while his free hand found her pussy. Cyeon kissed her mouth. Hot and greedy. 

“Let’s see how wet you are…” Cyeon petted her cunt and slipped two fingers into her dripping heat. “Shit. Fucking wet. Perfect.” 



She moaned as he stroked her faster. Her pussy contracted around his fingers, missing the way his cock fucked her. 

He kissed her again. “Look at me when I take you.” 

Their gazes clashed. Her heart skipped a beat the moment she stared into his eyes. Cyeon looked so heart-wrenchingly stunning, even when he sweated and had tousled hair. She wrapped her arms around his neck and stole a quick kiss from him. 

Cyeon grunted in pleasure and mauled back. 

“Good girl.” He pulled out his finger and ventured lower. 

Jen stiffened when he played with her anus. “Cyeon...” 

“Has he fucked you here before?” 

“No…I—” 

“Has anyone fucked you in the ass before?” 

“No! I—” 

“My lucky day,” he interjected. “Your ass cherry is mine.” 

“But, Cyeon, I’m—” 

“Shush,” he cooed. His eyes looked even more luminous. “It’s going to be good, babe. Trust me. I promise you nothing but pleasure.” 

She whimpered, unsure about what he said. In all the twenty-four years of her life, her sexscapades were practically non-existent until she’d met Seth, and even then, it was vanilla. Bland vanilla. Seth wasn’t really into sex and neither was she. But this man, a beautiful stranger she barely knew, seemed to be the purveyor of carnal delight. And the worst part was she was excited by everything he had yet to show her. 



“Cyeon...” 

“Watch me. Tell me this isn’t good.” Cyeon rubbed her perineum with the tip of his finger, oiling her with her own juices. 

“Ohhh.” She went wide-eyed with pleasure. That part of her body felt so sensitive. What he was doing felt surprisingly good. 

She caught him watching for her reaction. “Like it? I thought so. Now relax.” He pushed a finger into her ass. 

“I...” Jen heaved. Her sphincter tightened from the intrusion. 

“Relax, I said. Nothing to be afraid of. Trust me.” 

She tried. But her body reacted on instinct. She was an anal virgin. The whole thing felt downright outrageous. So dirty. So lewd. So... 

“Oh fuck...” she moaned, unable to believe how good it felt. Cyeon burrowed his finger into her forbidden channel and stroked her slowly. In and out. Gentle but sure. 

Her anus clenched hard. 

“Good, isn’t it?” 

“I...yes.” 

“Mmm.” Cyeon slipped in a second finger. “Now I want you to open for me. My cock is much bigger than my finger, and I don’t want to hurt you.” 

A mournful moan escaped her throat. The pressure in her nether orifice thickened. The rings of her muscles felt stretched and violated in a good, perverted kind of way. Who thought forbidden things felt this pleasurable? 



Cyeon made scissoring motions, stretching her ass as if preparing her to accept a bigger object. His cock. The very thought sent delicious thrills throughout her body. 

Cyeon leaned down and kissed her until she relaxed, and grew accustomed to his fingers. She loved what he was doing. Excited for what would come next. 

He nibbled her lower lip and withdrew his fingers. Her heart danced again. He grabbed his cock and positioned the crown on her anus, his blunt tip kissing her. Cyeon growled and thrust in. She quickly fisted his hair, whimpering. 

“Look at me, babe, when I’m taking you.” 

She obeyed. 

Cyeon kissed her. “Good girl. Bear with me. You might feel a bit of pressure...” 

A bit? She felt as if she had been split in half when Cyeon shoved his hard cock into her ass. He groaned, inhumanly, driving himself all the way in until he hit home. 

“Cyeon...” 

“Yes, babe? Is it too much?” 

She wanted to say it was too much. But before the words left her mouth, she changed her mind. Cyeon pulled and pushed, fucking her in slow thrusts. The impact rendered her speechless. The pleasure was unbelievable. Her pussy contracted, feeling needy and neglected. A gush of her juices escaped her. 

“No,” she croaked. “I...” 

“Good?” 

She nodded vigorously. 



“Oh good. You feel fucking unbelievable. I don’t think I can go slowly anymore.” 

Cyeon cursed. He sped up. “I need...fuck. Jesus, babe. I’d go mad if I don’t...” 

Jen whimpered again as Cyeon ambushed her with a kiss. She wrapped her legs around his waist as his thrusts became faster and harder. He wasn’t trying to be gentle as before. New fire burst within her. 

“Tell me you love it,” Cyeon rasped between his kisses. “’Cause you feel so fucking good.” 

She was breathless. “I love it.” 

He growled. “Tell me you want it hard.” 

“Fuck me hard.” She gulped a lungful of air. He had stretched her beyond the impossible. “Please.” 

“Jesus.” Cyeon battered her with short, rapid thrusts. “Baby, you’re driving me insane…” 

She lost her breath again. The pleasure became too much to handle. His savage thrusts were relentless, wiping her mind blank. She found herself tethered at the edge of another orgasm. Her heart hammered in her throat. She was so close… 

“Cyeon… I’m…” 

“Not yet, babe. A little more. We’ll come together. I’m…” Cyeon growled again. 

His face a mask of ecstasy. “Shit. Unbelievable…” 

She tried to stave off her climax, but she didn’t think she could hold off any longer. Every fiber of her being screamed with need. Cyeon fucked her harder. Faster. It was madness. She lost her mind, the urge to come was overwhelming. He cooed for her to hold on and plunged two fingers into her pussy, stroking her with the same fierceness as he fucked her ass. 

Jen exploded in an instant. Fireworks burst before her eyes, sending her reeling into oblivion. She soared free. Her ass milked his shaft in waves of electrified spasms. 

Her pussy clenched around his cream-laden fingers. Her climax was beyond explosive, it was a mind-blowing rapture. 

Cyeon shouted, pumping another dozen thrusts before he stilled, ejaculating. 

Warm liquid flooded her ass. She felt his cock spasm several times until he finally had nothing left. She was still drunk with her orgasm when he pulled his fingers out of her cunt and licked her cream clean. 

“Mmm.” Cyeon purred. “Delicious.” He seized her face and suffocated her with lustful kisses. 

She almost couldn’t breathe. When he finally broke the kiss, she felt lightheaded from lack of oxygen. 

“Babe.” Cyeon watched her while she after-glowed. His cock grew soft in her anus. He leaned on his side and disengaged from her. “How was it?” 

She laughed. “Amazing.” 

“Tired?” 

Her laugh turned into a grin. 

Cyeon cleared the stray hair from her face and pecked a kiss on her forehead. 

“Sleep. You need your strength.” 



Her reaction was to object, so she could savor their intimacy, not wanting to miss a single moment of it. But, as if his words carried magic, lethargy lulled her into slumber like a siren’s song she couldn’t resist. Her eyes felt heavy, and before long, she drifted asleep. 






Chapter Three 

Cyeon decided to emerge to the kitchen, hours later, after a long shower. Jennifer was still fast asleep in his bed. He thought she’d be hungry when she woke and he wanted to fix her something to eat. It wouldn’t be anytime soon, he guessed. He had driven her ragged with rabid fucks and multiple orgasms. She was like an aphrodisiac. 

Each time he’d thought he was done, a whiff of her intoxicating scent had sent his cock fully erect and hard again. Ravenous. For the first time in his life, he had no self-control, spurred on by the constant fighting between his brain and his cock. 

His cock won. 

Keto and his cousin, Jax, greeted him with wide grins as he entered the kitchen. 

There were seven members of his pride currently living in the main K’stal abode, all males, and all unattached. And when one of them claimed a mate, soon after, they would move out to start a family. It had been years since a K’stal shifter brought home a woman. Jennifer had made his pride frisky. 

“So? How was it?” Keto threw him a dig. 

The question was most likely rhetorical. With all the screaming coming from his bedroom, he supposed everyone already knew the answer. Cyeon chose remain silent, since his brother had no room to talk, being nosier than a batty cat lady. He changed the subject. “Did you see anyone driving a jeep looking for her?” 



“You’re kidding me, right? I thought she was left to die?” Keto asked, scratching his chin thoughtfully. “I didn’t see anyone since you took her in. You think someone will come back for her?” 

“Sometimes the guilty party comes back to see if the victim is really dead.” 

Cyeon opened the cabinet for some bread. He thought of making Jen some sandwiches. 

The breadbox was filled with two fresh loaves. Dani, his cousin, who was in charge of the pantry, must have recently made a trip to the store. Cyeon grabbed the bread, then the jelly from the fridge and assembled the sandwich. He turned to Jax and asked, 

“What about a rescue party? She’s a guest at Savannah’s Wild Park, judging from the ID 

I found on her. It’s been two days since she was dumped. Someone there had to have gone looking for her. The rangers at Savannah’s are very finicky about missing tourists.” 

“Savannah’s Wild Park?” Keto whistled. “That’s about fifteen clicks from here. 

Somebody went to extra lengths to make sure she wouldn’t be found.” 

Jax shook his head. “Didn’t see anybody. I’ve been scouring our territory since yesterday. No humans, except her.” 

“Who wants her dead?” Keto asked. 

Cyeon slapped a thick layer of jelly on the slices of bread. “Her fiancé.” 

“Classic. The motive?” 

“Insurance policy. She’s worth five million as a stiff.” Bitterness crept into his voice. He had gotten her to talk about her story after their fiery lovemaking, when she had woken up for a short time, before dozing off again. What he’d discovered disgusted him. Clearly, Jennifer was a gullible woman, making her an easy target for a predator like Seth. 

“Bastard,” Keto and Jax swore at the same time. 

One thing that appalled K’stal shifters the most was violence against women. 

Since K’stal mostly bred male cubs, women were treasured in the pride, whether they were born as shifters or claimed as mates. 

Jax looked deeply disturbed. “We can’t let him get away with it, can we?” 

“I say we track him down and level the playing field,” Keto added. 

“Not yet.” Cyeon fumbled in a drawer, looking for some plastic wrap. He found a roll and wrapped the sandwiches he’d just made. “The problem is she’s in denial. She doesn’t believe that asshole wanted her dead.” 

Keto snorted. “Figures. So what are you going to do?” 

“Find that asshat, of course. See what he’s up to.” 

“At Savannah’s Wild Park?” 

“They stayed there. I bet he’s still around.” Cyeon put the plate of sandwiches on a tray then poured a glass of sweet tea. “I’m going to be gone for a few hours. Keep an eye on her.” 

“Sure.” Jax nodded. 

“Can I come with you?” Keto asked. “I’m curious what her fiancé looks like. 

‘Cause that’s one beautiful woman he tried to kill. Something must be wrong with him.” 



“Money. It’s the root of all evil. It’s nothing to do with her being beautiful or not,” Jax noted. 

The appalled look in Keto’s face deepened. “We’re driving there, right? I’m not in the mood for running.” 

Cyeon pondered it for a moment. Going to the resort as a human made more sense than sneaking around in their lion form, especially in broad daylight. 


* * * 

“I’ve had enough drinks. It’s been three hours. What are we doing here again?” 
Keto complained after he drained his beer. Keto waved the bartender off when he asked him if he wanted a refill. Keto leaned close and whispered, “Why don’t we look for the guy and teach him a lesson? You do remember what he looks like, don’t you?” 

Cyeon narrowed his eyes, giving his brother his famous glare. “Patience. I’m curious what he will do.” 

Keto scanned the resort’s bar surreptitiously. “Which one of these dickheads is the son-of-a-bitch?” 

Cyeon gestured with his chin to a corner of the room. Three men sat at an oval table, huddled together, as if in deep discussion. They looked young, couldn’t be past thirty, dressed in tourist attire. They talked and drank as if they had no worries in the world. Specifically the man Cyeon had seen driving the jeep. Jen’s fiancé. Every once in a while, the jackass would laugh, presumably at jokes his colleagues told, all while he pompously sipped his cognac. 

A surge of anger rose in Cyeon’s throat. 



How could someone be calm and cheery, as if nothing had happened, after he drugged, then dumped the woman he was going to marry, leaving her for the animals? 

If Cyeon were inclined to indulge his primal instinct, he would have dragged the man out of sight and torn him to pieces. No. That was too easy. He wanted the man to suffer. Jen deserved justice. And prison would be harsh justice for a slimy prick like him. 

He and Keto had arrived at the resort, a little after lunch time. Cyeon had decided to head directly to Savannah’s main bar, figuring the two of them would observe first, before looking for her fiancé. But just their luck, not long after they’d ordered their drinks, the man in question had entered the bar. Cyeon recognized him immediately from his scent, the other male’s essence coating Jen when she was dumped. 

She’d told him her fiancé’s name was Seth Richards, and that the son-of-a-bitch worked as an executive in a bank, coming from a long line of bankers. The smugness on his face told Cyeon that the over-pampered prick had probably never lifted a finger a single day in his life. 

Cyeon wondered what Jen had seen in him. 

A jolt of disgust made Cyeon lose control for a moment. His fingers shifted into claws. 

His brother didn’t notice, however. His gaze was transfixed on the close-cropped, dark-haired man swathed in Burberry clothes. “That’s him, right? What are we waiting for? Let’s get him.” 



Cyeon growled in a low voice. “Slow down, cowboy.” 

“Why?’ 

“As I told you, I’m curious about what he’ll do. His fiancé’s gone missing and he’s acting as if nothing’s happened. From the looks of things, these people haven’t organized a search party or anything.” 

“Maybe he didn’t report her missing.” 

“I kinda guessed that.” 

“What are we going to do?” 

“Let’s have a chat with him once he gets to his room.” 

Keto laughed derisively. “Boy, I would love that.” 

The bar’s door burst open and Cyeon groaned inwardly. Somehow, Jen had managed to return to the resort on her own, and obviously looking for Seth. Her gaze bounced around the room before she focused on her fiancé. Storming straight to Seth, he guessed she must not have noticed that Cyeon and Keto were already there. A step behind her, Jax followed, a guilty look on his face. 

Jax caught Cyeon’s gaze. He shrugged. Sorry, he said in mind-speak. She’s very persistent. I can’t stand seeing a beautiful woman cry. 

Dumbass, Cyeon and Keto cursed him at the same time. 

A commotion erupted at Seth’s table. Seth’s face seemed to pale at the sight of Jen. He rose and staggered as she bombarded him with a barrage of angry words. They argued, continuing to do so as Seth seized her arm and dragged her outside. 



An alarm rang in Cyeon’s mind. He paid the tab and immediately followed them. A throng of people suddenly flooded the bar’s entrance, making him lose sight of them for a brief moment. He shoved the people out of his way and made it outside. Jen and Seth were nowhere to be seen. 

“Where did they go?” Keto demanded behind him. 

Cyeon sniffed the air and discerned their direction based on their scent. He hunted it in haste. The trail led him to a row of bungalows. He didn’t need to guess which bungalow was theirs. The muffled sound of a man shouting came from inside the second bungalow’s door. Cyeon broke into a run and slammed the door open. What he saw made his blood boil. Seth slammed his fist into Jen while shouting like a demented man. Cyeon swung his arm and hurled Seth against the wall. Rage seized him by his throat. For a blinding moment, he lost control and his mind went blank—until Keto caught his arm and shouted at him to stop. He had beaten Seth to a pulp. 

“You’re going to kill him,” Keto barked. “Not that I have any objections to it. But you don’t want to do it in front of her, do you?” 

His fist unclenched. Cyeon let go of the Seth’s neck and he slumped to the floor. 

Unconscious. 

Cyeon wiped his bloody hand on his pants, his gaze drifting to Jen. She’d latched onto Jax’s arm, clutching at the side of her face. The bastard had marred her lips. 

“Jesus.” Cyeon inspected her. He couldn’t believe he had let this happen. It was his fault. If he hadn’t lost sight of them she wouldn’t have gotten hurt. 

“I’m sorry.” Jen wiped her tears. “I just wanted to find out the truth. I had to—” 



“Shush. It’s not your fault.” Cyeon helped her to stand straight. 

“But I—” 

“Babe. Let’s get you out of here. You need to see a doctor.” Cyeon whipped his finger at Keto. “Find the hotel manager and notify the police. And Jax, go find Dr. 

Abram.” He pulled Jen into his arms. “Don’t worry, everything’s going to be fine.” 

Cyeon turned to Seth. “He won’t hurt you anymore...” 


* * * 

Jen didn’t know what the hell she was thinking. 
She needed to find the truth. Cyeon had said he’d take care of matters for her, but she’d felt compelled to find her own closure. She needed to know. 

She had begged Jax to the point she was all tears. Finally surrendering to her plight, he’d taken her back to the resort. Deep inside her heart, she knew what Seth had done to her hadn’t been an accident. Still, a part of her didn’t want to admit the truth. 

Cyeon was right. He had been right all along. Seth had looked as if he had seen a ghost when she confronted him. He hadn’t seemed to have missed her at all. And when she’d walked past the concierge, he looked surprised to see her back—apparently, Seth had notified hotel management that they’d broken up, and that she’d decided to fly home. 

The gall of that man! 

When Seth came up with lame excuses, to speak to her in private, she hadn’t expected him to talk to her with his fists. 



Before then, Seth had never laid a finger on her. He had always been sweet and gentle, but almost overnight, he had morphed into one nasty son of a bitch. 

Or maybe, Seth had just shown her his true self, to perhaps the biggest fool in the world. 

Jen clutched the blanket the friendly doctor had given her. Dull pain ached beneath her skin despite the painkiller she had taken. She sat on a rattan chair, watching the bustling people around her. A small sliver of satisfaction crept into her heart when she saw Seth being herded into a police vehicle. She also wanted to cry. 

“Babe.” Cyeon’s soft voice startled her. “The detectives want to take your statement. Are you ready?” 

She nodded. 

“We can do this tomorrow morning if you don’t feel up to it.” 

“No. I want to do it. I’m ready.” 

A wry smile hung on the corner of Cyeon’s mouth. “Good. Don’t worry. I’ll be near if you need me.” 

It felt good, knowing he’d be there for her. 

With Cyeon by her side, she felt as though she could face anything. 






Epilogue 

High noon in the Serengeti was arid and dry. But Jen wasn’t as bothered by it as she used to be. She had been sensitive to sunlight due to her pale skin, and the times she’d been careless, more often than not, she would end up with a bad case of sunburn. 

But after Cyeon claimed her, strangely, the sun had become her best friend. She enjoyed the heat as she basked in the sunlight, just like Cyeon’s pride loved to do. 

Jen sat on the flat surface of a rock overlooking the pride’s watering hole a dozen feet below. Cyeon lounged next to her in his beastly form, purring and grooming her lovingly. At first, it had felt kind of weird having a seven-hundred-pound big cat cuddle her. K’stal shifters were twice as big as normal lions. She got used to it after a while. In fact she loved it. Cyeon was a gorgeous beast whether he was in his lion form or human. Under the full sun, his tawny fur looked brightly golden. His stature was imposing. Grandly majestic. 

Simply breathtaking. 

She ran her hand on his neck and stroked his mane. Cyeon purred and licked her shoulder affectionately. His tongue felt like sandpaper, rough and tickly. Waves of shimmering pleasure crawled under her skin, making her pussy wet. She squirmed, arranging her sundress to cover her knees so Cyeon wouldn’t notice how horny she was. 



He noticed, anyway. His yellow-eyed gaze cast her an all-knowing look. Cyeon put his paw on her thigh, dragging the hem of her dress back up. His nose and whiskers twitched, scenting her arousal. 

“Pervert.” Jen laughed. Cyeon was insatiable. Worse yet, his hunger had rubbed off on her. She’d had more sex in the week they had been together than she’d had in her lifetime. Not that she minded, though. Being with Cyeon was wonderful. He was crazy about her and he liked her for who she was, without any ulterior motive. 

After the incident at Savannah’s, she decided to stay with Cyeon. Maybe one day she would go back to the States, but not anytime soon. And besides, she was needed as a witness in her attempted murder case. Seth was detained by the local government, pending trial. His lawyer had wanted to have the case tried in America, since the condition of the local prison was horrendous compared to the States. Somehow Cyeon was able to quell Seth’s lawyer’s petitions for extradition. Jen wouldn’t have guessed Cyeon was capable of pulling some serious strings. The way the locals feared the man, she wondered if they knew his family secret. 

Pervert? Cyeon asked in mind-speak. Don’t you know lions have big appetites? 

She couldn’t communicate telepathically as K’stal shifters could in their beastly form, but she heard their words in her mind when they talked to her. “No kidding,” she said. “Speak for yourself, mister. One of these days you’ll kill me with those incessant fucks.” 

The big lion snorted. It looked so damn weird to see him do that. 

As if. I would never force you if you didn’t want it. 



“Oh?” Her eyebrows arched like the taunting sound in her tone. “What about the first time I met you? You practically jumped my bones.” 

Cyeon looked as if he pondered. That’s because you were in heat. Who can resist that? 

“Aha. So you admit it.” 

He didn’t seem to notice her triumph. His gaze was fixed on the juncture of her thighs. And you still are. Jesus. You’re driving me insane. Open your legs. 

She shut her thighs together. “Outdoor nookie? I don’t think so. I’m not that adventurous. What if somebody sees us?” 

Like who? Cyeon threw his chin in the direction of the watering hole. Two rhinoceroses? That elephant? Yeah, like they care. 

Jen looked down. He was right. There was nobody else around besides them at the moment. Cyeon’s brother and cousin had gone to town to buy supplies and gasoline for the generators. They wouldn’t be back until sundown. They were completely alone. 

Still, the suggestion sounded downright outrageous to her. 

Cyeon persisted, however. He removed his paw and nudged her leg with the tip of his nose. Just a quick lick. Please? 

He got her with the “please”. She was a sucker for a polite gentleman. Man-lion. 

Whatever. And besides, she wasn’t wearing any panties. Cyeon had insisted she go commando everywhere. He bought her a full closet of clothes after she decided to stay with him, but he conveniently forgot about underwear. He scowled when she wore the ones she brought with her on vacation. They annoyed him, he had said. 



Jen looked over her shoulder and decided what the hell. She could never say 

“no” to Cyeon. And to be honest, she was as horny as he was. 

Shyly, she lifted the edge of her white sundress and opened her legs. Cyeon quickly pounced on her, his big muzzle on her pussy. Her heart jumped when she felt his sandpaper tongue lick her wet seam. 

Jen was lost. 

She threw her head backward as immense pleasure seared her nerve endings. 

Her hands seized his furry mane, clenching. Her spine kinked. Pussy contracted. She moistened from the impact. He licked her with gusto, like a cat enjoying his cream. 

“Cyeon...” 

He growled and pushed his muzzle against her aching sex. His hot breath burned her overly sensitive skin as his rough tongue parted her sex lips. She heaved when his tongue penetrated her. In and out. Fucking her cunt as if he was using his cock. God. Her eyes snapped open to the blue sky as a kaleidoscope of pleasure burst within. She shivered in pleasure. 

Cyeon licked her deeper and deeper until an unbearable need frustrated her. Jen scrambled to sit and grabbed a handful of his mane. “Fuck me. I need you.” 

He replied with another deep growl. Cyeon shifted before her eyes. He pushed her down and fumbled with the zipper of his jeans. Jen wrapped her arms around his neck. She was about to kiss him when he penetrated her. 

“Oh,” she whimpered. 



Cyeon thrust into her hard. “Fuck.” He grabbed her hips and battered her with a series of vicious thrusts. His hard flesh pounded rapidly. 

“Cyeon...” Jen dug her nails on his scalp. The pleasure gathered rapidly. “I...” 

“Yes, babe?” 

A sudden climax ambushed her. Oblivion swallowed her for a long moment. 

Cyeon kept fucking her until the second orgasm hit her. He didn’t stop until she had her third and he finally ejaculated. 

They lay in silence while the shimmering ecstasy ebbed away. 

Cyeon stroked her hair. His face looked solemn. “I love you,” he whispered. 

His declaration stunned her. She didn’t know what to say. It was too soon. And besides, she hadn’t recovered from Seth’s betrayal. Yes, she was fond of Cyeon. She loved being with him. He gave her pleasure she could never imagine. He protected her, and he made her feel secure. 

“Ssh.” He put a finger on her lips when she was about to say something back. 

“No pressure, kitten. Only when you’re ready. You’ve been through a lot.” 

Jen plastered her mouth on his, kissing him hard. He was so wonderful and understanding. A man like him wouldn’t be hard to love. She was sure of it. She just needed to clear Seth out of her system and make Cyeon the center of her world. 

It wouldn’t be hard to do. 

Cyeon looked dreamy when she parted her lips. An animalistic purr escaped from his throat. “You tired?” 

“Hmm. Why do you ask?” 



“Thought you might like a bath. You look kind of dirty. And tired. And sweaty. 

But you look so sexy.” 

“You’ll bathe me?” 

“You don’t need to twist my arm. I love grooming you.” 

“Is that a lion thing?” 

“Nah. I just love to get my hands on your naked body. Who wouldn’t?” 

She laughed and punched his shoulder playfully. No, it wouldn’t be hard to love him, body and soul. 

Cyeon Rarh. Her man. 

Her lion. 



About the Author: 
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