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"Chris, how long is this going to take?" asked the woman as she walked along with the man at her side. They were arm in arm, with the sun just getting low in the horizon. "It's getting late, we don't want to be wandering out after dark."

Crime had become something of an issue in their neighborhood, the park they were in was especially renowned for muggers and the like that emerged once that sun had finished setting. He pulled her closer from the side and whispered in her ear, "Not that much farther, just there." He pointed ahead to a bench directly under a light that had just come on.

She stepped away from him, gaining speed as she moved to inspect the seat. She saw nothing unusual about it or the lamp it was under and turned to look at him quizzically.

"Jewel," he said, nudging her gently to sit down, then kneeling in front of her, "We've been seeing each other for a long time, and I've been thinking."

She laughed and reached to push at him, but he warded away her hands."Chris, what's gotten into you, and what are you asking that we couldn't talk about somewhere warmer?"

"It's important," he insisted, taking her hands into one of his larger ones as the other fished in a pocket, "Jewel, you're the only one for me. I can't even imagine being with anyone else. Will you stick with me? Will you marry me." He drew out the box. 

With only one hand supporting it, the small velvet case wobbled dangerously a moment, then tipped, clattering to the ground. Chris swore and reached for it with both hands as Jewel gasped. He presumed it was out of surprise at his proposal. He was wrong. He looked back up at her and her face was pale and she was shaking. What a response!, he thought to himself, I hope that's a yes.

She lifted a hand and pointed past him. He was confused, and turned to see what she was gawking at. There, at the edge of the light coming down was a strange creature. It was like a cat, with four great black paws and a sleek body, but it did not end where it should. Instead of a head, a torso went up to large beasts, then a slender neck, a feline face. It, she? The cat was looking at them quite intensely.

Chris slowly stood up, placing a hand in front of Jewel protectively. "Get up, slowly. Don't surprise it."

Jewel jerked to motion leaping up to her feet. The cat thing hissed at the both of them. Before either really knew what was going on, they were running, off into the park, as fast as their feet could carry them. Chris' hand was wrapped tightly around one of Jewel's, as his other clenched to the small box that the intruder had prevented him from offering.

It was already growing too dark to keep track of the strange monster. The lights were spread too far, and the sun was too low. Chris peeked over his shoulder every few steps, and saw no sign of the thing. They slowed as fatigue overtook their legs, and huddled together, panting loudly for breath. Neither heard anything but themselves.

"Do you think we lost it," she asked, looking around the dark park fearfully.

"I hope so,"  he replied, squeezing her, then placing the box in her hand, "Sorry this became so... weird, but, I meant it. Will you?"

"Is this really the right time?" she asked, accepting the box.

"If I have to wait another day... You're the most important thing to me."

She hugged him then, and reached up to kiss his cheeks, then on his lips. They sank into one another's embrace for a quiet moment before she drew back and gently popped the box open. Instead of the ring she expected to find, a small, ornate, collar rested inside. She blushed furiously. How had he known? She fingered along the black leather and the brilliant diamonds that made up the band before lifting it up. Without asking, he moved to slip it around her slender neck and fasten it into place.

"My lovely jewel. I will always protect you."

She choked a sob, overtaken by the emotion of the moment. It came as that much more of a surprise to find herself pushed roughly to the ground, Chris on top of her. "Woah, not here!" she squeaked, but he was already rolling off of her and dragging her up.

A form skidded close by them, landing from its leap with a disgusted sigh, perhaps in annoyance at missing the entangled couple in its pounce. The feline creature had returned. Between its hindlegs was a hint that it was not entirely female as its humanoid torso had hinted at. That hint swayed heavily with each of its motions as it turned to face them and approached on graceful paws.

Chris and Jewel were not lingering to admire the graceful form of their predator, and were running hand in hand away from it. They were being driven deeper and deeper into the park. A low rumbling thump sounded in the distance. The wail of a police siren that cut off almost as quickly as it began. In the distance, the lights of the city seemed to be erratically cutting off. Something was wrong, but neither had time to contemplate over it in their near blind panic.

This time, they could hear the beast as it trailed them. Its claws dug up small bits of the damp earth beneath it as it kept up with them. "It won't hurt at all," it called from behind them, "Just relax and you'll be better in moments."

"It talks," hissed Jewel towards Chris. He shook his head, having little more to add, and jerked Jewel off to the side. They could see one of the stands of the park. During the day, city workers would man it and sell drinks and refreshments and cheap souvenirs to tourists. That night, it was perhaps their sanctuary.

Chris dug out his keys as he ran and shoved one into the door as he half slammed into it. He was supposed to have turned in these keys months before, when he quit that dead end job. They never asked for them, he never volunteered them. He twisted the knob and they both plunged into the darkness as his foot slapped the door shut behind, just moments before the loud thud of their feline friend colliding with it could be heard.

They sank together, hands locked in fear. Neither said a thing as they regained their breath, only to let out a shared gasp as the sound of claws raking against the shutters of the front of the stand filled the small room. All the more worrying, a second set of rakes were heard coming from the other end, meeting in the center. Soft words filtered through the thin sheet, but they couldn't decipher it.

"What are we going to do," whispered Jewel as quietly as she could, almost unheard by Chris.

"I... don't know for sure. You don't like me carrying a gun around, remember?"

She punched him in the side, as much out of frustration as anything else. He had a pistol, but she always told him to leave it at home, for safety. She would be willing to change her mind on the matter, but it was a bit late to go fetch it. "What are they?" she asked.

"I don't know. Cat person, people? Big tits, uh..."

She frowned at him, "Big dick too. I don't think it wants  to hug us though. You see the teeth, those claws?" she curled her fingers in mimicry of the beast, and he nodded quickly.

"Where do you think it came from?" he asked, looking back towards the door they entered through. It was still whole, solid, comforting.

"Like hell if I know," she whispered back.

The thin metal proved insufficient to hold back the furry paw that suddenly punched through it. The arm that followed it propelled it forward and down, and claws snagged into Jewel's shirt at the neck. She was yanked up to her feet and slammed against the divider, making the entire thing divot from the force.

She screamed in pain and fear as she was let slack a few inches just to be slammed up against it again, silencing her to pained groans and haggard coughs. Chris was on his feet soon after, grabbing for her and trying to pry her free of the hand, but it held sure. With a loud metallic ring, the hand's kin burst through, slicing Chris on the arm on its way to get a hold of Jewel. The two holes became one large rend as she was pulled backwards through it and into the night.

Chris screamed Jewel's name as he hurried back to the door and fumbled with his keys to get it back open, realizing only moments afterwards that the door needed no key from the inside. He swore as he threw it open and emerged only to be thrown to the ground. A second feline set a large forepaw on his back and pinned him, chuckling in its deep, purr like, voice. "Watch," it said, pointing into the gloom where the first feline was clawing and scratching at Jewel, shredding her clothes and peeling her like a banana to expose her naked flesh to all their eyes.

"It won't be so bad. You'll see," said the cat. Chris squirmed and struggled, but that only made the beast put both of its forepaws on him, pinning him with its weight firmly. His arm burned and tingled fiercely where it had been scratched.

The feline's friend was pulling the sobbing Jewel up against its lower body as it wriggled into place, pressing an eager feline member into the soft folds of the human woman. With Jewel in this position, it became a lot easier to notice that the cat had breasts along its lower belly. Each was large and firm, and rubbed along the captive human as it drew her in gentle fucking motions. For all its brutality in the capture, its motions had become gentle and soothing. It purred and pet the shocked woman as it began to breed her in slow deep motions, testing her velvety walls with the thick intruder it had.

With each withdraw, Jewel yelped and shuddered. The feline on top of Chris helpfully pointed out, "Barbed." Chris cringed at the thought of it, and tried to shove the feline free, but could barely squirm at all under its bulk.

The mating was continuing, objections ignored. With every push, Jewel seemed to have less objections to offer. Her, initially pained, noises were starting to become accepting, then wanting. Blackness was spreading out from her thighs and her sides where she had been grabbed by sharp claws. Fur encroaching over her soft flesh as she was losing her humanity. Her sobbed pleas for release becoming purring beggings for satisfaction. The feline on top of her was all too willing to deliver that, plunging firmer, harder, and faster as its mate became ideal.

Jewel's body stretched and grew with each eager pound, legs twisting to digitigrade stance as new legs began to emerge, thick and powerful, all the better to support her new lover. The feline howled, exploding into her with enough seed that, even in the dim light, the feline's cock was visibly pulsing with the sheer volume of it, making Jewel swell from within as her body accelerated in its changes. Her fur coat swept up over her head, and she howled like a cat, face pushing out into a snout. The only thing left of the one that was to be his fiance was the collar still wrapped about her neck. She turned towards him, new tail swaying as she looked down at him, thick cock still plugged into her satisfied cunt, "Oh Chris, you want this, please let me have you."

The feline on top of Chris backed off, allowing him to scramble to his feet. It was just in time to let him see the thick feline shaft burst free of Jewel's new furry crotch. It pulsed with intense lust as the new cat arched her back. As the shaft oozed copious pre seed to the ground, her lower belly swelled outwards with new breasts, several pair, each large and round, settling into place. The feline on her pulled out with a wet sucking noise, looking satisfied and content. It seemed both of the older felines were quite happy to let Jewel claim her original mate.

Chris did not want this. He wanted Jewel back, but he could see no way to do that. He could only do the next best thing. He ran. He ran back into the city. He ran down strangely quiet and dark roads. He ran into his apartment building. He passed a neighbor along the way, who gawked at him oddly, but said nothing. He ran into his apartment, slammed the door shut, locked it, and fell against it. For a time, sobbing was the only thing he could think to do, curled up against that same door.

He wasn't sure how much time had passed since he arrived home. He sat up and scratched at an itch, and went rigid
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