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Excerpt from the book:

 


I felt as the spotted
beastman grasped my legs again, then pulled my knees up over his
shoulders. The head of his cock slid against my naked lips,
dragging up and down a moment just as his tongue had done. Had I
imagined what it would be like to be ravished by monsters, it
wouldn't have been so sensual. They were starved for women,
clearly, but this one was also savoring it. No boy I'd ever been
with had treated my body like such a rare gift.

With a roll of his hips, he
pushed the thick head of his cock inside of me. My body stretched
open to accommodate him, slick and ready from the teasing of his
tongue. He moved forward just an inch or so, then drew back again.
The second time he pressed into me, it was another inch deeper and
my eyelids fluttered as I raised my hips up to him, trying to take
him in deeper. It had been a tease, though, and he pulled back once
more. He continued working into me bit by bit, the ridge of his
head rubbing along my inner walls. When he finally pushed into me
all the way, I moaned and crossed my ankles behind his neck, trying
to pull him closer. Having him inside of me felt like an
accomplishment, as if I'd been the one waiting eight years for
satisfaction.

The monster drew back again
slowly, his cock dragging its way out of my pussy, then slammed
forward into me hard enough to make my body arch with shock. His
self-control had been spent and now he simply gave into need. He
kept pounding into me and I gasped for breath around the cock in my
mouth. I could hear the black furred beastman's breath picking up,
his dick twitching between my lips. His fingers twisted in my hair,
pulling me closer as he tried to push more of his huge shaft into
my mouth. I wasn't sure how much more I could take, but he lacked
the gentleness of the striped monster. He didn't care what I could
take. Only what he could get from me.
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“This is so
stupid, Maggie,” Brandon said as we followed the trail behind our
friend.

No matter how safe Jalil
said it was, I still couldn't stop my heart from pounding with
excitement. My cousin Brandon wasn't taking it seriously, but he
had also disregarded all of the dangers of wandering into the
forest on an uncharted island. Even if every word Jalil had said
about the supposed tiger men was a lie, we were still on one of the
Andaman Islands, known for hostile uncontacted people like the
Sentinelese.

It wasn't as if people
needed to be mythological to be dangerous.

Jalil turned to glance at us
over his shoulder, flashing a brilliant grin. “Are you afraid?”

Brandon snorted and gave his
head a shake. “As if.”

“You're
sure that none of the crocodiles come this far inland?” I asked.
The island was probably too small for much wildlife beyond some
wild pigs and deer, but the saltwater crocodiles could approach any
of the Andaman Islands by sea.

“I told
you. The beastmen scare them off.” Jalil pointed to a tree where it
had been raked with claws ten feet from the ground. “They mark
their territory.”

I paused a moment, pushing
the shawl I'd draped over my hair back so I could wipe at the sweat
at my forehead. As I stood there, I stared at the shredded bark and
wondered about what had made those marks. There shouldn't have been
any predators big enough to do that on the island. Could half men,
half animals have made the marks?

The trip to India the summer
before my senior year of university was something I had been
preparing for and looking forward to all year. When I'd first
brought it up, I'd been planning on going alone and my parents just
about fainted. An American girl traveling foreign countries all
alone was just too dangerous in their eyes. Getting my cousin
Brandon to come along with me had been easy enough, though he was
such a wet blanket I would have preferred being alone. We had met
Jalil while staying in the capital of the islands, Port Blair. He
was a much more fun traveling companion, but worked at one of the
resorts and had little free time.

As an anthropology student,
I'd been fascinated when Jalil started talking about the legends of
the beastmen, which were supposedly half man and half large cat.
There were stories about dark sorcerers who could turn themselves
into tigers all over Asia, but here the claim was that they were
always in a halfway form and were the last.

Even if it was just local
mythology, I still wanted to know more. His offer to take his
uncle's fishing boat and show us where he had seen them had been
too good to pass up. My mind had been jumping around through all
sorts of possibilities ever since I'd first heard of them. Maybe it
was just an isolated tribe that had decided to live on their own,
like the Jarawa or Sentinelese. Or maybe it was a new primate that
science had yet to discover. I thought a gigantic subspecies of
orangutan sounded plausible, based on his descriptions of their
size and golden fur.

Jalil stopped walking and
made a gesture to us to be quiet. I bit my lip, holding in my
breath. After several seconds he gestured again and stepped off the
trail. We followed as he circled around a ridge, then crouched down
with him behind some undergrowth. Looking down from our vantage
point, we could see a clearing around a small pool and five huts
made out of native plant material circling it. The huts had raised
floors, which made me think the area flooded during the rains.

My eyes searched the tiny
village for some sign of the inhabitants. Brandon gasped, grabbing
onto my arm, and I turned my eyes in the direction he indicated.
There in the water, I could see sleek, muscled bodies swimming
toward shore. The sunlight in the clearing sparkled off of golden
hair covering their bodies, closer to soft, dense fur than anything
that should grow on a person. There were patterns in black breaking
up the tawny hides, varying between stripes and spots. The
legendary similarity to tigers was obvious enough. They could have
been taken for the large felines cooling themselves except that the
arms stroking through the water obviously belonged to men.

One of the beastmen pulled
himself out of the water and I was able to get my first clear look
at their bodies. This one was tall—well over six feet—and had a
sinewy build that combined grace and power. His proportions were
perfectly human, to my surprise. His jaw was square and powerfully
built, like an action star. His eyes were large and almond shaped,
but I couldn't see any white to them from where I was hiding. They
were just solid amber. Their skull-shape was slightly different
than that of any race I'd seen before, but attractive enough. The
one I could see clearly had full lips, a straight nose and a high
forehead before his fur grew longer and more hairlike. On anyone
else, it would just be his hairline. On the beastman, it looked
something like a mane.

The village made it clear
that they were civilized to some degree, so they couldn't be
dismissed as just another primate. If they weren't human, they were
at least very human-like.

“How many
live here?” I whispered to Jalil, my eyes staying glued to the
beastman beside the pond. He had stretched out in a spot of shade
beneath a tree and closed his eyes. Other than fur on his body, he
was completely nude. My eyes moved over that sculpted chest and
downward admiringly, but one of his thighs was raised slightly,
blocking my view of what I was really curious about.

“There used
to be as many as the Sentinelese, but because these people aren't
hostile, fishermen would illegally use their shores,” Jalil said.
“Then a sickness from South Andaman Island took them and wiped out
half the tribe. No one has had much contact since then, but after
the tsunami eight years ago, my uncle sailed close to the shore to
see if anyone had survived. We've only ever seen these five
since.”

Only five and I saw no
women. My heart ached at that, thinking of an entire people dying
out. They were unique enough that I was sure they'd be their own
subspecies if not a new species altogether. Cultural and genetic
wealth would die with them.

There was little I could do,
though. Any contact would only disrupt what remained of their
culture and possibly expose them to new diseases. Watching in
silence seemed the safest choice, both for them and me.

Another one of the beastmen
had pulled himself out of the water. He stood far taller than the
first one as he stretched, muscles rippling gloriously. Something
seemed to catch his eye and he turned toward us. His eyes narrowed
and my mouth went dry.

He called something out that
sounded incomprehensible to me at first, before I realized that it
was broken Hindi. Jalil pulled himself up to his feet and held his
hands out, showing he was unarmed. He spoke slowly, but even if I
couldn't understand much of what he was saying I knew he was laying
on the charm thickly.

The beastman didn't look
particularly impressed. He made a negligent gesture and started to
turn away, then paused. As he turned back toward us slowly, I saw
his nostrils flair. He sniffed at the air, then said something
sharply to the others. I finally tore my eyes off of the speaking
man and saw that the others were gathering behind him. One had
picked up a bow and a quiver of arrows.

“Okay, we
need to go now.” Jalil grabbed me and started pulling back toward
the trail.

Brandon and I got to our
feet to follow him. As I straightened up from my hiding spot, I
could see five pairs of golden eyes staring directly at me. I
shivered and hurried down the trail.

“I thought
you said they were friendly,” Brandon said.

“I thought
they were, but I never brought a woman here before. It's just been
my uncle and me!”

I shot a glance over my
shoulder, but saw no sign of them following us. “What? Do you think
they're misogynists?”

Brandon swore and suddenly
shoved me in front of him so I was directly behind Jalil. “Maggie,
it's been eight years since they lost their women. I don't think
it's a matter of hate.”

It took an embarrassingly
long moment for me to realize what he was talking about. When I
did, my face burned and I quickened my pace. In front of me, the
path forked and Jalil paused for a moment, turning his head from
side to side. He dragged his fingers through his hair, looking
panicked, then chose the fork on the left. Only a few feet down the
trail, there was a sudden snap underfoot and a net was pulled up
around Jalil, yanking him into the air. He cried out in fright,
then began frantically trying to pull the netting apart to get out.
I searched my pockets until I found the folding knife I was
carrying.

“Hold
still, Jalil!” I called up to him.

I stepped underneath and
reached up to saw through some of the ropes that made up the net.
The first one gave easily enough, but there was still no way for
him to get out through the hole, so I continued cutting to enlarge
it. Brandon began pulling as well, all three of us working together
to try to get Jalil free as quickly as possible.

Another rope gave way. The
hole was big enough for one of Jalil's legs to get through. We
needed it at least twice as big. I was concentrating so closely on
getting him loose that I didn't notice at first when he went
completely still.

“Leave me,”
he whispered. I looked up to see he was staring behind us, over our
heads.

Once I turned my head, I saw
three of the beastmen were coming down the path toward us. Brandon
grabbed onto my hand to drag me in the opposite direction. Without
Jalil, we had no way of knowing how to get back to the boat, but
that didn't slow my cousin down at all.

There was a curve in the
trail ahead. As if by magic, two more of the beastmen melted out of
the undergrowth and closed in on us. I was reminded of the way that
tiger camouflage worked. A striped, orange animal in a forest
shouldn't have been able to disappear like that, but the lighter
fur blended in with the grassy undergrowth while the dark stripes
blended in with the shadows.

Brandon reached for my
knife. “Here, I'll fight them off.”

I automatically pulled my
hand away from him, disliking being treated like a damsel in
distress. Then something occurred to me. If they were friendly to
Jalil and his uncle, they might not hurt the two boys with me. Not
if they didn't have to. I handed the knife to him.

“You stay
here and get Jalil loose. I think they'll leave you alone,” I said,
then climbed through the underbrush and off the trail.

I could hear Brandon
screaming after me and the sounds of multiple large bodies racing
through the forest. I prayed that my cousin wasn't trying to follow
and that he went back to Jalil. Without a trail and no idea of what
direction I was heading in, I knew I wouldn't get far.

For modesty
and because of encouragement from other American women who had gone
off the beaten trail, I'd worn local clothing
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