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​​​Dedication

This book is dedicated to all the readers who, like me, need a good laugh every now and again. 
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Disclaimer
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One day, a long time ago, a bunch of authors were sitting around the bar area of a hotel and laughing ourselves silly with all the crazy story lines (while recognizing that we ourselves were culprits of some of them). A cock as big as your forearm? Totally possible. A virgin who is not only cool with double penetration her first time but enjoys it? Yeah, that could happen. And thus, the Fondled and Gobbled series was formed.

This story was originally a part of the Fondled and Gobbled boxed-set offered through Ellora’s Cave. This story is a spoof of what happens when a woman who is so bent on becoming a shifter doesn’t due her due diligence to find out exactly what kind of shifter pack she is joining... If you aren’t laughing hysterically and muttering, “This would never happen” at least three times while reading this, well, I have failed you and please don’t hold it against me.

Laugh and laugh loud.
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Chapter One and Only
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I hesitate briefly outside the building I’ve visited almost every night for the past year. I don’t know why I hesitate. This is something I want and have wanted for so long now.

With a firm hand I push open the doors leading into the bar and walk beneath the sign that reads Welcome to The Shrine and my breath hitches.

My jaw tightens and hands clench as the house heavy metal band starts up another round of ear screeching music. My first impulse is to storm across the room and yank all the plugs from the speakers, but instead I ignore them and make my way to one of the empty seats at the bar.

Settling in, I order my usual and use my enhanced vision to scan the bar.

Shifter bar, I correct myself.

The leopard shifter bar, owned by the Leporidae family or Leporidae pack, as I’ve begun to call them.

They really aren’t trying to hide their shifter species with a last name like Leporidae.

I can’t help but giggle, all but forgetting the noise coming from the stage.

Out of habit, I use a finger to push prescription eyeglasses that I’m not wearing up the bridge of my nose. Instead, my fingernail grazes painfully across my skin.

The Lasix eye correction surgery I had over a year ago has paid for itself one hundred times over. I have perfect vision now. I no longer have to worry about holding my pack back with poor eyesight. I’ve never heard of a leopard wearing glasses and didn’t want to chance it. What if my eyes wouldn’t magically be fixed when I shifted? I’d be as good as dead. Predators would hunt me down just as I planned to hunt my prey down.

As normal, thinking about hunting prey, sinking my teeth into warm flesh and feeling pulsating hot blood run down my chin to drop on the cold forest floor made my pussy wet.

An erotic shudder ran down my spine as I arched my back in response.

Soon I’ll use my perfect vision to run through the brush.

I squint, remembering one flaw concerning my eyes, their true color—brown. To my disappointment, the optometrist wasn’t able to paint my irises gold as I had requested. The look he gave me when I had asked made me want to punch him in the throat. I clench and unclench my fists just thinking about him.

He’ll be one of my first victims.

The thought of ripping my new, sharp canines into his throat makes me smile and run a tongue along my pearly whites. They’re dull right now, but not for long.

The lights hanging strategically from the ceiling are dimmed, casting eerie shadows across the tables and chairs. The shifters probably had the lights dimmed so human eyes couldn’t pick up on any of the little nuances of their behavior.

Such as the way their pupils reflected red in the light, little twitches of their nose when they smelled something obnoxious or the way they all seemed to prefer to chew on wood chips. I suspect the latter is to keep their teeth nice and sharp, or out of habit. Surely the leopards were used to chewing on things.

I’ll have to get used to chewing on wood chips as well. But won't that hurt my throat?

I tilt my head to the side in thought.

Or...

The thought of the optometrist screaming and begging for his life while I chew on him makes me giggle.

I shift my eyes from left to right, making sure no one had seen me laughing to myself. But thankfully the metal band on stage played their music so loudly the bass thumped through the air, causing my shot of whisky to slosh around in my glass. No one heard.

They probably keep it this loud so humans can’t hear them talking to each other in their special shifter language.

Candy and Sandy were the waitresses on duty tonight, working the small crowd of patrons. At first glance nothing looked amiss with the staff working in The Shrine. Well to someone who didn’t know what to look for.

But I do, I sang inside my head.

I had scoured the New Orleans bar scene for over two years, trying to find this place. This is the same bar I’ve read about
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