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They gathered beneath the street lamp
hurriedly but quietly. They looked to one another with
conspiratorial glances and quiet murmurs, at least until Judy
showed up. “We’re ready to make history!” she declared boldly as
she strode up to her fellows.

 


“Keep it down,” hissed Chris, a light skinned friend, something
of the nerd of the group, “You want us to get busted before we even
get in?”

 


“Fat
chance of that,” countered Judy, “The guards are switching shifts
right now.” The group hardly looked like a group ready to commit
any serious crimes, all about twenty something, college students by
the look of them, dressed in casual fashions. One of them was all
in black.

 


“At
least I look the part,” said Steve, crossing his arms. Something of
a jock, Steve, though usually prepared. There were twelve of them,
ready to break into the Zoo after hours and fill YouTube with the
next viral masterpiece. “You bring the camera?”

 


Three small recorders emerged from various
pockets and backpacks. With a final exchange of nods, they
approached the fence. It was metal, solid, imposing. It would
normally be quite hard to get over, if not for this part that was
missing half a bar. Concealed with some bushes, it was quite easy
to miss, and Zoo crew certainly hadn’t fixed it yet. They pushed
through, squeezing through one by one. Only Susan didn’t get
through silently.

 


“Guys!” she called out, “Stuck, give me a hand!”

 


There was some laughter shared, and the group
moved on without her as Judy called back to her, “Told you not to
eat those pastries last night. Catch up when you can, fat ass!”

 


It was a hurtful thing to say. Not that Susan
was a slim girl, but she was far from fat, just full bodied. She
glared after her retreating friends, speaking a few unsavory things
as she slowly untangled herself from the vines and wriggled
forward, half falling into the Zoo proper.

 


“Wait until I catch up to them...” she muttered to herself,
pulling herself to her feet and dusting off her clothes. Those were
part of the problem, long and flowing, more appropriate for a dance
than a heist. She had wanted to look good on video, and all she had
gotten thus far was laughed at. Not an ideal evening.

 


She reached down and closed her fingers
around the strap of her backpack when she felt something brush into
her from behind. A low deep purr made her freeze in place. She
looked over her shoulder to see a huge cat nuzzling at her rump. In
the overhead light she could clearly see its tawny, spotted, hide.
A cheetah. A wild cheetah had somehow escaped and was in biting
distance.

 


She could feel her heart thumping in her
chest, barely stifling the initial urge to scream with all her
lungs. No sudden moves! Maybe if she stayed still, it would go
away. It hadn’t attacked her yet at least.

 


The cat nuzzled into her again, very
interested in her thighs and buttocks, its wet nose prying at her
sensitive regions without a hint of regret. She began to go red as
the adrenaline pumped in new ways. If it hadn’t been a horribly
deadly predator, that wouldn’t feel all that bad. Oh god! She
swallowed heavily, why was she enjoying being touched by a cat?
This isn’t how she worked. She wanted a boy, nice and strong and,
Oh!

 


Her thoughts were distracted as a rough
tongue flicked up over her panties. She focused on the current,
seeing the cat had nuzzled up under her long dress and had almost
direct access to her. She wasn’t on her period. She remembered
reading somewhere animals could notice that kind of thing. What did
it want? And why was it so damned good at that? She began to shiver
with every run of its strong organ across her increasingly swollen
nethers, eyes half lidding. Suddenly, the cheetah pushed her
forward, and she artlessly collapsed forward to the ground.

 


The cat stepped over her, nipping at her
sides and back, pointed and mildly painful through her clothes.
“I’m not tasty, Mr. Cat,” she whispered urgently, “I bet they feed
you way better every day.” She pleaded, shivering with fear instead
of pleasure.

 


The cat paid the words little heed, arriving
at her neck and nuzzling in, licking slowly across her sweat
touched neck and cheek, cleaning her, purring. It was like a big,
dangerous, kitten. Maybe it was trained? She dared a toothless
smile, and whispered, “That’s a good cat, yes, just playing with
me, right?” she said, not that the beast replied, circling over her
and moving back towards her legs. She slowly pulled herself up,
inching back to her feet with extremely careful motions, paranoid
of the cat’s mood darkening.

 


The cat just watched her, letting her rise up
to standing position, then it advanced on her head on, shoving its
snout between her legs and nuzzling hard at her sex. She gasps in
alarm, then growing lust as contact with the cat seemed to grow
more intense with each passing moment. She grabbed for its ears
before thinking as it nuzzled harder and harder. Her groin felt
like it was on fire with new, wonderful, sensations, like she was
crammed full of some nice guy, oh yes, fuller and fulled. Suddenly
she felt something pressing against her dress, but from the wrong
side, against the cat. The full sensation mutated with the
sensation, and pleasure exploded through her body.

 


The cat seemed pleased, grabbing at her dress
and locking its huge teeth in the fabric. With an abrupt twist of
its head, tearing cloth was all the sound made. Susan squealed as
she was exposed, and then she gave a short startled yelp, seeing
that between her legs dangled a strange, inhuman, member. The cat
did not give her much time to consider this, moving in and flicking
rough tongue across the tip. She had to close her eyes. God that
felt good. Her new member stiffened against the bathing tongue,
soon engulfed in that tooth filled maw.

 


The cat nuzzled in, taking the shaft in,
licking over it and pressing its nose into her groin. With a soft
nip into her thigh, itchiness began to spread from the same place
all that new bliss was coming from. With every passing moment of
that rough tongue caressing her new cock, she could see tawny fur
forming, spreading across her belly and thighs, slowly inching
across her body. She pushed at the cat, trying to detach it even as
her body cried out for release with this strange, wonderful,
creature, “I don’t want to be a freak!” she screamed, but it
sounded hollow in her ears. She did want this.

 


The cat drew back suddenly, releasing her
throbbing shaft, now held snugly in a feline sheath, balls
descending in large furry orbs. The cat looked her over as she
panted. Was it waiting for something? She stared back a moment,
then shook her head, taking a slow step back. Maybe it wasn’t too
late, she hoped feverishly, even as the fur continued to spread
even without the cat’s ecstatic licking tongue. The cat suddenly
turned away from her, and lifts its tail. Her tail. Susan was
suddenly very aware of it.

 


Her nose suddenly pushed forward with a loud
crack. She had a snout, and a wet nose. The scent that rushed
through that nose was overwhelming. It screamed ‘Fuck me!’ with
deafening volume. She shuddered, taking a last half step back away
from the cheetah, who was looking over her shoulder, waiting
patiently.

 


Susan got no further, will weakening. As her
legs began to crack and reform into digitigrade legs, covered in
spotted fur, she took a stumbling step forward, then another,
approaching the beast. She didn’t know why this was happening,
couldn’t see the millions of nanites in her body, reshaping her
mind and body to suit its somewhat arbitrary schematics. It didn’t
matter, all she knew was she needed this cat in the worst way. She
grabbed the beast’s hips and shoved forward.

 


Hot wetness surrounded her inhuman shaft and
she gasps. Her new anatomy was lurching inside the female, filling
her with a powerful blast of pre seed, sending tingles of new
pleasure through Susan’s body, but it was just the start. As she
fell forward across the cat’s back, she could feel her new fur
sweeping up over her chest and back. Her breasts were starting to
tingle and throb as she drew back, then thrust into the cat, slow,
then faster, working into a frantic tempo of breeding with the now
yowling and appreciative cheetah.

 


As Susan began to feel her new tool begin to
tense, her chest demanded her attention. She glanced down past the
fresh muzzle, now spotted and furred, to see her chest swelling
with new bumps. Two new breasts pushed forward, then another set
underneath, each about an inch less than the one above it. The feel
of the six teats rubbing against the fur of her lover sent her over
the edge, spilling her essence deep into her bestial partner,
giving out a loud feline roar of her own as a tail burst free of
her spine, extending long and sinuous.

 


She withdraw sharply, spines tugging lightly
at the cheetah who gasped in a rather human one. Susan was
confused, and looked at the cat anew. Where once a beast, now more
human, with clenched hands on the ground instead of paws, where
Susan’s had become more like paws. They were meeting in the middle,
between man and beast. Susan reached around the cat and rubbed
across belly, where breasts were forming and growing, six large
fertile swells befitting a cat lady. Susan began to piston in
against the new humanoid, fear lost in a strange acceptance of her
new destiny as this cat’s stud and protector. They would be
family.

 


The feline looked over her shoulders, eyes
more expressive, muzzle twisted into a sincere smile, “Who am I?”
she asked.

 


Susan blinked, “You are my wife, of course”
she said, even as a small portion of her mind quailed with dismay.
Wife?! That part of her was growing quieter by the moment though,
heard as if through a collapsing tunnel, further and further away.
“You will be Samantha, I am Susan, we are mated, now and forever,”
the human Susan could hear her new lips say, as she became lost to
the beast, her thoughts and personality flowing into the new stream
of desires and aspirations. Not entirely lost, but submerged under
the new dominant personality.

 


The two cats rose some small time later,
licking each other and hugging fondly. They would try to make a new
life. Though that was just the start of the infection for the Zoo
that evening.

 


 


----------------------

 


As the group plunged headlong into the depths
of the largely deserted Zoo, Thomas and Lindsey started to fall
behind.

 


“I
gotta go,” whispered Lindsey urgently, then broke off into a run
towards the nearest restrooms. Thomas had been her boyfriend for a
few months now, and he really liked her. Heck, she was only his
second girlfriend ever, and he wanted it to last. Leaving her
behind was not an option, so he moved to follow at a leisurely
stroll.

 


She pushed open the door to the bathroom and
slipped inside, only thinking afterwards that it was a bit odd that
they weren’t yet locked for the evening. She ducked into a stall
and shoved the door closed. Why had she agreed to this stupid idea
anyway? Now they were all stuck in this dark Zoo with all kinds of
crazy animals that would probably eat them. She took slow deep
breaths for a moment, trying to marshall her strength. Feeling
marginally better, she pulled the door open into the large fanged
snout of a wolf. She squealed in alarm, shrieking like a banshee in
surprise. The animal responded by lunging for her, knocking her
back onto the toilet.

 


She banged her back against the metal piping
at the back of the toiled and cried in pain as the beast ground her
back and licked her face suddenly. Oh crap, it really was going to
eat her! She burst into sobbing tears as the animal ignored her
whimpering sounds, interested only in its basic satisfaction. It...
he... pushed her back as a bright pink canine shaft pressed against
her thigh. She squealed anew and gave the wolf a shove, “Nooo!” she
yelled at the top of her lungs, scaring poor Thomas half to death
outside and hurrying his steps.

 


The wolf was pushed back, stepping back out
of the stall, to Lindsey’s surprise. She scrambled to her feet,
and... realized the wolf was still blocking her only way out. She
didn’t care anymore. She had to get out, through that wolf if need
be. With tears streaming down her cheeks, she barreled forward with
a shout, only for the wolf to hop out of the way. She awkwardly
charged past him, going lopsided and off balanced in time to be
pounced upon from behind and shoved rudely to the ground. The
creature’s wet smooth tongue ran over her ass
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