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​​​​​​​​​​​​​​​​​​​​​​​​​​​​​​​​​​​​​​​​​​​​​​​​​​​​​​​​​...

Cat Shifter Millie dies again and again. Both times, she comes back to life in the prison that is familiar to her to the moment before everything falls apart.

She loses her first life to two brothers who are so inept at caring for her that it leads to her accidental death. The duo are opportunistic and sadistic, taking pleasure in her pain and humiliation and gaining a profit by sharing her with their peers.

In her second life, she doesn’t go with the brothers, but with a trustworthy-looking man who was anything but. She lives a longer life whilst under his care, though the prison that he keeps her in leaves much to be desired. He takes her apart until pain and pleasure are indiscernible from one another and she surrenders to all of his darkest desires and lets her animal side take charge, only to wake when a werewolf is thrown into her jail cell with her. The stranger promises to save her, but he was not successful as she dies during their escape attempt.

In her third life, she swears that she won’t trust anyone again. She intends to build a future on her own, if only she could escape without getting caught.

The last thing she expects is to be reunited with the werewolf again. Perhaps in this life, she will find happiness​​​​​​​​​.
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Millie died and woke again to her body ten years in the past. 

For a while, she did nothing but focus on keeping her heart rate slow and even, her breathing relaxed until she was no longer gasping for air. Her body felt too small and too weak, like if she inhaled too quickly she could cause the pulmonary veins to rupture and and everything would come apart. 

The unbearable pain that she had been experiencing just moments prior to her death did not follow her to her younger body, but it was as if her mind was not convinced that she was no longer at the risk of dying. Everything was too much and she pressed her hand to her chest and wished- against everything- that she was back in her older body despite all of her suffering. 

Tears filled her eyes and spilled over, dripping down her chin and onto her impeccable sundress. It had been such a long time since she had worn something that actually fit her body and wasn't too short nor too revealing. She rubbed her palms over the material, sighing at the softness of the dress. 

Her tail curled around herself and she took a second to marvel at how luxurious her fur was, not a single strand out of place. She couldn't even see her skin underneath the thickness of her fur. The thought only made more tears burn in her eyes. 

Here, everything was perfect and somehow, she felt fractured, like a piece of her soul had been yanked out of her body.

Was it because she had died and came back to life? 

Surely not. She had experienced this before and it had not been nearly as terrible the first time. 

This wasn't the first time Millie had died and came back to life. 

She didn't know what was so significant about this moment in time that both times after she had died, she had come back here. 

The first time she died, she had embraced death, only to wake again perched on top of her scratching post, looking down at strangers who were trying to convince her that they only wanted what's best for her, if she would be so gracious as to open the internal door that only opened from the inside for them. 

If they had been able to open it themselves, they would have done so. They had not been careful with the external doors, breaking through locks and destroying the chains. 

Master Kendrick worried about people coming in to steal her away. She was a cat shifter with cat ears and a long cat tail that emerged from the end of her spine. She was a rarity, an exotic creature to be treasured, or a freak of nature, depending on who was asked. One thing that they agreed on universally was that she was coveted, rare enough that she was worth a lot of money. The last gate was for her safety, allowing her to have the final say on who enters and leaves her home- her cage, really. She thought for the longest time that Master Kendrick loved her, but what he felt for her wasn't love, but a selfish possessiveness towards something that he had seemed as his. To him, she was nothing more than another treasure that he wanted to hide away from the rest of the world. And hide her away he did, right up until he died and she was left scrambling to find her place in the world. She had made one wrong decision after the next in her first and second life and everything was a frightful mess. 

She covered her face in her palms and pulled her tail around herself. It had been such a long time since she could feel all of the fur on her tail, perfect and fluffy and so warm. It had been such a long time since she had felt warm. 

Why then, was she feeling this ache in her heart? Why would she wish to go back to that hell hole that had swallowed her up and ate her up, spitting only her bones to the ground. 

She knew the answer to her own question. 

It was because of a man- an Alpha Werewolf who had promised her the world. How terrible it must be for him to fail to deliver that promise. He had been so earnest and so very kind. She wished she could go back just enough to tell him that she didn't blame him. She had been happy to die for him if it meant that he would continue to live. She wished that she could go back and see if he managed to escape- if he had moved on from her afterwards. 

She wished for so many impossible things that she knew she could never have, but right now, she had more dire issues to contend with, the first of which was Master Kendrick's youngest son, who was trying to convince her to open the door so he and his men could enter and set her free. 

As if.

The first time she had gone with him, he had not even bothered waiting for her to get into the car or called off his men before having his way with her. 

She remembered how he had grinned at her with teeth that were suddenly too bright and too sharp as he walked into the room and asked her to come down from the scratching post so he could have a good look at her. 

She had been so foolish that she trusted him and came down on her own accord and he wasted no time leading her to the couch, placing her between his spread thighs...
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Millie didn't know what was happening. Yonder said Master Kendrick had sent him and she believed him, but now she was beginning to have doubts. Her back was straight and stiff and she wished she could go back up to her scratching post where she would be high up and no one could touch her. 

The men were all looking at her and it was intimidating to have so many people in her home. It was normally only Master Kendrick and her. 

"You have very nice tits," Yonder said as he lifted his hands and cupped her breasts. 

Her hands flew up and grabbed at his wrists as he gently massaged her breasts over her sundress. 

She moaned out without meaning to. Nobody had ever touched her like this before and it felt really good. 

He eased her around until she was looking at his men instead of at Yonder. His hands were still on her breasts and she opened her mouth to ask what he was doing, but his fingers pinched her nipples and she let out a helpless little moan instead. It felt weird, but in a good way. 

The thin straps of her dress slid down easily and he pulled the top down so her pink nipples were on display. Around them, them, the men looked at her hungrily, like they wanted to reach in towards her and touch her themselves, but they remained where they were, standing at full attention like they were awaiting instructions. She 

She blushed, embarrassed about being exposed in plain view in front of all these strangers and tried to cover her breasts with her hands again, but he took both her breasts and squeezed down slowly, pinching the nipples and pulling on each bud. She gasped out. 

He delighted in pulling on each nipple, breathing heavily behind her as she squirmed and whimpered at the new sensations. He didn't hesitate to nuzzle her neck, running his tongue up her pale skin and feeling her shake. 

"You dirty little thing," he said. "Look at you, pushing into my hands like a whore," he teased. 

She stopped, realizing she was pressing her breasts into his hands like he said for more attention. 

He pinched her nipples and tugged them one after the other and her knees jerked in reaction, gasping out as the sensation grew more and more intense. She was feeling too warm, like there was a fire growing inside of her. 

"Your tits would look so much better if they were bigger," he said. "Maybe once we have you pregnant, hmm?" he said. 

"No, no," she shook her head, frightened of the possibility of being pregnant. She was too young- only eighteen. She didn't want to be a mother yet. 

"No?" he said. "You need to be taught a lesson," he continued, his breath sending goosebumps up her spine. "Lesson number one is that you never say no to me," he said and pulled up her skirt. "No underwear," he said. "You really are a little slut, huh?" 

She shook her head, trembling as she was bared in front of all these strangers, her dress bunched up at her waist. She might as well not be dressed at all, but all that cloth gathered at her midriff only made her look more perverse. She wasn't wearing any underwear because they weren't comfortable. Her tail would get caught in the seams and it hurt to have the elastic band tug against the edge of the tail so painfully. 

He slipped his hand between her thighs.

"Your cunt's fucking dripping," he said, the glee in his voice evident for all to hear. 

She whined. 

"Spread your legs," he said. 

She sobbed and shook her head in negative. 

"You really do need a lesson," he said, his tone harsher. There was an anticipatory note to it as well and he suddenly pulled her into his lap and bent her over until her stomach was pressed against his lap, her head on one side and her legs on the other. 

Before she could protest her new position, he landed a stinging slap onto her bared ass. She jerked hard and cried out, more in shock than pain. 

"Open those thighs for me or I'm going to spank you red," he warned. 

She whimpered and spread her thighs apart, inch by hesitant inch. She was trembling and crying softly the whole time. 

"Give me something that I can use," he called out to one of his men. Apparently, he did this enough that they came prepared. A dildo was handed over to the man, thick and frightening looking. He rubbed the head of the toy over her pink pussy lips, teasing her with it. 

"No, no, please. I've never- I've never," she whimpered even though her body was betraying her by rubbing back against the friction, searching for more stimulation against sensitive skin. She was soaked and even though she had never taken a finger inside of her, let alone a fake cock, he shoved a bit in and her walls parted for the toy eagerly. "Ah, ah," she gasped, pleasure coursing through her whole body. Her toes curled and her body seized, tightening and squeezing around the toy he was trying to push deeper inside of her. 

He slammed the toy in deep and she arched her back, fingers clutching his thigh as she shivered apart. "Never seen anyone take a remote control so deep in their pussy before," he said. 

She gasped and tried to twist around to see if he really had stuffed her tv's remote into her pussy, but he spanked her ass again before she could do anything. He closed her thighs and she could feel the buttons on the remote against her inner thigh, the slim device cool to the touch. "It's my first time," she whimpered. 

"Do I look like I care?" he laughed. 

She sagged helplessly against him, panting a bit as he pulled her back onto his lap. 

"I told you that you never say no to me," he said. "Stupid little cunts get spanked," he continued. 

She sniffed, her body overstimulated at this point and too weak to protest, though she tried anyways. "Please," she whimpered, her voice broken already. 

"Please what?" he asked and brought down her hairbrush onto her ass. It was a new brush, one side rounded and perfectly smooth and the handle long with a thick tip. He brought it down before she could come up with and answer and she cried out, tears starting again as he spanked her ass. 

She felt the sharp ache and the pain, her skin blooming red under the ministration. It wasn't too hard, but the culmination of all the hits began to make the pain unbearable. 

"Are you sorry?" he demanded. 

"I'm sorry," she choked out. 

"Are you?" He spanked her three more times in rapid succession. 

"Yes, yes. Please," she gasped. 

"Say it again like you mean it," he commanded, still spanking her. 

"Please. I'm so sorry," she whimpered, her cat ears tucked back and her tail curling between her legs, trying to hide her ass from him. 
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Millie bit the inside of her cheek and surfaced from the memory with a hard glare directed at Yonder, who was so surprised by the intensity of her glare that he paused in the middle of the lies he was spewing. 

The youngest brother liked to think himself in charge, but later, his older brother hand found him defiling her with the controller and had punched the man in the face so terribly that he sported the bruise on his cheek for days afterwards. He was furious that Yonder had been so furious as to take her virginity with a remote controller of all things. 

She thought she had been saved then, but Wallace was an even worse man than his brother. Wallace wasn't upset that his foolish younger brother had fucked her with a remote and spanked her with her own hairbrush. He had been angry that he hadn't done so with a film crew nearby to capture the whole scene so that they would be able to sell the footage for money. 

Yonder only wanted to take advantage of her and take pleasure from defiling her body. Wallace wanted the same, but he was also incredibly money hungry.

Millie's mistake had been trusting that Master Kendrick's son would take after their father and want to keep her hidden. 

She couldn't have been further from the truth. They had no qualms sharing her with their friends and business associates, with people who were willing to pay the money for
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