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Save The Werewolf, Save Herself

Cat shifter Sierra runs away from the people who have done nothing but wronged her and used her body for their own gains. When her tormentors find her, she throws herself off a cliff, expecting her tragedy to finally reach a fitting end.  

She is ready to embrace the darkness that greets her at the bottom of the cliff, for the cold water lapping at the jagged rocks to wash her away, but she opens her eyes and wakes ten years in the past. 

She has struggled and fought against her captors every step of the way in her past life. This time, she is going to do everything different. The theater house that she had been tricked into working at was taken over by a new management who turned the performance stage into a stage of depraved desires and humiliations. As Sierra struggles to recall past actions that had led to the downfall of the original owner, she promises herself that she won't let it happen. She will do everything it takes to save everyone, even if it means getting closer with the very people who had ruined her life. 

The last thing she wants to do is to fall in love. She has no time for love, for the endless patience and devotion of a man who had died so early in her past life he hadn't even made an impression on her. Sierra doesn’t think she has it in her to fall in love after all the heartache she had been through, but the Werewolf makes it too easy for her to stumble and fall.

Start Reading Here
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The Captured Werecat

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?

Start Reading Here
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Rain of Arrows & Death

When Princess Nadia is told that she is to be married to Alpha Werewolf Damien Heartstone, she is very much against the idea. She knows nothing of the man other than the fact that he is a werewolf with little restraint. Rumor has it that he beheads the enemies that dare to challenge him. Territorial disputes are sometimes violent, but she had never heard of someone who reveled in it as much as he.

She is not left with a choice when the man appears in the castle an hour after her mother informs her of the marriage arrangement and she is whisked away immediately.

The last thing she expects is to fall head over heel for the mysterious man who is nothing like the rumors had her believe. Damien is as kind as he is handsome and he is incredibly dashing. It is no hardship to fall for the man and she finds herself surrendering to him readily when her heat strikes unexpectedly.

Perhaps her future is not as bleak as she thought it would be.

The very next day, their party is attacked and her carriage is thrown off the cliff with her in it.

Anya dies and returns to the day she is informed of her marriage arrangement.

She must find a way to survive the ambush and save not just herself, but the man who she had given her heart to in the short time they are together.

Start Reading Here
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A Different Lover in Every Life

The first time Millie loops back to the same day, she had just spent an unforgettable night with her childhood crush. 

She repeats the day and makes the same choices, thinking that her first choice was the right one, only for her happily ever after to be shattered when reality sets in. Kent takes pleasure in her humiliation and shame, offering her up to his werewolf buddies who are, incidentally, so much better in bed than he is that she finds herself looking forward to their touches, making her surrender that much more depraved. 

She loops back to the same day after years of the same song and dance and decides that she will go with someone else, only for Kent to kidnap her and bring her to a doctor to have the tracker inside of her removed since she didn't go with him willingly this time. 

She returns to the same day again after being taken apart and put by together in all the right and all the wrong ways. This time, she is going to get help. She goes to the owner of the Sanctuary that she lives in and goes with him, but loops back not even twenty four hours later. 

Will she be able to escape this endless loop or will she be trapped to repeat the same days and be victim to the same treatment over and over again? 

Start Reading Here
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Cat shifter Sierra runs away from the people who have done nothing but wronged her and used her body for their own gains. When her tormentors find her, she throws herself off a cliff, expecting her tragedy to finally reach a fitting end.  

She is ready to embrace the darkness that greets her at the bottom of the cliff, for the cold water lapping at the jagged rocks to wash her away, but she opens her eyes and wakes ten years in the past. 

She has struggled and fought against her captors every step of the way in her past life. This time, she is going to do everything different. The theater house that she had been tricked into working at was taken over by a new management who turned the performance stage into a stage of depraved desires and humiliations. As Sierra struggles to recall past actions that had led to the downfall of the original owner, she promises herself that she won't let it happen. She will do everything it takes to save everyone, even if it means getting closer with the very people who had ruined her life. 

The last thing she wants to do is to fall in love. She has no time for love, for the endless patience and devotion of a man who had died so early in her past life he hadn't even made an impression on her. Sierra doesn’t think she has it in her to fall in love after all the heartache she had been through, but the Werewolf makes it too easy for her to stumble and fall.
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Sierra ran as fast as her feet could carry her, her long cat tail whipping from one side to the other to hasten her turns. Wearing heels for this wasn't ideal, but she didn't have much of a choice, considering the alternative was not wearing anything at all. The heels she had donned were the flattest that she owned- the only pair that had been given to her that fit well enough that she was confident she could make a good distance before she was caught. 

She hadn't considered that she would be caught immediately, however. She had been optimistic about putting a little bit of distance between her and her captors- too optimistic, really, considering her plan. Or lack thereof. 

She ran in the middle of the night with the full moon shining brightly down at her because that was what she saw in movies, but their work was conducted in the darkness and the moon was too bright to allow her to disappear into night. It was a terrible plan, but it was the only one she had and she couldn't do anything about it now seeing as she hadn't the ability to turn back time. 

It didn't take long at all for the men to track her down, nor for them to have her surrounded. She hadn't gone far at all, which was the most depressing part of all this. She had gone past the garden of the main house and- and that was it, wasn't it? She had only managed to escape beyond the garden which was so overgrown that it was more like a small forest than anything, overgrown weed and thorn bushes of roses that failed to bloom year after year sliced through her delicate skin as she made her escape, only to trap herself at a cliff. 

If she had wings, she could fly to freedom, but she wasn't Heather. And Heather wouldn't be flying for a long time after that fall that she had suffered. 

"Don't be ridiculous, Sierra," Pierce said, reaching out towards her with an expression that he probably thought was reassuring. The way the moon shone down on him illuminated his spiked hair and made it look like he had thorns atop his head. She knew logically that his eyes were brown. She had been subjected to their scrutiny enough times that she knew the shade of brown they were, but as she stared at him now, she could have sworn that they were red. 

She felt like if she reached out and grasped his hands now, it would be like making a deal with the devil and sealing her fate.

"Come back and we can put this whole incident behind us," he offered magnanimously. "I am willing to pretend tonight never happened." 

It had taken all of her bravery to get this far in the first place and she wasn't going to return to him on a lie that even she could see through easily enough. She knew what happened to the runaways. They get locked into the quiet room, an underground prison cell with only a bucket for them to relieve themselves and occasional food thrown in from the hole above. There had only been one person who had been thrown in there and they never saw Jasmine again. The others whispered that she had died in the hole. She wasn't going to risk being placed down there to see if her ghost haunted the place. 

Pierce fancied himself a crude businessman, but he was just a bully and an abuser. He liked having power over the women in the House and enjoyed the fact that none of them could argue against anything he said. 

She found herself missing Wake all of a sudden. He had been deceitful, but he had never been abusive or cruel. At least not deliberately. To her knowledge, he had never raised his hand against any one of the women who worked in the House with him. Under him. The others spoke of him fondly- when they spoke of him at all. Mention of his name was taboo. Scott, his business partner who had betrayed him, banned any talk of him after his... disappearance. 

She didn't know much about Wake. Their paths had little reason to cross, but she knew that people were not as cruel under his watch as they were now. Then again, most of the original staff had been quietly sent elsewhere, hadn't they? Everyone had a purpose now, moved about like they were nothing more than disposable chess pieces that he placed strategically on a board that had been stolen from under the nose of someone who had put his trust in the wrong person, a game with rules that he bent to his liking. 

She looked at him and wished their paths had never crossed. 

"Come on. We've wasted enough time. Your performance was supposed to begin half an hour ago," he continued, fast losing patience with her. His face was scarred up, claw marks going from the top of his face down to his nose and cross his lips. It was a pity. He would have been handsome if not for the scar that made it look like she was looking at him through a broken mirror. He was a shifter with accelerated healing, but his skin had healed up wrongly, as bigger injuries tended to do. Doctors could fix him easily enough, put him under anesthetics and reopen the wounds so they would heal better. He had opted not to do it. The others whisper that it was so he could look intimidating, since his line of work would require some form of looking tough.

She backed from him when he reached for her again. 

"You can't really be thinking of jumping," he said with an incredulous expression that made his face look more twisted and odd. "You'll die." 

"At least I'll be free," she whispered. 

He rolled his eyes. "Don't be so fucking dramatic," he drawled. "It's not that bad." 

It's not that bad, she thought to herself incredulously, but she knew that no matter what she said to him, he wouldn't understand. He lacked empathy towards people like her- if he thought of her as 'people' in the first place. She peered beyond the cliff's edge and felt her heartbeat speed up even more. It had been foolish to run in this direction. She never had the best sense of directions, but she assumed that there would be steps that would lead her down the cliff's edge and she could disappear into the ocean. She wasn't the best swimmer, but she knew how to float well enough that she wouldn't die. Probably. 

A suddenly image of her smashing into a protruding rock and her body tumbling like a ragdoll and splashing into the water filled her mind, but she was too close to escape to give up now. 

"Sierra!" he snarled, eyes flashing red in the moonlight. "Come back here right now!" 

The sound of water splashing against the edge of the cliff was better than anything he could offer. She saw him leap towards her and the decision of what to do was taken from her entirely. She twisted towards the cliff and leapt. 

Wing whipped through her body, biting into exposed skin and roared in her ears. She waited for the explosion of cold water all around her, for the splash that would hurt because of how high she had jumped. 

She closed her eyes and waited...
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And waited. 

The roar of the wind in her ears were gone. Instead, there was a ringing silence that made her wonder if she had made some sort of mistake. She was no longer falling, but she wasn't in the water either. 

Sierra opened her eyes and looked around her, eyes wide in confusion. 

This didn't make sense. 

She had been bracing for impact, expecting her body to hit cold water, for the disorientation of sinking too deep and having to swim to the surface. She expected a long journey ahead of her. Swimming in freezing cold water was going to be undoubtedly difficult and she hadn't been looking forward to that part, but they were surrounded by water. She had headed towards the garden in the first place because the other side of the sprawling House were residential areas and common areas that where Pierce's men could be found and being discovered by them was worse than jumping into freezing water. 

They were given free reign over the women who attempted to escape. 

She was tired of living in a cage, now matter how lovely that cage was. 

Everything was better than the constant despair and heartache she suffered under the hands of the men whose touch were lies and their lies were poison. How many times had she given her heart away only to be told that it was all just a cruel joke and none of them could free her? 

Was this her afterlife? Surely not. This appeared to be the dressing room at the back of the stage area. 

This must be some sort of flashback. Was this part of her life flashing through her eyes prior to her death? She couldn't figure out what was so significant about this particular memory. She recognized the robe that was wrapped around herself because she remembered getting rid of it right after. 

"Now that you're here, there's only one rule you need to remember," Karlos said, hand extended with his palm facing up. He wanted her to surrender her bathrobe, which she had done the last time she was faced with the stern man with eyes that glared right at her and seemed to judge her every action and found her lacking. 

She considered disobeying, but she was also curious if this memory would play out the same way. For surely this was a dream. She had done this before, hadn't she? This whole song and dance where she had fought and cried and argued and all she received in response was a lot of time spent in the room that had been designated for her, closed off from the rest of the world as she languished away for days and then weeks. Months, perhaps. Times passed oddly for her then. She felt like she had dissociated a lot from her life, days blending into one another with nothing to differentiate one monotonous day from the other. 

"What rule?" she asked, her lips moving on their own. She had asked the same thing last time, hadn't she? Was she doomed to repeat the memory in exactly the same way? 

Karlos's eyes were stern, slanted slightly upwards in a cat-like manner, though she knew that he wasn't a cat at all. He was a snake shifter and he enjoyed inflicting misery on those under his care. 

"Eyes up here, darling," he said when she averted her gaze. "Look at me when I'm talking to you." 

She grimaced. "Yes, sir," she whispered, tilting her head up to look at the scar on his left cheek. The skin there looked painful and stretched, scar tissue stitching his skin together. She had been convinced, for the longest time, that if she looked him straight in the eyes for too long, he would steal her soul. It was a silly thought. Childish, really. Karlos didn't have that kind of power and even though he liked to pretend that he was some powerful entity who had control over all of the women working in the House, he really was just a megalomaniac with delusions of grandeur and an obsession with power. He was just an employee and he had not lasted long in her past life. She had a vague memory of the incident that caused him to be fired. He had pushed things too far and had gotten caught by one of upper management. 

"Robe," he repeated, looking like he was fast losing patience with her. 

She shrugged it off her body and shivered at the sudden cold gust of air against her exposed skin. She had just came out of the bathroom and had not had a chance to put anything other than her panties on. Wet droplets still clung to her body, slowly making it's way down her leg. 

She shivered and considered yanking the robe back from him to wrap around herself, but Karlos already had his fingers coiled around it and yanked it from her before she could change her mind about being in the nude. 

"Good girl," he said. 

Once upon a time, she would lap up that praise like an animal starved for positive reinforcement. All his compliment did now was send a cold shiver through her. She turned away and found the gazes of familiar faces around her. 

She remembered these women. Everyone was so young. It was hard to believe that only ten years had passed since this particular memory, but life had been more difficult and it showed in the way it had aged them. 

One of the women saw the panic in her gaze and said, "Karlos, I don't think you should-" 

"Mind your own fucking business, Sasha," Karlos snapped. 

The name sent a jolt through her. Sasha was the redheaded beauty whom she was supposed to replace as the lead dancer- whom she had replaced as the lead dancer. She was very well loved, though Sierra's interaction with Sasha was limited because her contract had finished by the time she left her room. 

The contract. It had been an age an half since the conditions of the contract had been met. 

The thing was, this wasn't supposed to be forever and she wasn't supposed to be here for the full five years, let alone ten. All the women here were supposed to work the full term until their five-year-contract was up, and then they would have been allowed to choose what they wanted to do. Unsurprisingly, most of them chose to leave. They have had enough money by then to make a comfortable living elsewhere and if they played their cards right, they would have gotten a sugar daddy or two who were willing to finance a comfortable lifestyle for them. 

Sasha had managed to leave right before everything fell apart and sometimes, she wondered if the other women resented the ones before them who had been lucky enough to have escaped their fate. Sierra knew that she felt envious of them. 

She wished she could tell all these women to run, but if this was just a memory, then were really was no point putting herself at risk for the inevitable. She couldn't change anything, just as she had been unable to change anything in her past life. 

"Smile, darling," Karlos said, pinching her chin and tilting her head up so she was forced to look at him. 

She smiled at him defiantly. She longed to curl her fingers over his and pry them off her chin, but she knew better. His fingers were cold and calloused, like the sharp ends of scales biting into her skin. 

It was just an illusion, her mind making up for something that she knew for a fact and the fact was that Karlos was a snake shifter. He was in his full human form, though she knew he was capable of shifting partially into a snake. It had been part of his act when he was employed again back in the House. Snakes, after all, had two penises. 

His nails dug into her skin, leaving little crescent marks on her chin. 

"Why are you looking at me like that?" he demanded, his eyes narrowing. "I'm in charge here. You need to show me respect," he snarled. 

She wished she could tell him that he didn't scare her. There were so many more people deserving of her fear and he was just another chess piece who played an insignificant role in the grand scheme of things. 

"This is just how I look," she said, barely her teeth at him in a mockery of a grin, the best she could do under the circumstances. 

He grinned, all sharp teeth and danger. "Got some fight in you, I see," he said. "I'm going to enjoy breaking you." Greedy lecherous eyes looked down at her naked body, his touch following his gaze. She didn't need to look at her own body to know what he was seeing. She had a lithe body due to her cat nature, full breasts and slim waist that curved into soft hips and long legs. Her long tail was one of her most defining features, though she managed to keep that well hidden most days under the long dresses and skirts that she preferred. She couldn't hide them now. The panties that she was wearing wasn't the sort that was designed for something like her in mind and couldn't cover her fully since she didn't like having something pressed against her tail. 

She had changed quite a lot in the years that followed. The lack of nipple piercings was a relief. She didn't like having those tugged, her client enjoying the little mewls and cries that she made whenever they played with them and tugged at them roughly. They liked to tug her tail as well, playing with the fur on her tail and yanking when they were lost to the throes of passion. 

She didn't like it. 

His grip on her chin loosened and then released entirely until her was curling his fingers around her neck, choking her with just enough pressure to remind her that her life was in his hands. 

Oh, this- this hadn't happened the last time, had it? 

She had broken down the last time rather early, weak to these sort of treatment because she had been so sheltered her entire life. She threw a fit and was banished to her room and that was the end of it, but now- now she was reacting differently so his reaction had changed as a result of that. What a curious dream.

"You shouldn't do that!" Sasha yelled out. Even though the others looked disapproving, none of them stood by Sasha's side. In fact, they looked rather horrified that she was choosing to say anything at all. 

Karlos turned to Sasha with a snarl, "Shut the fuck up. I can do whatever I want," he said. As if to prove his point, his free hand palmed her breast. Sierra gasped at the sudden contact and then cried out sharply when his fingers closed over her nipple and pinched them.  

For a moment, Sasha looked like she was going to throw herself into the man and fight him physically in order to get him to let go, but she turned away and walked out the room. Sierra couldn't help but feel slightly disappointed to have been abandoned, but Sasha owed her nothing and there was nothing to gain by making herself an enemy of the man. Karlos was responsible for setting up the stage for the performances and also scheduling. All the people who worked at the House had multiple responsibilities and he was no different. From what she understood, he used to be dancer himself and choreographed some of the women's routines. 

"Everyone here answers to me," Karlos bragged, turning his attention back to her. He loosened his hold on her breast and shifted his hand until he was cupping her underside of her breast, lifting it slightly like he was trying to figure out how much it weighed. 

She kept absolutely still, though she was confused by the onslaught of sensations that his small touch elicited from her body. She hadn't been this sensitive since she was a virgin. Her core tensed and her vaginal walls clenched around nothing. Her lips parted slightly when he captured her right nipple between his forefinger and thumb and rolled it between them. Pleasure and pain spiked through her body, drawing out a bitten off moan from her lips. She arched into his touch without thinking when he plucked at her nipple, trying to ease the pressure by chasing after the movement of his fingers. 

"I knew you were a fucking slut," he sneered. "Look at you. I'm just touching you a little and you're so eager to offer yourself up already," he mocked, giving her nipple a cruel flick and then doing the same to the other, twisting a little to elicit a soft cry from her lips. 

Around them, the other women turned their gazes away, unwilling to be involved in her humiliation. 

When he finally stopped, she was breathing hard, her body betraying her by being aroused by the careless groping. It wasn't like this was the first time Karlos had touched her inappropriately and she knew it wouldn't be the last.

Karlos did what he wanted and when he wanted and she was hardly the first person to suffer from his unwanted sexual advances. 

She closed her hands over her breasts once he let go in an effort to hide them from further torture, but the damage was done. Her nipples ached, sensitive in a way they hadn't been since she had gotten her nipple piercings. 

"You tear up so easily," he laughed, enjoying her misery. "Luckily for you, some men enjoy the weepy ones," he said and leaned in to lick up the tears that had managed to escape. He was one of the sadistic men who enjoyed making and watching their lovers cry. 

She clenched her eyes shut and shuddered at the peculiar sensation of his wet tongue licking up her cheek. 

Dreams shouldn't feel this real, should they? 

"Now, where was I?" he asked and waited, expecting her to answer. 

Unfair, really, since she wasn't here for the part of the conversation that he was expecting her to recall. She blinked at him, brows furrowed in confusion. "Where were you what?" she asked, her voice hitched slightly. She felt like there were two parts of her that were at war with one another. One part of her was used to this sort of treatment after years of being under his control, dancing alongside him and allowing him to do whatever he wanted with her. Another part of her that was still a virgin who had never been kissed before today was tearing itself apart with despair.

"What's one rule you need to remember about working with me?" he clarified. "Have you read the rulebook?" 

The rulebook was such a long time ago. They could use the rulebook as tinder and nobody would have batted an eye. There were no rules now. Everything was fair game. Everyone was fair game. 

"Yes," she answered dutifully because it was expected of her. 

"What is it?" he prompted, looking like he would very much like the conversation to be over even though he was the reason it was dragging out in the first place. 

She would very much like the conversation to be done and over with as well, so she struggled to recall- Oh. Karlos was an incredibly conceited man, wasn't he? She almost laughed out loud when she remembered the rule, but she managed to hold back the bark of laughter that threatened to bubble out of her. "Your word is law," she answered. 

"That's right," he grinned, pleased to hear those words from her lips even though she was certain that he was the one who had written the book in the first place. The narcissist. 

When he loosened his hold around her throat, she breathed a sigh of relief only to inhale sharply again when he stepped closer into her space until his chest brushed against the back of her hands. He took another step towards her, forcing her to step back again. Goosebumps erupted all over her skin from their sheer proximity and wished that the room was bigger. Her back was pressed against the wall and there was nowhere left for her to go. 

"What're you doing?" she asked. She didn't know whether it was her tone or the fact that she was speaking at all that set him off, but he wrapped an arm around her, pushing the palm of his hand to the small of her back and yanking her forward so that their bodies were flushed together. Was he turned on by her? Really? She hadn't done anything yet other than be half naked. Maybe it was her telling him that he was in charge. 

She looked up at him in confusion, her heart beating so wildly against her ribcage that she worried the bones in her chest cavity wouldn't be strong enough to contain her heart. Every second he looked at her made her feel more and more aware of the amount of nudity she was showing. She was half convinced that he could see all the way inside of her and was cataloging her organs and considering the values of each. She reminded herself that Karlos was not a smart man. 

Only an idiot would willingly come back and work at his place after he had managed to get himself free. He was exceptionally greedy, however, so she shouldn't have been surprised when he showed up again after they had a management change. What was the reason he had been fired again? Try as she might, she couldn't seem to remember. It must have been something serious. 

Was Wake the one to fire him? She had never seen Wake fire anyone before. Wake was the owner of the Theater House of Pleasures, a sprawling estate that consisted of a main building where all the performances took place and several houses for the staff. She resided in one of houses with other shifters like her after accepting a five year contract to work here. She was promised a generous pay... too generous, really. It was enough money to allow her to retire comfortably after. Wake assured her that customers that frequented the theater were generous with their money, allowing him to pay his contracted employees a generous sum. It was what he didn't say that she should have been wary of. 

Then again, she should have been wary of a lot more things. 

She had never seen the man in person, though they had spoken over the phone and had exchanged letters. She should have- 

Well, if she had known then what she knew now, she would have done a lot of things differently. Was this what it was then? A chance for her to have a revelation about all the mistakes in her life that she could have rectified if only she had been more careful about who she trusted? 

She clenched her eyes shut, expecting to be transported into a different memory. Any moment now... 

"You do smell very lovely," Karlos said, his voice breaking through her thoughts. 

She was still here? That didn't make any sense. Was there more for her to learn? 

"Perhaps I would have a taste of you first," he continued. 

That was all the warning she got before his hands were on her hips and he was lifting her up and pinning her against the wall. Her body moved on it's own, wrapping her legs around him to have at least something to hold onto. She was completely unprepared to feel his mouth around her breast, suckling her nipple as if he was trying to draw milk from her. 

Pleasure coursed down her spine as he latched onto her breasts, his tongue licking at the tip over and over. She could have sworn that his tongue was forked by the way she could feel it wrap around her areola, tugging and pulling lightly. 

She was aware that they were in public, that the others could see plainly what they were doing. A part of her was mortified that this was happening to her at all, but another part of her was inured to shame after years of being subjected to the same thing over and over again. 

"Please," she whimpered, pushing back against him, instinctively knowing what he liked because he had done it before. They had done this before up on a stage with hundreds of strangers watching - with people filming and thereafter distributing said film. 
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​Chapter Two
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She closed her eyes as her fingers curled in his hair, tugging and pushing him closer, her body betraying her. From the corner of her eyes, she could see the audience watching them, completely captivated by the scene that had been presented to them. They came expecting a show and they were clearly getting one.  

They were here to watch a cat shifter and a snake shifter have sex on a stage.

They had came up onto the stage fully dressed, but as they continued to dance around each other, moving and twisting so that they were touching, but not quite. Fleeting touches where they tore away each others clothes until they were in nothing but rags that barely cling onto their bodies, only for that to be gone when their bodies finally collided and they were kissing almost violently, as if their union had been so long in the making that neither of them remembered that they had an audience. 

He was holding onto her ass, kissing her with teeth and tongue as his hands rubbed her naked ass, spreading her open periodically and making sure to point her backside at the direction of the audience to grant them an eyeful.

This was all just a performance. Even the passion. Especially the passion. 

She hated Karlos with a vengeance, but the sex... The sex was out of this world. She wished that he was worse at it, but he had had plenty of practice. 

His fingers spread open her pussy lips, the tips sliding in slightly as he continued to kiss her while she rocked helplessly against him, all semblance of shame forgotten in her race for completion. 

The dance was foreplay and she had gotten so heated up that she felt like she was burning from the inside. There were still pieces of garment hanging onto her, a sleeve here and a ribbon there, but they covered none of her body that should be covered. Her breasts were fully exposed, as was her pussy. When he finally pulled away from her, he twisted her body around in midair until she was facing the audience. He was quick, somehow managing to maneuver his hands underneath her thighs so he spreading her legs wide open, exposing her weeping cunt for all to see. 

But she wasn't the only one who was exposed. His dick was out in the air as well. Just one to start with, but she knew it was only a matter of time before he was going to reveal that he had two. His snake transformation was imperfect. The only parts of him that he could change were his forked tongue and the additional dick. Useless for the most part, but invaluable when their business had to do with showing their carnal desires. 

She had no time to worry about the number of dicks he had when he was fingering her so openly, the tips of his fingers alternating between sliding into her wet pussy and pulling in opposite directions so leave her gaping open. 

"You're so fucking wet," he growled as he lifted her up and began to lower her into his cock. 

She felt like she was being impaled on it, his thick length entering her slowly, pushing past the tightness of her walls as he breached her. It wasn't that he had a particularly big dick. She had handled bigger. It was a combination of stage fright and terrible angle, really, but they needed to work with this angle in order to give the audience the best show. 

She tried to pull back, but he was in full control of her body and he kissed the back of her neck in a way that could almost be described as reassuring if not for the fact that he was still slowly but surely impaling her on his cock. 

"Good," he said, his voice raspy. Barely audible. "Very good." Like he was commenting on a dance performance. This was part of their dance performance. 

The praise made it even worse. It made her cunt feel tight and achy and empty. 

"You're doing good," he told her reassuringly, almost quietly. He didn't need to whisper. It wasn't like anyone could hear them up on stage. But here, with his dick halfway inside of her, she could almost pretend that he wasn't a terrible man, that he cared for her. She knew he was enjoying himself. It was the slow, deep breathes as he dug deep into himself to avoid losing control.  It was in the way he smelled, the desire so potent in the air that it was almost difficult to breathe. It was the way his fingers dug into her skin and leave bruises that the others would tut at later on, since she would have to cover the bruises up with foundation so her other clients would not be distracted by the sight of them. The customers liked to pretend that they were the only ones who got to have them, as if the women here had not experienced everything before. There was nothing new that the clients could think up that hadn't already been displayed up on a stage and filmed. 

"You can take it," he continued, he said with confidence that she didn't have in the least. 

Panic twisted through her, leaving her sweaty and cold. "I can't," she said, fear seeping into her tone. 

The men who had paid for the show was into the fear as much as the surrender. She could see the men palming their cocks. Some of them had already paid for women, a few of her colleagues were among the audience being fondled. More than a few were on their knees, keeping the client's cocks warm. 

His cock was uncomfortable, probing deeper inside her, testing her, and then he went deeper, sinking her down and onto his cock. She licked her lips, as if wetting her lips could ease the friction of his cock entering her from below. "You're moving too fast," she whined, closing her eyes and throwing her head back as he sunk deeper inside of her. It didn't matter to him if he was moving too quickly. The end game was filling her up completely. 

He pushed himself all the way in, making her tremble and shudder. She could feel every inch of him inside of her, too thick and too full, impaling her so utterly and completely. No matter how many times she was fucked, the pleasure never ceased to take her by surprise. 

"God," her hips bucked, or tried to. She couldn't do more than strain them in vain as the man eased all the way inside her. The speed was slow, one long thrust, and then he retreated and repeated the gesture. It was crude. He was chasing after his own pleasure, but more than that, he was giving a show to their audience. They had paid good money for this and it wouldn't do for any of them to get bored. 

She counted them at first, ten thrusts in and so far she was starting to feel slightly frustrated at worst. If this was a client she had taken to bed, she would be telling the man to do something else already by now. If it was one of her older, more experienced clients who actually cared about her pleasure, they wouldn't need any direction. They knew she liked it hard and fast, a little bit violent, even. At least the violent ones were honest about their intentions. People didn't come here for vanilla sex that they could have easily gotten elsewhere. Sure, some of them were fucking her because they liked her tail- liked that she could yowl like a cat when they fucked her, that her fur would get all puffed up when she's all riled up and her ears would move this way and that. 

She blinked, sending the thoughts skittering away. Karlos wasn't her lover, though she knew that he took pleasure in her humiliation as well. 

As the minutes dragged on, he continued to lift her in and out, like she's some sort of exercise machine for the man, a weight for him to lift up and down, hitting the same spot inside of her over and over. He didn't want her to come first. This was deliberate. He knew what he was doing, which meant he wanted her to be kept in this bored, frustrated state. 

While that was annoying in itself, it was still not the stark sexual torture she had first pictured when she was told that she would be performing on the stage with Karlos. 

Karlos had a reputation both on the stage and off. He was cruel and sadistic, but he also knew how to take his lovers apart completely. She recalled vaguely being warned to stay away from him and not get on his bad side... nor his good for that matter. The general consensus was to keep a low radar and stay as hidden from him as possible.

"Pay attention, darling," he whispered in her ear, as if realizing that her thoughts had wandered. 

This mechanical fucking, while humiliating in its own way, was nothing more than crass and monotonous. Frankly, she had expected more from someone of his caliber. This was hardly up to the creative standards of the man who prided himself in being able to come up elaborate dance sequences that captivated it's audience. 

She had been slowly lulled into a dull haze of counting the continual thrusts when he abruptly shifted her, lifting her up so that only that head of his cock was inside her, and then dropping her completely, causing her to sink down into his cock so much that she could feel him almost at her womb. 

She strained and shook, sweating hard, hands clenching and holding onto her ankles, keeping her legs spread as wide open as she could so that the audience could have a good view of the cock that was entering and exiting her body, her pussy lips clinging onto the thick girth, like it was sucking and squeezing it in. 

"Fuck, ah, ah," she gasped and then moaned, a pathetic, desperate sound as her pussy clenched down on his cock, trying to milk him and keep him inside of her. "There- there- don't- no," she babbled helplessly, her body shaking, shuddering involuntarily. 

Her thighs trembled, sweat rolling down her neck. Pleasure coursed through her body. Her orgasm, when it came, felt like it was forced out of her and he kept moving, that repetitive motion that had been so monotonous before turning torturous as he lifted and dropped her, lifted and dropped her, repeating the motion so many times that she could no longer keep track of anything at all. 

She didn't know when he came. Everything was too much, all mixed together. Her brain felt like it had been turned to mush and she couldn't register anything that was happening around her, her whole being focused on keeping all the atoms in her body linked together, else she shatter and disappear into the void. 

When he finally pulled out, she felt the gush of his cum leaking out of her and then heard the splatter of it as it fell onto the ground. 

He barely gave her any time to think before he was plunging back inside of her. 

Her whole body was too sensitive and she was crying from the overstimulation of it all, each thrust dragging twisted pleasure out of her raw body. She shuddered, closing her eyes. She wasn't sure if she was begging in reality or if it was just something she was doing in her head. 

She didn't think she could orgasm any more. Everything was too intense and too much, but it didn't matter. He was holding onto all of her body and he just continued fucking into her hole, taking all of her for himself. 

She must have lost consciousness at some point because when she woke, she was on a platform of some sort, her arms and legs strapped to the edges of the platform. She was spread eagle, allowing easy access to her pussy. 

She woke to a smaller room. The audience here had paid to be allowed a closer look at her. Extra for touching and even more money to be able to reach out and touch her. 

But that would be for later. 

Now, now she was- what was happening? 

"Please, wait, I can't-" she cried out. There was only her dignity left to surrender and she was ready to abandon it readily as long as he would slow down and give her a moment to- to what, exactly? It wasn't like thinking would be able to get her out of this. "Please," she whimpered. 

Several men around her laughed, obviously enjoying her panic. A few of them were shifters as well. She could tell by the way they inhaled, breathing in the scent of her fear like predators in the dark. 

Several of them would be taking their turns on her later, but that was for later. Now, they were standing back and enjoying the show. 

Her gaze stopped wandering around the room and focused on Karlos, who had taken all of his clothes off. As much as she despised the man, she couldn't deny the fact that he kept his body in perfect condition. It was all the sex, whispered a little voice in the back of her mind. All that cardio. 

Her eyes trailed down his muscular body to the v of his abs that acted as if it was an arrow directing her attention to his cock- to his dicks. 

"Wait," she twisted away- but there was nowhere for her to go. The straps kept her in place and she was trapped here, unable to do a thing as Karlos started towards her. Snakes had two cocks and Karlos's cocks were both hard, ready to do unspeakable things to her. 

"No," she gasped when she felt the first enter her. 

"Relax your body," he said. 

"No." Her body couldn't bear the strain. She knew this. She wasn't ready for this. She knew some of the others had already experienced this and they could handle it, but she wasn't ready. No one told her that this was happening. 

The tip of his second cock pushed inside. She squirmed helplessly. There was no way she could take both his cock, but he thought differently, pulling the first cock back- the one that had gone deeper, and then pushing both in. 

She moaned, her eyes rolling back in her head. "You can't- you can't fit. You're going to break me," she cried out helplessly as she felt the thick head of his second cock pushing in alongside the already filled space. "You're going to break me," she repeated, trashing helplessly, trying to free herself. 

"I won't," he told her bluntly, moving further in. "Can you feel the difference?" 

"I can," she gasped. Of course she could. How could she not? He was so warm, his cock so thick. She shivered, staring anywhere but where she was being impaled by the two cocks, but there was nowhere that was safe for her to look. All the men were looking at her, looking so hungry, so desperate for her and she couldn't ignore the feeling of him slipping deeper, sinking into her, boneless and sweetly cruel. His hands dug into her ass, impaling her more fully upon his cock causing her to cry out. 

His right hand pressed down against the tender flesh of her throat. Her fingers scrabbled at the table. She couldn't breathe. Too full. 

"Can't- I can't-" she gasped. 

"Calm down," he said, his tone almost annoyed. 

She struggled under him and he dug his fingers tighter. "Let it go," he commanded. 

There was a burst of gray and black spiking behind her eyes and she arched up with a hollow gasp. His teeth sunk into her flesh and she clenched around him, bearing down on the pain as her stomach tightened. 

He was still moving over her, teeth sharp on her skin and her eyelids flutter. Lips on hers, she tasted salt. She blinked, not realizing she had closed her eyes. 

He gazed down on her, cupping her cheek. It was perplexing, but she could sweat that there was true affection in his eyes. His hands flattened along her chest, and then curled around her breasts, capturing her nipples and pinching them lightly. 

"Please," she gasped. 

He leaned down and set his teeth against her left nipple. He grazed it with the tips and her breath caught. "You taste-" 

"Like chicken?" she quipped. 

His laugher was rich and amused, sending a twist of heat to her core. "Sure," he grinned, his smile so genuine that she couldn't read what was behind it. She thought he was going to be kind to her, but of course, she was terrible at figuring out human nature. 

He started moving, two cocks inside of her, so thick and full and hard. Her whole body was shaking, but it felt amazing, even more so that she had expected. He pushed back down again and again, still going slowly, allowing her body to adjust to the two cocks brushing up against her insides, the friction and heat driving her nearly insane with ecstasy. 

There were nerves firing in places they didn't normally do, and she was rapidly restructuring her conception of what sex could be. He pressed a bit deeper and angled up and the head of his cock brushed against all of her erogenous zones and it was becoming completely clear why the others spoke of sex with Karlos as pleasure and torture all at once. 

"Yes, yes," she cried. 

He hesitated a moment, like her reaction wasn't at all what he expected, and then pushed into her faster, deeper. It was better, but it wasn't enough. He was such a tight fit inside of her that it was difficult for him to move. Or rather, he seemed to be holding back. 

"Harder," she panted, sensing that he would need more specific instructions. "I won't break. Fuck me." 

He stared down at her as if he didn't quite believe her, and she growled. 

"Come on. Don't be a pussy about it." 

He made a sound like an animal and proceeded to pound into her. She gritted her teeth and clenched her hands tightly, doing her best to push back. 

"Yes, yes," she cried out. She couldn't believe it had taken her so long to do this. This was what she needed. He leaned into her, one hand by her head and the other grabbing her breasts, kneading and massaging, fingers pinching and pulling her nipples one after the other. The concentration on his face was intense. "Oh, oh, that's-" 

His cocks slipped out completely and they both swore. Around them, the men let laughed and it was only then that she remembered that they weren't alone and they had an audience to entertain, but neither of them cared about their audience at the moment, both too lost in chasing after their own pleasures. 

He scrambled forward again and pushed back into her, lowering his body, trying to find the right rhythm. It didn't take him long at all. 

"Yes, yes, like that," she called out encouragingly. 

His forehead was furrowed in concentration and she would later be embarrassed about having been quite so demanding, but at the moment, she couldn't care less. She wanted more, faster, deeper, harder. 

"Fuck. I can't," he grunted. "I'm going to..." 

"Come," she finished for him. She was so close, just change the angle a bit and she would be there as well. She arched her hips up, her trapped tail managing to wrap around his waist. Her tail wasn't particularly strong, so she shouldn't have been able to use it to urge him forward and closed into her, but perhaps her intention was all that was needed because he pulled in close and buried his face in her shoulder. His open mouth pressed against her skin and he pushed into her as far as he could and stayed there. 

"Oh, oh," she cried out. 

This time, she felt the moment he finished, felt the tension leave his body and the fullness inside of her expand, all of his come spilling inside of her and filling her. 

He pulled out in the midst of her orgasm and slid his fingers inside of her, forefingers from both hands pushing in opposite directions to stretch her open. Globules of come dribbled out of her and dripped onto the ground, the sound loud and echoing in her ears. 

Around them, the men were watching with curious eyes at her gapping pussy, her inner walls clenching around nothing. 

"Go on, touch her," Karlos said, uncaring that she was still oversensitive from all the orgasms and the way he had just fucked her to give permission to the men to do the same. 

Hands were on her immediately, touching her everywhere, rubbing her clit and massaging her breasts, fingers prodding into her mouth and pressing down on her tongue, fucking her throat. 

"Oh, oh," she gasped and closed her eyes. The fingers inside her twisted and pulled out until just the tips were stretching her hole open, then slowly worked their way back in again, over and over. Between the fingers in her pussy and the hands on her breasts and everywhere else on her body, she was floating, utterly blissed out. 
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​Chapter Three
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She blinked and suddenly she was back in the dressing room and the women were around her, looking at her with a combination of pity and fascination. It was akin to witnessing a train crash. Everyone knew that it was something horrible and terrible, but none of them could look away, too fascinated by what was happening. 

None of them moved to help her either, though she could hardly blame them for the inaction. After all, she had been guilty of the same crime, frozen in place as she watched men after men take advantage of her... well, could they really be her friends if she didn't know them at all? Were they simply coworkers to her, then? 

It was a depressing thought, really. She had been with these women for years and somehow, she still couldn't consider them friends. Was this another revelation that she was meant to have? 

In comparison to what Karlos of the future had done to her, a little kissing was nothing, really. And she even had control of her hands. 

She had given up trying to wake from this peculiar dream, so she leaned into his touch. Her fingers were in his hair, tugging and pulling him closer. 

"Lovely," he said, licking his lips as he leaned back. He had her body pressed against his and there was desire in his eyes that was so obvious and so intense that she had to look away, lest she lost herself in the depth of them. 

She had forgotten, really, how innocent she had been and how every little thing could get her going. His grip on her body was firm and there was a strength in those arms that made her feel warm and protected in a way that she knew was just a lie. Karlos could make all the women in his bed feel important, but she knew that none of them meant anything to him other than the pleasure that he could wring out of them. 

"I've seen your audition videos," he said. "You're an exceptional dancer. If you keep dancing, you could be the star of the show in no time." 

The position at the center of the stage had been given to her the last time, but it was hardly a position that she deserved. She hadn't the experience that the others had and she wasn't familiar with any of the clients. It was stupid, really, to give her the part just because Karlos thought she would fit better there. 

Speaking of his intention to make her the star of the show only bred animosity now. It was clear that Sasha was a favorite and any replacement of her had big shoes to fill, but she was a stranger to all these women now. Karlos didn't want the women working here to be enemies, but he didn't want them to be too friendly with one another either. The last thing he wanted was for them to all band together and rebel against his tyrannical rule. 

She wondered if sowing discord among the women was part of his job description. She wouldn't be surprised if it was. After all, if all the women were friends with each other, then things were sure to be more complicated, especially if they left after their contract was over and then decided to get someone outside of the House to come and 'rescue' some of their friends. Attempts had been made during her time there, though none had been successful. 

"I'm hardly the best dancer here," she said when she realized that he was waiting for an answer. 

The response was somewhat belated, but Karlos often spoke just for the sake of hearing his own voice and didn't really care about what other people thought or said. 

He lowered her until she realized that he intended for her to stand. Sheepishly, she unwound her legs from where they had wrapped around his torso of their own accord. 

"A kiss for your first performance," he said and she knew that he was really just taking advantage of her naivety, but this hadn't happened in this life and she was curious about how he had kissed before he started kissing for the sake of performance. 

He didn't wait for her consent, thumb and forefinger digging into her cheeks to pinch her lips open so he can lick into her mouth, his tongue going everywhere at once, sliding over her teeth and around her tongue, licking the roof of her mouth and the inside of her cheeks, and then pushing in deeper like he was trying to tongue fuck her. It was her first kiss and if she didn't know any better, she would have suspected that it was his first kiss as well, but Karlos was far from innocent when it came to the matter of sex. 

She suspected that instead of inexperience, he simply never learned how to kiss properly because he was so used to just taking what he wanted. His kisses reflected that, taking and consuming everything he desired without consideration for the other party's enjoyment. It was something that remained unchanged even in the later years, where he simply shifted his enjoyment to the enjoyment of the audience members that were witnessing their depraved acts. 

She resisted the urge to bite him and another memory came to her, one where he had her strapped to the breeding bench and he had double penetrated her pussy with both his cocks and then used anal beads to tease her anal hole, pushing the little pearls in and out of her as he filled her with his cock and then his seed. Her reaction to being double penetrated by him the first time had inevitably turned her into one of his favorites and she had many performances with him afterwards. One of his favorite way to take her apart was to fuck her with his cocks and then use a speculum to open her up so that he - and their customers - could see his seed slowly dripping out from inside of her. 

Compared to that, the way he was kissing her now was nothing... though she wondered if she could guild him into being a better kisser. 

Curiosity getting the better of her, she leaned into the kiss, responding in the way that she knew he liked from years of experience. She nipped his tongue with a bit of teeth, the sharp pain making him growl in a way that she liked. Her hands tugged at his hair, body bucking forward until she could feel the hard length of his cock against her body. When she bit his bottom lip harder, he yanked back with a startled, "The fuck?!" before slapping her across the face. 

The pain didn't do anything to her, but it made the other women in the room flinch and then all hell broke lose as the door slammed open and a familiar face that she hadn't seen in years stormed in. 

Her interaction with Wake, the cofounder of the House had been short in her past life. He disappeared about half a year after she stepped foot in here and she suspected that foul play was involved. In the short time she worked here, it was clear even to her that he was devoted to the House, both in maintaining the standards and in ensuring that everyone pulled their weights. 

"Karlos!" Wake snarled, his upper lip pulled back, the wolf in him clear in the sharpness of his teeth and the broadness of his shoulders- his everything, really. He was an incredibly huge man, so tall that his head almost reached the ceiling when he walked into the dressing room and levelled Karlos with a glare that was enough to make anyone cower. Karlos took several steps back as though he had been physically struck even though Wake hadn't done anything to him at all. Not yet, in any case. "Care to explain yourself?" he asked, marching up to Karlos who was backing away with impressive speed. 

She thought Karlos had been intimidating earlier, but he was nothing compared to Wake, who towered over him easily. He was more wolf than man and everything about him screamed at her to run. There was a danger to the way he moved, the gracefulness making it difficult to her to focus on staying absolutely still. Her fight or flight reflex had been triggered and all she could do was stay rooted to the spot, the cat inside of her suddenly unable to do anything at all and quietly praying that if she stayed still enough, he would forget that she was there entirely and ignore her. 

Karlos was not so lucky. He too, had frozen in spot, but there was no chance of him being ignored. 

"Is there a reason you struck one of mine?" he asked. 

Karlos's lower lip was bleeding slightly and it was easy to misunderstand what had happened from






































d2d_images/chapter_title_above.png





d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_left.png





d2d_images/cover.jpg
Nimle [ .1yzes;
BBM

-
9 =
T|5(5| 2
- Ul O
a2 Al >
cl o 5
N[22 ¢
o )] Ba
HEEE
EEHS
Q ~
H<»J
O gl =
2|0|%8| &
AR RS
EE| 5|
v A
p)

= // S

N
" Arign Wué[






d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_right.png





d2d_images/chapter_title_below.png
-

-

-

7O





d2d_images/image004.jpg
It

A Jenecats ek






