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Chapter 1

Silently slipping through the fire escape window, Lina quickly shrugged off her black hoodie. The night’s haul—a pair of emerald cufflinks stolen from a CEO bathroom—clinked softly in her pocket. Her tank top clung with sweat, fabric stretching over the subtle musculature of a body honed by midnight climbs and split-second escapes.
She found Leo lounging on their clawed-up couch. "Ey, check this out." He thrust his phone toward her, screen zoomed into a paparazzi shot of Darla Hart descending museum steps. Rubies dripped down the woman’s throat like congealed blood.
"Looks heavy," Lina muttered, fingertips brushing the scar along her hairline—a souvenir from a botched jewelry store job. "Don't you want to know how tonight went?"
"Heavy?" Leo’s laugh grated as he dug through a moldy box beneath the coffee table. "That was Nonna’s." He slapped a Polaroid on the chipped surface, showing a young woman in a ’70s halter dress, same rubies blazing at her throat. Lina grabbed a jeweler's loupe. The resemblance to Darla’s necklace was undeniable.
Darla’s necklace plunged toward cleavage that looked painted on, while Leo’s grandmother wore hers with the defiant pride of someone who’d fought for every gem.
Lina’s fingers twitched—an artist’s reflex to sketch the contrast. Her own reflection flickered in the cracked mirror behind Leo: short hair mussed from the hoodie, collarbones sharp enough to cut glass, eyes dark with the adrenaline that still hummed in her veins.
"I guess your Nonna sold it," Lina said flatly, tracing the Polaroid's cracked border. The apartment's lone bulb flickered, casting skeletal shadows across Leo's jaw. "Probably pawned it years before you were born."
He jerked the photo back, knuckles whitening. "Bullshit. That woman raised six kids stitching coats in a sweatshop. She’d never—"
"People change when they’re hungry." Her thumbnail dug into the fresh scrape on her palm.
Leo’s hand closed over hers. "You don’t get it. This isn’t some rich bitch’s toy." His thumb brushed her short nails. "It’s blood. Bones. The only piece of us they didn’t take."
"Us" hung between them like a rigged pulley. Lina studied Darla’s laugh lines in the paparazzi shot—too easy, too polished. "What do we know about their security system?"
His grin flashed. "Staff leaves for that weird salon thing she hosts. Backup generators on Thursdays have a short blackout."
"Motion sensors?"
"Old-school infrared. You’ve jiggered plenty."
She imagined the heft of rubies against her throat. Cold. Condemning. "Entry?"
"I figure the skylight in her dressing room. No bars, just a basic tumbler lock."
Lina’s shoulders tensed. Her reflection in the cracked mirror showed lips pressed thin—a girl who should know better. The cufflinks in her pocket suddenly weighed forty pounds.




Chapter 2

Lina adjusted the tripod legs on the rooftop AC unit across from the rich bitch's place. Through the lens, Darla materialized: a black and golden smudge resolving into shoulders arched like a cellist’s bow. The woman stood before a freestanding mirror, adjusting a necklace of deep red stones. Definitely rubies. Definitely stolen.
Nick’s reflection appeared behind her. He was barefoot in a navy robe, mixing drinks at a glass cart. His index finger traced the rim of a coupe glass. Darla’s mouth moved. Lina’s knuckles tensed on the focus dial.
The socialite turned, plush lips grazing her husband’s stubble as she plucked the drink from his hand. He chuckled, fingers sliding into pockets with deliberate slowness. Control disguised as casual. Darla’s laugh rippled through the telescope’s eye, agitating Lina's lifelong resentment. Rich people.
Her pulse quickened as Darla trailed a fingernail down Nick’s forearm, pausing at his watch. Their gazes locked. Not with hunger, but something worse. Understanding.
The rooftop breeze turned sharp. Lina shifted, her knees protesting against gravel. Through the glass, Darla’s kohl-rimmed eyes swept toward the window.
She jerked back from the eyepiece. Impossible. When she looked again, the couple were slow-dancing with the push-pull of hips and knowing smiles. Nick’s palm spanned the small of Darla’s back. Her hair caught the light like God was her private cinematographer.
Lina’s thumbnail found the groove it had worn in her jeans pocket. Targets. Just targets. But her next exhale came shaky, warm against the telescope’s cold metal.
The viewfinder's crosshairs quivered. Lina's breath fogged the eyepiece as Darla's hands inside Nick's robe, revealing silvered chest hair that caught lamplight like spider silk. His fingers found the hidden clasp at her spine. Lina could almost hear the click, and the burglar's throat tightened. Black silk pooled around Darla's ankles like spilled ink.
Fuck. If I had that body, I wouldn't do this shit.
She shouldn't admire the slope of collarbones. Shouldn't notice how Nick's grip tightened as he backed his wife against the glass. Focus on the fucking necklace. But her thighs pressed together reflexively when Darla hooked one sculpted leg around his hip, arching into a kiss that looked less like passion and more like consumption.
Nick's lips moved against Darla's neck. Not kissing… speaking. The room's ambient glow shifted. The windows turned translucent, digital frost blooming across her last glimpse of flushed skin and tangled limbs.
Her gloved hand slapped cold concrete. "Fucking... rich..." She stared at the obscured lovers—the phantom imprint of Darla's spine bowing, Nick's hips grinding in primal concentration—and wiped sweat from her upper lip.
The Leica's lens cap snapped shut.




Chapter 3

The blueprint curled at the edges under Lina's restless fingers, her mechanical pencil circling Thursday's blackout window. Motion sensors disabled. Infrared grid reset pattern. Twelve seconds. Her thumbnail dented the skylight schematic. Basic tumbler. Two minutes max.
Across the drafty studio, Leo kicked the broken radiator. "Another month is suicide. They'll sell that necklace to some Dubai freak by Christmas."
She didn't look up. "Rushing's stupider. Their security guy's ex-FBI."
"Glorified babysitter."
Lina's pencil tore through the blueprint. "These two are different."
Leo's shadow engulfed her notes. "Different how? Rich parasites playing house—"
"Different because they look at each other." The words escaped without care. Shit.
Dirty palms slid under her sweater. "Steal the necklace, buy a villa. I'll ride you on silk sheets 'til you forget their names."
She stiffened. "Your grandma's legacy, right? Not some pawn shop?"
Teeth grazed her nape, sharp and insistent. Her hips jerked backward. Damn. But her spine melted into the predatory pressure, muscles unraveling like tight wires cut free.
"You can do it," he murmured against her twitching shoulder. "You'll dance through their alarms like always."
Her protest dissolved into a gasp as his incisors found that tender junction below her ear. Fuck me sideways. Yet her fingers were already redrawing the infiltration route in hurried strokes, security schematics blurring with memories of Darla's arched neck.
"Thursday," she breathed, hating how her throat shaped the surrender.
Leo's victorious hum was a lightning bolt straight to her groin.




Chapter 4

Lina’s gloves whispered against the skylight’s frame, her lock-picks barely trembling. The generator drone cut out on schedule, plunging the penthouse into a silence like you only hear before the fridge arrives. Below, infrared beams winked out for twelve seconds of blindness. She counted to two. And dropped through the opening.
Landing on her feet, her soles met hard wood. Darla’s dressing room smelled of caramel and something… oh, that's sex. It smelled like sex. Shaking it off, Lina’s penlight swept over jewelry boxes arranged in neat little rows. Third shelf. Lacquered red case. The necklace’s rubies glinted even in the dark, heavy as sin.
“You’ve got taste,” purred a voice behind her.
Lina’s blood froze, and she spun around. Darla reclined in a backless gown the color of heavy cream, one leg draped over the armrest. Nick leaned against the doorframe in his robe, swirling something golden in a cut-crystal glass. His thumb stroked the rim. Slow. Deliberate.
Darla rose, silk whispering secrets against her thighs. “Look at her pupils. Adrenaline and… oh, something sweeter.”
Lina backed toward the skylight. Her grapple hook snagged the curtain. Shit.
Nick set his glass down with a soft click. “Stay.” The word bent her knees like a puppeteer’s tug.
Darla circled her, trailing a fingernail along Lina’s collarbone. “Who sent you? Some ex-lover? A rival?” The nail dipped lower, catching on her hoodie's zipper.
Lina’s throat tightened. She jerked away.
“We don't do police,” Nick said, stepping into her escape path. His palm hovered near her hip, not touching, yet she felt the heat. “They're so unpredictable. We prefer… private negotiations.”
Darla plucked the necklace from Lina’s frozen grip. “Rubies suit me better, don’t you think?” She clasped it around her own throat, the stones pulsing in Lina's panicked eyes. “But you’re welcome to try taking them again.”
Lina’s muscles screamed to run, but Darla’s gaze held her like a pinned butterfly.
“Stay,” Darla repeated, softer now. “Let’s discuss what you really came here to get.”
* * *
Lina’s boots sank into carpet thicker than any she’d ever trod as Darla guided her toward the sunken lounge area. Nick’s barefoot steps trailed behind, always within an arm's reach. She considered possible exits: locked doorway–no, floor-to-ceiling windows–no, the skylight’s dangling rope–obviously not.
“Have a seat,” Nick said, his hand sweeping toward a curved velvet sofa. Lina perched on the edge, fingers flexing within her gloves. Can I get to my knife?
He uncorked a bottle of that same golden something, pouring three equal measures into crystal tumblers. Ice cubes cracked like distant fireworks as he dropped them in. Lina tracked his hands to ensure her drink was the same as theirs. Same pour. Same everything.
Darla settled beside her, the heat of the woman’s thigh radiating through black tactical pants. “Armagnac,” she murmured, plucking two glasses. “Distilled the year I lost my virginity.” Her smirk deepened as she handed one to Lina. “To stolen things.”
Nick claimed his drink, leaning against the bar cart. His thumb idly stroked the rim again—there, that same deliberate motion. Lina’s throat tightened as the caramel-scented liquor touched her lips, her eyes darting between their matching swallows.
The armagnac burned Lina’s tongue with a deceptive sweetness. She watched Nick’s eyes over the rim of her glass, their piercing blue catching the dim light. His posture looked relaxed, but everything about him felt taut, like he could pounce in an instant if he wanted to. Out of the corner of her eye, she noticed Darla’s fingers tracing the edge of her glass, the woman’s crimson nails glinting like blood against the crystal.
Nick tilted his head slightly, studying her. “Why this necklace?”
Lina’s right pinky twitched toward the knife strapped to her thigh—she could slice through their calm façade in seconds—but something about the way they waited, patient and unthreatening, made her hesitate. Her tongue felt heavy, the words stuck in her throat like a clogged sink.
Darla’s hand drifted to Lina’s knee with a light touch. “We want to know who sent you. Who controls you?”
The question cut deeper than Lina expected. She inhaled a deep breath slowly, and began to whisper, “Leo Marino. My… boyfriend. He said the necklace belonged to his grandmother. He said it was stolen.”
Nick’s brow furrowed, and he exchanged a quick glance with Darla. “We don’t know anyone by that name,” Nick said slowly. “Or his grandmother.”
Lina’s chest tightened. Would Leo lie? The thought clawed at her, but she kept her face blank, her gloved hands steady around the glass.
Darla’s smile softened, her fingers trailing along the necklace’s chain. She lifted it from her neck, the rubies sparkling with a teasing promise. “Catherine Lowell gifted this to me,” she said. “A recent client. Quite the character, but then, aren’t we all?”
Lina watched the necklace, her focus narrowing on the sway of the gems.
“She came to me for a consultation,” Darla continued between sips. “Personal branding, aesthetic transformation… I help people rediscover their power through beauty, through allure. Catherine was… enigmatic. But then, so are you.”
The necklace swung gently with a beautiful rhythm that matched the rise and fall of Darla’s breath. Lina’s gaze followed it almost unconsciously, the tension in her shoulders easing just a fraction.
Nick’s voice weaved in, low and steady. “Take a closer look. Make sure it’s the one your Leo described.”
Lina hesitated, her gloved fingers twitching. She leaned forward slightly, her eyes tracing the intricate details of the necklace. The rubies seemed to pulse with an inner light, their deep red hue almost alive. She could feel the weight of Darla’s gaze on her, the woman’s presence like a warm current pulling her in.
“It’s… beautiful,” Lina breathed. She blinked, trying to shake the strange heaviness in her head. Focus.
Darla’s lips curved into a knowing smile. “Beauty is my business, darling. But it’s more than that. It’s about transformation, about unlocking what’s hidden beneath the surface. Catherine understood that. I think you do too.”
The necklace continued its slow, deliberate sway, the rubies casting faint reflections on Darla's skin, collecting in her cleavage. Lina felt a strange warmth spreading through her chest, a softness she hadn’t expected. Her thoughts began to blur at the edges. Just a little closer, she thought, her body leaning forward almost of its own accord. Just to be sure.
Lina blinked rapidly, but Darla’s gentle voice took root in her awareness. “Notice how the stones catch the light differently as you breathe,” she said, twirling the necklace in a slow figure-eight. “You can focus on their dance, or let them blur into something softer. It’s up to you.”
Nick’s glass clinked as he set it down. “Some might call this luck,” he murmured. “Visiting us, tonight of all nights. But timing… timing’s a language, isn’t it? You read it better than most.”
The praise rolled over her skin like warm bathwater. He’s manipulating you. Her gloves felt suddenly suffocating. She peeled one off, then froze. Why did I—?
“Exhale,” Darla commanded, not unkindly, and Lina’s breath followed along. The necklace dipped a little, pulling her gaze downward. “Good. Your body knows how to relax.”
Darla’s free palm pressed against her thigh. Heat bloomed through. The air tasted thick now, honeyed by alcohol and Nick’s cologne.
“Kismet doesn’t mean passive,” Nick said, crouching to her ear level. His hands rested open on his thighs. “It means recognizing when two paths align. Catherine’s gift… your need to reclaim.”
The metaphor hooked beneath Lina’s ribs. Her nostrils flared. Damn, rich people smell so good. Her free hand crept toward the forgotten glove, but the leather slipped through slack fingers, pooling on the floor.
Darla’s voice softened to a murmur. “Stress has weight, darling. Let us hold it for you tonight.” The necklace swayed lower, lower. “Or let it drift away. Either choice frees you.”
Trap. Trap. Trap. But Lina’s eyelids dipped. A lock clicked open in the pit of her stomach.
Nick’s exhale stirred the hairs at her temple. “That’s right. Just follow the rubies down. Deeper now.”
Her throat moved in a dry swallow. The necklace swam in her vision—twin serpents devouring their tails.
Lina's eyes flitted back to Nick's face, drawn by his rich, timbered voice. "There's a balance… a rhythm… to freedom, like a cat prowling in the rafters. You recognize it, don't you?"
Her heartbeat had slowed. She blinked slowly, processing his words. A cat. Her body relaxed another fraction, swaying closer to the couch's edge, pulled by an invisible heavy thread. Darla's body heat was a welcome comfort.
"Yes," Lina whispered. Her attention fixed on the rising and falling of his chest, the intricate tattoos revealed by his gaping robe. The muscle there flexed with each breath, a caged animal waiting to spring.
"You see it, too." Nick's eyes crinkled at the corners, as if sharing a secret. "That life you crave… elegant, unburdened… it's within reach. Let go of your fear, and it's yours."
A shiver ran down Lina's spine. She licked her lips, parched from the Armagnac. Her eyes flicked to Darla, whose gaze was fixed on the necklace, her thumb caressing the rubies as if they held all the answers.
Her eyes flicked back to the necklace, drawn by the sway of the gems. They were thrumming, drawing her in. Feels nice.
Nick's voice caressed her eardrums. "We see a spark in you—a lioness ready to pounce. But it's up to you to seize that freedom. To become who you're meant to be."
Meant to be. Her fingers twitched. She leaned closer, her breath coming in shallow gasps.
Darla's fingers joined hers, guiding her hand to the cold, smooth stones.
Lina's eyelids grew heavy as her gaze fixed on the necklace. Her pulse distantly throbbed. The rubies blurred, pinpricks of light drawing her deeper and deeper into a hazy, comforting warmth. Just let go.
"And now," Nick's voice rumbled, low and steady, "as your eyes grow heavy, your mind is opening to us, to this vision of a richer, fuller life. Our words sink deeper with each breath, anchoring you to this place, to this moment."
The necklace shimmered before her, a pathway to a new existence. Perfume and cologne enveloped her, clouding her thoughts in a luxurious haze.
"Breathing deeper now," Darla murmured. "Focus on that sensation. Let your body relax, sweet girl. Enjoy this moment."
Lina's body felt boneless, afloat in a sea of silk and incense. Darla's fingers entwined with hers. Her view of the pretty necklace flickered.
The room spun gently, a carousel of opulence and promise. The warmth of the loving couple spread through her veins, clouding her thoughts with a misty, pleasurable fog.
Darla's whispered words smoothed out her wrinkles of concentration. "Feel all your worries melting away, all the struggles and hardships dissolving into the night. You're untethered, free to explore your true self."
Lina's eyelids drooped, her body sagging into the couch. She could still see the swirling, sparkly figure-eight. The necklace's pull was too attractive, a gravitational force drawing her closer to this life she suddenly craved. Letting go.
Nick's voice was steady and irresistible. "Just a little deeper now. Let yourself fall, and we'll catch you."
Darla's fingers trailed lightly up her arm, creating the most pleasant goosebumps. "You're only seeing a glimpse, sweet girl. Let us pull back the curtain further."
"Surrender to the pull. Let your mind and body align," Nick muttered. His voice was a dark current drawing her under the tide.
Lina's eyelids fluttered as their voices merged into a hypnotic duet. She felt herself sinking, the couch cushioning her fall. The room spun gently, the lights dimming.
"It's alright now," Darla cooed, her thumb stroking Lina's palm as if soothing a frightened animal. "Just focus on our voices, on the sensation of your body relaxing, surrendering to the delightful pull."
"Voice," Lina whispered, her own voice already distant. Her hand squeezed Darla's involuntarily, her eyes closing fully now. So heavy.
"That's it, sweet girl," Darla encouraged. "Let yourself relax more with each breath. Feel yourself sinking, sinking into a deep, peaceful calm."
Lina’s awareness clouded like ink in water. She tried to focus on… anything, but their voices echoed as if from a great distance, bouncing off a wide canyon, murmuring to her, wooing her, welcoming her.
"You might imagine," Nick encouraged, "you're in an elevator. You're on the 20th floor, and as the doors slide shut, you feel yourself lowering, floor by floor. Down, down, down."
Lina saw the numbers above the door lighting up in sequence.
"Deeper now," Darla's voice whispered, her lips close to Lina's ear. "The elevator is taking you lower, into the depths, into the heart of this luxurious place."
The numbers above the elevator doors blurred as they descended. Lina's eyes struggled to focus. Her hand tried to rise, but it dropped limply onto her slowly breathing stomach.
"Sinking is effortless," Nick explained. "With each exhale, you relax even further. From your toes to your scalp, every muscle is unwinding."
"Down, down, down," Darla murmured, her lips brushing Lina's earlobe. "The elevator continues its descent. You're going deeper, past basements and sub-basements, into a world of private luxury."
The elevator continued its descent, the numbers now counting negative floors, the weight of Lina’s body dragging her further into the couch, limbs boneless and mind drifting, head tipped back, jaw slack.
"That's it," Nick encouraged, "You're doing perfectly. Just relax and let yourself fall."
The numbers blurred further, negative five? six? … Lina's eyelids were fluttering even in her daydream, her awareness slipping like a campfire reducing to embers. So heavy.
Darla's fingers caressed hers, holding her hand against her midriff. "Feel how soft, how vulnerable. We're all fragile in our secret places, sweet girl."
Soft. Her breathing was no longer audible. Negative seven. Eight. Her eyelids twitched, lips moving without sound.
"And now," Nick continued, reassuring and friendly, "as the elevator moves ever downward, your conscious mind is drifting into a peaceful slumber. But your unconscious mind is absorbing every word we say. Do you understand?"
Lina tried to nod, but her head felt anchored to the couch, neck lolling about. "Y-yuh," she whispered, her throat dry.
"The elevator doors will open again soon," Darla said. "But by then, you'll be in a deep happy trance. You'll have left your fears and inhibitions behind, embracing the pleasure of floating in a thoughtless void."
Negative nine. Ten. Her eyelids felt like iron curtains. "P-please..."
"You're okay," Nick soothed, stroking her hair. "Just watch the descent. We're here with you, guiding you downward."
A thought of resistance flickered in Lina's mind, a tiny spark trying to ignite. But the floating felt so nice. Negative eleven. Negative twelve.
"The elevator is almost at its destination. Soon, you'll step into a new world, a place of pleasure and transformation."
The elevator seemed to hover, the noise of its machinery whirring and clunking as it came to a slow, uneven stop.
"Feel that anticipation, sweet girl," Darla cooed. "It's almost time. You're safe with us. Just one more step."
Negative thirteen. The lowest basement.
Nick's voice, rich and resonant, filled the elevator shaft. "You're doing beautifully. Let yourself go."
Let go.
"And you'll see," Darla whispered, "as the doors slowly open, you're stepping into a realm of infinite possibilities. The heaviness in your limbs, the haziness in your mind… they're all part of this journey, this transformation. Embrace it, sweet girl."




Chapter 5

The elevator dissolves into a memory of falling, but dripping upward. My feet sink into carpet that wasn’t there before, plush threads curling between my toes like seaweed. Wait, I’m still wearing boots… aren’t I?
Corridors stretch in every direction. Glass walls pulse with bioluminescent blues. Behind them—
—a girl in a too-small bunkbed sketching spirals on peeling wallpaper.
—foster parents' frustration.
—my own reflection in a shattered skylight, breath fogging the glass as I dangle above a security laser grid.
Each scene floats in a viscous fluid. Jellyfish memories trailing squid ink. The floor tilts. My hips sway to some subsonic rhythm. Warmth pools low, persistent. Why does the air taste like cinnamon and… sex?
A door materializes. It's black and silver, handle shaped like a keyhole. The brass plaque reads:
WHO I REALLY AM 
Not a question. A declaration. The handle burns cold. I have no choice but to enter.
Inside is a diorama of velvet shadows.
There she is—is that me?—kneeling on a pelt of something soft and enveloping. Black vinyl clings to her like a second skin, zipper parted enough to show the swell of breasts I’ve always wished were… more. Thigh-high boots gleam under firelight. Cat ears tilt forward, absurd and perfect.
That isn’t me.

But her posture—spine curved in surrender, wrists resting on spread thighs—sends swirls of heat through my pelvis. The silhouetted couple on the divan don’t turn their heads. His hand strokes her neck. Her laugh is the happiest I've ever heard.
My doppelgänger tilts her face toward them. A collar glints.
No.
Yes.
My fingers brush the vision. Static arcs up my arm. The room tilts again.
Merge.

It’s not a voice. It’s the ache behind my sternum when Leo calls me good girl. The tremble in my thighs after a six-story climb. The forbidden thrill of taking what isn’t mine.
I step into her.
Vinyl constricts my ribs. Zipper teeth kiss my throat. The boots—oh god—lift my arches into impossible elegance. This is how Darla walks. This is power in submission.
The couple’s fingers beckon without moving.
I begin to crawl. Plush fur meets bare fingertips. My new posture feels… right. Hips tilted forward. Shoulders back. Offering.
Why does this make my clit throb?
The woman’s perfume wraps around me. Her loose hair brushes my cheek as she leans down.
“There you are,” she murmurs. Not to me. Not to him. To us.
His thumb traces my jawline. I nuzzle into it instinctively. Am I finally home?
The fire pops. My vinyl creaks. Their approval hums through me like a struck tuning fork.
This is where you belong.
Not their voices. My own. Deeper. Truth.
My long eyelashes flutter. I’m melting into the carpet, into the pelt, into the space between their intertwined fingers.
No more rooftops. No more demands. Just this—
—warmth— 
—safety in surrender— 
—the exquisite crackle of being known.
My hands clutch at the pelt. Real fur. Real heat. The woman’s stockinged foot grazes my inner thigh.
I’ve never… but I want…
“Breathe,” says the man. His voice vibrates in my molars.
I obey. I lick the air. It tastes like desire. Like stolen wine. Like…
One last job.
Darla’s kohl-rimmed eyes.

Nick’s cedar scent.

The pieces click. The arousal surges. 
I arch without meaning to. The vinyl strains. 
“Good girl,” purrs the woman. 
I am here for them.
Yes.
Yes.
Yes.




Chapter 6

Darla's thumb traced circles on Lina's kneecap as Nick's voice poured into her ears like warm syrup. "That's it, sweet thing. Let your thoughts drift... drift... just feel how good it is to be looked after."
Lina's head lolled against the velvet couch cushion. Her tongue felt three sizes too big.
Nick's palm slid up her inner thigh… not groping, just present. "You're floating so beautifully, aren't you? Body soft... mind softer... every breath makes you sink deeper into your real purpose."
Lina tried to blink away the grogginess. Darla's face kept morphing: cruel socialite, nurturing mistress, something ancient with slits for pupils.
The ruby necklace glinted from the coffee table. Red gems pulsed in time with Lina's heart. Nick followed her gaze. "Pretty, isn't it? But you're prettier. Our bright little jewel. Our..."
"Ruby," Darla purred. The word settled in Lina's mouth. "Yes. That's who you are when the lies fall away. Ruby… cherished, kept, adored."
Lina's throat worked. Moisture trickled in unusual places. "Not... name..."
Nick's fingers combed through her short hair, scratching scalp in firm strokes. "Ruby doesn't need words. Ruby needs touch. Rhythm. The safety of her crate when storms come."
Her hips twitched upward involuntarily. Darla's giggle was equally comforting and patronizing. "There she is. That raw hunger you've been starving. We'll feed it well."
Lina found herself half-sprawled across both their laps, Darla's nails tracing her ribs through the tank top while Nick massaged her scalp. Their voices wove together:
"Obedience feels so good..."
"Good kitties get treats..."
"Owners protect their pets..."
"Cozy little nap..."
Unknown moments later, a collar materialized in Darla's hand: black leather with a red pendant. Lina whimpered as cold metal touched her throat. Nick caught her fluttering hands. "Shhh, precious. This isn't a collar. It's a caress that never stops."
Darla's breath warmed her ear. "Say 'yes' and feel your real life begin. Say 'yes' and never be afraid again."
Lina's mouth moved, and she heard her self say, "…yes," followed by a tired little meow.
* * *
Lina floated on a cloud of warm hands and soft murmurs. Darla's manicured fingers worked at the zipper of her tactical pants while Nick's palm rested firmly on the small of her back, grounding and claiming all at once.
"Good kitten," Darla crooned, easing the pants down Lina's lean legs. "So trusting. So obedient." Lina's knees wobbled, but Nick's hand steadied her.
"Mmmneurgh," Lina mumbled, her tongue lazy and uncooperative. Her fingers twitched at her sides, wanting to help but forgetting how to move.
"Shh, sweet thing," Nick purred, his fingers applying gentle pressure to her spine. "Let us take care of everything. You just enjoy."
Lina inhaled deeply as Darla coaxed her tank top over her head. Carefully dehumidified air kissed her bare skin, followed immediately by the warmth of Nick's palm sliding up to her shoulder blade.
"Beautiful," Darla murmured, running her fingers down Lina's toned arms. "So sleek and strong. Made for hunting. But now, for us."
Lina's head drifted forward as Darla's hands went to her sports bra. "Want..." she slurred, then couldn't remember what she'd meant to say.
"Want to make us proud?" Nick supplied, his thumb drawing circles on her shoulder. "You already are, Ruby, dear."
The bra came away. Nick's hand slipped down to cup her ribs, his touch proprietary but gentle.
"Mmm, feel how she shivers," Darla observed, tracing Lina's collarbone with a fingernail. "Our shy little panther."
"Pan… ther..." Lina echoed, the word twisting strangely in her mouth.
"That's right, mighty cat," the man murmured, his hand sliding up to cradle one of her small breasts. "But you'll be our pampered house panther now."
Darla's hands went to Lina's cotton panties next. "Last bit of your old life, darling," she said, sliding them down Lina's thighs. "Off they go."
Nick moved around and made an appreciative sound as Lina stood naked before them. "Look at that pretty fur," he murmured, running his palm over her neatly trimmed pubic hair. "So soft and sweet."
Lina whimpered, her hips twitching forward into his touch. "Feels..." she tried, then gave up, her mind too hazy to form sentences.
"Beautiful," Darla declared, stepping back to survey her work. "Let's make you even prettier, shall we?" Darla rummaged in a drawer, then held up something black and shiny. "First, your new skin," she said, shaking out the latex catsuit. "Perfect for a mischievous kitten."
Lina …who?… lifted her arms obediently as Nick helped guide them into the suit's sleeves. The latex slid on top, hugging her, comforting her.
"Spreads over you like ink," Nick murmured, his hands smoothing the material over her belly. "Turns you into our sleek little shadow."
Darla fastened the snaps along the crotch, her fingers brushing teasingly over the trembling mound. "So convenient," she purred. "Easy access for your owners."
Next came a frilly apron, which Darla tied with exaggerated care around Ruby's—wait, Lina's?—waist. "Can't have our kitten being too bored," she said, adjusting the bow just so.
The stiletto heels came next, and Lina—no, it's Ruby, right?—wobbled as Nick helped her into them. "Got you," he murmured, his hands steadying her hips. "Perfect predator claws."
Darla stood behind her then, adjusting the leather collar around Lina-Ruby's throat. "Our jewel," she whispered close to her ear. "Our Ruby."
The older woman's hands returned to Ruby's hair, slicking it back with something cool and fragrant. "Sleek," she pronounced, stepping back to admire her work. "Ready to pounce."
A furry cat ear headband was the final touch, perched atop Ruby's head with gentle, loving fingers.
"Look at that," Nick praised her, circling behind them. "Our perfect predator turned pampered pet."
Ruby blinked slowly, her body swaying slightly in the heels.
Standing between them, Ruby caught her reflection. The sleek black catsuit, the frilly apron, the red pendant nearly glowing against her throat. It was someone who was at home. Someone owned. Someone cherished.
Ruby swayed again, her head falling back against Nick's chest. "Pretty," she managed to slur, her eyelids heavy.
"Exquisite," Darla corrected, turning Ruby's face toward hers with gentle fingers. "Give kisses."
Ruby inhaled sharply as Darla's lips brushed hers, tasting of Armagnac and danger. Mouth so warm...
"Kiss me properly, pet," Darla muttered, lips grazing her own. Ruby whimpered as their lips sealed together, Darla's tongue flicking against hers, Nick's voice rumbling behind her ear.
"Every taste of us makes obedience sweeter." His fingers pressed into Ruby's scalp. "You crave following orders like you crave oxygen."
His hands… petting me... molding me... Ruby's knees buckled as Darla deepened the kiss, her manicured nails digging into Ruby's latex-covered hips.
"Good girls swallow their mistress's commands," Darla breathed into her mouth. "Let them sink into that pretty empty head."
Nick's palm slid down Ruby's spine as she moaned. "Your purpose is service. Your pleasure is our satisfaction." His teeth grazed her earlobe. "Say 'Yes, Master.'"
"Mmmf... Y-yes Mast—" Ruby's reply dissolved into a gasp as Darla bit her lower lip.
"Again," Nick commanded, fingers circling the base of Ruby's skull.
"Yes Master!" The words tumbled out, coated in spit and shameful arousal. Why is obeying so sexy?
Darla broke the kiss. "Now the pretty kitty twirls." She turned Ruby's face toward Nick. "Kiss him like you mean it, kitten."
Ruby hesitated. His face looks scratchy... do I—
"Now," Darla snapped, smacking Ruby's ass hard.
Ruby surged forward, crashing her mouth against Nick's. Tastes like cigars and power... oh fuck he's taking control—
"Every time you call me Master," Nick growled into the kiss, his hands holding her head in place, "your need to serve grows stronger. You live to obey. You ache to obey."
Darla's voice infected her mind as Master and kitten tasted each other. "Let our words become your truth. Let our desires become your purpose."
Ruby's hips jerked involuntarily. Can they smell how wet I am? Don't they—
"Shhh," Darla soothed, hands sliding under Ruby's apron to cup her breasts. "Your body knows what your mind needs." Her thumbs circled hardening nipples through latex. "You're happiest when you're serving us."
Ruby broke the kiss with a wet gasp. "Happiest... serving..." The words felt alien and inevitable.
"Again," Nick demanded, capturing her mouth once more. "Say 'I exist to serve Mistress.'"
No no I'm Lina I— Darla pinched both nipples hard. "Say it!"
"I—I exist to serve Mistress!" Ruby cried into Nick's mouth, back arching painfully. Why does pain feel good now?
"Your pleasure flows through service," Darla intoned, rhythmic fingers working Ruby's chest. "Every scrubbed surface makes you wet. Every command we give makes you horny."
Ruby's thighs trembled. Can't remember if... their voices… so heavy...
Nick broke the kiss to stare into her glazed eyes. "Who owns this perfect pussy?"
"You do. Master, you—"
"Louder."
"Mistress and Master own me!" Ruby's shout echoed off the penthouse windows. Oh fuck, it's true.
"There's our good girl." Darla reclaimed Ruby's mouth. The kisses were slower now, narcotic, addictive. "Let obedience become your oxygen."
Ruby's vision swam.
"Your mind and body are ours," Nick whispered, teeth scraping the back of her neck. "Your pleasure is ours. Your freedom... is obedience."
Not the neck, no no no—
New ideas carved themselves into Ruby's shuddering thoughts. She moaned around Darla's tongue, hands clenching uselessly at her sides.
"Touch yourself," Darla ordered, breaking the kiss.
Ruby froze. They'll see everything... watch me break...
"Now," Master commanded her.
With trembling fingers, Ruby reached under her apron. Latex feels slippery... should be ashamed...
"Through the suit," Darla corrected. "You don't get direct access. Not yet."
Ruby whined high in her throat, but obeyed, rubbing clumsy circles over the slick material. Not enough pressure... need more...
Nick's stubble scraped her shoulder blades. "Your arousal belongs to us. Your orgasms belong to us."
Ruby's hips pistoned against her trapped hand. Can't stop... why can't I stop...
Darla's nails scored lines down Ruby's back. "You'll clean this penthouse daily. You'll service us anytime. This..." She grabbed Ruby's wrist, forcing harder pressure. "...is your whole world now."
Can't think... can't think... only obey...
Darla crouched to meet her glassy stare. "What's your name, pet?"
"R-Ruby..."
"Who do you belong to?"
"You... Mistress... and Master..."
Nick licked the tear tracks from her face. "What do you crave?"
"Service... obedience... pleasing you..."
Their twin smiles held no mercy.
"Good girl," came her Mistress's praise. "Now go refill our drinks."
* * *
Ruby turned to the bar cart, her paws—no, hands—shaking as she measured the amaretto. The clink of ice against crystal glasses sounded deafening in the heavy silence of the penthouse. Her reflection in the polished silver shaker showed flushed cheeks and swollen lips, and she forced herself to focus on the task at hand. Mistress had been very clear: two amaretto cocktails, perfect and precise.
The scent of almonds mingled with the musk of her arousal as she poured the amber liquid over ice. Her thighs rubbed together involuntarily, the latex suit clinging to her damp skin. When she turned, glasses balanced on a tray, her breath caught.
Master lounged on the couch, his robe parted to reveal the hard planes of his torso, the trail of dark hair leading down to where Mistress's hand wrapped around his erection. Her fingers moved with deliberate slowness, teasing the velvety skin until it stood fully erect, glistening at the tip. Ruby's knees weakened, the tray rattling slightly as she approached.
"Such a good kitten," Darla purred, her other hand trailing up Nick's thigh. Ruby's eyes followed the motion helplessly, her mouth going dry.
"Bring us our drinks... and kneel."
Ruby obeyed immediately, setting the tray down on the low table between them before sinking to her knees, her gaze fixed on the way Darla's hand moved with such confidence.
"Eyes on me, Ruby," Darla commanded, and Ruby obeyed, raising her gaze to meet her Mistress's. Those dark, almond-shaped eyes held her captive, and she felt herself sinking into pleasurable submission.
"That's it. Stay right there, kitten. Watch me… and learn what he likes." Darla's fingers slowed their rhythm, and she guided Ruby's gaze to the flushed, throbbing length.
"See how he pulses here, kitten?" Darla murmured, her voice a sotto voce drawl. "That's where he's most sensitive. Just beneath the crown." She traced a finger lightly along the ridge, and Nick's breath hitched, his hips twitching slightly off the couch cushion. "Look at how he reacts. That's what you need to watch for."
Ruby swallowed hard, her mouth watering as she watched the bead of moisture well up and slide down the side. Her fingers itched to touch, her lips tingling with the need to taste. She shifted on her knees.
"Now, kitten," Darla said, slipping into that slow, hypnotic cadence that made Ruby's head swim. "Kiss him there first. Just a brush of your lips. See how he reacts."
Ruby leaned in, her pulse racing. Her lips parted slightly as she pressed a soft, tentative kiss to the velvet skin just beneath the ridge. Nick groaned low in his throat, his chest rising sharply. Ruby's breath caught at the sound, her core clenching. She retreated slightly, her gaze flicking up to meet Darla's.
"Well done," Darla purred, her fingers stroking through Ruby's hair. "Now, watch his hips. See how they lift? That means he wants more. Use your tongue this time, kitten. Tease him."
Ruby hesitated only a moment before leaning in again, her tongue darting out to lick tentatively where she had just kissed. Nick's hips arched upward, his thighs tensing. Ruby's lips curved slightly, and she licked with more confidence this time, savoring the faint salt tang and the way he shuddered under her mouth. When she pulled back again, Nick's eyes drifted closed, his chest rising and falling rapidly.
"Good girl," Darla whispered, her fingertips trailing down Ruby's spine. "Now, use your hand—lightly, kitten—just above the base. Feel how warm and firm he is." Ruby obeyed, her trembling fingers wrapping around the base of his shaft. His skin was smooth and hot, his pulse thrumming faintly against her palm. "Guide him into your mouth now—slowly. Just the tip."
Ruby's lips parted again as she leaned in, her breath hitching as the swollen head bumped against her tongue. She sucked softly, swirling her tongue hesitantly around the sensitive ridge. Nick's chest vibrated with a low growl, his fingertips digging into the couch cushion.
This—this is what I'm meant for, Ruby thought, her eyes fluttering shut as she savored the taste of him. Their pleasure is my pleasure. I exist to serve.
She moaned softly at the thought, her core throbbing with need. Please, let me please you, she thought desperately, her body aching to offer them everything. She wanted to be filled, claimed, made to crawl, and marked by them both. But for now, she would focus on Master, on learning every aspect of his desire.
"Yes... There you go, kitten," Darla murmured, her fingers tightening in Ruby's hair. "Take your time. Explore. We have all night, and I want you to learn his body like you know your own." Her thumb brushed the younger woman's cheek, and Ruby opened her eyes, focusing on Darla's dark gaze. "Watch his reactions, kitten. Let his needs be your guide."
Ruby nodded, her breath quickening as she traced her tongue along the throbbing vein that ran up his length. She lapped at the bead of moisture that had gathered again, this time earning a sharp hiss from Nick. His hips bucked slightly, and Ruby's body reacted to the movement, her own hips swaying as she knelt between his thighs.
"That's good," Darla crooned. "Tease him. Use your tongue. Nick loves that."
Ruby hummed in response, her eyes closing in pleasure as she swirled her tongue around the tip, enjoying the faint tang of pre-cum. More, she thought, and she took him deeper into her mouth, experimenting with the pressure, the suction, sliding her head up and down. Nick's hips lifted off the cushion, his hands fisting in the couch.
"God, that's... fuck..." His voice was hoarse, and Ruby's core clenched at the sound.
She pulled back, her lips glistening, and looked up at Darla for further instruction, her eyes hazy with need.
Darla's nails tightened in Ruby's hair. "Arch your tongue, little one... change the shape against his shaft as you pull back..." Ruby obeyed, the ridge of her tongue dragging along pulsing veins with a wet schlick. Nick's thighs tensed, a guttural "Nngh—fuck—" escaping through clenched teeth.
...so hard... filling my mouth... Ruby's nose pressed into coarse curls as she swallowed deeper, throat fluttering around him. Her drool dripped onto his balls.
"Look at her, darling," Darla murmured, tracing the shell of Ruby's ear. "Our perfect little throat slut." The words sent delicious shame through Ruby's belly, her pussy clenching around nothing. ...throat slut... yes... make me useful...
Nick's hips jerked upward with a choked "Hhhnn!" The sudden invasion made Ruby gag, tears springing to her eyes. Darla tutted, thumb wiping moisture from Ruby's cheek. "Gently, darling. Let him fuck your face slowly... there's my good girl..."
Ruby relaxed her jaw, saliva strands stretching as Nick's cock slid in, then out with a lewd pop. She panted open-mouthed, watching her spit glisten on his flushed skin. ...messy... shameful... want more... Her tongue darted out to clean the underside, little kitten licks enjoying melted ice cream.
"Ah! Ah—fuck—" Nick's fingers tangled roughly in her hair as her lips found that sensitive spot beneath the head. Ruby hummed experimentally, vibrating her throat. His abdominal muscles rippled, a pearl of pre-cum blooming against her palate ...salty... bitter... perfect...
Darla's hand joined Nick's on the back of her head. "She's a natural, darling. Look how she chokes herself on you." Ruby's nostrils flared as she forced herself deeper, uvula brushing the engorged tip. The glrk-glrk sounds echoed obscenely.
...can't breathe... dizzy... spinning... adore them... Ruby's vision darkened as Nick's groans crescendoed—"F-fuck—gonna—ungh—" His balls tightened against her chin.
"Swallow every drop," Darla commanded, nails digging into Ruby's scalp. "Show him what a good cocksleeve you are."
A salty-sweet bead of pre-cum hit Ruby’s tongue, and her lashes fluttered. …so close… tastes like power… Her lips tightened instinctively around him, throat relaxing as Nick’s thighs tensed beneath her palms.
A hot pulse flooded her mouth—thick, silky—and her moan sounded so loud inside her skull. …more… please more… Her tongue pressed firmly against the throbbing vein beneath his skin, coaxing another jet of cum that coated her palate with musky warmth.
…good girl… swallow… yes… yes… Her throat worked greedily. The third spurt came richer, creamier, spilling over her tongue. She whimpered, nails digging into his hips as if anchoring herself to this perfect moment.
…mine… all mine… His groan above her sounded fractured, primal, and Ruby’s pussy clenched again, desperate and empty. The fourth burst mixed with her saliva, a decadent syrup that slid down her throat.
…belong… belong here… Tears pricked her eyes as the fifth wave hit—hotter, slower—drowning her senses in salt and sex and submission.
…never stop… always this… She milked him gently with her lips and tongue, savoring the diminishing twitches, the way his cock softened reluctantly against her persistent suction. The last release was a whisper, a half-spent sigh she chased with tiny licks, cleaning every ridge.
…Master… yummy Master… Her tongue swept beneath the crown, collecting gleaming traces as Nick’s hand settled heavily on her head. Not guiding—claiming. She nuzzled his spent flesh, worshipping the heat still radiating from him.
…I'm good… good kitty… Darla’s approving hum slithered into her ear as fingers tilted Ruby’s chin upward. Cum glistened on her swollen lips, and she instinctively stuck out her tongue to display the proof of her worship.
Nick’s thumb spread the remnants across her mouth, painting her like a sacrament. …marked… owned… Ruby’s breath hitched, hips grinding helplessly against air as the taste of him bloomed again—a dark, addictive honey she’d crave forever.
"My turn, kitten," her Mistress declared.
Ruby’s mouth was hot with the aftertaste of Master's cum when Darla’s hand fisted in her hair, tilting her face upward. …Mistress… please Mistress… Her lips parted instinctively.
Darla reclined against the armrest, silk sliding up her thighs to reveal skin glowing like honey under low light. …so soft… want to live in there…
“You’ll go slower here, kitten,” Darla murmured, opening herself with two fingers. The scent hit Ruby first—dark and sweet, a humid garden after rain. …wet… wet for me…? No, for them… always for them… Her nose brushed against velvet curls as Darla’s direction took hold. “Taste.”
…obey… obey… Ruby’s tongue flicked out tentatively, catching the first tang of arousal. …yes… sweaty skin… honey… She moaned, the vibration earning a soft gasp from above. Encouraged, she flattened her tongue against Darla’s folds, dragging upward in one slow stroke.
“Eyes open.” Darla’s command snapped Ruby’s gaze upward, locking onto her Mistress’s smoldering stare even as her tongue delved deeper. …see me… watching me… Sweat prickled Ruby’s neck as she lapped at the swollen flesh, Darla’s thighs warming her cheeks.
A fingertip traced Ruby’s ear. “Focus here,” Darla breathed, guiding her tongue to circle the throbbing bundle of nerves. …harder? gentle…? Ruby hesitated, whimpering when Darla’s nails scraped her scalp. “Don’t think. Serve.”
…serve… yesss… Her tongue moved in tight circles, building and releasing pressure. Darla’s hips rolled into her face, grinding against the relentless rhythm. …saltier now… hotter… Ruby’s drool was mingling with Mistress's slick arousal as she suckled gently on the engorged nub.
“Fingers,” Darla gasped, and Ruby obeyed instantly, sliding two fingers into searing wetness. …clenching… pulling me in… The guttural moan above her head was a sweet reward and an unspoken command. She crooked her fingers, rubbing upward as her tongue never slowed.
…more… more of her more of me… A third finger stretched inside velvet heat, Ruby’s wrist twisting in time with her wet adoration. Darla’s cries turned jagged, one hand clawing at the couch while the other kept Ruby trapped against her.
Thighs clamped around Ruby’s head as her back arched off the couch. …tastes like storms… like winning… Ruby’s nose pressed deeper into soft skin, her tongue fluttering rapid circles as three fingers pistoned ruthlessly inside.
“Don’t… stop… don’t you dare…” Mistress’s warning dissolved into a gasp. Ruby whimpered agreement, her free hand gripping Darla’s breast hard enough to bruise. …hold her here… keep her flying…
The first contraction nearly dislocated Ruby’s fingers. …clenching… hot… mine… She redoubled her efforts, suckling Darla’s clit between her lips as her palm ground against trembling flesh. A guttural scream tore through the room as Darla’s orgasm hit—a violent celebration.
…drink her… take all her love… Ruby’s mouth worked desperately, every lick and suck was another prayer. Tears streamed down her cheeks from the effort, from the honor, her moans agitating oversensitive nerves.
“Fuck! Fuck!” Darla’s hips stuttered, her hand shoving Ruby’s face deeper as the last waves ripped through her. …drowning… perfect… Ruby’s lungs burned, her own arousal a molten ache between her thighs as she lapped up every shuddering pulse.
When Darla finally collapsed back, panting, Ruby nuzzled her sticky folds in worship. …good girl… made her happy… A trembling hand patted her cheek. “Such… a quick study…”
Pride swelled again in Ruby’s chest, warm and syrupy. …did good… satisfied… She turned her face to kiss Darla’s inner thigh, leaving a glistening lipstick smear.
A clasp snapped open, exposing her crotch to the air. …Master…? She froze, latex peeling away from her dripping pussy as Nick’s confident palms spread her apart.
Ruby’s meows muffled against Darla’s thigh as Nick slowly sheathed himself to the hilt. …stretched… burning… full… Her claws dug into the velvet couch as he set a brutal pace, each thrust slamming her face forward into Darla’s waiting cunt.
“Ruby, look at me.” Darla’s command cut through the haze of lust. Ruby’s teary eyes lifted to watch her Mistress’s manicured finger gliding along her wet slit. …taste… need… Her tongue darted out instinctively, lapping at the swollen flesh as Master put her in her place.
…split… owned… Her choked sob vibrated against Darla’s clit. The answering moan from above mingled with Nick’s growl of “Fucking tight…” as he palmed her asscheeks, spreading her wider.
Darla’s heel ground into Ruby’s back, holding her in place for Nick’s relentless pistoning. …hurts… so good… Slutty drool pooled in Darla’s curls as she struggled to maintain rhythm while her body was jerked around like a rag doll.
“Slower licks.” Darla’s fingernails scraped Ruby’s scalp. …obey… Ruby whimpered, flattening her tongue against throbbing nerves as Nick’s thrusts turned jagged and deep. …pounding… tearing… Her vision blurred when he hit that spot that made colors explode.
…kitten obeys… Ruby redoubled her efforts, sucking Darla’s clit like a lollipop as Nick’s pace became unpredictable. …use me… please… Her thighs quivered, the obscene squelch of her cunt harmonizing with wet mouth sounds.
Darla gasped, her hips rolling against Ruby’s straining lips. …more… Ruby’s nose buried deeper, inhaling Mistress's aroma as Nick’s balls slapped her clit with every drive. …lightning… Darla’s hand fisted her hair, and she resumed her desperate lapping.
Ruby’s pussy fluttered around the invading thickness. …not yet… Mistress first… She sucked harder, three fingers plunging into Darla’s sopping heat as Nick’s grunts became animal growls.
Darla's moan dripped into Ruby's ear like caramel. "You… you've earned it, kitten. Play with that… unnnhhhh… needy little clit now."
…yes… needy… Ruby's trembling fingers found her swollen nub, sticky with the evidence of Master's thrusts. …touch… yes…
Nick's rhythm stuttered. "Fuck, her cunt's spasming already…"
…hold on… hold it… need cum in me… Her finger circled faster, hips rocking back to meet his savage drives. …taste pussy… dizzy…
Darla's thighs clamped tight around Ruby's skull as a ripple hit. Ruby's tongue dove into convulsing warmth, drinking the gush of bitter honey as her own climax detonated.
…bursting… can't stop it… Her back arched violently, ass pressing flush against Nick's hips. His roar echoed hers as thick jets claimed her cunt. …so hot… filling me…
Time fractured. Ruby's clit pulsed under her fingers, Darla's cunt leaked onto her chin, Nick's cock twitched inside her clutching passage. …connected… complete…
Darla's cry crested again, Ruby's relentless tongue loving every aftershock. …Mistress, Master, mine… happy… good girl… useful…
Tremors wracked her body, fingers trapped between slick thighs and her own frantic touch. …never stop… belong here… yesss… The three of them hovered in that suspended scream: Darla's nails in her hair, Nick's seed flooding her womb, Ruby's brain waveforms collapsing into a single wet, throbbing yes.




Chapter 7

Ruby woke to the feel of her cheek pressed against satin. Sunlight streamed through sheer curtains, casting a warm glow across the room. She blinked, disoriented, her body curled at the foot of the expansive bed where Nick and Darla lay tangled in each other's arms. Their breathing was slow and even, their closeness a portrait of intimacy that made her chest ache.
Her fingers brushed over her neck, where the familiar weight of her collar was… missing. She sat up slowly, her movements fluid and silent, the training of her past life still ingrained despite the foggy haze of her current state. Her eyes scanned the room, landing on a chest of drawers near the window. The collar rested there, the red pendant gleaming like a drop of blood in the sunlight.
Ruby padded across the plush carpet, allowing only the balls of her feet to sink into the softness. She reached for the collar, her fingers trembling slightly as she traced the smooth leather. Memories of the previous night surfaced: Darla's commanding voice, Nick's possessive grip, the way they had shaped her, molded her into their pet. The name Ruby lingered in her mind, pulling at something deep within her.
"You don't have to wear it."
Darla's voice, deep with sleep, startled her. Ruby turned to see the woman propped up on one elbow, her golden skin illuminated by the morning light. Her almond-shaped eyes were half-lidded, but there was a sharpness in them, a knowing that made Ruby's breath catch.
"You’re free to go back," Darla explained, her southern lilt soft but deliberate, "if that's what you want."
Ruby's grip tightened on the collar, her heart pounding in her chest. She looked at the door, then back at Darla. The thought of leaving—walking out into the world without this, without them—felt like tearing a piece of herself away. Her throat tightened, and she swallowed hard, the weight of the collar in her hand grounding her.
"I…" Ruby's voice wavered, barely audible. She stared at the collar, turning it over in her hands.
Her fingers tightened around it. Stay… obey… belong… Thoughts echoed in her mind. She looked back at Darla, who was waiting, her expression calm but expectant.
Ruby inhaled deeply, slipping the collar around her neck and fastening it with a soft click. She knelt by the bed, her head bowed, her heart pounding in her chest. The silence stretched, thick and heavy, as she waited.
Darla’s hand reached out, fingers brushing against Ruby’s cheek. "Good kitty," she murmured, her voice a soft purr. Ruby’s eyelids fluttered closed, nuzzling into the warmth of Darla’s touch as it seeped into her skin.
"Meow."




Chapter 8

Ruby’s stilettos clicked like a metronome against the marble as she wove through clusters of champagne flutes and brazen compliments. The latex catsuit clung to every muscle, the apron’s lace brushing her thighs as she bent to offer canapés. A guest’s fingers grazed her waist—mistress said to let them look, but not touch—and she arched away with a throaty purr, earning laughter from the circle of admirers.
“Our Ruby’s quite the conversationalist,” Darla drawled, snapping her silk fan shut to hook under Ruby’s chin. She prodded gently, exposing the ruby pendant nestled at her throat. “Aren’t you, kitten?”
Ruby leaned into the pull, cheeks flushing as the room’s attention sharpened. “Mrrroww.” Her voice was honey-slow, nurtured into something warm and pliant. She didn’t see the caterer by the ice sculpture freeze.
Leo’s knuckles whitened around the silver platter. Lina. Her hair was slicked back, lips painted the same crimson as the gemstones she’d sworn to steal. She purred—a sound he’d never heard from her—low and throaty as Darla whispered something that made Ruby’s hips sway.
Nick appeared beside him, plucking a caviar blini. “Problem?” he murmured, following Leo’s gaze.
“N-no, sir.”
“Good.” Nick’s smile didn’t reach his eyes. “The help should know their place.”
Across the room, Ruby knelt to collect a dropped napkin, the catsuit’s crotch snap teasing all who watched. A collective inhale rippled through them. She glanced up—a flicker of eye contact, a face from a dream—but Leo had already turned away, his reflection in the window obscured by the city lights below.
Ruby tilted her head. Odd, she thought, before Darla’s fan tapped her shoulder, demanding another round of martinis.
◆◆◆
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