
        
            
                
            
        

    
Best In Breed

 


Marc Cabot

 


Copyright Marc Cabot 2013

Cover Photo © Miramiska | Canstockphoto.com -
Used Under License

Published by Unspeakable Publications at
Smashwords

 



Books by Marc Cabot

 


Visit http://www.dreamsofcontrol.com
for more information and for purchase
links!

 


Dreams of Control
Erotic Mind Control Books

 




 


 


* Also available in Trade Paperback.

 


 


Other Books

 


The Reunion

 


 


Unspeakable Publications Website

 


http://www.unspeakablepublications.com

 


Visit us for more unspeakable erotic
delights!




Author's Note: This story
does not take place in the
"Dreams of Control" universe, where most of my stories are set.
There are no catgirls there, alas. (At least, not yet.) On the
other hand, there are no Sisters of Temperance there either. So
thank Heaven for small favors...

 


It is largely like both the Dreams of
Control universe and our own, but with a few twists - some obvious,
some not. Call it the Universe Next Door.

 


 


 


 


Angeline Lincoln got a little careless that
night. It was the wrong night to be careless.

She was walking back to her tiny apartment
from her job at the fourth-rate coffee house where the brokest of
the students at her university hung out. Angeline worked hard and
got all kinds of subsidies designed to encourage catgirls to go to
school, but her mother had never had much, including Angeline's
father after the one-night stand that had produced her only child.
So she was on her own and she needed the money to cover things the
scholarships didn't. Little things like a used laptop and Internet
access in an apartment that was cheaper than even the smallest dorm
room. They added up.

Maybe she wasn't even careless... just tired
and distracted and mostly thinking about how she still needed to
study for her test in FeleoSapiens Studies the next day. Angeline
wasn't a complete zealot - it didn't bother her to be called a
catgirl instead of a FeleoSapien. But she felt a keen sense of
being a second-class person, even in these enlightened times. She
wanted to improve the lot in life of catgirls, all catgirls. To be
a role model and a leader.

And somehow here she was, one of only five
percent of catgirls who made it to college. She sometimes wondered,
politically un-correct as it was, if part of it was that she was a
sport. Her mother was a fairly unremarkable catgirl, generically
pretty and with fine, honey-colored skin and hair bearing subtle
graduated patterns - what used to be called (and still was by rude
people) a Tabby. She wasn't stupid: catgirls rarely were. But she
was easily distracted, more than a little lazy, and not good about
planning for the future.

Which were all things most catgirls had in
common. They were devoted enough to their fairly rare children - it
was rude now to call them kittens, despite the fact that they
always bore more female catgirls - and would work to provide for
them. There was always work as a cashier or a waitress or a hostess
(or a stripper) for a catgirl. Anything that being attractive and
friendly helped with, they could do. That was about as ambitious as
they typically got.

But Angeline had the dramatic facial
markings and startling blue eyes of a Spotted Queen. She hated the
fact that catgirls seemed to fall into strict breeds, but there was
no denying it, even if it were impolite to mention it these days,
just like race with HominoSapiens. (Or as those same rude people
called them, "humans.") One in thirty or so catgirls bore the
leopard-like markings, but they comprised half of the ones
who graduated from high school and went on to college. Spotted
Queens seemed to be more ambitious, more driven than most other
catgirls.

She wasn't feeling ambitious or driven that
night: as previously noted, what she mostly was was tired.
Angeline should be at least partially excused for her lack of care,
even as she walked down dark streets late at night. She was a
superb example of her kind: a whiff of danger, and she'd be running
- or fighting - with what could only be called catlike reflexes.
And it was hard to take a catgirl by surprise. Their
highly-placed ears pivoted, just like a real cat's, and constantly
gathered sound. They were very sensitive to vibration and movement,
like their predatory, nocturnal forebears. And their noses were
keen, always twitching, nearly tasting the air. Yes, it was quite
hard to take a catgirl by surprise.

 


Hard. Not impossible.

 


She remembered only the swish of the
hood slipped over her head as she walked past a doorway that
smelled of nothing but damp night air. Even with her feline
reflexes it was far too sudden to avoid. She sucked in air to
scream, a heavy scent filled her nose and even as she fell into
blackness she realized that the inside of the bag must have been
drugged. Then there was nothing.

 


###

 


She awoke slowly, her mind fogged and oddly
disconnected. It felt like having a hangover and the flu at the
same time. She blinked: the soft lighting of the room she found
herself in was an unbearable pain in her head at first. Through
squinted eyes she looked around. Just moving her head made the room
spin a bit but the feeling was passing even as she roused.

The first impression, other than the pain in
her eyes and a horrible taste in her mouth, was fear.
Terror, really. Because she was lying on her back in sort of
a reclined position and her arms and legs were firmly bound in
place, spread away from her body. She could move her head and
wiggle her fingers, and not much more. Her tail was free and
exploring, but it found nothing but the bottom of the contraption
she was strapped into.

It certainly didn't find any clothes.

Her glorious honey-blonde hair and the
matching fine down that covered most of her - nearly invisible
except where it grew slightly thicker over her ears and tail and
between her legs - was the only thing between her skin and the air
in the room. She drew breath to scream and became aware of a
tightness in her face. Her mouth wouldn't close: some kind
of metal ring was strapped into it, forcing it to stay open. She
could breathe perfectly well but the nasty feeling of a dried-out
tongue sent made her head thrash despite the fading vertigo. The
scream turned into an awkward moan which ended when she became
aware of another person nearby.

 


"Oh. You're awake."

 


She turned her head as far as she could and
the figure of a man came into focus. He was wearing a white lab
coat and behind him was a table with bottles and jars and other
alchemical equipment. Angeline had never been much for science, but
it looked like a very serious setup.

The catgirl squinted as the man walked
toward her, carrying a small paper cup. "This is water, nothing
more. Your mouth is probably dry. This will help." He very
carefully poured a few drops of it into his mouth without touching
the cup with his lips, and swallowed. Her ears were working fine
and it was deathly quiet in the room. The sound of him swallowing
the water was a faint glub in her head.

"See? Now a sip for you." He moved next to
her and just as carefully poured some into her mouth. It was cool
and felt nice on her leathery tongue. Now that she was awake and
could move it, she managed to moisten it with the water and then
let it go down. He gave her a bit more and then walked back to the
table to set the cup down.

"If you were wondering, and I'm sure you
are, I'm not going to hurt you or do anything bad to you. I just
need your help." He came slowly back to stand just to one side of
her. He was a tall man, with a short black beard with hints of
grey. Her recovering eyes could see that his were as blue as her
own. It was hard to see his body under the coat, but he seemed
solidly built. His voice was deep and strong and sang in her ears
even as they strained for some sign that someone else might be
near.

If he really doesn't want to hurt
me... She tried to talk and found the gag made words almost
impossible to form. "Eese lt mhh guh. I hnt ell annyun."

"Soon enough." He looked over at a small
glass beaker which was warming over an electric heater. The smell
of heated water and odd chemicals - the air was thick with them,
which made his own scent of musk and soap with what might have been
peppermint beneath it quite hard to focus on - filled her straining
nose and almost made her sneeze.

"Yes, it's just about ready. There's only
one more thing it needs. I am sorry about this. Like I said,
I am not going to hurt you. But you woke up just a few
minutes too soon."

He picked up a small plastic device from the
table along with a bit of what could have been a paper towel or a
rag. That looks like... As he turned the base of it it began
to buzz and her eyes widened. It is. Angeline loved sex as
much as the next catgirl - which is to say, she really loved
it. She had obtained what her best friend called a "battery
operated boyfriend" to take the edge off and keep herself from
prowling bars when she should be studying. She knew one when she
saw it.

"I know this sounds stupid, but please stay
calm. I'm not going to put this inside you and I assure you it's
quite clean." He walked over until he stood between her legs, and
then gently ran the device over her fuzzy little pussy. It was set
low and she jumped but did not scream.

"Nuh, nuh, pls, nuh!" She was shaking her
head frantically. Her tail was lashing at his hands but did not
have the strength to push them away.

"Shh. This will just take a second." He ran
the vibrator over her lower lips and she twitched. After moving it
up and down, making her moan involuntarily, he pressed it to her
clit and she jumped again.

After a few moments, during which she cursed
her traitorous body for enjoying the skillfully applied vibrations,
he brought the small bit of paper up and ran it up and down her
slit, which was already damp and sensitive. She felt it slide over
her, almost teasing the tight little opening, and braced herself.
But he simply lifted it and quickly walked back to the table. The
paper went into the beaker, where it instantly dissolved.

"That's all. It just needed a bit of your...
essence." She could hear a smile in his voice although his back
stayed to her as he stirred the contents of the beaker with a glass
rod. "I already put in mine. It wasn't hard to obtain, I just
looked at you and thought happy thoughts."

He jerked himself off while he looked at
me naked and passed out. Angeline reached for the fury and used
it to burn away some of the fear. She said nothing, straining to
hear everything, remember everything. I'll get loose. And when I
do... A vision of herself sliding her sharp fingernails into
his eyes flashed in her mind. Catgirls weren't usually aggressive,
but they were Hell on wheels if you pissed them off bad enough.

"Now it just has to boil for a while," he
said after he finished stirring. He turned up the heat a bit. "So
let me tell you what's going on. I'm sure you're very curious to
know."

Once more he walked over directly in front
of her, between her spread legs but several feet away. He sat on a
stool which was placed right where she could see him - and he could
see her. After he got settled, he spoke again.

"This is really not my idea. It was a friend
of mine who discovered it. But he... he never got the chance to use
it." His eyes clouded and his head dipped with some remembered
sorrow. "I'm doing this for him as much as for myself. He deserves
to be proved right." The expression cleared and he smiled at her
faintly. "And of course I'm sure he would approve. We were very
good friends. He would never begrudge me such a pretty pet."

I'm not a PET! The fury was seething,
but she was determined to give away nothing. I'll show you
"pet," you fucker.

"Anyway, my friend. He discovered a
completely new method of scrying. He could look at anything
in the past - but it had to be at least a hundred years ago. Well,
a thousand lunar cycles. Close enough. Not good for spying, but
perfect for research." The man's speech was filled with odd pauses.
Memories seemed to flash over him as he told the story, and his
eyes drifted in and out of the here and now.

"The bitches killed him for it, they monitor
for 'disruptive influences.' I found out. You can find out if
you're careful. They don't run everything. Others oppose them. But
without powerful protection... you're dead if you piss them off.
Even if you don't know you've pissed them off." He
hesitated, then continued with a rough, pained voice.

"They killed him. But not soon
enough. Not before he could learn the truth. They detected it
somehow. But not right away. Not before he could tell me.
And make sure I could get his notes if something happened to him.
And he knew. He protected me. He never told me how it
worked. They murdered him, but he still won." He grew
silent and looked into an unseen distance, far beyond the walls of
the room. His eyes were narrow and his face was grim. Minutes
passed and he merely stood there seething.

"Ut ruth?" She hated sounding like a cartoon
character. But he was just standing there and the look on his face
was frightening her. His eyes stayed distant but he responded in a
faraway voice.

"He fell in love with a catgirl when he was
young. She chose another. He became... obsessed. With your kind.
When he found his new method of scrying, the first thing he did was
trace you back. All the way back. The night before he
died... he told me. He told me everything. They came to me
like they came to everyone who knew him. They were dressed like
police but they weren't police. They asked me if I knew anything
about his scrying research. I told them under mage-oath I didn't,
and it worked, because he had been so careful not to let me. But
they only asked about his scrying. Not about what he had
done with it. They didn't think he'd had time. Arrogant fools!" His
head snapped back to the here and now, eyes fixed on hers. He rose
and took a few steps to stand beside her, watching her face
intently. She tensed but he made no move to touch her. He simply
stared with unfathomable eyes.

"Did you know catgirls were created
by humans?"

She just glared at him.

"Of course you didn't. But they were. And
they were intended to be our servants. Our slaves, not to
put too fine a point on it. Or pets, if that sounds nicer. We
bred you. Like any other livestock. Most people believe the
official story, that it was a mystical cross-breeding, some
demigod's idle fancy, that catgirls are humans, just different. Or
at least have some human blood. It's a lie."

Her heart was pounding: her eyes were
slitted so tight even she would have had difficulty seeing in dim
light. No one knows... where we came from... but this... no...
not true... can't be true... He watched her face with a certain
satisfaction and then spoke again.

"There's not a drop of human blood in you.
At least, I really don't think so. He didn't. Why do you think
there are never any catboys? Catmen? Whatever. The wizards who bred
you up - I call them the Breeders, their name was Egyptian and
wouldn't mean anything to you - had no use for them. Male cats
would make terrible servants, even with fingers and the ability to
talk. If anything, they'd be worse than the regular kind." He
chuckled.

She just hissed through the gag.

"When you have children, they're not really
the products of your mating. Why do you think the traits never thin
out? Why don't you ever have more human babies, even by chance? You
reproduce by yourselves, that's why. Originally, when your master
wanted you to. Now, when you want a baby hard enough. That's all.
You have to be mated, it stops you breeding without a man's
help. They thought of everything. But nothing human comes
through. Not really human."

She shook her head angrily, silky hair
waving around her face where it was not captured by the straps of
the gag. We are human, we are! We only
bear female children, but that's because we're magic mutations,
it's just how our genes work, everybody knows... His story was
taking on a terrible consistency. It did explain a lot...
NO!

"I don't know why the genetics haven't
tipped the secret. I'm guessing the Sisters have a hand in that.
They do everything else." He grimaced angrily. "DNA analysis gets
cheaper and easier every year. Sooner or later it will come out.
But it hasn't yet. Maybe by that time they'll have some new made-up
theory that allows for you to be human despite having nothing but
feline genes. Or maybe the Breeders did put some human blood in you
and it's enough for it to be plausible. He might not have seen
everything."

The Sisters? There was only one thing
that could mean and a brief burst of fear pounded through the anger
that filled her. The Sisters of Temperance killed his friend?
For making up this bullshit story? The Sisters worshipped a
feminine Creatrix who had no name other than "the Goddess" and
mostly held themselves apart from society, especially the male
parts. They did offer education, including magical education, to
women who came to their temples and they had various charitable
activities. But there were whispers and stories and fearful jokes
about what they did to men who angered them too much. And it was
very easy to anger them.

 


Mostly you just had to be a man.

 


"So, you are probably wondering, why is it a
secret in the first place? Why doesn't everybody know that the
Breeders made you and what they made you for?" The scent of his own
fury became strong, strong enough to drown out the boiling mixture
and the smells of sulfur and alcohol and the dozens of others that
kept prickling her nose.

"Because the fucking Sisters of fucking
Temperance found out about it, that's why. The Breeders tried to
keep it secret and they mostly succeeded. They had finally
gotten their creations perfect and were just about ready to
start... well, we'd call it mass production." He snorted.

"They were going to sell you to kings and
emperors and the high and the mighty. But the Sisters found out
what they'd done and what they were about to do. They found out and
they realized that if it wasn't stopped eventually any man
who wanted a catgirl would be able to have one once there were
enough of them and that would mean women would lose their only
weapon, their only real advantage over men... sex and love.
Beautiful, loving, obedient catgirls... enough to give men
anything they wanted. Women for heirs, catgirls for everything
else." He laughed. It was an ugly, bitter sound.

"So they plotted and they schemed and they
hired mercenaries and brought their deadliest, most able witches
and they fell on the compound of the Breeders in the dark of the
moon under spells of stealth and silence. Even sharp little catgirl
ears..." He reached out and caressed one of hers gently. It
twitched and a little shiver of pleasure ran through her head
despite her disgust and anger and fear.

"...Even sharp little catgirl ears didn't
hear them coming until it was too late. They overran the compound
and they killed all the Breeders and the Sisters would have put all
of you to the sword but the mercenaries wouldn't let them.
They had taken the job as much for catgirls as for silver. Some
treasures are too pretty to spoil." He stroked the back of her head
and this time the shiver reached her flesh. Feeling it, he laughed,
not quite so nastily.

After a moment he spoke again, though, and
his voice dripped hate. "But they put the whole compound to
the torch and all the records and all the rituals and all the
secrets went up in sparks and smoke and the stink of burning meat.
And the mercenaries did make you slaves like you were meant
to be but you bred and you spread and when we freed the other
slaves, the human slaves, you went along for the ride. Ironic. If
it hadn't been for a bunch of men wanting you for their own slaves
then you'd all be slaves now, happy slaves who'd rather die
than be free."

He paused, lost in thought, and her heart
raced. What if... no, it can't be... it can't be...

With a shake of his head he returned to the
present. "And with the binding rituals lost the kittens grew up
feral and thought they were human and so did everyone else. Without
being bound you're as free-willed as any human."

Again, the bitter laugh. "Almost as free as
a real cat. But that can change. That can be changed. Why do
you think I wanted you? You know Spotted Queens are
rare." She tensed at the despised term. Catgirls didn't like being
referred to as if they were... breeds. She hated it more
than most.

"Spotted Queens were meant to be... well,
cats aren't pack animals but for want of a better term, alphas. To
keep the rest in line, stop them squabbling like... cats." He
laughed, this time with amusement and not bitterness.

We are bigger
and stronger and bossier and smarter and... no! It's all LIES!
She tossed her head again, needing to deny but unable to speak, to
reject. The fear spread a little further, icy tendrils of dread
pricking all over her. Her tail-fur was standing up, stiff as a
brush.

"A bonded Queen will have almost
irresistible dominance over other catgirls. Once I have you...
you'll bring me as many more as I want. And they'll come
quietly."

This time she shuddered violently as
he laughed. Even though she didn't... couldn't... believe
him, the idea of him using her to draw in others, to capture them
like she had been captured filled her with sick horror. Somehow it
was worse than any fear she'd had for her own fate.

"If it makes you feel any better, they'll be
subordinate to you. They'll do almost anything you want." His
eyebrows went up suggestively. "Doesn't that sound nice? Hmmmm?
Hmm?"

His meaning was unmistakable and strange
feelings swirled in her head. Catgirls were often sort of
indifferently bisexual - if they couldn't get a man, they'd take a
woman, especially another catgirl. She'd done the usual
experimentation before she buckled down to her studies and
struggled to cut off all distraction. So many cold nights alone
with her books... when she could have been with a man or another
purring catgirl, warm and happy. What if she could have one
whenever...

NO! He's doing it to me again... telling me
lies, trying to make me believe. He's a rapist and a kidnapper and
a pervert and I am going to fucking KILL him!

She lost track of what he was saying and
doing while the internal conflict between fury and fear raged and
made it impossible to think. When she could pay attention again he
was saying something about sex and binding and how catgirls
responded to it.

"Oh, there's more to it than that...
but surely you know how devoted catgirls can get to their
boyfriends. Especially once they've sucked them off a few times.
You didn't know it, but that was part of the binding ritual." He
smiled at her. "Suck one off while your own juices are still on
him, and you're halfway there. It doesn't last, but it activates
all those hidden places in your brains that were meant to bond you
to us."

Angeline had grown up a catgirl in a poor
neighborhood: she'd started having sex (voluntarily and with great
enthusiasm) when she was fourteen years old. She had worked hard to
keep her lust under control and make something of herself, but she
was far from innocent. Her eyes widened as she remembered the bliss
that flooded her when she had a boyfriend, when they were
intimate... when she tasted herself on his cock, the tiny bristles
on her tongue making him twitch and moan. How hard it was to stop
once she started. Human girls like that too! Well, some of
them...

 


Did they?

 


Or did they just do it because if they
didn't catgirls would have even more of an advantage in
competition for men? Catgirls were pretty, had to work at it to get
fat, rarely got shrewish as they aged, and they almost all loved
sex with the intensity of a man. If it wasn't for the fact that
they didn't reproduce very fast, and had only female children,
non-catgirls wouldn't get much attention from men at all.

Which would explain why a sect of fanatical
Goddess-worshippers who hated men would try to exterminate them and
the men who'd created them. Just like he said.

NO! It's... all...
LIES!

Again her desperate mental flailing
distracted her from the reality around her. When she returned, grip
somewhat restored, he was standing next to the table looking at the
beaker.

"I'm as certain as can be that this is going
to work," he said as he stirred the slowly cooling mixture. "But
you're completely mature and you've been feral for years."

I am not FERAL! A spark of anger
flared through the fear. I am not an ANIMAL! But he was
looking at the glass container and didn't see her eyes flashing.
The ember faded as he kept talking and the horror overwhelmed it
again.

"So it might take a little time and there
might be some resistance. But in the end the blood will tell." Now
he did look up at her and his smile made her heart fall into her
guts with a cold splash. "Or I could be wrong. It's
possible. And if that's the case, well, I'll just let you
go. I'm not a murderer. I'm not even really a bad person.
I'm just trying to... fix things." He gave her what was probably
supposed to be a reassuring look. "You won't remember anything. If
you go to the police they'll know you were given a topper, but I
got it from a local supplier through a dead drop and the trail will
end with him. Assuming they even bother."

Despite the automatic wave of revulsion at
the idea of being topped, this actually gave her some hope. His
ridiculous story couldn't be true, and if he was telling the truth
otherwise he'd give her a date-rape drug and let her go. She wanted
to live and she'd been afraid that when his scheme didn't work he'd
kill her to cover his tracks. But toppers wiped out every memory
you had of the past twenty-four hours, and nothing could get them
back. Since they were magically-based drugs, they worked just fine
on catgirls. He might even do what he says.

"I won't even rape you." He looked at her
and licked his lips with a little grin. "Tempting as you are. No,
if it doesn't work, you go your merry way, completely unharmed.
Promise." She had shuddered again at the admission that he was
tempted to rape her, but against all reason she actually believed
him. The little bloom of hope grew stronger. If he would just get
it over with...

He held up the glass container, this time in
his bare hand. "Yep, it's cool enough. You drink this without
putting up a fuss, and if it doesn't work, you're free to go. On my
honor as an alchemist." He sounded completely sincere. She couldn't
believe she felt that way after what he'd done, but somehow, she
did. "You saw me boil it, that would kill any diseases I might
have. And the rest is just what I said. It's totally harmless. If
you want I'll taste it first." He laughed. "I mean, I'm not
really into that, but if it stops you spitting it all over me..."
An inquiring look came over his face.

Slowly, hatefully, she nodded. He shrugged,
still smiling, and stirred the mixture with the glass rod. Then he
slipped it into his mouth and pulled it out clean. He showed her
there was some of the mixture in his mouth, and then swallowed
dramatically. "All gone. Doesn't even taste bad. Sugar and spice,
as they say." He winked at her and she surged against the bindings
reflexively. He didn't need to be so patronizing about
it.

"My, my. Still a temper in there. This is
twice as much as it takes, at least. I'm only going to give you
half. If you spit it out, I'll run a tube down your nose and pour
the rest into your stomach. You will not like that. Are you
going to behave?" He sounded more amused than angry, but he also
sounded like he was completely serious. She nodded briefly, still
glaring.

"Attagirl." He poured half the mixture into
a plastic cup and lifted it to her lips. It pressed against the
ring. "Down the hatch." The cup tilted slowly and the liquid
started to fill her mouth.

It really doesn't taste bad at all,
she thought. She did briefly consider trying to spit it out, which
would have been more drooling it out than anything, but she knew he
was serious about the tube. Resignedly, she began to drink.

 


The first swallow burned its way down
quite pleasantly.

 


She was more than a little surprised at
how pleasantly. It tasted sweet and faintly spicy, just as
he had said, but it went down like strong liquor. It was still
warm, but not hot, and she swallowed more. His grin widened as she
let the rest flow into her mouth and over her tongue, lips no
longer straining against the ring.

"Good, is it? I'm glad to see that." She
paid him no mind. The stuff was actually quite delicious no matter
what he might have put in it. She rolled her tongue around in her
mouth, savoring the taste and trying to get it all down her throat.
She felt like she had just had a rum-laced hot cocoa on a cold day
and her stomach was delightfully warm. Even the tension from the
bindings was greatly relieved by the gentle heat.

A few more swallows and it was all gone. She
looked at him with eyes half-lidded with pleasure. Wow, that stuff was nice. I almost wish I could
remember this just so I could try to make it myself. This
thought amused her and she felt her lips flex around the gag,
trying to smile. No cloud without a silver lining. Something
in the back of her head wondered how she had suddenly become so
relaxed about the situation. After all, he was still going to drug
her and he might be lying about raping and killing her anyway. But
she found that she trusted him to honor his word. If he was
going to hurt me, he would have just done it. He wouldn't have
needed to make up all this bullshit. All the doubts were slowly
draining away as the warmth seeped from her tummy out into her
body.

He set the cup down and then watched her
with interest. "You look happier already. Feeling a little better
about things now?" A moment ago his cheerful smile would have
enraged her but now she just nodded slowly. She did feel
better. He was being very nice to her, considering. Soon he'd let
her go and this would all be a memory. And then it wouldn't even be
that.

Her forehead crinkled almost imperceptibly,
the spots shifting ever so slightly. He'll let me go... and I'll
never see him again. That should have made her happy, but a
little burst of regret puzzled her briefly. He did kidnap me...
and tie me up... and make me drink God knows what... but he hasn't
been cruel to me or anything. He could
have raped me or tortured me or anything he wanted, but he
didn't.

 


As she had this thought a brief vision of
him between her legs, sliding his cock into her, flashed through
her mind.

 


It didn't terrify or disgust her. It just
made the heat in her belly burn a little hotter... And then it
started to slide lower. Her thoughts were distracting her: she
didn't really notice that part. But it happened all the same. Her
hips shifted in the chair.

What am I thinking? She forced
herself back to the real world. Another little burst of regret hit
her as the image faded.

His deep blue eyes were focused on her so
intensely she started when her attention came back to the here and
now. I can't really blame him for doing this... I mean, if this
is what catgirls are for, then it's only natural...

 


NO!

 


She shook her head desperately, which made
him jump. This is all just me being afraid he's telling the
truth. I'm psyching myself out. It's all lies!

"You all right? That was a pretty big twitch
just then. I'm going to take the gag off. If you try to bite me, it
will be unpleasant for you. Do you understand?" He looked at her
warily, but she just nodded.

He put one hand in her hair and got a firm
grip. He wasn't yanking, but he had control of her head. If she
tried to bite he could hold her back with ease. As his other hand
came around to the buckle for the gag a deep, delicious shudder ran
down her spine. He has control of me... he can do anything he
wants. There was still fear there, but somehow the pulling on
her hair wasn't hurting her. The warmth in her belly surged again
and her thighs tightened of their own volition.

It took some doing to get the gag undone
without tangling it further in her hair, but he had nimble
fingers...

Strong clever hands...

... And shortly it was free. He removed it,
and then carefully released her hair. When he was no longer
touching her, that odd sense of regret grew sharper.

She worked her jaw for several seconds,
licking her dry lips, and he continued to observe carefully. There
were a few traces of the liquid on her mouth and she sucked at it
greedily. When it was all gone she looked at him and spoke
hesitantly.

"I did what you wanted. Please let me go
now." The quaver in her voice wasn't all fear. Part of her was not
happy with asking that. Not happy at all.

"Oh, not just yet." He was watching her very
closely. "It might take a while to work. Believe it or not, it's
only been about six hours since... we met. The topper will wipe a
whole day. You have nothing to worry about. One way or another." He
winked at her. Angeline tried to be angry... and found she couldn't
do it.

To cover her growing congeniality she said,
"Can I have some more water please?" He nodded and got the water
cup from where he'd set it down. A considering look went across his
face as he walked to her. Then he smiled faintly and put his hand
behind her head, helping her lift it. She thought about trying to
bite him but it was only a distant fancy, and the touch of his hand
sent warmth through her scalp. The cup was held up to her lips and
this time she drank normally.

When it was gone she said, "Thank you, sir."
Then her eyes widened. Sir? Why did I...

"You're welcome, Angeline." His grin was
infectious and she smiled back at him. "I looked in your bag, if
you're wondering how I knew your name. Don't worry, I didn't take
anything. And I was wearing gloves."

She kept smiling, no longer thinking about
why she shouldn't. "That was clever of you, sir. You're really good
at this. Have you kidnapped a lot of people?" She meant it to be
cutting, but it just came out as a simple, curious question. The
sound of her name on his lips had sent a gentle buzz through her
mind.

"No, no I haven't," he said with a bemused
laugh. "You're the first. But I did plan it out for a long time. My
friend... he's been dead for more than three years." The bitterness
returned to his eyes. "I had to make sure they didn't notice me
doing anything unusual for a while."

The pain in his face made her want to cry.
"Don't feel bad, sir. It wasn't your fault." Despite everything she
somehow wanted to comfort him. I wish I was loose so I could
give him a hug. The image of his strong arms wrapped around her
sent a delicious shudder through her and her eyes closed for a
moment. Somewhere in the back of her mind there was a tiny little
sense that she shouldn't feel this way, but it was getting weaker
moment by moment.

"Thank you, Angeline." He looked at her with
pleasure and the tension in his face eased. Her heart lifted at his
smile. "You seem to be a lot more worried about how I feel than you
did a while ago. How are you feeling?"

Angeline thought about this for a moment. "I
feel... fine. For some reason it seems like I should be upset about
something but I'm not. I would like it if you'd let me out
of this so I could give you a hug." She looked at him hopefully.
"I'll be good, sir, I promise."

The man reached out and stroked her face,
deliberately putting his hands on her cheek near soft lips that
concealed sharp teeth. She tentatively pushed her face into the
caress and the sensation of his skin on hers sent another stronger
wave of heat through her. Her expression went slack at the pleasure
of his touch.

"All right," he said, after she made no move
to bite or resist. "I should warn you that the door of this room is
alchemically sealed. If anyone but me opens it, something...
unpleasant... will happen to them. Understood?"

She nodded, eyes huge. "Oh, no, sir! I
wouldn't... I don't..." Her voice trailed off. "I mean, I just want
to give you a hug. You're so sad."

A look of wonder crossed his face. "It
worked. It really did. You... you want to comfort me, don't
you?"

The nod was completely sincere. Her lips
were pursed with sympathy. "Yes, sir. I feel so bad for you."

He reached for the straps and gently undid
them. As each limb came free she stretched it and a delicious
tension went through it and then dissolved. That feels so
good... Once the last one was undone, she lowered her feet
lightly to the floor and stood. He was at the side of the chair
device, and she turned to him.

"Can I hug you, sir?" She didn't want to
touch him without asking for some reason.

The look on his face filled her with light.
"Yes, but... your clothes are over there." He nodded toward another
small table in the corner of the room. "Do you want them?"

"No." She no longer even questioned it. She
threw her arms around him and squeezed, breathing deeply. The scent
of him filled her and made her knees weak. He felt so... big.
Strong. Solid. His presence was making her dizzy.

He tentatively put his arms around her naked
form and hugged her in return. She let out a long luxurious sigh at
the feeling of being held by him. The side of her face was pressed
to his chest and she moved it in a small circle.

"You poor man. I'm so sorry about what they
did to your friend." She hugged a little tighter, and then meant to
let go and step away. But his arms felt so good... she found
she had absolutely no will to pull away from him. He rubbed her
back and she let out another long slow breath.

"Thank you," he said quietly. "I can't bring
him back. But I can give him justice. And you're going to help me.
Aren't you?"

She nodded, cheek still pressed to him. "I
will. I was wrong, you're not a bad man. I can feel it." The longer
she stayed in contact with him, the warmer she felt, naked or not.
Her whole body felt like it was lying in a sunbeam and little
flashes of pleasure were sparking everywhere she touched him. His
hand on the small of her back was heavenly.

"That's a nice kitty." He bent his head and
looked at her with a grin. She turned her face to his and smiled
back. Calling her "nice kitty" would have gotten any other man a
slap. Now it made her want to melt. On impulse, she strained up and
kissed him.

 


Her eyes closed and she sagged in his
grip.

 


The touch of his lips sent a great wave of
desire crashing over her. He kissed back, hesitantly at first, then
hungrily. He tasted like... like sex. All the erotic bliss
she had ever known, the memory of hot intimate tastes and touches
and smells and feelings, faded to insignificance. Angeline was
shaking in his arms and only his strong grip kept her from
sprawling on the floor. Eventually he lifted his head and her eyes
fluttered open. She was panting and gasping as if she'd been making
love for hours. From somewhere far away she felt dampness between
her legs, spreading to her thighs.

"Please." Her voice was a whisper.

"Please what, Angeline?"

"Please..." She couldn't speak. Couldn't
think. The need was too overwhelming. Somehow she got out a few
more words. "Please touch me."

His hand slipped down and stroked her ass, a
fingertip brushing the base of her tail and sending more helpless
shudders through her. Strong fingers tentatively squeezed the tight
curve and when she moaned, squeezed harder. Angeline started
kissing the front of his chest, whimpering. The lab coat tasted
vaguely acrid but she didn't care. She barely had the strength to
lift her head.

With a final squeeze he lifted his hands and
pushed her back. "If you want to kiss me, let me at least take this
off." He was smiling down at her but there was a rasp in his voice.
A husky growl, faint but real. His eyes were roaming over over her
like he couldn't decide which part was best.

He wants me. Oh, thank God. If he didn't
want me I think I would die. She watched, swaying gently, as he
removed the lab coat and hung it up on a hook by the door. To her
eye his casual and practiced movements belied a hidden tension, and
she could smell his arousal now. It made her breath quick and
hot.

He walked back over to her and took her in
his arms once more. She melted into him. Without the thick lab coat
she could feel the heat of his body much better. His scent poured
into her brain and made her start to salivate. She pressed into him
and could feel his cock through his pants. It sent another wave of
desire through her.

Pulling her hair back gently, he bowed his
head and kissed her. Angeline moaned into his kiss and tried to
kiss back, but she was so weak she just let his tongue explore her
mouth and savored the taste and the feel of him. After long minutes
he lifted his face from hers.

"It doesn't seem fair..." His voice caught,
rough with desire. After clearing his throat he tried again. "It
doesn't seem fair I have all these clothes on and you're naked. Do
you want me to take them off?"

"Oh, yes, please, sir, please..." The
words came hard and she ran out of breath. He gently walked her
back to the chair-seat-thing and sat her in it. She watched,
panting, as he removed his clothes and put them on one of the
tables. When he pulled his boxers down and his cock came into view
she groaned with need. Without even realizing it, she put her feet
back up in the loops on the bars that came out of the chair,
spreading her legs wide. Immediately the scent of her arousal
started to fill the room with musk, overwhelming everything else.
She was too captivated to think of touching herself. Fortunately,
there was no need.

The man walked over to her, naked in the
cool light of the laboratory. His hard cock was swaying and he
didn't waste any more time with words. The chair had put her pussy
at just the right height and he stood between her legs and slipped
it into her with barely a pause.

 


She screamed.

 


His eyes grew wide and he held still for a
second, his face concerned. But she managed to gasp out,
"Nononodon'tstopohGodfuckme, fuck me, please!" She strained at the loops and lifted her ass,
trying desperately to get more of him inside her. Reassured, but
still wide-eyed, he started to pump into her and she hissed with
pleasure. Finally she found the strength to lift her arms and she
reached for him, leaning forward a bit to run her hands up and down
his chest and stomach. She couldn't get enough of the feel of his
skin. Her nostrils were dilated and she took long deep breaths. Her
head was full of the feeling of his dick and the scent of their
arousal. The only thought she could form was... More!

Angeline was in excellent shape and her need
was making her clamp onto his cock with unbelievable strength.
After only a few minutes, he started thrusting furiously,
stretching her pussy so hard it almost hurt her. But still she
could not get enough and she only thrashed harder. The sight of the
gorgeous catgirl going insane beneath him overwhelmed him and he
shouted in pleasure and triumph as hot come shot into her.

The feeling of his cock throbbing and the
hot slippery come filling her sent electric bliss through Angeline
and she started orgasming so hard and so fast that each wave just
blurred into the next. The room rang with her screams of pleasure
until he finally stopped.

"I can't... it's too much..." His face was
dark red with the heat of his passion. "You're so tight... I
can't take any more!" He slipped his dick out of her with a wince
of over-stimulation and she moaned with the sudden emptiness. He
leaned on a table, breathing heavily, and she looked up with new
desperation.

The scent of his cock, covered with their
juices, lit up every dark and hidden place the Breeders had fixed
in the catgirl's head. With no conscious thought at all she flowed
out of the seat and sank to her knees in front of him. He stared
down in amazement as she started to lap at him, gently, too
overwhelmed to do more than take tiny little licks and then sigh in
absolute ecstasy.

Fresh from the bonding - the first catgirl
bonding in thousands of years - and with a lifetime of need she
didn't even know she'd had, Angeline was lost to her instincts, to
the feeling. To the need. She never knew how long it took
her to lick him clean, but when she was done, his skin glistened,
pink from the tiny bristles of her tongue. He had started to go
soft, but it didn't take long for him to come back to almost
painful hardness.

Eventually, he spoke. "That was incredible.
But I can't stand up any more." He was leaning quite hard on the
table and his breath was labored. But he smiled down at her and her
heart melted. Then he spoke again and it started to pound.

"Let's go upstairs and find a bed."

 


###

 


The next morning, Angeline woke with a start
to the sensation of sunlight tickling her nose. (It worked on
catgirls just like it worked on cats.) It took her a second to
remember where she was. A big bed, soft sheets, a bedroom almost as
big as her whole apartment... and lying next to her, a naked man.
She took a deep breath and the scent of him made the world go soft
and fuzzy.

She nuzzled him, humming with a sound that
catgirls really hated being called a purr. He stirred and
looked at her sleepily. "Good morning," he said, shaking his head
with a bemused look.

"Good morning... master." Sometime
during the third go-round, "sir" had been replaced by this. She
still didn't know his name, but she didn't care and he didn't seem
to mind. She rubbed her face against his chest, sniffing and
kissing.

"How are you feeling?" His smile was warmer
to her than the sunbeam sliding through the window and she basked
in it for a second.

"I feel wonderful." She stroked her
face against his chest a little harder. "I'm so happy. Thank you,
master. I'm sorry I was so rude to you."

"That's all right. You didn't know." The
smile broadened. "But you do seem to have calmed down a
little."

She lifted her head inquisitively. "Do you
want to fuck, master? That would be great, but I'm happy to just
lie here and hold you right now."

A look of relief passed over his face. "Oh,
no, this is fine. You feel really nice." He slipped an arm around
her and pulled her to him and she started to purr with delight. "I
was starting to worry you were stuck on 'high.'"

"I can think now, master," she answered.
"The need is still there, but it's... softer. I'm fine. Thank you
for worrying about me." She gave him a little kiss on the chest and
reclined her head against him. "You're so sweet."

He looked down at her and chuckled. "You
really think so? Even after the whole... kidnapping... thing?"

She nodded. "You had to. And if you hadn't I
never would have found you. How could I be angry?"

"Fair enough." He laughed softly. "So I
think we'll call that experiment a success, then." His hand slipped
down and caressed her and she started, then began to squirm. He
brought his other hand around and stroked her face with it. She let
out a little moan of desire. The need was no longer soft and her
breathing quickened. One leg came up around his and she pressed his
thigh between hers.

"Yes, master. Very successful." She rolled
with fluid grace and was suddenly on top of him. He jumped at the
quickness of her movement, but then relaxed as she began to rub her
body over his. Her little pink tongue was busy on his chest and
neck and his cock pressed into her belly.

He took her hair in his hand - he had
discovered how very much she liked that - and pulled her up
for kisses. With some shifting, his erect member managed to slip
from between them and rubbed her rapidly dampening slit. She gasped
into the kiss and wiggled her hips until she managed to get it
inside and then pushed down with all her might. When it was all the
way inside she started squeezing with strong muscles and he
moaned.

 


Not a lot got done that morning.

 


###

 


When his stomach would keep quiet no longer,
they got up and he led her to a bright kitchen. It was surprisingly
far. Angeline had never been in a house so large. Once in the
kitchen he turned to her and said, "Can you cook?"

She lowered her head in shame. "Not very
well, master. I'm a waitress. I can serve food. But my
mother never taught me to cook and I never had time to learn or
money for nice food."

"Well, then, sit down and watch." She sat on
a chair at a small table in a corner of the kitchen - she didn't
know what a "breakfast nook" even was - and watched him. He had
thrown on a robe and he moved purposefully, the hem of the robe
swishing about as he gathered eggs and other things and set a pan
to heating. "Anybody can make an omelet."

Angeline put her elbow on the table and
leaned her head into her hand. She had had omelets at the coffee
house and didn't care for them. But she would try anything he asked
her to. In a few minutes he started throwing things in the pan and
the savory smell of some kind of sausage filled her nose. She
realized with astonishment that she was ravenous. Until the food
was right in front of her she had only been hungry for
him.

"That smells wonderful, master." She
gave him a hopeful smile. He winked at her.

"Alchemists tend to either live off junk
food or be very good cooks. It's another kind of alchemy, really -
some of us just don't want to be bothered." He flipped the omelet
and it landed neatly in the pan. She almost clapped her hands with
delight.

"I can get pretty distracted and then it's
frozen-pizza time, assuming I remember to eat at all." He winked at
her again, with a sly smile, and she blushed a little bit. "But
when I'm hungry, I like good food. And voila!" The omelet slid onto
a waiting plate and he put it in front of her. "It's hot. Wait
f..." Angeline had already grabbed a fork from the table, moving
almost too fast for a human to see, and scooped up a big bite. She
blew air through her mouth as the hot food hit her sensitive
tongue.

"... For it to cool." He shook his head and
started another omelet for himself as Angeline fought to keep from
shoving hers into her face faster than she could blow on it. A
moment later he sat next to her and started eating, with just as
much appetite if not quite so recklessly.

When she had finished she sat and watched
him eat. He smiled at her between bites. When he paused, she said,
"This is a beautiful house, master. Who else lives here?" It
occurred to her for the first time that he might have a girlfriend.
Or a wife. Or... her heart started to sink before he answered.

"Nobody else. It's mine. I'm a pretty good
alchemist. It pays the bills." The smile got a bit broader as he
took a few last bites and sat back. He had brought over glasses of
juice when he sat and they sipped at them, just looking at each
other.

"Do... do you work anywhere else?" The need
was still there, red and warm, but Angeline successfully squelched
it for the time being. She was very curious about him and up until
now all she'd learned was that he was very, very good in bed
and almost as good in the kitchen. Although that first part
might just be me.

"No. Used to work at the university, got
tired of it, started doing consulting." A look that was becoming
sadly familiar to her came into his eyes. "That's where... My
friend... he was a geomancer. Brilliant, just brilliant. Met at the
university..." He shook his head. "No. That time has passed. He was
right and the proof of it sits before me. Now it's time for
vindication."

"How are you going to do that, master? You
aren't... you aren't going to tell everyone, are you?" Her mind
whirled at the thought of what the revelation of the secret of the
catgirls would do to them. To the world.

"Nope." The devilish smile was starting to
creep over his face. "I have a better idea."

"What's that?"

"You'll find out. In the meantime, though,
what's your story? I knew the easiest way to find a Spotted
Queen would be to watch the right places at the university, but
it's not like I stalked you for weeks." He didn't appear to be
bothered by the admission that he'd hunted her, and somehow it made
her feel... proud.

"Anyway, I saw you, and that was that.
You're pretty much perfect. And from the things in your bag, you're
quite intelligent and working hard. Good for you." She ducked her
head and blushed at the praise. "Got a roommate? Somebody who will
be missing you?"

"No, master. But I'm going to miss my test
today." She looked sad, if only a little, but then a very strange
expression came over her. "It was in FeleoSapiens Studies. I don't
know if I could do it now, knowing what I know. It's... weird."

He chuckled. "Well, if you want to go to
school, then we can probably work something out. But I think you'll
be taking the rest of the semester off."

"I will?"

"Yep. Maybe we can get you a work-study
credit. You can be my assistant. A letter from Doctor Martin
Ostanes should still carry a little weight with the alchemy
department. And you've certainly helped me advance my
research!"

 

The name meant nothing to her, but she still
thrilled to hear it. And she giggled at the idea of having "helped"
him.

"Thank you, master. I would like to
go to school. I love it, even though it's hard."

"Then you shall. But why is it so hard? You
seem clever enough." Again the praise made her blush and a surge of
warmth passed through her.

"I just never have enough time. I
have to work and it's a long walk from the school to my job to my
apartment and..." She hung her head. She didn't want to even get
into the part about not having enough to eat or buying out-of-date
textbooks when she could get them at all. Poverty had always seemed
like an excuse to her. She knew it wasn't, but it didn't help.

He laughed and she felt vaguely hurt. But
then he spoke and her eyes widened.

"Angeline, those days are over. You'll stay
here with me, and you won't need to work. Like I said, I'm a
very good alchemist. When I want money, I let it be known my
time is for sale, and that takes care of it, fast. I'll hire you a
cab to go and get anything you want from your apartment, and you
can quit your job. After all, I need you close. To... monitor the
results." He looked at her with sudden lust and she gasped. The
heat in her nicely-filled tummy was suddenly a pale echo of a much
brighter heat somewhere lower.

"Yes, master!" She hadn't considered the
future for the past several hours: the idea of suddenly being free
from drudgery and squalor was so abrupt she hardly knew what to
think. But her face was glowing with sudden delight.

"Much better. We'll get you a leave from the
university, tidy up any loose strings, and you can stay here with
me. And then we start phase two."

"Phase two? What's phase two?" A little
confusion couldn't dampen her joy at the thought of being close to
him, but she was still a very curious catgirl.

"Like I said... you'll see."

 


###

 


"Ah."

Angeline looked up from the screen of her
laptop. Martin was reading something on the computer at his desk.
(She was sitting on the floor near his feet, her preferred
position.) He had a satisfied look. She had gotten used to it in
the weeks since they first met, but this one was particularly
smug.

"Ah what, master?"

"We're going hunting tonight. I have a
contact who is interested."

This confused Angeline, naturally enough.
"Hunting? For what?"

"Another catgirl, of course. A Siamese." He
had closed the message and was now surfing through webpages for
bars and clubs.

"What do you need with another? Aren't I
enough for you?" The idea of sharing him made her anxious. But in a
corner of her head the idea of pleasing him with another girl,
watching his ecstasy, made a little spark flare.

He gave her an amused look. "You're enough
for any man or any three, really." His voice was teasing and she
couldn't help but smile back. "But we're not going to keep her.
We'll have some fun with her first, of course. That part's
mandatory anyway."

"Please explain to me, master. I'm
confused and I admit you're cleverer than I am." Her own voice was
mock-exasperated. He enjoyed her spirit: therefore she showed it.
It didn't diminish her adoration for him one iota.

"Sorry." He didn't look sorry. "We're going
to go find a Siamese catgirl. You're going to seduce her. She's
going to come home with us. I'm going to bind her. Then we're going
to give her to another master who desperately wants a Siamese
catgirl for his very own." He held his head up high and spoke in a
lofty voice. "It's noble work, really. We'll spread happiness
wherever we go."

Siamese catgirls were somewhat uncommon,
though nothing so rare as Spotted Queens. They had silvery hair
with dark accents, jet-black eyebrows, and pale blue eyes with a
very slight fold to them. They tended to be slender and even for
catgirls they were graceful. Angeline had never had a Siamese
girlfriend but she unconsciously licked her lips at the
thought.

"Will we have to... do what you did to me,
master? That was scary." Her voice quickened. "I mean, I'm so
grateful now that you did! But what if we get caught? What if she
gets hurt?" Angeline would do anything for Martin, but she was
still essentially a peaceful soul.

"No, we won't have to do that. Don't worry
your pretty little head about it." He reached out and stroked her
hair and she started to purr. "Remember what I told you the night
we met?"

"You told me a lot of things, master." Even
through the pleasure she bowed her head, a little ashamed. "I was
furious with you and I didn't really listen to all of
them."

He gave her one more strong caress and
lifted his hand with a laugh. "That's all right. You didn't know.
What I said was, other catgirls will instinctively be submissive to
a bonded Queen. Unbonded catgirls, even more so. You were made to
keep order among the others, stop them fighting and keep the
unbonded ones in line. She'll find you irresistible. In all senses
of the word." The laugh was wicked this time and she shuddered.

 


###

 


After giving Angeline the details of the
plan, reviewing several websites, and asking her opinion about
which bar was likeliest to have the prettiest catgirls, he selected
one near Angeline's former campus. It was upscale enough that
Martin could go in and not raise too many eyebrows, but near
enough campus that any college-aged Siamese who might have a taste
for barhopping would likely be found there. Siamese tended to be
fairly clever, if not so smart as Spotted Queens, and had a
definite bent for luxury.

It was Friday night, by great good fortune,
and after having Angeline help him pick out the least-untrendy
clothes he owned (mostly, it was plain black stuff and a grey
jacket) they headed off to the bar. The place wasn't crowded yet,
and they found a table in the corner. They sat and chatted as the
crowd began to build. She was still trying to get used to using
Martin's name, which she had been told to do in public. She mostly
just avoided calling him anything: "Master" felt so much...
righter.

Angeline spotted her first, of course: her
feline eyes were much sharper than Martin's. An hour or so after
they'd arrived, a Siamese catgirl walked in with two human women.
They were all the same age and they were wearing matching sorority
sweatshirts.

She pointed out the group to Martin, who
nodded. "A college student and in a sorority. She has to be a hard
worker for a FeleoSapien." Angeline did a subtle double-take at his
use of the politically correct term. He'd never used it in her
hearing before. "Give them some time. They'll probably break up, at
least temporarily. When they do, go over there and talk to her.
Like we planned."

Nodding nervously, Angeline tried not to
stare at the group. They all had a drink - her ears told her they
were Cosmopolitans. (How trendy.) Then she caught only
snatches of conversation as they looked around the room, mostly
about their sorority sisters (the human girls were, ironically, the
"cattiest,") and the men in the bar. Occasionally one of those men
would walk up to the group and be summarily rebuffed. But
eventually one of the humans went off with a tall, handsome young
man in a fraternity sweatshirt. A few minutes later the other
slipped off her stool and headed for the ladies' room. Fortunately
the Siamese didn't follow.

"How lucky are we, Angeline? Go get her."
Martin's amusement that for once the women didn't go off to the
bathroom together was obvious. But Angeline had already stood up
and was walking toward the bar. She leaned on it next to the
Siamese, who was holding a place for the human, and turned to face
her.

Unbeknownst to Angeline, the presence of
unbonded catgirls, and the desire to control them, caused some very
interesting things to take place inside her body. Hormones mixed
and surged: she felt powerful, dominant. Pheromones started to seep
from her pores, filling the air with a scent no human could detect
and no catgirl could ignore. In a few minutes, every catgirl in the
place would start to feel submissive and needy. (And every man
lucky enough to score with one would have a night he'd never
forget.) But standing next to the Siamese, imposing her body
language as well as her natural dominance and scent, the result was
unbelievable.

 


When she saw Angeline, she just seemed to
go... limp.

 


The smaller catgirl didn't actually faint or
pass out. Her body just relaxed. She started taking long, slow,
deep breaths, pupils dilating and the delicate pale skin
becoming pink and warm. Her eyes were locked on Angeline's and her
mouth was slightly open, like she wanted to talk but couldn't find
the words.

"Hi. I'm Angeline. What's your name?"

After working her lips for a second, the
Siamese managed to choke out, "Gail. I'm Gail."

Oh, my God. It's working just like he
said it would. She's putty in my hands. Angeline's smile turned
very wicked and she eyed Gail up and down. The blush on the other
catgirl's face got even redder.

"You're cute, Gail. Come with me." Can it
really be this easy? The blonde slipped away from the bar and
waved slightly to her master, then headed for the door. Gail
followed, tongue-tied and confused. They reached the door and
walked out into the cool early evening air. Martin, meanwhile,
stayed at his table, finishing his drink and glancing at his watch
from time to time.

Once they were outside, Angeline headed for
Martin's car, but before they reached it, she pulled Gail into a
doorway and kissed her hard. There was no protest: the pale blue
eyes grew huge in shock, then closed as she sighed into the
kiss.

"You're hot, Gail. You want to come home
with me?"

"I don't... I mean... I never..." Angeline
kissed her again, harder. Her larger body loomed over the
silver-haired girl. When she let her gasp for breath again Gail
just shut her eyes and nodded.

"Good. Come on." She pulled the panting Gail
out of the doorway and walked down the block to Martin's car. She
had the spare remote in her pocket and unlocked the doors with it,
then shoved Gail in the back seat and followed after her.

"What are you..."

"My boyfriend's going to drive. He'll be
here soon."

"Boyfriend? I don't..." Angeline
grabbed the smaller girl and kissed her again, which made her moan
with lust.

"Be quiet, Gail." Her voice was rough with
pleasure. She hadn't kissed a girl for a long time, and she liked
it. The Siamese's mouth clicked shut: her eyes got even bigger, but
then Angeline put her arm around her shoulders and kissed her yet
again. She had to force her tongue between the other girl's lips at
first: her mouth didn't want to open. But once it was they were
soon tasting each other. Subtle chemical signals were forcing more
and more submission into Gail's head and five minutes later, when
Martin nonchalantly slipped into the driver's seat, she didn't even
look up.

"Everything okay, Angeline?"

Lifting her head from Gail's unresisting
form, Angeline replied, "We're fine, ma... Martin. Let's go." She
pawed at Gail's slender body and there was a helpless groan. "She
can't wait."

Smiling rather evilly, Martin started the
car and headed for home. The drive seemed to take longer than
usual, even though there was no traffic once they got out of the
bar area. The moans and sighs and the smell of catgirl musk wafting
from the back seat may have had something to do with it. He had to
fight to keep himself from watching the rear-view mirror instead of
the road. But before long they had pulled into the garage and the
door had shut behind them.

Martin stepped out and opened the door on
Angeline's side. "We're here, Angeline." For a moment his words
didn't register. He didn't appear to mind: he just watched the show
and his smile got broader. Angeline had her hand down Gail's
unzipped jeans, and had pulled up her sweatshirt to reveal lovely
little tits which were currently getting kissed and licked
furiously. Gail's whole body was shaking and from what he could see
her eyes were practically rolled back to the top of her head. What
sounded like a single continuous moan was issuing from her parted
lips. Her tail was caught under her body, but Angeline's was
lashing back and forth sensuously. It was a little mesmerizing.

Eventually he said, "Angeline... we're
here. And we have beds inside." The mention of bed,
or maybe just the louder tone, did the trick. Delicate spotted ears
tracked around and she looked up. "Oh. Sorry, ma... Martin. She,
um, distracted me." Angeline was licking her lips and smiling
almost as wickedly as her master. Her face was shiny from wet
kisses and the other girl's lipstick.

As Angeline's attentions eased Gail came
partway back to reality. Her eyes got very wide at the sight of
Martin looking in the door at them. Then she realized they were in
a building and she gasped in sudden fright.

"Where... what? What's happening?" Angeline
turned back to her and gave her another caress under her panties,
which made her gasp in a very different way and her eyes fell
shut.

"Don't worry, Gail, everything's fine. This
is my boyfriend Martin. We're going to have lots of fun." At
fun she moved her fingers firmly and the other catgirl
moaned helplessly. "Now come on. Follow me and don't be
afraid."

She gingerly removed her hand from Gail's
pants and pulled her sweatshirt down. Looking at Martin again, she
licked her fingers clean with an even naughtier smile than before.
He swallowed and purposefully backed up, as much to resist jumping
in the backseat as to give her room to get out.

Angeline flowed out of the car, dominance
rolling off her, and Gail, after fumbling to pull her pants up,
came hesitantly behind. The basic purpose of her kind, after
thousands of years, finally lived again in her. She was every inch
a Queen. Gail's mouth didn't quite close as she stared at Angeline.
Her nostrils were flared, drinking in the scent of the dominant
catgirl. Her eyes were huge and couldn't seem to focus properly.
They were fixed on Angeline's face.

"That's better," said Martin, swallowing
again. He opened the door to the house and gestured for the girls
to go in. Angeline strolled through the door and Gail followed
along as if in a dream. Martin enjoyed the view: Gail's silvery,
black-tipped tail was limp and swaying over the tight jeans hugging
her slender behind, and Angeline's hips were moving like a
dancer's.

"Angeline, take her up to the bedroom. I'll
be there in a minute." Angeline just nodded and took Gail's hand,
leading her down the corridor toward the stairs. Martin, meanwhile,
headed for the kitchen, where two racks had been set up on the
granite countertop. Each held a flask on a heating grid positioned
over a portable heater. One was similar to the one which had held
the bonding agent he had used on Angeline that very first night,
but the other was much smaller. He turned the heaters on and
checked the settings, and then went after the girls.

When he got to the bedroom, he had to step
over a little knot of clothes in the doorway. Angeline was normally
quite tidy but apparently she'd been in a hurry. He paused after he
stepped inside, eyes wide and evil smile returned.

The girls were both naked. Angeline's
glowing golden skin was flush and a beautiful contrast to Gail's
pale splendor. She was making the smaller girl return the favors
she'd paid in the car: two of Gail's fingers were inside Angeline's
tight little pussy and she was sucking on one of the bigger girl's
breasts mindlessly. For her part, Angeline was sprawled bonelessly
on the bed, her hips moving gently as Gail slid her fingers in and
out. She was sighing lightly, but unlike Gail was completely aware
of reality. When Martin came in she made a happy sound and held out
her arms as if to pull him to her.

"She's wonderful, master." He'd told her she
could use the "proper" term once they were safely inside the house.
Gail didn't seem to care or even notice. "You were right, once
we... ooooh, yes, Gail, a little harder..." The other girl's
arm started to move faster. "Once we got to know each other it was
easy."

"By now she should be ready for anything,"
he said. The power of the Spotted Queen over the other was so
blatant that he barely bothered to be discreet. It was intoxicating
to watch. "Tell her to use her mouth on that sweet little pussy of
yours."

Angeline smiled. "Oh, yes, master."
In a slightly louder voice, she said, "Gail. Lick my clit.
Now."

The other girl slid down Angeline's body
like flowing caramel. In seconds her face was between golden thighs
and she started to lick and kiss. If she had any doubts about why
she was doing it, it wasn't apparent. Angeline hissed with pleasure
and thrust up into the girl's face. "Yeah. Like that. Suck on my
clit. Put your fingers back inside me." Gail reached up without
hesitation and fingered Angeline while applying delicate lips to
her swollen little button.

Martin, meanwhile, had been undressing as
carefully as he could without taking his eyes off the spectacle in
his bed. Angeline let out an extra-loud moan as his hard cock
sprang out of his shorts, and her hands made little grasping
motions.

"Oh, master... she feels so good but I want
you so much..." She was licking her lips at the sight of the naked
man approaching the bed, but he shook his head.

"You remember the plan, Angeline. You'll get
yours later." His voice was rough with lust but there was still a
twinkle in his eye. She sighed in frustration.

"Yes, master. Gail, sit up." After a few
more licks Gail struggled herself upright. Her face was totally
blank. A little line of drool was running down her chin and her
hand kept stroking Angeline in a steady rhythm. "Good girl." To
Martin she said, "I asked her about the stuff you told me to in the
car, master. She's clean."

At his nod she turned her attention back to
Gail. "That's my master over there. Go and use your mouth on him
like you were doing to me. Do a good job or I'll smack you."
Angeline was normally a very polite person. But the hormones were
raging and the knowledge that she wasn't going to get Martin's cock
any time soon put a definite edge in her voice.

Gail blinked and looked like she wanted to
say something through the haze. But Angeline narrowed her eyes and
said, "Now!" The smaller catgirl jumped like she'd been pinched and
floundered out of the bed to kneel at Martin's feet. She had to
rise up on her knees slightly to reach him, but in the blink of an
eye the tip of his cock was in her mouth and she was licking and
sucking so exquisitely he swayed on his heels.

"Oh... yes... that's just perfect...
mmmmm." His head lolled back and he started playing with
Gail's gorgeous silver hair, using it to pull her a little farther
onto him. She was too small and inexperienced to take the thick
shaft all the way down, but her tongue was slipping around
gracefully and when he looked down the expression of mindless bliss
on her lovely face made his cock swell between her lips. Her ears
and tail were utterly relaxed as she concentrated everything on
pleasing him.

Angeline's tail, however, was thrashing
angrily and her ears were back. She couldn't even think of
disobeying her master but she wanted him and she wasn't
going to get him. So her irritation attached itself to Gail.

"Harder, you little sorority slut. He's too
good for you and you better make him feel nice or I'll yank your
tail out by the roots! Spoiled little bitch!" Of its
own volition her hand came down and stroked her slick little pussy
and rubbed her clit. She started to pant with both anger and
lust.

At Angeline's command, Gail started pushing
her mouth further down Martin's length. He moaned at the feeling of
her lips stretched hot and tight around his cock and the pressure
of her sucking. Even she started to choke, she didn't stop trying
to get more, and he had to hold her head back by the hair so she
could breathe.

It wasn't long before Martin said, "If she
keeps this up I'm going to fall over. Gail, get in the bed." She
ignored him completely and kept trying to pull him down her throat.
He was puzzled for a moment. The pleasure made it hard to think.
Then he realized.

"Angeline, she's not bonded... she doesn't
have to... Mmmmogods... do anything I say. Tell her to get
in the bed."

"Get up in this bed and spread your legs,
you little slut. Move!" Angeline's eyes were blazing at Gail's
disregard for Martin's command. Her clit was throbbing and her
pussy was clenching with need. The two fingers slipping into it
were a poor substitute and she took it all out on the hapless
Siamese.

Gail slid her mouth off Martin's cock and
with a twisting leap that was astonishing to see flung herself into
the bed beside Angeline. Her legs opened into practically a full
split, one arching over Angeline's form. Her eyes were staring into
nothingness but her nipples were hard and between her legs she was
shining with moisture.

"That's better, you little brat. She's all
yours, master. Fuck her good!" Angeline's expression was almost
frightening with her passion but she did nothing except rub herself
a little harder. Between the two catgirls the room smelled like an
orgy. Their natural scents were designed to drive human men wild
and they were working perfectly.

Martin took two steps and then jumped into
the bed, if not as gracefully as Gail at least with determination.
He didn't bother with foreplay: he was almost as needy as the two
catgirls and he lowered his body between Gail's thighs and pushed
his cock into the hot, slick little cunt. Gail gasped and started
to shake but didn't move otherwise. Angeline gave her a little
spiteful nudge even as she felt herself starting to climax at the
expression on Martin's face.

"Fuck him... you little cunt... make him
feel good!"

Once again the words burned themselves into
Gail's brain and she wrapped her slender legs around Martin and
fucked him back, meeting him thrust for thrust. Her hands came up
and ran all over his chest, stroking his neck and his face. He let
out a surprised "Aaaaaaaah!" as her pussy clenched on him
like a vise. She was incredibly wet but he could barely move
between her tightness and the desperate grip of her thighs.

Seconds later Martin let out another, louder
roar of pleasure and started to come. Gail didn't seem to notice:
she kept fucking back with everything she had even as a huge jet of
come filled her so full it started to drip with each thrust. He
grabbed her hands and held them down, but she wouldn't stop fucking
him. He couldn't pull loose: she was so light she easily held her
body onto his when he tried to lift up.

"Angeline... get her off me..." Martin's
face was flushed and the powerful orgasm had made him so sensitive
even the beautiful heat of Gail's pussy was starting to
hurt.

Three orgasms had taken a little of
the edge off, but Angeline's voice was still sharp as she lifted
one hand and batted Gail on the shoulder. "Let him go, stupid. He's
done with you." Gail went limp and Martin pulled out of her with a
grimace of overstimulation.

He managed to roll to the side -
fortunately, it was a king-sized bed and he had a place to land
without crushing any catgirls. Between pants he said, "You know...
what to do... Angeline."

"Yes, master!" Angeline wanted
desperately to please him - she was feeling, quite irrationally, a
little insecure. "Gail, you stay in this bed. Don't you move until
I say you can." Then she rolled to the nightstand and opened the
drawer. Inside was what looked like a large eyedropper. She sat up
and applied it to Gail's sopping wet pussy, getting a good sample
of the juices still spilling out of her.

Carefully, she got out of the bed. Before
leaving the room she said, "Gail, you do whatever he tells
you! Lick him clean if he asks!" Martin blinked, but Angeline only
had eyes for the little tube in her hands and walked downstairs
quickly but with a cautious grace.

She knew exactly what to do: it wasn't
complicated and Martin had explained carefully. She uncovered the
flasks, and added half the contents of the tube to each. After
stirring each one with a separate glass rod, she turned the heaters
up. The flasks, which had been warm but not steaming, began to
bubble after a few moments. A small timer was preset on the counter
and she activated it when each flask had started to boil.

Once a minute or so, she stirred each
mixture, careful to use the stirring rods only on a single flask.
After about ten minutes, the timer went off, and she turned the
heaters off. When the flasks stopped bubbling, she covered the
small one loosely. Then she picked up the larger one with a
potholder and just as carefully went back upstairs.

Martin was lying in the bed, eyes closed and
a very satisfied expression on his face. Gail was carefully
cleaning his half-erect cock and his balls with her lips, making
little sucking sounds. He looked up as Angeline entered the room,
depositing the cooling flask on Martin's dresser.

"Oh, good. I was just having her tidy up.
The tongue was still a little rough." He smiled faintly at her.
"She's not as gentle as you."

Angeline smacked Gail's upraised ass, hard.
"You stupid bitch. Did you hurt him?" Gail's rhythm was
disrupted and the Siamese pressed into the bed, cringing.

She hauled back for another blow but Martin
said, "It's all right, Angeline, calm down. She did her best. Not
everybody is as talented as you."

She lowered her hand and her face eased
somewhat, although there was still a spark of anger in her eyes.
"Get away from him, idiot. I'll show you how to do it." Gail
recoiled to a corner of the bed and Angeline slipped between
Martin's thighs. Even with the little bristles on her tongue he
barely felt anything but warmth and moisture as she licked him
delicately clean. She started at the base of his balls and got
every inch right up to the tip of his cock. When she was done it
was hard again and she looked at Gail triumphantly.

"Like that, stupid. That's how you
please a man." Martin looked a little astonished but he laughed and
caressed her hair. She pressed into his hand, purring. "I can do
better than her, master. At anything. You see?"

"Oh, I never doubted it, Angeline. You're
amazing." He ruffled her hair and she beamed up at him.

"Thank you, master. I did everything just
like you said. It should be cool by now."

"Perfect. Tell her to drink it."

Gail, whose eyes had started to become
somewhat alert again but who remained in the bed as if leashed to
it, spoke for the first time in quite a while. "What? Drink..."

Angeline cut her off. "Go to the dresser.
Drink everything in that flask. Be careful. Spill a drop and I'll
beat you." Once again her uncharacteristic ferocity made
Martin's eyes widen but he said nothing as Gail walked gingerly
over to the dresser, picked up the flask, and took a hesitant
swallow.

Just as Angeline had, she found the contents
absolutely irresistible. After the first taste, only the Queen's
admonishment to be careful kept her from pouring the whole thing
down her throat at once. She made little mmmmm's of pleasure
as she drank, licking her lips and even using her finger to get any
trace remaining in the neck of the flask. After using her tongue to
get every last drop, she turned back to the bed and started to talk
in a slow, confused voice.

"Angeline, I don't... what was that? Why did
you make me drink... What are you doooooooooh!" Her voice
ran down as her eyes widened. Her nose flared again, but this time
she was taking in Martin's scent. "Oh... oh God... what's
happening?"

Her tail lashed and her ears came up. The
huge blue eyes were locked on Martin's recumbent form and her mouth
was working soundlessly. She swallowed several times and then, as
if unaware she was doing it, started to walk toward the bed.

Angeline tensed, but Martin said, "It's all
right. That's right, Gail. Come to me. Come to your master."

At the word "master," Gail flinched, but a
heartbeat later she jumped into the bed and began to nuzzle
Martin's chest, inhaling hugely through her nose. She began to kiss
and lick at him. Rough purrs filled the air. Her confusion rapidly
gave way to bliss.

"I don't know..." Kiss, kiss, kiss...
"What happened..." Kiss, kiss... "But I'm so happy..."
Kisskisskiss... "Master!" The word sprang from her lips and
she shuddered at the weight of it. Then she tried to crawl onto him
only to be shoved away by Angeline.

"It's my turn!" Angeline hissed out
the words, but this time, there was a flash of fire from Gail
before she let herself be moved aside. Angeline's dominance was
still intact, but the more powerful master-bonding had given Gail a
certain latitude of action that hadn't been there before.

The blonde catgirl slithered onto Martin
like a snake and gave Gail a possessive glare before sliding his
cock into her tight cunt. "Oooooh... yes, master, I'll show you how
a real slave can please you!" Angeline had never used the
word "slave" of herself before, but it felt very right, and very
hot, on her lips. She arched her back and started to move on him
fluidly.

Martin was still very sensitive and she felt
him tensing. So she eased up and just kissed him gently, barely
moving, holding him with her warm, soft body. He moaned with
pleasure and she rocked on his shaft, letting out her own quiet
sounds and just grazing him with kisses and touches.

Soon she was lost in the feel of his body
and the heat flowing into her from his cock. Gradually she sped up
and without any warning she had a small orgasm. It barely disturbed
her rhythm but the tightening made him grunt and his hands grabbed
her ass and pulled her tight to him. She felt him come inside her,
much more softly than usual, and as almost always happened it
pulled her over the edge again as well. He stiffened and she felt
his jaw tightening under her gentle kisses, so she slowed, stopped
and let him breathe.

"That was amazing, Angeline, but I
need you to get up now. I can't take any more." His eyes were
closed and he was smiling although he was still tense with an
excess of pleasure. She lifted off him gracefully and snuggled to
his side, savoring the feel of his heart beating.

Gail, meanwhile, very stealthily slipped
around and started licking him as she had seen Angeline do. If
anything, her touch was even lighter. He flinched, then let out a
long slow sigh and let the feathery caresses fill him with
warmth.

"You're a good teacher, Angeline..." he said
faintly. She looked down at what Gail was doing and started to
protest, but he pulled his arm around her and held her close. "Let
her. It's just for tonight."

Angeline settled back in and Gail smugly
continued her ministrations. When she was done, she stretched
herself along Martin's other side and he luxuriated in the warmth
and beauty of the bodies pressed against his own.

"This is the life," he said with a faint
chuckle. "Whatever happens, I'll never forget this."

"What do you mean, master?" Angeline's own
voice was sleepy, but she didn't understand and this comment gave
her a little concern.

"Oh, nothing to worry about, pretty kitties.
Although if you two need more, you're going to have to help each
other." His cock was soft and almost an angry pink from all the
attention it had gotten. "I think I need to call it a night."

They both squeezed him tight and purred
drowsily. Apparently even for catgirls, there came a point of
satiation. It must be admitted, however, that later that night
there was a suspicious amount of very quiet squirming under the
sheets.

 


Martin wasn't involved. He slept like a
rock.

 


###

 


At 9 o'clock the next morning, Martin's
cell-phone buzzed. He rolled to the side blearily and squinted at
it. "Up and at 'em, girls." A mound under the sheets started to
wiggle and soon revealed itself to be Angeline and Gail, still
looking about ninety-percent asleep.

Martin looked at them and grinned hugely.
"You have no idea how tempting it is to ignore this. But a deal's a
deal."

Gail just looked sleepily confused, but
Angeline shook her head. "You still haven't told me exactly what it
is we're doing, master."

"No, I haven't. I'm going to introduce Gail
to a friend of mine, and I think she's really going to like him.
That's all you need to know." He winked at her, then pulled himself
out of bed and headed for the bathroom. On his way he said "Both of
you, get dressed. Chop-chop."

Once he was out of the shower and dressed in
a very nice suit (He'd had to fend off Gail first, who had gone a
little wide-eyed, and then a lot horny, when she saw him get out of
bed naked.) he went downstairs and poured the contents of the small
flask into a little bottle. Then he supervised the girls in getting
ready to go. They were dressed, but he made them do their hair and
got Gail as presentable as he could considering that the only
clothes she had were the sweatshirt and jeans from the previous
night. She couldn't even wear panties, as hers were soaked through
and she was too slender for Angeline's.

He just laughed and said, "Try to stay calm
and at least not soak through your jeans, Gail." She blushed a deep
pink, and said nothing. After a last brush at her hair and a quick
inspection he said, "You look great. I have a friend who really,
really likes your type, Gail. We're going to go and meet him."

Her eyes got wide again. "You don't like me,
master?" Her tone was surprised and a little apprehensive. "I love
you!"

"Oh, you've just got a little crush on me,
Gail." He laughed as he got them in his car and buckled up. "It'll
pass. Trust me."

"All... all right, master," was all Gail
could choke out in response to this.

The other catgirl remained silent. I wish
he'd explained more of this to me. Her heart must be breaking if it
feels anything like it did for me... Angeline really didn't
believe her master a cruel man, but this was just bizarre.

"And by the way, don't call me master. My
name's Martin. You remember. That's fine." He laughed again and
winked at her in the rear-view mirror.

"Okay... Martin," came the miserable
reply.

"That goes for you too in public, Angeline.
Don't forget, now." The blonde got her own wink, and then they were
backing out of the driveway.

Angeline could only nod in response. The
rest of the ride passed in silence: Martin drove smoothly into the
city and then to the central train station. When they arrived, he
parked in a pay lot and coaxed the girls out, then headed into the
station with a faint smile on his face and a confident step. In
just a few minutes they reached the main waiting area, which was
busy but not crowded on a quiet Saturday morning.

A tall blonde man in casual if expensive
clothes looked up as they entered and then his eyes found the
catgirls. He scanned both of them, but Gail's elegant form captured
his attention very quickly. Eyes wide, he barely paid any attention
to Martin when the latter picked him out, presumably based on
information they'd exchanged online. They walked over to where the
other man stood in a corner of the vast lobby.

"Kent? I'm Martin. A pleasure to meet you."
Angeline's master held out his hand and the other man shook it
hesitantly. He was even taller than Martin, young, but very
attractive and fit. Angeline would have been thinking naughty
thoughts about him had she met him a few months ago. But as it was
next to her master he looked... undistinguished.

"And these are Angeline..." Martin
introduced them in turn. "... and Gail. Gail's the one I told you
about. She's been looking for a good man and somehow I just know
you two are going to hit it off. Say hello to Kent, Gail."

Being around Angeline still made Gail a
little tongue-tied, but she obeyed Martin with only the barest
hesitation. "Hello, Kent. It's nice to meet you." She gave him a
polite smile as she spoke.

Gail wasn't the only one having trouble
speaking: Kent was running his eyes up and down Gail's
slightly-rumpled sorority sweatshirt, tight jeans, and every other
part of her like he'd never seen a catgirl before. After a moment
Martin broke the silence with a small chuckle.

"I take it you think this might work, Kent?
Maybe get to know each other a little bit, see what happens? All I
do is... introductions. The rest is up to you. What do you
think?"

"Yeah... Yes, yes this is great. Thanks for
introducing us." The other man was well-spoken, with a quiet,
masculine voice that sent a little thrill down Angeline's back,
master or not. He tore his gaze away from the Siamese, who was
looking at the floor and stealing quick peeks at Martin.

"You're welcome. I have a little packet
here, some information about Gail that might make getting to know
each other a little easier, that kind of thing. Do you have the...
fee? That we discussed? Matchmaking's an art. But artists have to
make a living, you know." The self-deprecating smile on Martin's
face masked his confidence in his choice.

"Of course." Kent had recovered a bit,
although he was still obviously fixated on Gail. He reached into a
pocket of his jacket and pulled out a thick envelope and handed it
to Martin. "As agreed."

Martin said, "Hold this, Angeline, there's a
good girl." He handed it to her and she took it with a look of
confusion. Then he reached into his jacket and pulled out an
envelope of his own. This one was even thicker and manila, sealed
with a little brass clip. Angeline could have sworn she heard
liquid gurgling inside it. The little bottle?

"Well, that's all in order then. I hope you
two work out, she's really a very sweet girl. Gail, thanks for
giving Kent here a chance. Trust me, you're going to love him."

Then he leaned over and whispered in Gail's
ear. Angeline was less than three feet away and could hear it
plainly.

"Gail, go with Kent. Do whatever he says, as
if he were speaking in my voice. He has a little bottle in that
envelope. When you get where you're going, he's going to give it to
you and you're going to drink it. Drink every drop. Then just
relax. Understood?"

The Siamese was nodding blankly. "Yes,
Martin," was all she said. Then she turned to Kent and smiled
hesitantly. He swallowed, then reached out and took her hand. The
silver-haired beauty looked a little forlorn, but followed the
other man readily enough. He nodded once more to Angeline's master,
and with a hungry little smile turned and left.

Martin took the envelope from Angeline,
tucked it into the breast pocket of his jacket and stood there
looking at Angeline with a pleased smile on his face. As they
walked back toward the car he said in a quiet voice, "And at long
last, the Breeders' plan is realized. Find a catgirl. Find a man
who wants a catgirl. Agree on a fair price. Give him the catgirl.
They both live happily ever after."

"So that's it?" She was stunned. She
missed a step and had to hurry to keep up. "You can just... give
her away like that? You can make another man her master? Just like
that?"

He looked surprised. "Of course the bond is
transferrable. Otherwise you'd be stuck with a catgirl for the rest
of her life. And if they were separated, eventually the catgirl
would die. Bonded catgirls kept from their masters just sort of...
wither away."

She shuddered, both at the thought of being
kept away from him and of the fate which awaited her if she were.
He was quiet as they walked back to the car. When they were both
inside - her in the front seat next to him this time - he turned to
her before starting the engine.

"There's a releasing agent. That's what's in
the bottle. Basically it resets the bonding centers. Give it to a
catgirl and the next man she has sex with, she'll bond to." He
smiled. "Easy as pie. I told you, they thought of
everything."

"Would it... would it free her? If she
didn't have sex?" She didn't want to be free. Do I? NO! I don't!
Master's the best thing that ever happened to me. But some old
echo in her brain stirred itself deep, deep down, renewed by
dreadful hope. She tried to ignore it and largely succeeded. But
still...

"No." He patted her on the head and she
pressed into his caress. It was very comforting. "It sort of puts
her into heat looking for a new master. Gail will go with Kent
because I told her to. He'll give her the releaser and she'll go
into heat, he'll fuck her, she'll belong to him. The only way you
could stop her would be to lock her in a box. Sort of drastic for a
temporary release from bondage."

"Yes, master. It sounds like it." Another
shiver ran through her.

"And, not that we'll need to worry about
this soon with any luck, that's also what happens if a catgirl's
master dies. I think." His eyes clouded as they always did when he
recalled his nameless friend. "He wasn't sure. But as best he could
follow there's enough magic in the bond that if the master dies,
the catgirl seeks out a new one. All of the bonded girls of the
Breeders seemed to go with the mercenaries readily enough."

Angeline considered this and a horrible
thought occurred to her. "What if nobody wanted her? What if she
was old or sick or just lost somewhere?"

He looked at her with a sad, "What are
you going to do?" expression. "Remember, Angeline, catgirls
were bred to be slaves. Livestock. And in ancient times slaves and
livestock lived or died at the whim of the free. I don't think they
really cared much what happened in that case."

Before she could say anything he put his
arms around her and hugged her tight. The warmth of his body
started to melt the sick feeling out of her even before he spoke.
"That was then and this is now. I won't let that happen to you.
Never fear."

She pressed against him, graceful even in
the seat belt, and took a deep breath, filling her mind with his
scent. "I know, master. I know."

He laughed once more and the feeling of it
bubbled up and down her. "The bottle has a note claiming it's a
special alchemical liqueur mixture that will help her open up to
him. Which is very true, if misleading. It says she has to drink it
all, she has instructions to drink it all, and even if he tried to
have it analyzed, it would be useless, because it only works on an
already-bonded catgirl. So there's no chance anybody will ever
figure out what happened." He gave her a pleased squeeze before
continuing.

"And mind you, I looked into Kent quite
closely online. Never you mind how we encountered each other..." He
chuckled. "Well, that sounds pretty ominous. Truth is I searched
some upscale dating websites for men looking for catgirls and sent
him an email offering matchmaking services. I don't really need the
money, but it made sure he was serious. And it gave me an excuse to
run a background check on him. He really, really likes catgirls and
he's a nice man who makes a lot of money. Gail will have a very
good life."

He released her and turned to start the car.
"Not as good as yours, mind you. But good."

Greatly reassured, Angeline smiled at him
and gave him a peck on the cheek before sitting up straight and
quiet for the ride home.

 


###

 


Months passed. Angeline and Martin hunted,
made their captures, passed along their catch. She thought that he
had probably made arrangements in advance for some of them,
although she never knew if it was the buyer or the catgirl or both
which were more than random opportunities. He continued to be kind
to her, to praise her for her clever stalking and irresistible
strikes. She saw every single catgirl go through the fear and
confusion and then into love and desire and happiness. Once or
twice a man who'd already had an "introduction" acted as a
reference and she saw them with their catgirls again. They never
spoke, or at least not much, but she could feel the contentment
rolling off of them. Somewhere down inside she still wondered if
what she did was wrong but with every happy exchange she accepted
more deeply that this was how things were always meant to be.

When they weren't hunting - which they took
care to spread out, even traveling from city to city - he worked
and thought and planned. She always had the need in the corner of
her mind. But when he spoke kindly to her and bade her give him
peace while he searched on the Internet or did experiments, she
found it was simple enough to obey and her mind was eased. He
encouraged her to go back to school and she did. She also found
that though her baser urges were more powerful than she ever
imagined they could be, when he told her to go to class, and to
study, it was easier than it had ever been because it was for
him. Her former freedom eventually began to seem a distant
memory, no more real than an especially enigmatic dream.

 


Then one night, she felt him stir as they
lay naked, sleeping off a particularly energetic evening.

 


Martin sat up in bed. "Do you smell
something, Angeline?"

She muzzily sat up as well. "No, master.
Just you."

He nodded. "I smell limes and bitter anise.
So sharp it woke me up. That can only mean one thing." He stood
slowly and carefully, put on his robe and walked to the bedroom
door. He shouted into the hall as Angeline looked on,
mystified.

"I KNOW YOU'RE HERE. WE ARE COMING OUT. WE
ARE NOT ARMED. WE WANT TO TALK. WE WILL MEET YOU IN THE LIVING
ROOM."

He looked at her with an unreadable
expression. "Come with me, Angeline. Move slowly and carefully. We
have company."

Angeline was stunned. "Who is it,
master?"

"Come along and see." He turned and walked
steadily out of the room, heading for the stairs. He kept his hands
slightly raised. She followed, light-footed and silent but not
trying to sneak. Her tail was swishing erratically and her ears
twitched, straining at the quiet. She heard nothing. She smelled
nothing.

They went down the stairs and into the
living room, where a tall, hard-looking man and a slender
knife-sharp woman stood. Both were dressed in clothes so black even
Angeline found it hard to see them in the dim light coming from the
stairwell. The catgirl's jaw dropped: they had no scent she could
detect. Martin merely smiled and nodded. "Good evening. Glad to see
you finally made it."

The alchemist walked slowly across the room,
not getting close to them, and sat in a chair. "I know your attack
dog there won't sit, but will you please do me the honor, ma'am? We
might as well be comfortable."

For a moment she just glared, but then she
sat lightly on a chair facing him, its back to a wall. The man, who
was carrying a small but vicious-looking gun of some kind as well
as knives in several places, watched him carefully, eyes flickering
to Angeline until she sat at his feet.

"May I have the privilege of knowing who my
visitors are?" He was being casual and friendly but Angeline could
hear the stress in the familiar voice.

"You know who we are," said the woman in a
whisper that barely carried across the room.

"Yes, but I was trying to be polite. You're
obviously a Sisterhood assassin and he's your bonded boytoy."

The woman's face tightened but she did not
rise to the bait. The man grunted.

"You're also obviously here to kill me and
keep the secret of the catgirls safe. I'm guessing you have some
sort of monitoring system that watches for bonded catgirls somehow.
I assumed that you did. Or maybe you just got wind of my little
matchmaking service. Anyway, you know the truth. You would
have been watching one way or another. You traced the bonded girls
back to me, and now you're here to wipe me out. Just like you did
the Breeders."

"And is there a reason we should not?"

"Well, I'd quite like to live, but I
suspect that's not what you mean. There is one thing, though.
Actually two things. Let me see... you're a witch, and an
assassin to boot. I'm just an alchemist. This close you could reach
out and stop my heart with the right combination of words. Not to
mention what your bully-boy there could do to me if I could
magically counter you." He smiled another one of those unnerving
smiles. It was wide and sharp but did not reach his eyes. His tone
was suddenly as contemptuous as any man not already condemned had
ever dared use to her.

"But did you really think I didn't expect
this visit? Have you not at least figured out by now that I
did? Do you really not have any idea how long I've been waiting for
this day?" He paused, but she did not respond. "How dumb do you
think I am? You killed my friend for learning something you
didn't care for the world to know. What would you do to keep
this secret safe? What wouldn't you do?"

She just stared at him, leaving a silence
she knew from experience people would try to fill. If for no other
reason than if they were talking, they weren't yet dead.

"So. The two things. The first thing is...
there's a little bit of alchemy in magic and a little bit of magic
in alchemy. The magic part in this alchemy is that when you entered
my home uninvited, you activated a very complex alchemical reaction
which I assure you is as beyond your ability to counteract as your
magic is beyond mine. Part of it generated the scent that told me I
had unexpected company. Care to guess what else it does?"

Still there was no response.

"Right. Another thing it does is make
high-speed combustion impossible anywhere nearby. That extremely
intimidating firearm he's waving around as well as the others I
assume you both have are now nothing more than inefficient clubs."
He noted with pride that the other man's hands had tightened
slightly on the gun, as if to deny its loss of potence. He took a
breath and his demeanor became much harsher.

"But what it mainly does is
blow right the fuck up if you try to leave this
building without my permission! Or if I die or become unconscious
once it's been activated. Or if I make a particular alchemical
symbol with my hands. It's not a complicated symbol." His
sudden fierceness didn't phase the witch, at least obviously. But
he was pleased to see the myrmidon blanch. Backup for an attack on
easy meat was one thing. Fiery death in an alchemical explosion was
quite another. Angeline gasped, but otherwise kept silent at his
feet.

"It'll kill anything short of a demigod
caught in the blast radius. You look like bad juju, lady, but I
doubt you're that mean."

Her eyes narrowed, and he counted that as a
point. But still she was silent.

"'Aha,' I hear you think, clear over here.
'He'll die too, so even if he kills me, my mission will be a
success.'" Now he was openly smirking. "Maybe it'll get me and
maybe it won't. Amazing things you can do with sympathetic
alchemies if you know what reaction is going to take place. If it
doesn't, your Sisterhood will think I'm ashes and I can get up to
all sorts of mischief before they find out different. But even if
it does, your mission still won't be a success. Because of the
second thing." Now it was his turn to just sit and stare.

Eventually she lost patience with his
charade. No one could stand before the will of the Sisterhood. If
she got blown up, so be it.

"What is the second thing? Speak
quickly."

The smirk turned into what almost might be
considered a sympathetic smile. "I know you Puritan types don't
like the Internet, but I'm sure you're vaguely aware of how it
functions. Decentralized. Multiple paths to route messages,
distributed locations for information storage." She nodded sharply.
"Oh, good. See, here's the thing. There are an undetermined - at
least by anybody but me - number of deadman messages located on an
undetermined number of servers which have to be constantly told
not to post themselves in an undetermined but I assure you
very large number of public places. Those messages contain
the true origin and history of catgirls - including everything you
murderous bitches have done regarding them - and the instructions
for preparing the bonding and releasing agents. If I don't reset
their countdowns on a regular basis, they will automatically be
published."

He felt extremely gratified by the fact that
she took in a short sharp breath as she got the point of his little
speech. They had assumed, he was sure, that either he would die to
protect the secret or he would try to sell it. Not that he would
risk its being generally known. "So, kill me if you want. Or try,
anyway. But to tell you the truth, I kind of like being the only
person who knows how this works. It gives me an unbeatable
advantage in the hunt, so to speak. I don't see any reason to make
it public." He gave her a meaningful look.

"But if something happens to me every man in
the world will know how to bind a catgirl into the perfect love
slave... and how to breed as many more as might be desired. At that
point human women had better either get a lot more accommodating or
get used to being nothing but broodmares."

"Blasphemous wretch!" she hissed.
"Women are superior beings!"

He shrugged. "Could be. If that's the case
then I don't see why you care about what men get up to in the first
place."

Her face was showing more emotion now, none
of it good. "You can't stay in here forever. We will take you and
we will force you to tell us how to remove those messages. Why not
tell us now and save yourself pain? We can be very persuasive."

Another shrug. "I'm sure you can. But make
two mistakes in a row on the cancellation command, and they go out
automatically. How sure are you I can't tell you two lies in
a row? How sure are you torture won't activate another of my
clever little alchemies?"

"Your death would be whispered about for a
thousand years."

He actually chuckled. "All you people know
how to do is threaten and bully and murder. If you're going to kill
me, you're going to kill me. The only way I can prevent you is
making it better for you for me to be alive and free than
imprisoned or dead." He looked down at Angeline. She rubbed her
face on his leg and purred. "It was worth it. And it'll be even
more worth it to watch what happens when those messages spread,
even if I have to do it from Hell."

A choking sound was vaguely audible from the
witch's direction. When it subsided she hissed, "You haven't heard
the last of this."

"I know. You'll probably get me anyway. But
in the meantime, if I were you, I'd assign me some discreet
bodyguards."

"What?"

The nasty smile was back. "If I get mugged
and killed or run over by a bus or anything else happens to me,
poof goes the world as you know it. You should probably ask
You-Know-Who to look after me. Otherwise Her followers are in for a
really bad rest of forever."

As this hit home the witch had to clamp her
lips shut to stop herself speaking the words that would make his
brains boil out of his head. When she had her temper reined in
again, she spoke.

"You won't live forever. What happens when
you die?"

Yet another shrug. "The messages go out. But
maybe by then all the servers will have gone offline and I won't
have bothered to set up new messages. Or maybe you'll figure out a
way around me by then. I should have quite a few years left.
Especially if you work hard to keep me safe." The mockery in
his tone made it necessary for her to clamp her mouth shut
again.

When she could open it, she said, "We will
leave you alone. You will stop this indecent traffic in
catgirls."

"Don't think so." She took another sharp
breath but he interrupted her. "You touch one of my customers, or
one of their catgirls, and out go the messages. I'll keep it quiet,
I'll keep it very, very quiet. And I will not convert large numbers
of them. But this is for my friend. For the Breeders. For everyone
you've killed to keep your damn secrets." His eyes were almost as
vicious as her own. "Every time I put a catgirl where she belongs,
it will be a little spit right in your faces. And it's been far too
long since anybody dared. You need to get used to it."

Her mouth opened to speak the words that
would send him to Perdition... and then a lifetime of training
forced it closed again. As she fought to maintain control he went
on.

"So. That's that, then. You leave me alone.
I keep the secret. Indefinite stalemate. Probably not what you were
expecting but you can't win them all. Now unless I can interest you
in some coffee, you should probably get going."

The woman rose from her chair so gracefully
that she almost seemed to float. She nodded to the man behind her
and he preceded her out of the room. As she reached the hallway
that led to the front door, she turned back to the alchemist.

"We'll be back." Her voice was a poison
needle, quiet and deadly.

"I'll be waiting." His voice was a
laughing silver blade. Angeline thrilled to hear the power and
defiance in it.

Then they were gone.

 


###

 


Angeline and her master sat quietly in the
dim room for several minutes. She pressed her body against his leg
and tried to calm herself. The day they'd met, he'd told her that
the Sisters of Temperance had killed his friend, that they were a
murderous conspiracy of shadows, but she'd never entirely believed
it. Until now. She was shaking, but his body was solid as a
rock.

Finally he spoke. "Well, that went better
than I expected." He sounded amused, but her sharp ears could hear
the tiniest quaking relief in his voice.

She looked up at him in astonishment. "But
you planned it all so well. What did you think would happen?"

"That they wouldn't stop to talk, they'd
just act. Or that she'd lose control and kill me. They aren't
subtle."

Her jaw fell open. "You thought they'd just
kill us? And you didn't do anything to stop them?"

He smiled down at her fondly. "I thought
they'd probably let you live, knowing you'd waste away without me
or go crazy looking for a new master. You might know the truth, but
you don't know the formulas, and who would listen to a deranged
catgirl? Technically you are female, and that way they
wouldn't have your blood on their hands. Never mind that killing
you would be a kindness. They aren't called the Sisters of Mercy,
you know."

An odd look crossed his face. "That'd be a
good name for a band, wouldn't it?" Then he shook his head. "Never
mind. And I did do something to stop them. Everything I said
to her was the absolute truth. If they'd tried to kill me, or tried
to take you, they'd have been incinerated and the secret would have
been out."

"You would have killed them and blown
yourself up if they tried to take me?" Her astonishment kept
growing. "What if you'd been killed in the explosion?" She couldn't
even imagine him dying. Her mind simply wouldn't allow the image to
form.

"Oh, I don't know about that." Now he looked
smug. "Like I told her, amazing things you can do if you know what
to expect. And I suspect you would have been fine as well. Might
have singed that pretty hair of yours, which is reason enough to
kill them." He ruffled her wavy blonde curls, then his face grew
serious.

"Besides, you're mine." The rough
catch in his voice went straight to her heart. And lower as well.
"I'm sure you've heard the expression, 'Over my dead body.' They've
taken enough from me. From everyone. No more. And not you.
Not ever."

She squeezed his leg so hard he grunted.
"Oh, master. Thank you."

"Thank me for what?"

Her eyes were locked adoringly on his face.
"For making me yours. For fighting for me. For being
you."

"You're welcome. And it's not like I don't
get anything out of the deal." He stroked her head again, nails
scratching lightly, and she purred helplessly. Waves of delight
flowed over her. "I don't know about you, but I don't feel like
going back to sleep. Although going back to bed is a fine
idea."

She stood more gracefully than the
Sisterhood assassin could ever have dreamed of moving. "Oh,
yes, master! Please!" The heat between her legs grew to a
throbbing ache and she looked at him with naked desire.

Rising, he took her in his arms and pressed
her close. She squirmed and stroked her face against his chest. The
smell of him filled her, as it always did, and she quivered with
her need. Then he took her hand and led her toward the stairs.

"I read somewhere that there's nothing like
almost dying to make a person horny. Damned if it isn't true. I'm
going to fuck the spots right off you, kitty." His words sent
another pulse through her and she almost stumbled as he pulled her
up the first step. Then she hurried to keep up.

Before she knew it they were in the bedroom,
and quicker than that, he had thrown her on the bed to land in a
jumbled heap. His robe flew to the floor and he pounced on her with
a growl of triumph.

"Try to scare me, will they? Try to take my
pretty kitty?" He kissed and bit at her, his triumph surging
through him. "I don't think so!" She was trying to kiss back
but his savage affection was making it hard for her to think. Soon
she was just making mewling noises of need and desire and
struggling to get her legs wrapped around him so he would
fuck her already!

With one strong thrust he gave her what she
wished for and the adrenalin mixed with the lust sent an orgasm
through her, just like that. She screamed and clawed his back as
the waves surged over her. He shouted in pain but kept thrusting,
yanking her hands around and pinning them to the bed. Being
restrained sent her over the edge again. Her body was lithe and
strong but he outweighed her and outmuscled her and all she could
do was writhe, helpless, as he took her hard.

If she could have thought, she would have
expected him to come very quickly: he was so hard it was stretching
her out and the feeling of fullness was making the orgasms
jaw-clenchingly powerful. But after a minute he just laughed his
special evil laugh that sent shivers through her whole body and
said, "Oh, no you don't. Not that fast, not this time." Then he
pulled out and she hisssssed in frustration.

Strong hands rolled her over on her belly
and she instinctively pushed up, her perfect ass canted obscenely
and her tail lashing like fury. He'd never taken her from behind
before and when his hands grabbed her hips and pulled her back she
yowled like a real cat in heat. His cock speared her and she
thought she could feel it in her belly. In her throat. Then
the thrusting started again, harder, and she could do nothing but
wail.

 


Thrust. Oh, God...

 


Thrust. Oh, God!

 


Thrust. OH, GOD!

 


Then there were no more words at all, only
grunts as he pulled her onto him with each thrust and her answering
moans and gasps and other animal sounds. With each impact she felt
another wave go through her. She had wanted him, had needed him,
since the moment he had bonded her, but he had never claimed
her like this and it called to things deep inside her. His fingers
felt like iron bands around her waist. Her body was shaking and
struggling to keep the rhythm of his thrusts.

After what felt like hours and just a few
heartbeats all at the same time he roared with pleasure and
she felt his dick swell inside her. She was already so far gone it
could only add a glow to the heat filling her. He pulled her back
harder than ever and the tip of his cock pressed into her, deep, so
deep, so hard... she screamed with all the breath she had left and
went limp as the flow of his seed seemed to go on forever.

Eventually, he slipped out with a groan of
overheated pleasure and slowly slid down onto the bed beside her.
Then the scent of his passion hit her and without conscious thought
her body moved around and she began to lick at him delicately. The
need had never been this strong before.

He moaned and his hips twitched but so
gentle was her small pink tongue that he settled down and let her
work. The taste of their juices was more alluring than ever and she
felt her love for him grow even stronger. She licked in time with
the beating of his heart. His barely softened member pulsed with
each tiny kiss. Every little gasp he made made her head swim with
passion. With submission. When every inch of him was pink and
glowing and spotless she dragged herself up his body and collapsed
against him.

"Oh... master..." She still barely had
breath to speak. She kissed at the side of his chest weakly.

"Yes, my Angeline," he whispered. "Mine you
are and mine you will stay. Though Hell should bar the way." With
some last reserve of strength he put his arm around her and pulled
her crushingly tight. She gasped and felt tears of joy slip from
her eyes.

He turned his head to look at her. "They
will be back, you know. They may very well decide to kill us and
take their chances."

She snuggled tighter. "I'm not afraid,
master. Not while I have you."

Somehow he found the breath to laugh. "Then
let them come. Before all I had was vengeance and I found a way to
beat them. Now I have love, and they haven't got a chance."

The tears flowed harder and hotter. "Do you
love me, master? Really? I've loved you since the night I found
you. But I..." She stopped, words failing.

Another spine-crackling squeeze. "I think I
did too, kitty. It just took almost dying to make me realize
it."

 


Then there were no more words. Only soft
breaths and sighs and silence.

 


And then sleep.

 


 


 


 


 


The end... of this story.
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