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Chapter 1: The Celestial Throne
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The scent of century-old whiskey was lost to the dizzying heat of two naked women, pressed against each other on a massive leather bed.

At an altitude of eleven thousand meters, the world beyond the armored glass of the Boeing vanished in flashes of lightning, leaving them alone with a wild, triumphant rhythm. Lightning, like a blinding strobe light, pulled from the darkness the wet glint of shoulders, long intertwined legs, and lips crushed against lips in a greedy, deep, frenzied kiss. Thin, strong fingers buried themselves in hair scattered across the pillows, winding strands around a fist and fixing every moment of this pure electricity before falling into a shared abyss.

Victoria pressed Maya to her with the full weight of her body, pinning her exactly where she wanted. The Mistress’s fingers slid down her wife’s spine slowly, vertebra by vertebra, as if reading every single cell. Maya’s skin responded with instant warmth, and the platinum collar remained a relentless reminder of who owned whom here. The snowy blonde ran her palm along the inner side of the thigh, rising higher, and stopped exactly at the border where her wife’s body was already trembling from the tension of anticipation. Every movement was a command written into the flesh.

She leaned lower, and her hot breath touched the girl’s ear first, then her lips. She kissed her as if marking territory; her teeth closed slightly on the lobe, holding it while her tongue traced the contour. The supple brunette beneath her arched exactly as required, exposing her neck completely.

The woman flipped her wife onto her back with one confident movement, and her knee lay between her wife's legs, pressing, holding, not giving a millimeter of freedom. Victoria’s fingers traced the collarbones, descended toward her cleavage, and circled each breast slowly, as if drawing her own name on the skin.

Each circle of her palm was heavier than the last. Her submissive beauty held her hands above her head not because she wanted to break free, but because she knew: this is what the Mistress demands.

"Look at me," Victoria said low, almost soundlessly, but every word landed directly in her beloved’s mind. "Do not look away. You belong only to these hands."

Maya opened her eyes wider, and the dominant’s steel-blue eyes filled her entire field of vision. Then the Mistress lowered herself, her lips touching the inner side of her wife’s wrist, then slowly moving up the arm, leaving a chain of wet tracks behind. When Victoria’s mouth reached the inner side of the elbow, she lingered, biting the skin just enough to leave a faint tooth mark—a mark that would still be visible tomorrow under the silk of a blouse.

Maya’s body responded to every touch with the precision that her spouse had instilled in her over their year of life together. The Mistress ran her palm over the belly, lower, and stopped where the skin became especially sensitive. Now her fingers moved in circles—slowly, then faster, then slowly again, building wave after wave. Closing her eyes, the girl exhaled submissively through her teeth, but did not make a sound beyond what was permitted. Only her body spoke for her: the thigh muscles tightened, her back arched, following the rhythm set by the elder spouse.

The Mistress did not stop, increasing the pressure exactly when Maya’s body was almost reaching the edge, and lowering it again, forcing her to wait. Again and again. Five times. Ten. Until the air in the cabin became thick with their shared breath. Only when the brunette could no longer hold back the trembling in her legs did Victoria allow the wave to cover her completely. Pressing her whole body close, lips right at her wife’s ear, she whispered:

"Come for me. Now."

The girl’s body obeyed instantly, and a wave of release passed through her in a long, lingering spasm, from her toes to the roots of her hair. Victoria held her through this entire endless second, not letting go for a moment, absorbing every muscle contraction, every bit of heat that radiated into her own palm.

As soon as the last tremors subsided, the snowy blonde sharply pulled Maya up by the collar chain. The gleaming platinum ring pressed against her throat with cold metal, and the Mistress’s fingers closed on her wife’s jaw, turning the girl's face directly toward her own. Blue eyes met green, and in that moment nothing remained but the voice striking directly into the subconscious of the girl lying beneath her:

"You are my property. Feel this platinum on your throat. No matter who touches you in Tokyo, no matter whose hands squeeze your skin—you will feel only my fingers. You will hear only my voice. You obey only me, even if your body responds to a stranger’s touch. You will return to me. You always return to your Mistress."

Victoria stared intensely. In Maya’s head, clear and hot like a vow, the words flashed: beloved, my goddess, I am all yours... I am all yours...

The Mistress spoke slowly, clearly, stamping each word directly into those wide-open emerald eyes:

"Yes. My voice is law for you. You are my weapon. You are my flesh."

She slightly squeezed Maya’s jaw with her hand, not allowing her to blink.

"Repeat it. Now. Out loud. Looking me in the eyes. So that every word becomes part of your blood. Repeat who you belong to."

Maya looked directly into her Goddess’s eyes and said, in a steady voice:

"Your voice is my law. I am your weapon. I am your flesh."

Victoria let go of the chain. Her gaze became cold again: the true CEO of the Stone Empire. She took a long black silk robe from the back of the chair and wrapped herself in it with one movement.

"To the shower."

The spacious cabin in the tail of the plane filled with thick foam scented with citrus. The hot water in the deep tub accepted their bodies. Maya leaned her head back against the soft rim, blissfully relaxed. Her spouse slowly ran a sponge over her shoulder, acting with the methodical precision of a predator preparing its prey for a long hunt.

Maya touched the lock on the collar with her fingers.

"This key..." she began first.

The sponge stopped on her collarbone.

"The gold duplicate is, essentially, a declaration of war," Victoria replied. "In Japan, they love symbolism. The one who sent it already holds our Parisian 'Poison' in their hands. The very archive that could destroy the Stone Empire in twenty-four hours. A collection of compromising materials, my dear wife."

She lowered her hand into the water, feeling for the mechanism on her wife’s neck.

"Paul rebuilt it before the flight. Initially, it was just a collar, a jewelry masterpiece. Now, however—a passive biometric scanner, a presence sensor, and an audio recorder are built into the platinum. We are flying into Tokyo blind, Maya, and the Enemy will likely want to get close to us. We will give them that opportunity."

The foam swayed right at her chin.

"The moment stranger's fingers touch the lock or bring their own key near it, the scanner will activate. Your collar could become our weapon."

The Mistress pulled the girl toward her, forcing her to lie on her chest. Water splashed over the sides.

"You will have to play a role. Let them believe they can get close enough. But every word that I hammered into you on that bed will remain inside. Your body is part of the plan. Your will is my main asset. I suspect someone, and some adventures await us in Tokyo. Upon arrival, we’ll figure it out as we get closer to the matter."

Relaxed after her orgasm, the girl pressed her cheek to the Mistress’s wet shoulder.

"I will go through this. Your will already lives inside me, my love."

The landing gear touched the concrete runway of Narita. The plane slowly rolled toward a private terminal, where the shadow of a new game was already waiting.
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Chapter 2: The Narita Trap
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Something is wrong. Too quiet. Where is the press? Where are the lawyers?

Maya swallowed, adjusting the high collar of her dress; the platinum of her collar felt like a piece of ice against her skin under the breath of the breeze. The Boeing hadn't even come to a full stop yet, and the sticky premonition of disaster had already filled the master cabin, displacing the remnants of the whiskey and the recent passion.

She looked at Victoria.

The woman was looking thoughtfully out the window—straight, motionless, with that special quality of silence that people hold before making an irreversible decision. Her dark blue coat was pulled tight across her shoulders. Her ashen blonde hair seemed almost white in the harsh light of the runway. Victoria Stone looked at the concrete of Narita as if she had already calculated everything that would happen in the next hour, and none of the versions satisfied her.

Four guards in black suits, Stone’s personal security, prepared to clear the path—but at the very edge of the hatch, a dead end awaited them.

Two dozen people in Narita security uniforms lined up in a living wall right at the ramp. They occupied the entire space, turning the exit from the plane into a narrow bottleneck.

"Miss Stone may proceed," the officer blocked the path of the head of the security group. "Your men must remain on board. Serial number verification for weapons. Half an hour. Airport management orders."

Victoria turned slowly. That same icy fury flashed in her blue eyes—the kind that forced competitors in Manhattan to change their phone numbers.

"Half an hour? My schedule is timed to the second."

"Security is Narita's priority, Miss Stone," the Japanese man didn't even blink.

The Ice Queen shot a quick glance at her men—ordering them to freeze without a single word. At a closed airfield in a foreign country, any attempt at a forced breakthrough would instantly turn her into a criminal.

"Wait here. And don't you dare hand over your pieces."

She stepped onto the concrete, and Maya followed her; in this step—following her wife, without security, in a foreign airport—there was the feeling of a leap into the dark. Every strike of Victoria’s stilettos against the surface sounded like a countdown in this abnormal silence.

They were led through endless corridors flooded with deathly white light. Instead of a VIP terminal—an empty jet bridge leading deep into the administrative building. At the end of the path, a hall opened with a view of the rain-soaked runway.

Takeshi was waiting for them in the very center of the empty hall. He sat in a low modernist chair, one leg crossed over the other, slowly bringing a tiny porcelain cup to his lips. His gray suit blended perfectly with the color of the Tokyo sky beyond the glass, making his figure almost transparent.

"Rain in Tokyo brings money, Miss Stone. Or purification."

He set the cup on a lacquered table with a quiet, dry click, but still did not rise, forcing Victoria Stone herself to close the distance. An Oxford accent, an ageless face—eyes in which absolutely nothing was reflected. Absolute emptiness—and only at the very bottom of that emptiness did Maya catch a cold, predatory glint, like the lens of a sniper scope in deep shadow.

"Takeshi?" Victoria froze three meters away, without removing her gloves. "Where are my lawyers? Why was the security blocked on board?"

"Your lawyers are very busy right now. Discussing new amendments to the national technology protection law with the government. And the security... they'd better rest after the flight."

Takeshi smiled only with the corners of his lips. His gaze slid over Maya—lingering on her neck, on the platinum collar.

He’s looking at me like an item in a catalog that he was promised as a gift. He’s enjoying the fact that Victoria can’t do anything right now.

Maya endured that gaze. She didn't look away—she only raised her chin a little higher. Victoria wasn't looking at her at that moment, but with her back, her peripheral vision, every sharpened receptor—she felt her nearby. Firm. Steady. Hers.

"The merger?" Victoria stepped forward, invading Takeshi’s personal space. "You’re bluffing. Saito Dynamics needs my billions to avoid being delisted. If I’m not in the hotel in an hour—there will be no deal. I will arrange such a takeover that only kanji characters on the ashes of your empire will remain."

Takeshi precisely placed his cup on the table.

"That is exactly why we are going to Kyoto. So that you realize the scale of your delusions. The limousine is waiting below. Your luggage has already been transferred."

Takeshi’s guards closed the circle. Victoria turned to Maya—for a second, no longer. In that look, the girl read something she had never seen before: a moment of sharp, almost physical bewilderment. The trap had snapped shut. They were cut off from protection, from communication, from their familiar world.

She’s afraid for us. For the first time—she doesn't control the situation. That means I must hold on. I can't show how my knees are trembling.

The younger wife answered with a barely noticeable nod, keeping her back perfectly straight. Victoria read this—and something in her face softened for a fraction of a second. That is how a person softens when they find a wall in the dark to lean on.

Takeshi rose—smoothly, in dead silence, like an uncoiling spring. Without waiting for an answer, he moved toward the exit, gesturing for the guards to close the ring around the women. He walked forward with icy confidence: behind his back, Victoria Stone simply had no other routes left.

In the underground bay, a Century awaited them—coal-black, monumental, looking like an armored sarcophagus. The doors were opened for them, and the women settled into the back. As soon as the door cut off the noise of the terminal, Victoria squeezed the girl’s palm.

"They’ve cut us off from our security. This hardly resembles negotiations, Maya. More like—being escorted," she said quietly. "Saito Dynamics is the key to all of Asia. This merger was supposed to be our coronation. And now they are trying to turn it into our scaffold. We’ll see."

Victoria turned to her wife. Close—so close that the brunette’s emerald eyes flared when she felt the scent of her perfume through the smell of rain that had drifted into the car from the street. Bergamot and sandalwood. Home.

"They think the 'Paris Archive' gives them the right to this farce. You’ll learn the details later, my dear."

The billionaire’s hand slid to Maya’s neck—clasping the platinum collar from the outside, her thumb resting against the pulse. This gesture existed in two languages at once: in the language of threat that they demonstrated to others, and in the language that was theirs alone.

"But they were mistaken." Her voice dropped to a whisper, sharp and absolutely confident. "We will take this company, Maya. I will rip the right to exist from them. Those behind this haven't realized yet that they’ve invited their own destruction into their home. Fear nothing, my dear."

Maya covered her hand with her own. Their fingers intertwined—tightly, without extra words.

The Century sped along the wet highway, cutting through the neon lights of Tokyo. The rain outside the window turned into a solid gray wall, hiding the road to Kyoto. In the girl’s palm, the heavy, steady rhythm of her beloved’s heart pulsed.

Tokyo has taken us into a trap. I would like them to make a fatal mistake, thinking that we are victims. Victoria never loses. I believe her. We must write the end of this story ourselves.

Maya swallowed, trying to even out her breathing, and looked out the window.

Damn, all of this is still a little scary.
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Chapter 3: The Shadow of Kyoto
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Too much silence.

Maya sat, pressed into the plush white wool seat, watching her hands folded in her lap. The black silk of her McQueen dress trembled ever so slightly in time with the car’s motion. Opposite them, in the dimness of the cabin, Takeshi looked like a part of the interior—motionless, flawless, and terrifying. His eyes, cold and empty, dug into Maya’s face with razor-sharp precision.

"Saito Dynamics' private high-speed corridor shortens the path to Kyoto," Takeshi’s voice vibrated in the confined space. "The journey will take only three hours if the downpour doesn't intensify. Miss Stone, you look tense. In Japan, they say that haste is the enemy of wisdom."

Victoria ignored his gesture, letting the question hang in the sterile air of the cabin. Her fingers, which had clamped onto Maya’s palm, dug into the skin with new force. Her wedding ring left a painful mark, but Maya maintained absolute stillness. This pain served as an anchor—it confirmed her devotion exclusively to her Mistress, cutting off everything that this situation forced upon them.

"Wisdom in my world is measured by capitalization, Takeshi," the owner of Stone Enterprise’s voice cut through the silence of the cabin like a scalpel. "And right now, every minute of this 'excursion' of yours is costing Saito Dynamics several million. You’ve decided to play at hospitality by cutting me off from communication. It hardly looks like wisdom; more like a tactical error."

Takeshi smiled ever so slightly, and that smile boded nothing good. He slowly reached for the water decanter standing on the console.

"Strategy is what your spouse handles, isn't it?" He shifted his gaze to Maya. "Maya Stone. A brilliant analyst. The woman who predicted the collapse of the Paris sector six months before we even began negotiations. Tell me, Maya... looking at this rain and these empty highways... what is the probability that you will exit this vehicle on your own terms?"

A chill ran down Maya’s spine. The question was asked as mundanely as if it were about a weather forecast, but within it, one could hear the clang of a steel trap.

He’s hitting at me. He thinks I’m the weak link because I’m sitting here with this platinum collar around my neck. It acts like a red rag to a bull. He wants me to speak first, wants me to betray my fear.

"The probability is always one hundred percent when it comes to Victoria Stone," Maya’s voice sounded surprisingly steady. She raised her eyes, meeting the Japanese man’s gaze. "We are not here as guests or as captives. We are here as the owners of your company’s future. And owners always dictate the terms."

Victoria loosened her grip ever so slightly, and Maya understood: the answer was correct. But Takeshi continued to press. He put the glass back in its place and leaned forward, invading their personal space. The scent of
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