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She sucks in a breath and her heartbeat goes haywire, erratic and stuttered.

"Shh..." he says, holding her tight, distracting her with hands all over her body, touching her everywhere at once. His lips press against her cheeks, peppering her with soothing kisses. "It's alright, Kitten. I'm here. I'm going to take care of you."

The more he touches her, the less panicked she gets and the more aroused she smells. It is a good change. He would rather she be aroused than scared.

"You're alright, darling. No one's going to hurt you. I'm right here."

She keens and leans into his touch. She's quite lovely like this, mellow and soft, trusting him so easily even though she barely knows him. His own breath stutters when he sees a spot of wetness in the front of her dress. He cups her breasts and squeezes her soft mounds, groaning when the wet spot on her dress expands.

"Wha- what's happening, master?" she looks so adorably confused.

The thin straps of her dress slides down easily and he pulls the top down so that her pink nipples are on display. They're already erect and puffy, so lovely and pink, begging to be touched and sucked. He licks a finger and rubs it against a puckered tip. Tiny beads of milk leaks from the tip when he pinches the area below her nipple.

She keens, trembling as she grasps his hand, confused by the pleasure.

Jesus. It is as though someone has taken his list of kinks and fetishes and created a real-life model based on all of them, all wrapped up prettily into the little Kitten he has with him now. He is growling before he realizes he's doing it and is unable to stop.

"Look at you, dirty little thing," he coos, teasing her nipples, making them even more erect against her pale skin. "So wet for your master, aren't you? Offering your breasts up to me like this," he teases, and she stops moving. She truly hasn't noticed how she was pressing her chest into his palm for more attention. It makes what he does even sweeter.

He nuzzles her neck, running his tongue up the pale skin and feeling the rabbit pulse beneath her soft flesh. Milk leaks from her pink nipples, beading at the tip before it starts dripping down to his fingers and wetting his hand.

He pulls at each nipple, delighting at the sight of the creamy milk dripping out. The smell of it is soft and innocent, like new-born cubs. She squirms, whimpering at the new sensations, and he leans down to take her nipple into his mouth, tasting the sweet liquid coming from her body.

"I've heard of this happening before, but never in real life," he growls. "Look at you. Look at you," he can't help but repeat, watching milk dribble down his hands. It's such a lovely sight.

She whimpers again. "Master, please."

It doesn't help that her noises are so soft and sweet. Her begging only wants him to do it more so he can hear her.  The sweet scent of milk fills the air. She looks down and blushes at the sight of her pink nipples in his fingers. He pinches her nipples at the tip, stopping the milk from leaking out.

"Ah! Ah!" she cries, her hands coming up instinctively to pry his fingers away.

He holds on even tighter and allows her to pull his hands forward, pulling her breasts up.

"Please, please," she keens. ears tucked back in misery. Her tail curls up and pokes at him a little.

When he finally let go, milk sprays from the tips of her nipples onto the table, wetting the plates, a few drops spilling into his drink, colouring the transparent water creamy white. She rubs the ache from her nipples and pouts, her lower lip jutting out.

"Hurts, Master," she shivers, touching her own breasts in a way that has his cock harden even more.

"I'm sorry, Kitten," he says, kissing the top of her head and feeling not at all sorry. 
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​​"I'm sorry to have to bring you into this with so little time for preparations. I'm sure you've heard about the case before?"

Jason doesn't bother responding to the inane question with anything more than a nod. Everyone has read about it, heard it, or been victim of someone else rambling about it over the past few days. It has become the news of the week, capturing the attention of not just the voyeurs, but also the scientists and more educated folk.

Annabel is a sister of a prominent political figure whose identity has been kept under wrap, an honor student and a famous advocate for shifter rights who is only eighteen when she was captured.

The duration of her captivity doesn't matter as much as what's been done to her.

Permanent half-shift.

It is something that has only been postulated, the ability of some shifters to stay in a permanent state of shift where only certain characteristics of their animals remain. She is, for the most part, human. Except for the parts where she's not. Her ears are cat-like, sticking over to top of her blond head. Her eyes are gold and glow in the dark and the tabloids had a field day describing the state of her tail, peeking from beneath her dress, tugging it up, the end coloured much darker than the rest of her body.

They had only taken a single picture of her before she had disappeared from the public view altogether, but none of them have missed the thick leather collar that nobody has been able to take off. He knows this because there have been word going around in his circles, looking for experts who can help with removal of slightly magical things. Magic is an old and forgotten form now. Not many people practice it. It should be so hard really. Most magic won't work without the cooperation with the person the magic is linked to. They haven't been able to take the collar off because she doesn't want it off.

He thinks it would be a waste to get rid of her collar altogether. It is quite a lovely thing, hugging snugly around her slim throat, not tight enough to hurt, but certainly obvious against her pale skin. A small gold tag hangs delicately in the front of the collar that simply reads: "Kitten".

According to the inside information, she does not respond to anything else.

Jason would be lying if he claims that he wasn't interested. Everyone in his line of work is interested in seeing what will come of her. They have never encountered something so drastic before.

He has dealt with the rehabilitation of fully feral shifters, wereanimals who are forced into their animal forms and elect to stay in the shifts instead of returning to their human form. He is the first and only Rehabilitating Agent who has successfully coaxed his charges into turning human. It takes time, trust, and a lot of work.

He much prefers working with rehabilitating humans who are merely lost in their own minds. This, however, this is proving to be fascinating. He finds himself being drawn to any news he can get his hands on.

"It's just- she hasn't had anything to eat or drink and nobody's been able to coax her out. She hasn't been responding well."

"I imagine not," he says softly before he can catch himself. It is unlikely that any of them have thought to give her what she needs, desperate as they are to make things 'right'. Her concept of 'right' and 'wrong' is so twisted in her animal form that treating her as anything more than cat would simply confuse her. "I'll do my best," he says. He's the best at what he does and if he can't fix her, nobody can. Humility has never been one of his virtue.

"I hope you can," the man whispers. "Nobody else knows what to do about her. Poor thing."

He stops at the doorstep, reluctant to go any closer. It's a nice building, one that has been kept under strict surveillance right after she's gone missing but there's something about it that makes the alarms in his head ring.

"Ah, sorry about that," the man says, and he brushes his hand over the wall at the side of the door and the uncomfortable sensation vanishes as though it has never been there in the first place.

"Protection magic?" he asks, arching his brow.

"It's the only one I know," he admits. "When the President called me in, I thought that was what he wanted me for. I couldn't get the collar off either," he answers before Jason could ask. "I'm plenty good at making buildings safe though."

"I'm sure you are," he says, slightly in awe of the young man. There aren't many magic practitioners in the world. He seems too young to be one.

"Right. Todd will lead you the rest of the way. I'm not much use there," he says, standing outside the door. He lifts his hand and gives an awkward wave that Jason nods to.

Finding his way to his new patient is remarkably easy. He just follows where all the security guards are aggregated.

The magic protection to ensure that nobody unauthorized can come in took him by surprise. Magical protection does not come cheap and requires a lot of paperwork and ass kissing to be approved.

A mysterious sister of a prominent political figure who still remains unnamed is bound to garner curiosity. He has a feeling there is more to it than everyone knows. To have the power to keep her identity secret, even now. It means her family has a lot of power. Has she been kidnapped in some sort of political ploy? A powerplay?

It is a cruel thing to do to anyone, let alone someone so young.

He meets a giant of a man in the room where everyone is collected. He does not bother with pleasantries. "Come with me," he says, guiding him towards where they are keeping the girl. "We should've found her earlier," the man says, staring at the door leading to the room with a distant look to his eyes. Guilt hangs like a heavy blanket over the man. He wonders if this man is supposed to be her protector, her bodyguard. He is a tiger shifter and he knows that the hiring them as bodyguards comes at a high price.

"I've read enough about her capture to know that it is not your fault," he says, digging into a part of him that's kinder than he actually is.

The tiger shifter exhales. "I should have been there."

No, he really couldn't have. "You could not have known," he says. It is true. The kidnapping had been well planned out. The head bodyguard's mate had been involved in an accident, after which the hospital had called him in order to separate him from his charge. The other guards by her side, a coyote and fox shifter respectively, would not have been able to take the small army sent to snatch her away.

The man swallows with a dry, audible click before finally reaching for the door knob. "She has- she has never been afraid of me before," he says softly.

The moment the door opens, he feels the thick, overwhelming fear hanging in the air like a heady perfume. It is pungent in a way that makes it hard to think but leaves him with enough brain capacity to instantly realize what's wrong.

There are no less than ten people in the room trying to coax the terrified shifter from where she's apparently chosen to hide inside the cupboard.

He is growling before he realizes he's doing it and quickly catches himself.

One man in particular, catches his attention instantly. "Mr. President," he says, inclining his head a little at the regal lion shifter who has been in power for the past three years. He hasn't been aware that the man has any family members. He has been making changes to the cabinet, to antiquated rules, getting rid of the corrupt while dealing with their ire.

He understands, abruptly, why she's been taken.

This is a punishment.

For him.

For making changes to things that have been written in stone for hundreds of years before him.

He stands from where he had been crouching by the door. He looks older, lines on his forehead and by the downturns of his lips. He holds himself in a sort of hunch, like he is in physical pain. Upon seeing him, the president opens his mouth, and then closes it. At last, he manages a soft, "Please," gesturing into the cupboard.

Jason looks at the older man, feeling as though it is his place to tell him that everything will be alright, but that would be lying. For every successful case of shift-reversal he has handled, there are a dozen failed ones. And yet, he still has the best success rate in the world. Instead, he says, "You have been doing great work for our country, Mr. President. Don't let this take away from all the good you've done."

"I was beginning to doubt-" he begins, but then straightens and says with all the regal air of a leader. "I am glad that she's alive. Everything else can be managed."

He nods.

The President gives him an assessing look. "You can help?"

"I can try," he says because it is true. It is the best that can be asked from him for now. He hasn't even seen how serious the damage it yet. To tell the truth he had doubted the claims of her having cat ears and a tail. Scientists would be all over this if it were true.

Then again, being the sister of the President would grant her some reprieve from media attention.

The closet is a walk in closer with clothes that smell like they belong to her, long beautiful dresses draped on their hangers and boxes full of what smells like jewellery at the top. There are shoes too, but those have been shoved aside to make room for a little figure in the corner.

There is an upturned cup by one of the boxes, a puddle slowly leaking from the sides. Chocolate milk. It must have been her brother. The President's sister. Jesus.

He almost misses her, but there is a scent of fear and panic in the room that
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