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​​​​​​​​​​​​​​​​​​​​​​​​​​​​​​​​​​​​​​​​​​​​​​​​​​​​​​​​​​​​​...

If Alisa knew how much trouble living with Nick would get her, she would never have done it. She could say she was blinded by love, but that wasn't true. She has grown used to living with him despite all of their differences. It didn't hurt that he appeared to have an endless amount of what he deemed to be 'entertainment' money that he didn't mind spending on her when the mood struck. She knows there was something wrong with the amount of money he made from disappearing only a few hours a day.
What she wasn't prepared for was the repercussions to come her way... or how much she would enjoy the humiliation that she is subjected to under the expert hands on a man whose money Nick had been stealing. Alec is a powerful man, stern, brutal, and cruel in his bid to ensure that Nick pays his dues. She doesn't know what she hates more, the camera, the spanking, or the viciousness of his touch against her skin.

...

"Nick took something from me, so now I'm going to take something from him. I'd say that's fair, wouldn't you?"

She didn't know what she was thinking. Maybe the problem was that she wasn't thinking at all. She had already considered the possibility earlier and dismissed it as futile, but her body was moving entirely on it's own. She started to jump up with the intention of running, prey putting in one last effort when its tail was already between the teeth of the predator.

The second her feet touched the ground, he put his hands to her hips and stilled her.

"We're just going to send Nick a little message."

...

Trigger Warning: This work of fiction contains consensual non-consent role-play that may be triggering to some. In addition, it contains scenes involving begging, crying, over-stimulation, pussy slapping, spanking, size difference, use of color system in a bdsm scene, subspace, and so on. 
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Prologue​​​
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It was a fight that brought her home earlier that evening, leaving her boyfriend in the bar that they had gone together. 

There had been more of that lately. 

Over money. Over the fact that he still hadn't gotten a proper job since getting laid off from the last one. 

"A proper job, Nick, not one of those sketchy runner jobs that you do where you meet people in corners and hand over little packages with unidentified stuff in it."

"Yeah, whatever." 

Sometimes, when she talked to him, it was like he didn't even listen anymore. He said he hated the way she rolled her eyes when he was telling her something he thought was important. She didn't think the way the people he met talked was in any way amusing. Those people whose lives he was ruining by doing those little 'side gigs' that paid so much.

Tonight, the argument wasn't the job that he was doing. Or not doing. It was because despite going to two classes that morning and working a shift at the coffee shop on her campus, she came home to their apartment to find it in the same state as when she left. 

Worse, really, since he finished all of the food that she had gotten the day prior and then had order takeout using money that he had 'found' in her wallet that she had forgotten to bring to work. 

That was why they were at the bar. She needed a drink with her food if she wanted to keep anything down, what with the frustration already bubbling inside of it. 

"Hey there, kitty cat," the bar-tended greeted her and she nearly hissed at the man before she got herself under control. She had forgotten her hat that morning. 

Beside her, Nick's expression darkened. "I told you to bring your hat," he said even though he had done nothing of the sort. They had both stormed out of the apartment without saying a thing. And honestly, he was the one who was most affected by the comments on her ears and her tail. She had lived her entire live ignoring the people who brought up the fact that she was half cat. If it bothered him so much, he shouldn't be dating her, but it really only bothered him when someone else mentioned it. 

He had no problem tugging on her tail while fucking her from behind and calling her the same thing when he was balls deep inside of her, fingers rubbing against her cat eats and pressing down on her neck. 

When they're out in public, he acts like he's embarrassed by her. 

Sometimes, he made her so angry that she wondered why she even bothered with him. 

It was the lease, a little voice in the back of her head whispered. They co-signed the lease and he had paid the deposit for it. She couldn't afford it on her own and he somehow managed to make up for the difference every time. 

"I was busy." 

The reply from her boyfriend's mouth made her scoff and roll her eyes just to piss him off before she left the apartment entirely. Normally, when they fought, she would walk until her feet ached and maybe head over to Anya's. But Anya was working an evening shift on the campus cafeteria. She could go to the library, but she was hungry, so she grabbed a sandwich from the coffee shop down the street and headed home instead. She needed to check how much more of her money her boyfriend had spent in her absence. 

She wished she had stayed for a couple of drinks too, but she couldn't stand the sight of her boyfriend's face at the moment. 

Where had things gone wrong? He had been a good man- a good partner. Sure, he was a couple of years older than her, but that just meant he had more life experience and he had his shit together. It turned out that he really didn't have his shit together. 

She was lamenting her terrible taste in men, doom scrolling on her phone and waiting for Nick to come home when she heard the door break. A loud crashing noise that was unlike anything she had ever heard before, followed by the sound of splintering wood. 

Then, the sound of footfall on the hardwood of their entryway. 

A part of her was prepared for this because she had been expecting the worse ever since he started coming into wads of cash whenever they really needed it. She knew that it wasn't quite right, how Nick had gotten them this apartment when he didn't have a job, how he had bought that new watch that surely cost a lot more than what his little gigs got him and how he had been looking at cars lately. 

Either way, she was on her feet and sliding under the bed before the door opened. 

She kept herself tight and quiet, in a little ball, her phone clutched to her chest. 

No use calling for help now. She watched enough true crime to know that police never came in a timely manner. The sounds of shoe on the ground was loud, like they didn't care at all if she heard. And that was worse. 

They were inside now, light seeping under the bed where she was hiding from the living room. She saw thick boots in front of her and thought, for a moment that they would see the bed was empty and leave now. 

Maybe they'll look around the room for some valuables, but they'll leave after. 

The man made a soft noise of consideration, and then leaned over, the weight of him pressing the bed down and making the little space underneath the bed even more limited. 

"The bed's still warm," the stranger said, his voice a low growl that reverberated through her bones. 

The bed was still warm? What- 

She screamed when a hand shot under the bed and grabbed her arm, pulling her out. Something stung in her neck and the only thing she could see were eyes so blue that she thought she was looking up at the sky. 

Then, nothing. 
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