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This steamy short story contains sexual scenes with eighteen-year-old cat shifter being dominated by a Vampire who’s bigger and stronger. It also contains scenes of submission, daddy roleplay, public sex and humiliation, size kink, consensual rough sex, first time, and much, much more.
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​​​Chapter One: Unexpected
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The entire thing had started so innocently. A letter from a long-lost relative, telling her to come by for a visit. 

A long-lost-relative, she snort at her mother's word of choice. 

"My father?" she asks, her voice pitching high towards the end, incredulous. Her ears rise up, giving away her interest and curiosity. In all her life, her mother has never brought up her father before, as if her birth was some sort immaculate conception and there wasn't a man involved. 

"He was my husband when I gave birth to you," she answers like that's an answer at all. 

She pities the poor man who has to spend more than a second with the frigid woman she has to call her mother. She is beautiful and doesn't look her age, but the blond-haired, dark-eyed woman has the empathy of a befitting a seasoned serial killer. 

Emilija has spent a lifetime of trying to make her proud and experienced a lifetime of failures. She tried to cut ties with her but she isn't eighteen yet. There's also the matter of being chipped. She's a half shifter. That issue must have come up once or twice, her cat ears and tail giving away her lineage. Her mother must have been with another cat shifter for her to be born with her ears and tails so pronounced. 

If she runs now, the state would just catch her and drag her back. And she won't run. She's all her mother has left. She's the reason there's food on the table and rent gets paid. 

Her mother is too beautiful to work, too perfect to get her hands dirty doing menial tasks like waiting tables and washing other people's laundry. 

Emilija has been working part time for almost five years now, the nice owner down the road agreeing to hire her under the books. She's good for business, he says. The customers enjoy seeing someone like her around. It makes them feel safe. 

"Why is he contacting me after all this time?" she wants to know. 

She shrugs. "Theodore has always adored you," she says and doesn't add 'up to the point when he realized that you're not his child by blood and threw me out to the streets', but then again, she's said it enough times that she doesn't need to say it. She likes to remind Emilija that she's the reason they live in poverty now, struggling to make ends meet. Emilija wishes she had the courage to remind her mother she's the only one struggling while her mother continues to delude herself into thinking she could be a successful actress. 

She's been in several commercials recently and that has gotten to her head, though Emilija wonders if the commercials are how Theodore, her father, had found them.

The letter is telling, however. The invitation is only for her, the flight tickets all have her name on it. She wonders how well the man knows her mother. Well enough to not send cash, at least. Her mother would have taken it and spent all the money.

It's a long journey involving several flight tickets and train rides, a few parts of the travel that seems as though she will have to be fetched by a car company. The details are prepared meticulously, several dozen pages worth of printed tickets and instructions to get from one place to another.

And at the end, her father. 

Her father. 

She's laughing, the sound choked out of her. 

"I didn't know I had a father," she says. She had assumed that in her birth certificate, the name of the father is just written as 'Not Applicable'. 

Her mother looks at her like she's a few screws loose. "Of course you have a father," she says, rolling her eyes. She's peering over her shoulder, trying to read the letter. 

It doesn't say much, just that he's her father and he would like to see her again. The tickets are all made to her name and the drivers have specific instructions to pick her up from the locations where she's required to travel. Should there be a delay in any of her flights, his people would arrange for the subsequent travel plans in her itinerary to be adjusted. His people. 

It all looks very professional. It looks expensive. 

"Is he rich?" she can't help but ask. 

Her mother murmurs something unintelligible and stares blankly at the papers splayed on the table. "Do you remember him?" she asks, suddenly forlorn. 

Emilija remembers the man whom she thought was her father, an ambitious man full of ideas that failed so many times that they ran out of money. He left them when she was eleven, but not before building a significant amount of debt. "I don't remember him at all," she confesses. 

"You weren't quite five when we left," she says. 

Emilija is all ears. Her mother has never talked about their past before, like it's some sort of taboo topic. 

"Theodore owns several estates," she starts. "I was young. When he found out you weren't his, he kicked us out," she says. 

Emilija tries not to groan, though her ears fold back unhappily. She knows this part and was hoping she would share something else. 

"Theodore is very rich. You'll go and get close to him," she says and Emilija can see the beginning of a plan brewing in her mother's head and she doesn't like it. She's never liked any of her terrible ideas. It usually ends up with her doing all the work. "Play nice and endear yourself to him. And when the time is right, tell him you want me there with you."

There is it. 

"Do you hear me, Emilija?" her mother all but shrieks, standing up tall, hand raised up over her head. 

She turns her face to the side, anticipating the slap that doesn't come. Instead, she feels a soft touch at her cheek. She leans into it despite herself, cat ears folding back. 

"Maybe you shouldn't go," she says suddenly, and that's a different plan entirely. The sudden change of tone surprises her. 

Her eyes shoot open. "What?" 

"I mean, it's a long journey. Anything could happen," she says.

Emilija stares at her mother as though she had grown a second head. It's easy enough to make the connections, though. It dawns on her that her mother's afraid. This is her chance to leave and never come back. If his name is on her birth certificate, that means he has just as much right to keep her as her mother does. They wouldn't try to drag her back to her mother. 

He might even be kind enough to remove the tracking device on her shoulder. It's a ghastly thing, one that has always made her feel less... human. Half shifters like her are supposed to have them in because the world is a dangerous place for her kind. There are people who fetishize her kind. When her mother brought her to be chipped, she thought it was because she was worried about her safety but she soon found out that her mother is worried about her running away. 

Mother has never been good with reading fine prints. She didn't realize that putting the tracking device on her also meant she's put on a special government watch list for her kind, which means she gets a visit from a government social worker every two weeks to make sure that everything's in order. 

She worries about what would happen if Jenny didn't do those bi-weekly visits. There are people who would come by and talk to her, but be put off the instant they find out she is tracked. 

"This could be our only hope at getting out of this," Mother gestures around the apartment they live in and a cockroach chooses that moment to make itself known, scurrying over the floorboards and underneath their kitchen cabinet. 

"You're right," she says. "You're right," she nods.

The unfamiliar touch on her skin disappears and she waits for her mother to disappear back into the bedroom before letting out a breath she doesn't realize she's been holding. 
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