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Winter

I crawled on all fours towards my master. He was a cruel master. I regretted ever getting involved with Gaito. He was mean and ruthless, and I spent more time in punishment than in play. When I looked into the puppy play scene, this wasn't what I wanted. I’d wanted to be a cute puppy, curl up in my master’s lap. I wanted someone who would play tug-o-war with me and stroke me. I wanted someone who would fuck me sensually. I didn’t want a master who beat me and made me eat real dog food from a bowl. Or a master that locked me in a cage for days at a time and made me piss or shit on puppy pads. 

“Winter,” Gaito growled. “What is this?” 

I looked over at the spilled water. In my defense, it was hard to drink from a bowl and not drip water everywhere. Especially when your master thought it funny to dunk your head in the water and hold you there until you began to panic. I wished that I could run away, but I was trapped. Literally trapped.

I whimpered as expected. I did everything as expected. But to Gaito, it didn’t matter what I did. If he wanted to play the sadist, he did.

Gaito reached out with lightning speed and grasped hold of my collar, causing me to yelp as he pulled it tight and dragged me across the floor by my neck. My air cut from my lungs and my eyes widened. It wouldn’t be the first time he’d choked me out until I lost consciousness; there were those days that I just wished he’d kill me.

“What have I told you about being careful and not spilling your food or water?” he growled into my face.

I closed my eyes and tried to pull away from him, but Gaito’s hold on my collar was too strong. 

“Please,” I whispered. It was a mistake; I knew as soon as the word fell from my lips. 

A sharp slap stung my cheek as Gaito’s meaty hand connected with my skin. “You do not speak to me,” he snarled.

I whimpered and licked at the corner of my mouth, where blood started to bloom. One day I might kill him. It would be the only way I could possibly escape this torture. I tensed and waited for another blow to be rained down on me. Gaito twisted the collar around my neck, pinching the skin and further cutting my air. 

I looked up at him with fear in my eye. As much as I wanted to escape this torture, I still wanted to live. I’d been living this torture for the last seven years. At first, Gaito had been kind, he’d bought me lots of toys and pretty clothes, but then month by month, that kindness stripped away until only cruelty was left. 

I should’ve known what kind of beast this man was the very first day I met him. When I think about that first day, I realized that there was no escape. I was meant to visit for a weekend. But the first meal he’d served me was steak laced with silver. I’d slept that night in a dog cage. And that was when I knew. But I still wanted to believe that somewhere underneath it all there was a good man. I couldn’t have been more wrong.

Gaito lifted me by the collar until I was standing on my feet. My legs shook; it had been so long since I was allowed to stand. My knees had hardened callouses from having to crawl. 

“You want to be human, then I will treat you like a human slave,” Gaito snapped in my face.

Still holding me by the collar, I clawed at the leather band in an attempt to get air. My lungs were burning. My eyes watered, and I knew that my face would be red. Gaito dragged me towards his bedroom. The room I was only allowed in when he wanted someone to fuck. If it wasn’t me, he was fucking; it was some hooker that was too coked out to realize what a monster she was lying with.

He pulled me through the door and threw me to the bed. I gasped great gulps of air and closed my eyes. I didn’t know what was about to happen, but I wondered if this would be it. I often wondered if my Mama ever looked for me. Did she call the AJE authority? Report me as a missing person?

I was supposed to only be gone for two days, seven years ago. A two-day holiday to Sydney. I was coming to meet a man I’d talked to online. Puppyowner321. That was his user name on the forum. I thought, what harm could it be? I was so stupid.

Seven years on, and here I am, gasping for breath, hoping that it isn’t this time that he killed me. I was praying that the silver he constantly fed me would not be so strong that I could shift. If I could alter maybe, I might be able to escape. I was a parrot shifter, which meant if I could shift, I’d be small enough to possibly escape.

Gaito grabbed hold of one of my arms and slapped a leather cuff around my wrist. He connected the cuff to the bed post. How many times I’d been in this position. I knew what was coming next. But he surprised me; he spun me onto my belly before slapping on the other cuff this time. He continued by cuffing my ankles so that I was spread open for him.

I tried to turn my head to see what he was doing, but I couldn’t see him. I could hear him pacing around the room. 

“You ever wondered what I do to those whores?” he snarled.

I closed my eyes. I’d heard their screams. I never wanted to know what he did to them. I always felt guilty, but I was always glad it wasn’t me. I could curl up in my cage and pretend I was anywhere but in this lair of torture.

“Well, cunt?” Gaito growled.

“No,” I shouted.

Wrong choice. A whistling sound was the only warning I got before a red hot sting went through the back of my thigh. I screamed in pain and pulled at the cuffs, trying to escape. 

“Want to answer me again?” Gaito asked with amusement.

“You disgusting pig. Let me fucking go,” I shouted. It was the first time I’d ever stood up to him. I didn’t know what I was hoping for, maybe for someone to hear me and contact the authorities. Perhaps it was for him to finally kill me. 

A whistle sounded again before another blinding pain across the top of my shoulders. “I can keep doing this all day, keep mouthing off and see what happens.”

I curled my lips, baring my teeth before turning my face in the direction he was standing. “Suck my fucking cock,” I snarled.

Gaito answered with another stinging blow across my ass. “Maybe I should have done this sooner; your body looks good with these pretty stripes.”

“Fuck you,” I spat. I screamed with everything I had. Please let someone hear me.

“Shut the fuck up,” Gaito spat before a heavy fist punched me in the head. My vision blurred, and blood filled my mouth. I spat on the side of the bed, delighting in the spray of red that hit the grey, dirty sheets. Maybe this was it. Perhaps I’d finally lost it.

I laughed as another stinging blow hit me across the back of the thighs, close to the first. I screamed again, repeatedly calling until my voice cracked, and I drifted into unconsciousness. Darkness washed over me, and I delighted in it. Finally, death could come and take me away. I’d fought so long to live, but in that tiny moment of clarity I realized this wasn’t living. This was existing and I was tired. I was so fucking tired.
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Van

“Good morning, Omega Detectives; how can I help?” I answered as I raced through my office door to the shrilly ringing phone.

“Oh, thank god, I’ve been trying to get a hold of you all night,” a panicked woman cried into the receiver.

“Sorry about that, we aren’t during the night. How can I help you now?”

The woman on the other end of the call shuddered out a shaky breath. I remained silent to give her time. This wouldn’t be the first time I’d had a hysterical wife, mother, or daughter on the other end of the phone.

“It’s my daughter. She went missing seven years ago after she went to Sydney for what was supposed to be only a weekend. I contacted the authorities, but obviously, they could never find her. I knew she was still alive; I could feel that connection with her. But yesterday I had a vision. The man who has taken her plans to kill her, and I want to rescue her before that happens,” she said with a rush of words.

I frowned and pulled over a pad and pencil. Yep, I was old school. As an ex-detective working for AJE authority, I’d left after being shot. Still, I couldn’t entirely give up the detective work. So, instead decided to set up my own private detective agency. I focused mainly on helping recover bodies and omegas kidnapped once the AJE authority or supernatural police couldn’t do anymore, and the case was cold.

“Okay, so I’m going to assume you took this to the AJE authority?”

“Yes, but they told me they’d look into it, but then it got brushed away,” she said with disappointment.

That didn’t sound like Kade. He usually took this sort of thing very seriously. Where the human police might just be inclined to brush off the ramblings of psychic powers as a crazy mother, the AJE authority was different. We worked specifically with supernatural beings. That’s what they were there for, to investigate supernatural crimes. So, hearing someone say that they had a psychic vision wasn’t unusual. What was unusual was that Kade Sinclair, the head of the AJE authority, would dismiss it, especially when the girl had been missing for seven years.

“Can you tell me about your daughter? Her name? Age, appearance?” I asked as I held my pen poised, ready to jot down anything she said.

“Yes, yes, of course. Sorry, let me get my head sorted.”

“Take your time. How about we start with your name?”

“Oh, sorry, yes, my name is Kate Olsen. My daughter is Winter Olsen. She would be now twenty-eight years old. She left our home in Lalbert to visit someone she’d met online in Sydney. I had begged her not to go, but she was twenty-one and headstrong. She told me she would be fine, and it was only for a weekend. I didn’t know, but she’d been on a forum all about BDSM, and that was how she met this man. I didn’t even know his name. I’m so stupid, and I’ve hated myself for the last seven years. Anyway, I didn’t expect to hear from her over the weekend that she’d first gone, but she never got off the plane when I went to the airport to pick her up. When I started calling her phone, it was switched off.”

This was a typical abduction, a girl gets groomed online by a man, goes to meet him, and then he doesn’t let her go. Normally, the man would kill her, but if Kate’s vision is true, then her daughter had been held in captivity this whole time. I winced as I jotted down notes of what Kate was saying.

“What kind of supernatural are you, Kate? And what is Winter?”

“I’m a witch. But my daughter is a parrot shifter,” she replied. I hummed, wondering why Winter never tried to shift and escape; there had to be a reason for it. “I’ve tried scrying, I’ve tried every spell and attempt to get through to her, but I felt like I was always hitting a block. I always believed it was because he was giving her silver. I was right. Yesterday when I had the vision, I was able to see that she had silver in her system.”

Well, that explained why she couldn’t shift. “Can you tell me more about your vision?”

“Yes. I was sitting at home, actually not searching for her for the first time in a long time. Then suddenly, Winter was standing in my living room. Obviously, it wasn’t her but her spirit. I asked her whether she was dead, but she was able to tell me that she wasn’t; she was close to death but not dead yet. She told me that the man that held her captive kept her filled with silver and caged like a dog,” Kate said with a hitch in her voice. I shuddered at the thought of what Winter had been through. “She said that he had beaten her so badly and planned to kill her. She wanted to come and say goodbye. I was able to get an address from her. I told her to hold on; I was coming. I needed someone to go and save her.”

I nodded my head, although Kate wouldn’t be able to see me. Ideally, this was a job for the AJE authority, and I would check with Kade why he dropped the ball on this one. If Kate knew where Winter was, they should have gone in at once.

“Alright, Kate, give me the address, and I’ll do what I can to save her. But please understand that I’m in Lalbert; by the time I get to Sydney, I may not get there in time. But I’m going to go as fast as I can, and I will contact the AJE authority to get them to do something.”

Kate breathed out a heavy breath. “Thank you so much. In Sydney, she is being held at Apartment 14 Number 163 Whyman Street.”

I jotted down the address and thanked Kate before promising to call her as soon as I had news. I quickly jumped online and booked the first available ticket to Sydney before bringing the phone to my ear once more.
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