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This is a love letter to my younger self who always dreamed of being the human I am today, to those who have always believed in me, to the castle, the sapphic kink community, and to my future wife: may we always be as adventurous as my delusional mindscape

-  Captain







To those who walk the fine line between rule following and bending the rules. Be the rule bender you were born to be.

-  Ruby

Trigger Warnings
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Hello lovely reader -

This book is filled with so many juicy moments, and delicious adventures, but we wanted to give you a heads up on some actions that may trigger something not so nice for you. We’ve put the list below so you can decide if you want to keep reading. Consent is a beautiful thing.

-  Ruby and Captain

––––––––
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❖  Knife Play

❖  Torture

❖  Murder

❖  Edging

❖  Blood Drinking

❖  Bombing

❖  Poisoning

❖  Human Sacrifice

❖  Stalking

❖  Minor Degradation

❖  Fire Play

❖  Physical Fighting

❖  Labotimisation

❖  Rope Play

❖  Human Trafficking - Discussion only
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Prologue
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**********

Raquel, Thorton, and Maurice, the Sterling triplets, walked

in a single file line as they entered the room marked Ceremonial Chamber. However, the siblings knew the truth. It was the club's sacrificial chamber.  Ceremonial just had a softer, kinder connotation to the darkness that prevailed in that room. The room was quiet and had been set up for the evening's ceremony. The only things missing were the heart and blood that Kye would soon provide.

Black Dahlias adorned the table with the sacred carving knives. The candle chandelier had been lit with blood red candles except for one white and one black set on opposite sides of the rectangular piece of opulence. It was the only non-electric chandelier in the vast building, but its aesthetic was necessary.  In the middle of the room sat a man in a dark brown robe. His chanting quieted as the three walked further into the room. 

“I see that Kye has finished another assignment.”

Thorton looked around the room. “I don’t see a cooler with the heart and blood.”

Raquel slapped her brother’s arm. “Rishi didn’t see it.” She pointed to her eyes. “He saw it,” she then pointed to her brain.

Thorton said nothing but just rolled his eyes. He was aware of how much faith his siblings put into the seer. And although the Rishi had been around for generations, Thorton was still a healthy skeptic. One sibling always was. It had never been any different.

“You’ve come to ask about tonight’s ceremony and its success?”

Maurice nodded. “Yes, among other things.”

It was a moment before Rishi answered. “The answer is unimportant.”

“I beg to differ Rishi.” Raquel quipped.

Rishi stood and started walking the perimeter of the room. “Excuse my wording. It’s not the most important news at hand.”

“Then what is?” Thorton questioned.

“No,” Maurice interrupted. “ Let's get back to tonight's ceremony. There is a lot riding on the outcome. There are several business deals up in the air and -”

Rishi raised his withered hand silencing Maurice. “The ceremony will be as it always has been, reverent, fruitful, and lasting until the moon reaches its zenith once more.”

Maurice raised his hands in triumph, while Raquel relaxed her shoulders at the news. She hadn’t really thought it would go any other way. But the validation was reassuring. 

“And what is this other thing?” Thorton sighed as he crossed his arms already bored and wanting to leave.

“Death is awakening and is seeking an offering. The first of the thirteenth house will open the door and let her in. Nothing will be the same.”

“Thirteenth house. Death at the door? Our ceremony literally prevents death from entering these hallowed halls and into our lives, among other things.” Maurice scoffed.

“Death is an illusion you have put far too much stock in. Everything has a beginning and an end, before it begins once more.”

“You aren’t making any sense.” Thorton rolled his eyes again.

“You’re never this cryptic.” Maurice huffed.

“Are we in danger?” Raquel asked as she tried to unravel the riddle she had been given in her head.

“Danger isn’t within death. The danger comes from the bringer of death. The one who opens the door. They will be the beginning of your end. The one of the two will bring the sun and the end will be done.”

Raquel turned to Thorton and Maurice. “It has to be the one twin left. We need to keep a close eye on him this month. I have the perfect plan for him later. One bird. Two stones.” Raquel squared her shoulder and  smoothed the skirt of her dress. “There is nothing to worry about.”

“Taking control  again dear sister?” Maurice snickered.

Raquel shrugged. “I am the oldest.”

“By four lousy minutes!” Thorton retorted. 

“Time isn’t  truly linear, you know that.” Raquel snapped as she headed out the door with her brothers close behind. Rishi walked towards the altar, yet disappeared into the aether before reaching the table.
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Blood Bargain

**********
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VICTORIA

“This way, little ones, this way! Keep your eyes up and your wits about you.”

Keeping my little sisters close and within view during a day in the market was always like herding cats. My grandparents were never far off, but since they were much slower than the rest of the crowd, it was up to me to keep the quick little demons from harm and stray dogs. 

Moving through and grabbing what we needed with my hard earned coin from the tavern, I complained about the eggs prices rising as well as the fish market selling smaller gill than even the week before. 

“Where are the red snappers today, Gunder?” I griped, hoping to find a bargain for the measly sunfish he was insulting his buyers with. 

“Off season for em, miss.” Gunder averted his eyes to avoid the confrontation of his theft.

“That's no excuse, now is it Gunder?”

Suddenly I heard Kera and Rylan’s laughter further from me as I scanned the market for where those two girls had gone. I caught them at the edge of the market near the forest as they gleefully wandered off behind a strange figure in a black cloak. 

Acting on protector instinct, I dropped the basket of fish and every egg as they spilt across the stoney path. I took off running towards the girl, not even looking back to signal to my grandparents what was happening. Rounding the corner, the girls had disappeared without a trace. 

“Kera!! Rylaaan!!! Where are you??”

Running towards the forest, I caught a corner of the black hooded figure moving towards the far fields. I had no choice, the girls had to have followed. 

Moving through the woods I started to hear yelling in a seemingly heated argument. Crouching as I moved towards the voices, I suddenly spotted Kera and Rylan playing in a tented fabric hanging from a pair of fallen trees.

“Girls!” I tried to use my consonants to my advantage. They turned their heads looking for the sound of my voice. As soon as they saw me, the voices suddenly appeared as two men who were screaming for their lives fell to their knees facing the faceless hooded figure. 

“Please we have nothing left! We can’t continue the deal!”

“We won’t share any secrets, we will respect the silent clause, travel overseas, disappear completely!”

Whatever the two men were involved in with this man had seemingly sealed their fate. I signaled my sisters moving from their hidden spot to stay out for now and that I would move to them.

The hooded figure spoke as I ducked into the brush to move with stealth. “The silent clause clearly states your silence is eternal. If you read it thoroughly, you would know eternal is your finality, your end if the contract is not upheld on your end of the bargain.”

“Finality?” The men were quivering. 

“Eternal finality,” the man read from a signed scroll then tucked it into his belt around his waist.

“Mercy, we beg of you Merc-“ 

Suddenly the sound of sliced flesh ended the men's pleas.  The forest seemed to come to silence as the mens’ heads rolled towards the girls.

As soon as I saw their eyes realize what they had seen, I sprinted towards them. Their screams of terror enveloped the forest and turned the hooded figure's attention to their hiding place. He was too quick, swooping in front of my steps, he picked them both up by the nape as they called for me to rescue them. I grabbed what fabric I could and tried to attack the man who was seven inches my better. He simply laughed and shook his hood from his head to reveal his face. It was a woman. A tall, muscular woman with a deep voice and striking features. Stunning to behold. She turned towards me with a calm stern frightening serenity and lowered my terrified sisters to the ground while maintaining her grip on their clothes in one hand. 

“Come here.” She tilted her head waiting for me to obey. I had no choice.

“Did you hear anything about eternal silence?”

I shook my head quickly. She dropped her forehead to look me dead in thee soul.

I nodded.

“Then I have an offer for you.” I eyed my sisters trembling and stepped closer admittedly terrified myself. “Either all of you join the forever silenced in that ditch I’m putting these two in OR I own your life under a new contract, you work for me for as long as you stay useful to me.”

“I have no care for my own life, what happens to my sisters?”

“They’ll be watched over for as long as you’re useful to me.”

“And when I cease to do as you want?”

“You all cease to exist.”

“So it's die now or later?”

“As nature intended.”

“And if I run?”

“I snap their necks.”

The girls whimpered and looked at me for any sort of comfort or solution.I was trapped. I had no other choice but to say yes. 

She pulled out another scroll from her unending seemingly magical belted pouch. “A bit of your blood and mine.” She pulled an ancient looking blade and sliced her hand by squeezing the blood in her palm. She flipped the knife and turned the hilt to me as she smeared her hand on the contract. 

I grabbed the knife and reached for the contract with my other hand only to have it yanked from my hand.

“I’ve given you the terms, give me your blood.”

I cut my palm and quickly smeared my own hoping it would release my sisters faster. She didn’t release her grip on them as she tucked the bloody contract back into her belt. 

“Kera and Rylan. Let me take them.”

“Not so fast, my love, they’re not to be released back into the wild with what they’re innocent eyes have seen now are they? Noooo, you see that’s too risky for me. And since I can’t kill them  until you’ve served your purpose, nor release them as witnesses to the general masses, they’re coming with me as assurance that you will complete every task I give you, no questions asked, no griming or wailing, and in the specific time frame I require. If you do all these things, you can see your sisters every so often and when I allow it. Do you understand?”

“WHAT?”

“A formality, you’ve already signed the contract, I was just being nice and informing you of your sisters’ fate. I'll be taking them somewhere safe and give them everything they want.”

Kera and Rylan begin crying and calling my name.

“When can I see them?!” The woman re-hooded and turned her back to me.

“Ill find you. Don’t move, I'll know.”

I dropped to my knees and wept watching my dear sisters disappear into the darkness once more with the hooded figure. I sat in that field for hours staring after them hoping she would’ve released them to me for one more embrace. The darkness overcame the day and I finally fell asleep in shock of the way my life had just completely altered. 










––––––––
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1989

The Job

**********
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LENA

The sun wasn’t shining and I was glad. I stood at Jacob’s grave, hands balled up into fists hiding in my pockets. “You're wrong, you know that, right?” I practically spat at my boss. I knew if there was any day I would have a little latitude with my attitude it would be today.

Breslin pursed her lips. I could tell she wanted to blast me but this was not the time or place. I looked her up and down. Would she ever change. She was a tough boss but I had deep respect for her but today that respect was waning. “You working on the Vado Mori case would be a conflict of interests. You know that once we found out about Jacob.” She paused as she looked at his grave before composing herself and starting again. “Because of any alleged partnering  Jacob may have had with Vado  you can't possibly work on the case. You know that.”

“It is a lie, and I deserve to be able to prove my brother’s innocence.”

“Then there is no earthly reason I can't be on this case. I've done all the preliminary work.”

“You helped and we are still in the preliminary stages.” Breslin paused again and looked around the crowd that was beginning to disperse. She gave a head nod towards someone and continued. “Look, this is not the time or place. Go home, take your grievance leave. We can revisit this when you come back. But for now, take some well deserved time off. Spend time with your family. Remember what's truly important in life. There is so much more to life than this job.” Breslin squeezed my shoulder and walked away. 

As I watched Breslin walk away I felt the familiar clasp on my shoulder. I shrugged it off. Is that who Breslin had signaled with her head nod? Maggie had broken up with me. I didn’t need or want her sympathy over my brother’s death. No, not his death, his murder. In my gut I felt his death had not been the accident he official autopsy proclaimed it to be. And I knew he wasn't mixed up with Vado Mori. He was too good for that. But I knew they had something to do with it. I just didn't know how. Bringing Vado Mori down would bring justice on so many levels. And my brother would be able to  truly rest in peace. Vado Mori, the pinnacle of deviant cult culture with the deepest of underworld ties. I was supposed to be on the case to bring them down. But now? I was “too close” to be effective. My boss had no clue how close I was about to get.

“Lena, did you hear me?” 

I turned to Maggie “Thanks for your concern. I’m fine Maggie.”

“I just worry. I know how much you love your job.”

“One, I’m no longer your concern to worry about. You made that choice not me. And Two, this is forced grievance leave. So I’m going to take it and maybe a little extra. I’ll see where the wind takes me.”

“Lena, regardless of how we ended I know how close you and Jacob were. And I will always be your friend. I meant it when I said that.”

I dropped the last mum onto my brother's casket. He abhorred roses. “Careful what you say. Words have power.”

“Like I said, I meant it.” Maggie looked at me like she had something more to say but held back.

I gave Maggie a half hearted smile. “I have to go. I’ve got somewhere  I need to be.”

************
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I hadn’t auditioned for anything in such a long time. It was a good thing though. It was so long I’d forgotten how to be nervous. Vado Mori needed a new singer. The timing was serendipitous. It would be my way in, if I could pull it off and nail the audition. I walked in with the confidence only a Drake could have. I felt my brother’s presence with me. “Hello, my name is Lena Klein and I’ll be singing......

1990

(Six Months Later)

LENA

What I thought would be a short self appointed undercover job had turned into so much more. I knew this was the only way I would get assigned to the Vado Mori case. I had to assign myself.  Was I making headway in finding out who killed my brother? Some. Had I placed myself in the best position to find out more? Yes. Translation -  Senator Thorton Sterling had an infinity for brown skinned women with voices like nightingales. His words, not mine. I found his attitude, and quite frankly his touch, repulsive. But I was adept enough to keep him at bay. I had boundaries, and I would step right up to the line to find the truth. Just a little hug, a stroke on the arm and a judicially placed kiss here and there had kept him at bay, yet cracked him open like a phisher in the earth’s crust. Secret  keeping was not his thing. But still, it was beginning to wear on me. Especially these late nights. Shows that went until one in the morning and then at least another hour of club members schmoozing with the cast and whatever other elites or celebrities had been granted access. But I stayed through it all with a smile on my face watching, learning, waiting. Tonight was no exception. 

After my final set, I had spent most of my evening watching one Raquel Sterling, the eldest in the Sterling clan and the only girl.  She wasn’t a new member but she had been showing up more and more and seemed to be well respected among the members and almost a little feared by most of them. She seemed to have a tag along puppy in Thomas Braver. The newest board member and definitely a nepo baby. Raquel did not seem very fond of him , but she did tolerate him. At one point she got a call, looked over at him and just sneered. He was too busy looking at  Tori Mc Daniels, the hot new pop artists whose songs were constantly at the top of the charts to notice.  

I had never been undercover at a job I wasn't supposed to have. I was a bit stunned, but also really proud of myself that I hadn't gotten caught yet. Not by my real employer or the ones I “worked” for now.  It seemed like yesterday that the police came knocking on my door with the news of my brother and the only thing I knew for sure was that the Sterlings were somehow behind my brother's death. Was it done by one of their own hands? Or had they hired out the job? And if so, why? And then I was at my brother's funeral. That’s when I made the decision that led me to where I was right now. I sighed as the list of atrocities the club had perpetrated over the years flipped through my brain.  They were expansive and gruesome. This was make or break time in more ways than one. 

“Lena! I need you.” Raquel walked over to me. I knew she was part of the snake that needed to be cut off at the head. But would it be enough or would it just grow back because it had more than one head and one heart. Her face was grim with annoyance. 

I plastered a smile on my face. “What can I do for you Ms. Sterling?”

“I need you to gracefully and quietly help my idiot brother out of the club and into a cab.” She reached for her purse and pulled out two hundred dollars and handed it to me. “Make sure the driver is discreet. I don't want to see a shot of my drunken brother all over The Socialite tomorrow.”

“Of course I’d be happy to help you with Thorton."

“Oh, I don’t need you to assist me. I need you to take care of it. I have members to socialize with. Just take care of the problem and be quick about it.”

I bit the inside of my cheek to stop myself from spitting out my real thoughts on the subject. “Of course Ms. Sterling. I will take care of it right away.”

I was seething, but it was such a good opportunity if I played my cards right. Before gathering up Thorton I called a cab company the club had on speed dial. All the employees knew it by heart. I knew they would be discreet and get Thorton home in one piece. Especially with the tip they were about to receive. I walked over to Thorton and he gave me a wide smile that some would have considered a sneer. 

“I suppose my sister sent you to fetch me.” Thorton grumbled with a slight slur to his voice as he reached out his hand to me.

I took it and he pulled me close, kissing it. I gave him a coy smile. “Mr. Sterling, I have a cab waiting to take you home outside. Let me help you out.”

He abruptly dropped my hand as he swatted it away. “I’m a grown ass man. I can walk on my own two feet.” Thorton stood. He wobbled for a second then started to make his way to the front entrance. He tripped over nothing and I was immediately by his side to keep him from hitting the ground. While this happened it was easy to get into his jacket pocket and borrow his key card. He was so drunk it would probably take him a couple of days to even realize he didn't have it anymore.

“You should come home with me. Tuck me in. Make sure I’m same, no , safe.” Thorton slurred at me.

“So sorry, I have another set. And you wouldn't want me to disappoint the members would you?”

“You, you do ? Really?”

I nodded, knowing full well I was done for the evening. If he had been even a little more sober he would know that.

“No, no, the club comes first.”

“Alright, then let's get you in that cab.” 

As I waved Thorton off I slipped the keycard into the side of my bra and headed back inside. I gave Raquel a knowing nod and smile as I passed her. She gave me a curt head nod in return. For her, that was the ultimate well done she would give to a staff member.

Time ticked by at what felt like a snail's pace. The rest of the evening's entertainment was lovely, we had some fantastic dancers. The members didn't get too rowdy which was nice for a change. But I was antsy for the place to clear out. I wanted to try and use the keycard tonight. The night finally started winding down, and less and less people were at the club. Raquel was one of the last to leave. I slipped into a stairwell as she did her last sweep of the main floor before heading out and locking the door behind her. I had to snicker. They were short a GM at the moment so some of the upper members were trading off locking up after events. I never thought a Sterling would ever participate in such a mundane task, but Raquel had proved me wrong.

There were  certain floors that were off limits even to me. I knew the Sterlings, amongst others, had offices on at least one of those levels. And now  I had finally gotten my hands on a pass key. I hoped the offices would have some answers for me. I was getting tired, and my boss had started pressing me about coming back, or officially resigning. The sand in  my hour glass was close to running dry. Those offices had to have some answers for me. Taking the stairwell to the third floor was the best way to be undetected by the security that was still in the building. I jumped when my phone let out its familiar jingle as the sound reverberated off the wall. Quickly I fumbled to silence it. “Fuck!” I thought I had put it on silent.

I waited a moment to see if the noise had reached any ears beyond the door I was just about to open. There was nothing but silence. I took a deep breath and let it out slowly as I put my hand on the door to open it. Once again I jumped out of my skin, this time when the vibration from my phone jiggled my left ass cheek. Who the fuck was calling me at this hour?! I took the phone out of my back pocket to  see who was bothering me before I turned it all the way off. Maggie’s name popped up. It still made me smile to see it, even though we weren't together anymore. Broken up or not we had stayed friends and she was the only one who knew what I was up to. I had two missed calls and several texts from her. And if I knew her tone, which I did, each was angrier than the last.

“Why aren't you picking up?”

“Check in with me goddamnit!”

“We need to TALK! Breakfast! Eight o'clock! You know where!”

I rolled my eyes as I checked the time on my phone. Shit! It was already two thirty. I wanted to get at least one floor completely done before I called it a night. But I knew if I didn't show up at the diner Maggie would be barging down any door she thought I might be behind including the front doors of this club guns blazing, nostrils flared, looking to save me from  myself. Three offices. I had time for three offices and then I’d leave to grab a little sleep and meet Mags at eight. Solidified in my plan I opened up the stairwell door, stepped out onto the third floor and headed to  the first office in the hall.
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Longing

**********
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The smell of fresh rain from a thunderstorm filled the air as the wind started to pick up. Overlooking the old cottages in the distant outlying towns, a shadowy figure perched upon the cathedral. The gargoyles had become easy company to this lonely assassin. The silence of the open sky slipped away above as the stars slowly disappeared behind the clouds and the heavens opened their mouth. It was time for a drink.

Sweeping amongst the nooks and crannies of the city, the hooded figure finally landed below to walk amongst the people. There was something freeing about it. Their business was in the endings of humans, so to walk alongside them peacefully for a time brought immeasurable peace. They wanted to be free of this irresistible urge, but their nature had been set by the gods. Walking along the stoned pathways, letting the rain soak their skin, they pondered what a life without the insatiable taste for the kill would be like: would it offer friends, joy, perhaps even a love?

Companionship was a secret longing they hadn’t dared whisper to their betters. The order wouldn’t hear of it. Too messy. Too complicated. It made sense. Who would love an assassin? Who could suffer the endless bodies that would pile up on their souls receipt? As they headed for shelter and a warm brew, they heard a lilting resonance on the breeze. A voice as alluring as the hunt. They closed their eyes and tried to follow it, but it started to fade, and was suddenly gone. Shaking the brief spell, they headed into the tavern.

1990

Pancakes

**********
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LENA 

It was too early and I needed coffee. I had broken my own rule and had searched the entire floor. Once I had done three rooms it seemed silly to stop when there were only four more on the floor. I hadn’t even slept yet. By the time I was done I only had time to grab a quick shower and pull together some notes for Maggie. The bureau had barely begun their investigation into The Vado Mori, and it wasn't going well from what I could gather. 

Maggie sat in the back corner of the diner. Her maple brown hair was in a loose ponytail. Some errant wisps framed her face and I had to fight the urge to move it behind her ear.  At one point Maggie had not only been  my work partner, but also my lover.  Both of those facts were no longer true. She had gotten a promotion since I went on my sabbatical. When, or if I went back she would probably be my superior. 

Maggie kicked out the chairs for me to sit in. “I ordered you some pancakes.”

I sat in the chair. “Thanks, but I’m not hungry.”

“Sure you are. I can tell by your face that you haven’t slept and probably haven’t eaten since lunch yesterday.” 

Maggie waved over the waitress. “Can I get a refill on my coffee and my friend here would like a cup. Black with three sugars.”

The waitress looked at me for confirmation. “I’d also like some half and half please.”

Maggie snorted. “Since when did you become a cream junkie?”

“Since I need something a little softer than the acid of the coffee in my stomach.”

“That place is making you soft.” Maggie scoffed.

“I wouldn’t say that.”

“You don’t need to. I did.”

I sighed as the waitress bright over my coffee and the pancakes. She refilled Maggie’s cup, then left. 

I took several bites of my food without saying anything. I hadn’t realized how hungry I was until the first bite hit my stomach. It was like a switch had been turned on.

Maggie watched me with an amused look on her face. “I knew you were hungry.”

I just nodded.

She looked at me, not saying anything for a few  minutes so I just ate. Finally she spoke. “When are you going to come to your senses and come back to work.?” 
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