The first thing Millie knew she needed to do was not panic. Sure, she was tied to a chair in her own kitchen, unable to reach her phone and a known super villain was eyeing her like she was a hunk of meat, but panicking wasn’t going to help her. Neither was the strange feeling in her stomach, but she’d deal with that… never, probably.

“I asked you a question, girl,” Infinite sneered at her. “Where the fuck am I and who the fuck are you?”

“I guess I should be glad I left so little an impression on you,” Millie mumbled, trying to get her wrists free. The first thing she had noticed when Infinite pounced her was that she wasn’t using the power of the Phantom Ruby; she used her own strength, some kitchen twine from the cabinets and nothing more. Did she no longer have the power?

“What’s that supposed to mean?” Millie tried to move away as she reached for her, her entire body going stiff when she felt Infinite’s hand grasp her chin. She turned her head from side to side, firm but not painfully, looking her over like she was buying herself a pet. “Wait… Prower?!”

“So you do remember me.” That feeling in her stomach intensified. That was… odd.

“That’s impossible,” the jackal exclaimed, releasing her hold on Millie’s chin. “You were a mere child when I last saw you!”

“Yeah, and I last saw you ten years ago!” Her eyes widened.

“You’re lying.”

“Why would I lie about that?! Is it not obvious that I’m older? I did not have tits like these during the war!” Millie wasn’t sure what she expected to happen after announcing that; some sort of violence for her insubordination, perhaps, or just angered yelling. She didn’t expect Infinite’s hands to suddenly be on her breasts, groping gently through her pink camisole.

“You certainly didn’t.” Her voice had a growl to it, sending shivers through Millie. “I certainly would have noticed.” She could feel her tails swishing as Infinite continued teasing her, her thumbs pressed against her nipples. Was it agitation causing her tails to go wild… it had to be. There was no other possible explanation.

“St-stop it,” she whispered. To her surprise, she pulled her hands away. Her tails stopped moving and she felt… strange.

“Where are we?” Infinite asked. 

“Blackberry Cove…” 

“Oh? And why are you here?” Millie heard her phone vibrating on the counter.

“That’s probably Sonic,” she said, praying her voice sounded more confident than hopeful. “If I don’t answer, he’ll come looking for me!”

“If memory serves me right,” Infinite replied with a smirk, “Blackberry Cove is a good half the planet away from Sonic’s precious Sunset Heights. Even he couldn’t get here in less than a few days.” A flash of lightning lit up the cottage, followed a loud clap of thunder that seemed to take the electricity with it. Millie let out a yelp as the sound of rain coming down in buckets filled her ears. “Especially not with a storm like this raging.”

“You don’t know that…” Millie watched helplessly as Infinite slid her thumb across the middle of the screen… opening a text message. Something that wouldn’t require Millie’s passcode.

“Hey Tails,” she read. “Sorry I missed your call. What’s going on?” Infinite winked at Millie as she typed a reply. “Bad storm here, power is out. Trying to save my battery. Call when power’s back.”

“You bitch…” Infinite hit send on the message before turning the phone off and setting it back down on the counter. “You’re not going to get away with this…” Infinite shrugged, turning away from her and heading towards the living room. “Where are you going?!” 

“To light some candles, I’d rather not sit here in the dark.” As another flash of lightning and clap of thunder shook the cottage, Millie tried not to panic. She was trapped, in her home with… a very confusing bad guy. Infinite had the upper hand, she had to know that. Even if Millie did manage to escape from her binds, she wasn’t going out in this storm…

Speaking of the storm, it was getting louder and louder. She hated storms, had since she was a child. She’d tried so many things to quell her fears, but nothing ever worked. She couldn’t let her know she was frightened, who knew what she might do with that information. She tried to focus on anything but the storm; she could smell the scents of mint and burning wood. Infinite must have found her favorite candle, the one Amy had given her for Yule last year. It was called Wintertide Campfire and smelling it now was  helpful somehow.

Right up until the lightning flashed brighter, the thunder clapped louder, shaking the old cottage again. She let out a cry, feeling herself shaking against the twine that held her in place. 

“Okay, I’m not dealing with this all night.” Millie felt something cover her eyes, completely blacking out her vision.

“What are you do-” She struggled as something was forced into her mouth. It was round, hard and rubbery… and made her freeze in terror as she realized what it was.

“You should learn to hide your toys better, Prower,” Infinite teased as she buckled the ball gag behind Millie’s head, careful not to catch her fur in anything. Finding the leather blindfold had been interesting, but could easily be explained as some sort of sleep mask; the ball gag could only be one thing. Same with the leather cuffs, straps and a few other things she happened upon. Quickly and quietly, she worked to swap the hastily tied kitchen twine with the straps she’d found, buckling them just above and below the lovely breasts Millie had drawn her attention to, pinning the fox’s arms to her sides. She then buckled two more straps around her, one at knees and the other at her ankles, pinning her tails to the back of her legs.

The look suited her.

“Bth!” Millie tried to scream at her, continuing to struggle as Infinite lifted her over his shoulder and started carrying her off.

“Calm down, you foul mouthed little vixen.” During her quick exploration of the cottage, Infinite had found the stairs to the second floor, which appeared to be Prower’s bedroom; there were star lights hanging from the ceiling, a large skylight over the bed allowed anyone laying there to look up at the night sky. Or in tonight’s case, listen to the rain hitting the glass. 

Infinite carefully carried the fox up the stairs and laid her down on her bed. Prower’s clothes didn’t look like they’d be all that comfortable to sleep in, but Infinite wasn’t about to remove them for her. She laid down next to her, pulling her close. 

“Relax,” she whispered into Prower’s ear, holding her head still after she tried to headbutt her. “Listen to my voice, Prower… you cannot hear anything else. All is my voice… my voice is all.”

Millie struggled as she felt his lips brush against her ear, trying to drown out Infinite’s words with her own sounds of protest. She was trying to hypnotize her somehow, she knew it. It wouldn’t work on her; hypnosis only worked on those who wanted it to work, and she certainly didn’t want it to work. She couldn’t hear her voice, she didn’t want to hear her voice…

“Going to make me play dirty, are you?” Infinite asked. “As you wish.” Millie let out a gasp as she felt the jackal’s hands on her breasts once again. She wasn’t simply groping them this time, her movements were circular and rhythmic… matching the tone and cadence of her voice. “All is my voice… my voice is all…”

“Nnnn…” Millie shook her head weakly, still attempting to struggle. “Stpp…” One of the hands left her breast long enough to pull the gag out of her mouth, letting it hang around her neck. “Stop… stop…”

“What do you want to stop, Prower?”

“You’re… you’re hypnotizing me…”

“I am,” Infinite admitted, both of her hands continuing their work on Millie’s breasts. “Because I am not listening to you freak out about the storm all night.”

“Storm…?”

“Yes, little vixen, it’s still storming outside; you can’t hear it can you?”

“No, Infinite…”

“And why is that?”

“All is your voice… your voice is all.” Millie let out a soft gasp as her breasts were squeezed.

“That’s right, little vixen,” Infinite said sweetly. “Listen to my voice now; all you are to do is relax and go to sleep. There is no storm, nothing to startle you. Understand?”

Millie’s head bobbed up and down slowly, as if being puppeted somehow. “Yes Infinite…”

“Good girl… when I snap my fingers, you’re going to sleep. When you wake in the morning, of your own accord, you will remember everything. Understand?”

“Yes Infinite…” Millie felt another squeeze to her breasts before hearing a snap and falling into a deep sleep.

Infinite waited a good ten minutes before carefully getting herself out from under the sleeping fox and getting out of the bed. While she would love to leave her bound as she was, she knew doing so would risk injury to the young woman; she carefully unbuckled the straps around her body and removed the blindfold. She reached for the ball gag that was currently around Prower’s neck like a collar, but pulled her hand away. She wasn’t an absolute monster but she wanted to leave the little vixen some proof of what had transpired.

Infinite walked back out to the living room, blowing out the candle she’d lit earlier before settling down on the sofa. It would be so easy to continue the seduction of this little vixen, but then she’d have to deal with Sonic the Hedgehog, and she did not want to deal with Sonic the Hedgehog. No, as long as the storm was over, she’d be heading out early in the morning, leaving Miss Prower alone in her bed with her toys.
