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Dedication

"For there is nothing covered, that shall not be revealed; neither hid, that shall not be known."

Luke 12:2 (KJV)

To all submissive men who veil their truths in shadow,
who cradle desires in silence, who yearn to dance in the light of their own hearts:
This story is yours.
A call to unfurl your soul, to revel in what sets you ablaze—be it satin’s caress, surrender’s thrill, or any passion that whispers your name.
Life is fleeting; shame is a thief. Follow your heart, bold and unhidden, and claim the joy of who you are.
With fervent devotion,
Elara xxx
Join My Tribe
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A Work Permit on a Thin Thread

5:00 p.m., Nova Lux Galleria, Down town Sovrana

Noah’s heart was hammering uncontrollably. His clothes clung damp to his body, his breath shallow. His uniform, gray and faded, looked even more disheveled than usual, and his eyes—bloodshot and sunken—betrayed the toll of too many sleepless nights behind the wheel. He didn’t want to be here. He had to be here.

Every few months, the compulsion would build to an unbearable pressure, and he’d give in—always choosing a different boutique, never the same one twice. His routine was surgically precise: enter quickly, avoid eye contact, find the item, purchase, and vanish. Most stores in Sovrana scanned his chip automatically upon exit, deducting the DOM from his account without a word. He wasn’t sure if this one would. But he couldn’t leave without it.

As a woman stepped out, the glass doors slid open with a soft sigh. Noah moved with her exit—slipping in like vapor, like guilt—and froze the moment he crossed the threshold.

It was paradise.

The boutique’s air enveloped him like a hush — warm, fragrant, impossibly soft. A blend of orchid, talcum, and something sweetly floral clung to every breath he took, making his knees slightly weak. Satin robes in soft pastels floated on curved display rods like they were suspended by air itself. Rows of delicate bras—lace-trimmed, bow-tied, whisper-light—sat perfectly folded under rose-hued lighting that made everything glow. Mannequins posed in matching sets, each styled with effortless elegance. The space was quiet but alive, humming with the easy movements of young women drifting from one table to the next, fingering silk, exchanging quiet remarks, smiling in that unbothered way only Sovrana’s daughters could. Noah felt it deep in his chest—that hot, weightless ache. This was paradise. Terrifying. Sacred. The kind of place a man should never be, yet the only place he ever wanted to be.

Scattered throughout were the MIRMAGE mirrors, standard now in Sovrana for decades. Seamlessly embedded in the boutique’s soft pink walls, they shimmered faintly with anticipation. Girls lifted lingerie items from displays, and the mirrors responded instantly—projecting their reflections in flawless, digitized detail, the garment rendered perfectly against their otherwise bare bodies. There were no fitting rooms. There hadn’t been for years.

Noah dared not look too long. A single glance was enough to burn into his memory: a young woman, perhaps nineteen, tilting her head thoughtfully in a violet demi-cup, her digital skin bare, her body displayed without shame. She was completely focused, adjusting a strap in the mirror. Unbothered. Unaware—or simply unconcerned—that her projected nudity might be seen by others. Seen by him.

Noah looked away quickly, breath catching. It felt like witnessing something holy and forbidden at once. A kind of sacrilege he couldn’t stop craving. The technology was astonishing. Perfect. Too perfect. And yet, somewhere deep inside, it unsettled him—this fusion of precision and exposure, femininity reduced to code and light, the sacred digitized.

You can’t be looking at them, he warned himself, swallowing down the surge of tension. Not even a second too long.
But it was so hard not to. To see a woman lifting a bra, testing its fit in the mirror — so casual, so free.
God, he thought, if only I could stand there like she does. Hold something delicate, try it on, and see how it looks on me… without shame. Without fear.

He kept low, shoulders hunched, pretending to examine a rack of chemises as he inched steadily toward the bra section. He moved slowly, carefully, always scanning the corners of his vision for store attendants. Lingering too long. Standing too close to a MIRMAGE. One wrong move, one raised eyebrow, and he could be flagged. In Sovrana, that might mean being reported. And being reported could mean a weekend in a correction center—or worse.

His breath shallowed.

He didn’t look directly at the bras. Not yet. He eyed them from angles, side-glances, reflections—searching for the one he wanted while keeping his body language neutral. As if he were simply running an errand for his owner. As if he had a right to be here.

Wait for a clear moment, he told himself. Don’t rush. Don’t draw attention.

Then—when the space cleared just enough—he held his breath and moved.

Then he spotted it—the one.

A pale pink satin bra, delicate and exquisite, with tiny floral embroidery and a single bow at the center that looked almost too feminine to be real. It shimmered under the boutique lights like something sacred. His throat tightened. His cock gave a small, aching twitch inside his uniform.

But he didn’t move. Not yet.

He had to be careful.

Some boutiques had auto-checkout—he could grab the item and walk out, his account charged automatically without a word. But not all of them. He hadn’t been to this store before. He didn’t know. And the last thing he could risk was finding himself standing in line at the register, holding a bra like a complete shmuck, surrounded by girls and soft music and mirrors that showed too much.

He scanned the cashier’s area discreetly. One girl was finishing a transaction. Another was laughing with the attendant, their voices light and breezy.

He lingered near a display of camisoles, pretending to browse, trying not to fidget. Waiting.

Finally, the counter cleared. No line. No eyes. No chatter.

Now.
Now it was safe.

He stepped toward the display.
And reached for it.

His hand trembled as he picked it up.

Not just a faint quiver. A full, uncontrollable shake — the kind that came when adrenaline and desire tangled too tightly in his veins. The bra was so light, so soft, it felt like it might dissolve in his grip. Pale pink satin, smooth as a whisper. The tiny embroidered flowers caught the light like dew, and that little bow at the center — it undid him.

He held it gently, reverently, like something stolen from a goddess’s altar.

I can’t believe I’m holding this, he thought, dizzy with the weight of it. It’s real. It’s mine. It’s happening.
His cock pulsed harder now, straining inside his uniform, but he didn’t dare adjust himself. He stood frozen, afraid to draw attention, terrified of being seen — and yet also hoping, somewhere deep inside, that someone might witness him in this quiet act of surrender.

This wasn’t just a bra. It was proof.
That he’d given in.
That he couldn’t fight it anymore.

I’m not a crossdresser, he told himself. It’s not that.
It’s not about pretending to be a woman. It’s not even about the clothes—not really.

It was the feeling. The presence. The essence of a woman—her softness, her scent, the power that radiated from everything she wore. A whisper in silk, the cool kiss of perfume, the secret weight of lace hugging a body that never had to ask permission.

When he wore those things—alone, behind locked doors—he didn’t feel like he was becoming a woman. He felt like he was nearer to her. Like he was stepping into her orbit. Into a sacred space that didn’t belong to him but still called to him.

The garments weren’t costumes. They were symbols. Of beauty. Of control. Of the quiet, untouchable supremacy woven into everything women were allowed to be.

This isn’t about wanting to look like a woman, he insisted, his grip tightening slightly around the pink bra.
It’s about needing to feel her. To experience what she is. And to lower myself in reverence of it.

That’s not crossdressing.
That’s worship.

And telling himself that always helped.
A little.

But just as his anxiety began to steady, his eyes lifted — and he saw her.

Nyla.

She was effortlessly stunning.

Her rose-colored bandeau top, cut from soft matte cotton, clung tightly to her full chest, stretching with each unhurried breath she took. It left her toned stomach bare, exposed without apology. Her black leather pencil skirt hugged her hips with sculpted precision, the gold zipper drawing a clean line down her front. On her feet: cream ankle-strap heels, minimal and elegant, their soft clicks whispering across the boutique’s polished floor as she moved — confident, unhurried, natural.

Her honey-blonde hair was swept into a loose half-up twist, strands falling casually around her collarbone. She wasn’t posing. She wasn’t trying. She simply was. And that was enough to unmake him.

Noah felt the heat rise to his face, a flush blooming up his neck. His breath caught. The same helpless reaction that had gripped him years ago — every time a young salesgirl glanced his way — seized him again now, full force.

I’m nothing next to her.

The thought struck without shame, without bitterness. Just truth.

He hadn’t even been noticed yet. And already he felt beneath her.

She hadn’t looked at him. Hadn’t spoken. But something in him stirred — old, familiar, impossible to deny.

He wanted to lower himself. To kiss her shoes. Not because Sovrana required it. But because something in his body ached to show her:
You’re above me.

He didn’t move.
Didn’t speak.

But he was already on his knees inside.

She was advising another customer — a girl maybe just out of school, all round cheeks and nervous laughter — who stood with two nearly identical bras in her hands. Nyla gestured between them, speaking with gentle ease, her voice melodic, her posture open.

The girl giggled, biting her lip as Nyla leaned in slightly and pointed again. There was no sales pitch in her tone. Just presence. Just grace.

She made the girl feel good.
Visible.
Beautiful.

Noah’s breath caught.

She’s perfect, he thought helplessly. Too perfect.

Not just in appearance, though that alone unstrung him. It was her warmth. Her ease. That casual authority only women seemed able to carry in Sovrana — the effortless power of one who knew she was above him and saw no reason to flaunt it.

He felt himself shrinking in her glow.

Then—she turned.

And smiled.
At him.

Noah froze, bra still in hand.

Her gaze landed softly on him. It didn’t flicker away.
It was direct. Unbothered. Kind.

Not mocking. Not judgmental.
Just… aware.

She saw him.

And that seeing—so quiet, so gentle—undid him more than cruelty ever could.

The bra in his hands suddenly weighed a thousand pounds. His fingers trembled. He could barely breathe.

His cock swelled in helpless panic, straining against the confines of his worn uniform pants as if trying to disappear. But there was nowhere to go.

He was a man with a pink bra in a temple of women.
And he’d been seen.

She stepped toward him, her heels whispering on the polished floor.

That was when the panic hit.

Without thinking, Noah dropped to his knees. His head bowed automatically, his body acting before thought could interfere. He pressed his lips—once, then again—to the toes of her cream ankle-strap heels.

One kiss per foot. Nothing dramatic. Just the standard courtesy expected of any man greeting a woman in Sovrana.

Nyla didn’t speak. She didn’t need to.

It wasn’t unusual.
It wasn’t special.
It was simply… expected.

But for Noah, kneeling there on the boutique floor, heart pounding and face flushed with shame and reverence, it didn’t feel routine.

It felt right.

When he stood, trembling, she was still smiling—calm, composed, and utterly unbothered. Her presence alone held power. Nothing had been said, and yet he already felt undone.

“Can I help you?” she asked, her voice light, professional, warm.

Noah swallowed. “I… I’m just looking.”

“Looking,” she echoed, tilting her head ever so slightly. “You mean… at the customers trying on clothes?”

Her smile didn’t fade. Her tone didn’t shift. But the question landed exactly where he’d feared it would.

“Oh, no, no—” he laughed nervously, waving a hand. “I was just… just browsing.”

He knew full well he wasn’t welcome in places like this. Boutiques where women casually stood in front of MIRMAGE mirrors, viewing themselves nude but for a bra or a pair of panties. There wasn’t a sign at the entrance—no men, no dogs—like some lower-end stores still bothered to post. But it didn’t need to be said. In Sovrana, it was understood: men didn’t come in here.

She laughed. Not cruelly, not even sharply. Her smile widened, dimples flashing, her white teeth catching the light. “You dirty old man,” she teased, almost fondly.

Noah felt heat rush to his face.

“So then… what is it?” she asked, eyes dancing. “What are you looking for?”

Her tone was light. Nothing cruel. Just a casual question.

But to Noah, it hit like a bare hand across his shame.

He didn’t want her to ask. He wanted to laugh it off, deflect, vanish — make it to the exit before the ground swallowed him whole.

And yet—he needed her to.
He needed her to notice. To know.
He needed that faint lift in her eyebrow, the amused lilt in her voice. Just enough to suggest: I see what this is.

Because if she even suspected — even half-believed the bra in his hand was for him — it would become his private obsession.
He’d replay it in his mind for weeks, over and over, stroking his cock in the dark to the sound of her voice saying, “What are you looking for?”
Not accusing. Just teasing. Amused. Feminine.

He didn’t want to be caught.
He wanted to be suspected.
Exposed just enough to burn with shame — not enough to stop.

That was the edge he lived on. The humiliation that made him hard.
Not punishment.
Not pain.

Just a young woman, pretty and polite, holding a mirror up to his secret — and smiling.

“Oh—nothing, I found it, really, it’s no problem. I was just about to leave…”

His voice came out high, thin, almost brittle. He offered a jittery laugh, already trying to step away. He didn’t want her to take the bra from him. But he couldn’t stop her.

“You were about to leave,” she repeated, gently plucking the pale pink bra from his trembling hand.

She held it up between two fingers like something delicate and faintly amusing. “But you picked the wrong size.”

Her voice wasn’t loud, but it didn’t have to be. It carried. And it made him freeze.

Noah’s blood ran cold.

In a store this quiet — this sacred — her words were a spotlight. The warm lighting, the soft perfume, the gentle giggles of other girls browsing... it all went silent in his ears. All he could hear was that sentence, hanging in the air like a verdict.

He didn’t dare look around to see who had heard.

He just stood there, exposed, as Nyla looked him in the eye — still smiling, still calm — and slowly turned toward the MIRMAGE.

“Come,” she said, as if she were merely helping a confused customer.

And he followed. Of course he followed.

Standing before the mirror, Nyla held the bra up. The system activated instantly, projecting the garment onto her bare digital reflection. Noah froze. She appeared totally nude in the mirror—soft curves, flawless skin, a neat line of trimmed hair just above her sex. She didn’t flinch. Didn’t care.

She’s used to this, he thought, overwhelmed. Completely unbothered.

“It’s huge,” she said casually. “It’s made for someone much bigger than me.”

She turned to him. “What size does she wear?”

“What?” he asked.

“The woman you’re buying this for. What size does she wear?”

“Oh… she’s, um… she’s big,” he said quickly. “Fat, I mean—her bust.”

Nyla tilted her head, watching him calmly. She didn’t press, but she didn’t need to. The lie hung in the air between them, obvious and flimsy.

“No, seriously,” Noah fumbled, his hands patting his pockets, “I have a note… she gave me a note…”

He finally retrieved a folded paper and handed it to her with shaking fingers.

She took it delicately, unfolded it, and read aloud, “‘EEE.’”

Her voice, though calm and unhurried, seemed to echo louder than it should have in the quiet boutique. A few heads turned. Or maybe he imagined that. Either way, the blood rushed to his face.

Her brows lifted slightly, but she didn’t say anything at first. Just glanced at the paper again, then back at him.

Noah’s heart thudded in his chest. Suddenly, he wasn’t even sure if EEE was the correct term. The entire language of women’s sizes—band, cup, underwire, demi, plunge—blurred in his mind like a foreign dialect he’d only pretended to understand. It was too much. He felt exposed, childish. A trespasser in sacred territory.

And now she was holding the evidence in her hand. Quiet. Watching him stew.

Then she looked at him, quietly, her voice dropping just enough to make his breath catch.

“You buy this for yourself, don’t you?” she whispered.

Noah’s face flushed instantly, a deep, uncontrollable red that bloomed from his neck to his ears. His whole body tensed. His cock—already stirred by fear and awe—swelled to full, desperate hardness in his pants, rock hard now, pulsing with a helpless rhythm that humiliated him even further.

She didn’t laugh. She didn’t raise an eyebrow. But something in her tone—subtle, amused, gently probing—told him everything.

She knew.

She saw him. Not as a man.

As something else. Something smaller. Something... exposed.

And maybe she was trying to disguise it, that glimmer in her voice, the smooth professionalism she wore like a second skin. But he felt it. Knew it. She didn’t see a confused man buying lingerie for a girlfriend.

She saw a sissy.

And he would be stroking to this moment for weeks.

He stared at her, stunned. She was so close. He could smell her perfume—vanilla, sandalwood, something warm and feminine. Her voice was kind, but the words pierced him.

It hit him like lightning: she knew.

She smiled lightly. “Okay, so… it’s for her,” she said, glancing at the note again. “Sure. Let’s go to the register.”

He began to speak— “Oh, you don’t have automatic checkout?”—but she cut him off with another smile.

“No, we don’t. We like watching men realize they can’t sneak out of here holding our bras. Too many perverts lately. This helps deter them, you know?”

“Ah. Yes. Of course,” he said, his voice brittle as he followed her.

At the register, she leaned in and whispered something to the cashier, and the two of them shared a quiet laugh. Noah felt it like a tremor through his whole body.

The cashier smiled brightly. “I’ll need your signature here,” she said.

As he signed, she took the note and slid it beside the receipt.

“Same handwriting,” she said, glancing up with a smirk. “But the note says ‘Mistress Elena.’ Are you… Mistress Elena?”

Noah coughed, nearly choking on air. “Nooo…” he said, stretching the syllable.

Nyla stepped casually around the counter and came to stand beside him. Close. Too close.

“You’re not leaving this boutique,” she said softly, “without telling us the truth.”

“I… I buy them for myself,” he whispered, darting glances to each side. “But please—please don’t tell anyone. You’re the first one who knows…”

Her smile faded. Her expression cooled.

“I have a cage in the back,” she said. “Do you know that?”

His heart nearly stopped. “You… do?”

“Oh yes,” she said calmly. “It’s occupied right now. Someone just like you. Caught yesterday. We’ve been rotating guests lately.”

He was rock hard now. The shame, the closeness, her perfume—it was all too much. He thought he might faint. Or come.

“Would you like me to invite you back there?” she asked. “Or would you rather I file a complaint?”

“Oh God… please, Ma’am. Please. Just let me go,” he begged, barely able to meet her eyes. “As if we never met. Please.”

She looked at him for a moment, eyes unreadable. Then suddenly, she laughed.

“Go. Go in peace,” she said. “I’m kidding.”

He nearly collapsed with relief.

“Thank you. Thank you, Ma’am,” he stammered, backing away, holding the little bag as if it were sacred.

He rushed out of the store, down through the atrium, and into the parking structure. The taxi door slammed shut with a hollow thud. His hands were trembling as he dropped the glossy pink shopping bag onto the passenger seat—its delicate handles and shiny surface screaming femininity. It sat there, bold and unapologetic, like a trophy and a confession all at once.

His breath came shallow. His chest rose and fell in short, uneven pulls—not from exertion, but from something deeper.

Shame. Arousal.

That volatile, electric mix that always came after—his mind spinning, cock aching in his trousers, face hot with the residue of humiliation and ecstasy.

He had a few more hours left in his shift.

Then, finally, he’d be home. Alone. Free to open the bag, pull out its soft secrets, and indulge himself like the trembling little thing he was.

It was girly. Pretty. Feminine.

And it made him feel like he’d touched something holy.

The engine hummed to life as he guided the taxi up the exit ramp and back into the gleaming city traffic.

Nova Lux Galleria glowed in his rearview mirror, its crystalline facade catching the last of the sun’s rays in a fiery dance, casting prismatic light across Sovrana’s immaculate streets. The city in 2065 was a breathtaking vision of futuristic elegance, a testament to the unyielding success of its female rulers—a Gynarchic Utopia of mirrored skyscrapers, neon pulses, and architectural marvels that seemed to defy gravity itself.

Vast shopping centers like the Galleria sprawled across entire districts, multi-level atriums sparkling with cascading chandeliers and lush greenery. Floating holo-displays cycled the latest trends—bio-enhanced jewelry, emotion-matching perfumes, and custom-fitted holo-dresses. Elevated glass walkways crisscrossed the skyline, while polished autonomous pods slid silently below.

It was a city built for women. A city where men were only permitted to exist under ownership, and under strict rules.

As Noah navigated the slow-moving traffic, the rhythm of the city pulsing around him, his hands tightened on the wheel, still slightly unsteady from what had just happened. He could smell traces of her perfume—Nyla’s—still lingering faintly in his memory. Vanilla and sandalwood. That smile. That terrifying, perfect smile.

He shook his head as if trying to clear a fog. Focus, he told himself. Drive. Just finish the shift. Then home. Then… maybe.

The console lit up with an incoming message.

“Hey, Ashley,” Noah spoke through the taxi’s speakers, his voice low and strained as he maneuvered past a shimmering tower, its LED display flashing an ad for bio-aesthetic enhancements.

“It’s five o’clock, Noah, and you’re still not home,” Ashley’s voice crackled through the speakers, sharp and unyielding. The 80-year-old woman who owned him—born in 1985, before the digital revolution—had personally paid for his Vera certification: the grueling process of psychological testing, obedience drills, and public submission that allowed him to legally reside in Sovrana. Without it, he’d be back in the Barrens by now. Or worse.

“But Ashley, it’s just the afternoon—why can’t I stay out till seven?” Noah pleaded, trying to sound respectful despite the tightness in his chest. “I get so many rides around then, and besides… you don’t eat dinner until seven.”

“No, Noah, that’s not acceptable,” she snapped, her voice brooking no argument. “Get yourself back here, or I’ll be furious.”

“Yes, Ma’am,” he replied softly, the phrase a constant refrain in his day, always acknowledging, always deferring to women, his survival hinging on Ashley’s favor, a fragile thread that could snap at her whim; in return for her ownership, he slept in her apartment, not in her bed but in the room next door, a presence to ease her fear of loneliness in her twilight years, a give-and-take deal that ensured his work permit and survival.

Noah shook his head, the weight of his subservience bearing down as he drove past a sprawling shopping center, its glass walls reflecting the fiery hues of the setting sun, the streets below alive with women in luxurious attire, their laughter echoing faintly.

He imagined the devastating impact of a new law Ashley could wield against him—a proposal by Prime Minister Lydia Marrow that would allow women to jail their owned men without a judge, for any duration, at a mere whim, no explanation or objection permitted, a terrifying prospect if Ashley grew even temporarily angry.

His anxiety deepened, and he switched on the radio, hoping for distraction, only to hear Lydia’s authoritative voice addressing Sovrana’s citizens, her tone polished and commanding.

“Since the split in 2045, we women have built this flourishing city, a beacon of order and prosperity,” she declared, her words resonating with pride. “We’ve proven we know how to govern—we don’t need men to thrive.”

“With this new law, if a woman deems her man useless, or for any reason at all, she can simply call the police, and they’ll take him to jail,” she continued, her voice unwavering. “It’s that straightforward. Males are subordinates in our country—they’d better behave accordingly.”

“I do receive messages from terrified males,” Lydia added, her tone firm yet measured, “so let me clarify: women can send a man to prison under this law, yes, but not to our correction centers—that still requires a court appeal.”

Noah’s heart sank, the oppression suffocating, his subdued stance a constant burden, the anxiety of such unchecked power gnawing at him as he drove past a chrome pod gliding silently, its surface reflecting the city’s neon glow.

The radio switched to an interview, a male voice speaking with tentative respect, the faint crackle of the broadcast underscoring his unease. “Judge Grace Kade, some men argue this law violates human rights. Could you share your opinion on this proposal by Lydia Marrow?”

A tense silence followed, thick with anticipation, before Grace’s voice sliced through, sharp and domineering, a velvet blade that seemed to caress the air, each word a command that made the cab feel suddenly smaller. “I notice you didn’t address me as ‘Your Honor’—isn’t that remarkable?”

The interviewer stammered, his voice cracking under her scrutiny. “Oh, I—I didn’t mean to—”

Grace cut him off, her tone unyielding, a silken lash cracking with precision. “I’m not done, Tevik. I’m not done,” she said.

“Yes, of course, Your Honor,” Tevik mumbled, his voice small, a whimper of submission that echoed through the radio, a man laid bare by her dominance.

She continued, each syllable a precise strike. “And who is ‘Lydia Marrow,’ your girlfriend? You address our Prime Minister as if she’s your schoolmate.” A heavy silence hung in the air, uncomfortable and charged, before she added, “It’s Lady Lydia, for you.”

The silence stretched, taut with tension, until Grace’s voice returned, a sultry command that brooked no defiance. “Come, come over here,” she ordered, slow and deliberate, “I want you to kneel here in front of me.”

Tevik’s voice quivered, a mix of shock and hesitation. “Your Honor, but we’re in the middle of an interview—”

“I said come here and kneel,” Grace repeated, her voice a low growl, its feminine strength a siren’s call that left no room for refusal, resonating through the speakers with unyielding authority.

Noah tensed; he could feel it, the heat in his loins. This woman was making him hard in the middle of a workday, but he was fascinated, hooked.

A brief silence followed, filled with faint sounds of commotion—shuffling footsteps, the creak of a chair, the rustle of fabric—and then her voice came, calm and clear.

“That’s much better, isn’t it?” Grace purred, her voice a soothing balm laced with control, her approval a caress that deepened Noah’s ache.

“Yes, Your Honor,” the interviewer replied, his voice trembling with deference.

Noah’s heart raced, a surge of arousal coursing through him as he realized what had happened. Goodness, she just made him kneel—live on air, yes, she did. That’s much better means he’s kneeling at her feet now, continuing the interview from his lowly position, he thought, the image of Tevik humbled before Grace’s commanding presence igniting a fire in Noah’s loins, his erection throbbing as he imagined her dominance in full display.

“Good,” Grace said, her tone shifting back to sharp precision. “Now, as for this law, you’re asking me to comment on legislation not yet passed, one I or my colleagues might review on appeal. Do you understand you cannot ask me this?”

“Goodness, she’s cornering him, ohhh,” Noah muttered aloud to himself, a mix of awe and arousal in his voice. “Masturbation material.”

“Yes, I understand now, I truly do,” the interviewer replied, his voice chastened, the deference in his words a stark contrast to her unyielding dominance.

Grace’s tone softened slightly, but her authority remained absolute, a velvet glove over an iron fist. “We uphold the highest standards for human rights in Sovrana. I assure you, any judge will handle this matter professionally, considering all aspects of human rights,” she said.

“We’re not monsters—we serve the public,” she added.

“Yes, Your Honor, of course,” Tevik said, a faint tremor in his voice betraying his awe.

He hesitated, then ventured cautiously, “However, Your Honor, some argue that even the laws requiring men to be owned to live in Sovrana violate human rights—I was wondering your opinion on the matter—”

But Noah, spotting Tila Vae by the Galleria, immediately turned off the radio, the interviewer’s question left unanswered, as Sovrana’s norms demanded silence for a female passenger unless she requested a station, the sudden quiet amplifying the hum of the city around him.

As he navigated toward Tila, weaving through the slow traffic past a shimmering tower with a holo-display advertising bio-enhanced jewelry, its neon glow casting fleeting shadows across his dashboard, Noah’s mind was consumed by Judge Grace’s voice. It echoed in his thoughts, a voice of reason within Sovrana’s unequal system, her fairness a rare beacon in the oppressive gynarchy, yet it struck deeper, igniting a primal heat that throbbed through his core, a forbidden thrill that tightened his grip on the wheel, his pulse quickening with a mix of awe and dread. Her tone—so domineering, so effortlessly in control—had woven a spell over the airwaves, the way she’d cornered Tevik, forcing him to his knees in the studio, a display of intelligence and power that left Noah both reverent and unsettled, the lingering ache in his loins a testament to her voice’s power, a velvet whip that could bring any man to his knees.

Tila Vae, a vibrant 20-year-old, glowed with cheerful energy, a blinking green device in her ear as she chatted animatedly, her long, sculpted legs stretching endlessly from ultra-short denim shorts that clung to her hips, their frayed edges barely covering her thighs, the tight fit accentuating her toned calves and high, accentuated arches as she shifted her weight, emphasizing her feminine grace. Her fair skin shimmered under the orange sunlight, legs smooth and flawless, exuding strength and elegance, her feet in open-toe sandals revealing perfectly pedicured toes, their delicate shine catching the glow, a tantalizing display of her superior femininity.

A fitted, cropped white tank top revealed a sliver of Tila’s midriff, a pastel-pink jacket slung loosely over her shoulders with the sleeves rolled up, her shoulder-length chestnut hair bouncing in loose waves around a heart-shaped face, sparkling hazel eyes and a playful smile lighting up the dusk. In one hand, she clutched a glossy New Balance shopping bag, its logo bold, swinging as she gestured, her lively presence a vivid contrast to Sovrana’s rigid order.

Noah parked beside the pavement where she stood, their eyes locking in a fleeting, charged moment, her vibrant gaze meeting his weary one, a silent prelude to the gynarchy’s unyielding dance.

Noah’s heart quickened at Tila’s vibrant presence; he hastily flung open his taxi door, the creak of the hinges swallowed by Sovrana’s ambient hum, and rushed around the car with a stiff urgency, his tired limbs protesting.

He bowed deeply to the young lady, then fell prone on the pavement, his faded gray uniform scraping the ground as he kissed the insteps of her bare feet, her open-toe sandals accentuating her high arches with their slight heel, fulfilling Sovrana’s law for men greeting women.

Tila, still on her call, ended it briskly. “I’ve got another call waiting—talk to you later, okay?” she said, her voice light.

“Hey, Zyra, what’s up,” she chirped, her tone bright as the blinking green gadget in her ear flashed off to switch to the new call.

Noah rose to his feet, opened the passenger door, and gestured for her to enter, but Tila hesitated, eyeing the gap between the taxi and the curb with a slight frown.

Without hesitation, as law dictated, Noah threw himself into the gap, lying flat in the narrow space, his body a bridge for her to step on, her slight weight pressing into his back as she climbed into the taxi with a casual step, her long, sculpted legs flexing effortlessly.

There were no hard feelings—neither humiliation nor respect in the conventional sense—just the law, a routine act in Sovrana where taxi drivers complied and women cooperated, the norm both expected and, for women, faintly amusing.

The moment Tila settled into the seat, Noah stood, brushing off his uniform, closed her door with a soft click, and rushed around to his side, sliding into the driver’s seat with a quiet exhale.

As he slid into the driver’s seat, Tila leaned slightly forward from the back, lifting the glossy pink shopping bag from beside her and handing it to him. “You forgot this,” she said simply, her tone casual, almost dismissive.

Noah blinked, mortified. He hadn’t even realized he’d left it there, abandoned like a confession in cardboard handles. The pink packaging, so glossy and unmistakably feminine, practically shimmered in her hand. His heart stuttered. He took it quickly—too quickly—and set it down on the floor by his feet as if trying to make it vanish.

She didn’t comment further. She didn’t need to.

Then, without pause, her voice shifted to its natural authority. “Take me to 17 Luminary Crescent—near the entrance, not at the curb.”

Noah nodded, fully aware that the towering skyscraper’s entrance was a chaotic maze of cars and pedestrians, a hassle to navigate, but he wouldn’t dare protest—a woman’s request in Sovrana was a command, a verdict, a law unto itself.

“Yes, Ma’am,” he replied softly, his tone deferential, as he pulled into the traffic, her words an unyielding command in Sovrana’s rigid order.

Tila gazed out her window on the right, her hazel eyes fixed on the grand entrance of the Nova Lux Galleria, its crystalline facade catching the orange sunlight in a fiery dance. “Where?” she asked into her earpiece, her voice playful but edged with impatience.

“You’re inside already?” she said, peering at the crowd milling near the entrance she’d just left, her chestnut waves bouncing as she shifted in her seat. The mall’s glowing lights reflected faintly on the glass.

“But Zyra, we said 4 p.m.,” she added, a hint of annoyance in her tone, shaking her head as she spoke. Noah kept his gaze straight ahead, forbidden by Sovrana’s laws to look at his passenger, his tired hands steady on the wheel despite his exhaustion.

They passed the shimmering Elysian Tower, a skyscraper of sleek steel and mirrored glass, its surface reflecting vibrant neon streaks of violet and teal, casting a surreal glow over the pristine streets below. Noah turned right, the taxi gliding into a wider boulevard lined with holographic billboards that shimmered with advertisements for bio-aesthetic enhancements, their light dancing across the pavement, while sleek, iridescent drones—some as small as flies—hovered overhead, monitoring the city’s flow with unerring precision.

“Okay then…” Tila sighed, her voice softening as she leaned back. “Yes, but I’m already in the cab.”

“Do me a favor, Zyra,” she said after a pause, her tone firm now. “Next time, arrive on time.”

“No, just New Balance shoes,” Tila continued, her voice lightening as she shifted topics. “For the gym, yeah.”

“You wouldn’t expect me to wear them to college,” she laughed, fingers toying with the glossy shopping bag in her lap. “Mine are completely torn—I swear, there’s a hole, and it’s falling apart.”

“It’s on the second floor,” she added, her tone casual. “Wow, Zyra, just use the elevator—it’s impossible otherwise.”

“It’s near the McDonald’s,” she said, glancing out her window at a cluster of boutiques glowing with golden light, their reflections shimmering in the glass.

As she spoke, Tila slipped off her open-toe sandals, revealing her small, feminine feet, their delicate arches catching the fading sunlight, her perfectly pedicured toes gleaming with a glossy polish that begged for worship. She propped them confidently on the dashboard because she could, the smooth skin of her soles a stark contrast to the taxi’s worn interior, her effortless dominance as a privileged, entitled young beauty radiating through the act, leaving Noah—a mere subordinate man in Sovrana’s rigid world—powerless to object.

Noah’s breath caught, his gaze fixating on Tila’s feet, an intoxicating temptation that made him ache to kiss and worship them, her painted toenails a vision that stirred an erection beneath his uniform, despite the impropriety. He knew she wasn’t supposed to prop them on the dashboard, but the law was clear—she could do as she pleased, even flout the rules, her superiority as a Sovereign Girl allowing her to act with impunity.

Gathering all the politeness his exhausted body could muster, he murmured, “Could you please, Ma’am, take your feet down?” His voice was soft, deferential, fully aware that Sovrana’s laws favored her; she could summon a lady cop to complain about his audacity, talking while driving.

Tila giggled mischievously, shifting her legs to rest on his shoulder, her toes playfully pushing against him. “Chill, Noah,” she teased, her eyes catching his name on the mandatory badge every male wore.

Her somewhat sweaty legs brushed his face, the scent intoxicating, her touch overwhelming as her little foot slapped his cheek from side to side, a forbidden dance of dominance. Noah’s heart raced, the law binding him to silence.

“Kiss,” she said suddenly, her voice light, and Noah obeyed, pressing his lips to her instep, the act automatic under Sovrana’s unyielding norms.

Tila burst into laughter, her voice bright through the earpiece. “No, I was talking to my boyfriend,” she told Zyra, her giggles echoing in the cab.

“Kidding, just kidding,” she added quickly, removing her feet from his face, focusing back on her call. Noah sat flushed and powerless, the weight of Sovrana’s gynarchy pressing down as he drove on, the city’s neon glow a constant reminder of his place.

Tila tilted her head, her chestnut waves catching the neon glow as she spoke into her earpiece. “This Saturday?” she asked, retrieving her plans from memory. “We’re meeting at Border Station.”

“It’s a vast pub on the Sovrana-Barrens border,” she continued, her voice bright. “Good music… real men.”

“Oh, so you know,” she said, a hint of impatience creeping in. “Then why do you waste my time explaining to you?”

“Of course you can come,” she added, her tone softening. “But I’m telling you upfront, you won’t meet the typical Sovrana puppy males there—so submissive.”

“There are some real men there,” Tila said, a playful edge in her voice, her words slicing through Noah like a blade, shattering the lingering hope he’d harbored since she entered the taxi—a hidden desire that she might see him, perhaps even own him, a fleeting fantasy he’d never dared pursue, knowing his place as a subordinate in Sovrana’s rigid order. Her earlier toying, her feet on his shoulder, had briefly rekindled that dream, making him think she might be interested, but now her dismissal crushed his ego, reminding him he was just a toy to be used, not a man women desired. “Yeah, me too, I prefer them manly…”

“And this is the only place where you can meet such men,” she went on, her hazel eyes glinting with mischief, the phrase “such men” a cruel echo that deepened Noah’s humiliation, making him feel worthless and pathetic, a mere shadow of the masculinity she craved, his exclusion from that category a bitter sting that aroused a twisted mix of shame and desire in his powerless state as he drove, the weight of her words bearing down on him.

“The only problem is the un-owned men from the Barrens are shackled—hands and feet—when they’re allowed into Border Station,” Tila explained, her tone light.

She laughed softly, the sound echoing in the cab. “Why? It’s Sovrana’s law—they have to be restrained on our land.”

“I guess they don’t want them running free in Sovrana,” she mused, her fingers brushing the New Balance bag.

“So, okay,” she said, her tone shifting. “If you don’t like them chained, then stick to the all-girls parties.”

“Seriously, I’ve had enough of those,” she confessed, a smirk playing on her lips. “I’m considering moving to the Barrens.”

Noah could hear Zyra’s voice crackle through the earpiece, a sharp “Nooooo!” making Tila laugh brightly.

“I was kidding, of course,” Tila said, her laughter fading into a grin. “Who wants to live in the men’s ghetto, anyway?”

“Yeah… okay,” she sighed, wrapping up the call. “So, talk to you later.”

“Alright, bye,” she added, the green device in her ear blinking off as the call ended.

In the silence that filled the car, the hum of Sovrana’s streets a faint backdrop, Noah, still intoxicated by Tila’s presence, hesitated before speaking. “Would it be okay if I asked if you have a boyfriend?” he ventured, his voice low.

“No, I don’t,” Tila replied, her tone casual as she glanced at him. “You?”

“I’m divorced,” Noah said, his voice heavy. “Many years now.”

“Big mistake,” he added, his eyes fixed on the road. “I did that 20 years ago, just before the big split—around the time you were born, Tila, so you wouldn’t recall.” He paused, sneaking a quick peek at her, her hazel eyes catching the neon glow, then turned his gaze back to the road.

“There was Seraphine Voss,” he continued, taking a breath, “leading a party for the election. Her agenda seemed extreme—women are superior.” He turned right onto a wider boulevard, the taxi gliding smoothly, his calloused hand gripping the wheel. “But her campaign ads were mesmerizing—most men, including me, voted for her.”

Noah wiped his forehead, sweat beading despite the cool cab, his voice heavy with memory. “She was stunning, a vision on screen, promising a dazzling future—we were completely taken in, manipulated by her charm.” He shook his head, recalling the past. “I still remember her live debate—she humiliated Victor Drayne, head of the People’s Labor Alliance, shredding him with her wit.”

“That’s how Sovrana came to be,” he said, his tone bitter. “The minute she took power, she enacted laws—discriminatory ones that seem normal to you now, laws that mock the broader US rules, even though we’re still a state in the USA.” He exhaled sharply, the weight of memory pressing down. “Men were forced into the Barrens, a ghetto where we were left to fend for ourselves.”

“Women built this incredible Sovrana, thriving without us,” he went on, his voice low, “while men had the same chance with our own land but failed to create anything because we’re inferior—too foolish to stop fighting and build an economy, leaving us in the slums of that barren wasteland.”

Tila listened, her hazel eyes wide with fascination. “I learned about this in history lessons,” she said, her tone intrigued, “but the way you tell it is so captivating.”

“It was a big mistake,” Noah said, his voice heavy with regret. “If only I’d known we were heading toward such a divide.”

“Oh, wow, you couldn’t have known,” Tila replied, her hazel eyes widening slightly with sympathy.

“No, I didn’t,” Noah admitted, his grip tightening on the wheel, a bitter edge in his voice. “If I’d foreseen that men would be forced into this stinking ghetto, with only owned men—married or certified—permitted to live in Sovrana, I’d never have divorced. I would’ve stayed with my ex, no matter the cost.”

“So your ex is here?” Tila asked, tilting her head.

“Yeah, living the life,” Noah said bitterly. “Married again.”

“So who owns you?” she pressed, her tone curious.

“Ashley,” Noah replied. “She’s 80 years old, born in 1985—before they invented the internet, can you beat that?”

Tila’s eyes sparkled with mischief. “So you had to sleep with such a thing?”

“No, not really,” Noah clarified, his voice softening. “She just needed someone to sleep beside her, felt alone.”

“She paid for my certification at the Vera Certification Center,” he continued, his mind flashing back to the grueling process—stripped and bound, he endured days of invasive tests, forced to kneel for hours under the gaze of stern matriarchs, his every word and gesture scrutinized, a humiliating ordeal that marked him as qualified for duty. “And here I am.”

“Such hardship,” Tila said, her voice a mix of sympathy and detachment.

“Yeah, I guess so,” Noah murmured, his gaze still straight ahead. “But take a look at these day workers.”

Tila sat higher in her seat, peering out her window at the long lines of men marching toward the Sovrana-Barrens border, their hands and feet shackled, chains clinking in the dusk.

“They come here every day at 6 a.m.,” Noah explained, his voice low. “Get chained and shackled, hands and feet, and go work. By 6 p.m., the border closes—they’re not allowed to stay overnight.”

Tila watched the procession, her hazel eyes lighting up with playful awe, her expression a mix of curiosity and indifference, the harsh reality of their lives a distant spectacle in Sovrana’s neon glow. “Oh, wow,” she gasped, “you really know this city—its history, everything.”

“You’d make a great tour guide,” she teased, her laughter bright in the cab.

“Well, after 15 years in Sovrana,” Noah replied, a faint smirk tugging at his lips, “I could probably drive with my eyes closed and still get anywhere.”

“Let’s test that,” Tila giggled, her small hand darting up to cover his eyes, her fingers cool and soft against his skin.

Her playful act crossed a line, blocking his view entirely, and Noah slammed the brakes hard, the taxi lurching to a stop with a harsh screech of tires.

A thunderous crash erupted as a car smashed into the taxi from behind, the sickening grind of metal on metal echoing through the street, followed by the distant hum of pods and startled shouts from the walkways above.

“Watch where you’re going!” Tila shrieked, clutching the dashboard, her voice sharp with panic.

Noah’s anger flared, exhaustion giving way to rage; he threw open his door and stormed to the rear, shouting, “See what you’ve done?”

Vesper Steele stepped out of her sleek chrome pod-car, her commanding presence undeniable, the longest set of jet-black leather boots Noah had ever seen climbing past her thighs, their needle-thin heels clicking sharply on the pavement. Her intense black eyes, framed by bold eyeliner, locked onto him, her sculpted face radiating dominance.

“Don’t you have eyes?” Noah bellowed, his voice raw with frustration. “Can’t you watch where you’re driving?”

He shouted even as he bowed, then kissed her boots as Sovrana’s law demanded, the leather cool against his lips, before rising to continue his tirade, the ritual unbroken despite his fury.

“You stopped so suddenly,” Vesper said, her voice calm and measured, her crimson-painted nails catching the light as she adjusted her navy blouse, its plunging neckline a subtle assertion of power.

“I stopped, yeah, so what?” Noah snapped, his voice hoarse. “What’s your point?”

“Noah, you need to calm down,” Vesper said, her tone icy, her straight black hair gleaming under the neon lights, her flawless teeth flashing briefly as she spoke.

“Calm down?” he retorted, his anger boiling over. “You wrecked my taxi! Now I’m stuck paying for repairs, and I can’t work!”

“I’m asking myself why,” he growled, his voice trembling. “Why did this have to happen?”

“Because you stopped out of nowhere,” Vesper replied, her expression unyielding, her confidence a quiet storm.

Noah’s tone turned mocking. “Out of nowhere? The law says the driver behind is at fault—end of story!”

He glared at her, hoping she’d acknowledge her responsibility, her silence feeling like a small victory. Vesper placed her hands on her hips, her high-gloss black pants shimmering faintly, her piercing gaze shifting between Noah, Tila, and the damaged rear of the taxi.

Then Vesper straightened, her posture regal, the jet-black leather of her thigh-high boots catching the neon glow of Sovrana’s streets, her sculpted face an unreadable mask of authority.

Her crimson nails flashed like a warning as she snapped a photo of Noah’s license plate with her sleek device, her intense black eyes pinning Noah where he stood.

“It doesn’t matter who’s at fault,” she said, her voice a cold blade slicing through the chaos. “We’re in Sovrana, and you have no right to speak to your superior this way—not to a woman.”

She paused, her lips curling into a cold smirk that sent a shiver down Noah’s spine. “I’ll be filing a complaint against you,” she declared, her tone final, a sentence in itself, before adding with a venomous edge, “Have a pleasant evening.”

With that, she slipped back into her chrome pod-car, the door sliding shut with a soft hiss, and drove off into the neon-lit dusk, leaving the wreckage of Noah’s taxi—and his future—in her wake.

Noah stood frozen on the pavement, his heart pounding like a drum in his chest, shock rooting him to the spot as the weight of Vesper’s threat crashed over him like a tidal wave. Her complaint could shatter everything—his taxi license, his work permit, his fragile foothold in Sovrana, the only thing keeping him from exile to the Barrens, that desolate slum where men like him rotted in crumbling shacks, a zoo of despair he’d fought so hard to escape. He pictured the Barrens’ dust-choked streets, the hollow eyes of men who’d failed Sovrana’s merciless standards, and his stomach churned with dread. He couldn’t go back—not after 15 years of enduring the gynarchy’s humiliations, not after Ashley’s ownership had given him this tenuous chance to survive. But Vesper’s words echoed in his mind: I’ll be filing a complaint. Had she meant it, her voice icy with intent, or was it a fleeting threat, spat in the heat of her anger? The uncertainty gnawed at him, a predator circling his thoughts, each possibility more terrifying than the last.

His mind raced, grasping for a lifeline, and a desperate idea took root. The law was clear—whoever drove behind was responsible for maintaining a safe distance, even if the car in front stopped abruptly. Vesper had crashed into him—she was at fault, a winning case if he appealed to court first, before her complaint could take hold. He could sue her, prove his innocence, and protect his livelihood. But the thought sent a cold sweat trickling down his spine. This was Sovrana, where women reigned supreme, and he, a mere man, had dared to raise his voice to one. If he took her to court, Vesper could easily counter with her own complaint—that he’d been rude, disrespectful to a woman, a grave offense in a society where females were untouchable goddesses. The courts, ruled by judges like Grace Kade, would likely side with Vesper, and the consequences could be catastrophic. A single ruling could strip him of everything—his license to drive, his work permit, his right to remain in Sovrana—casting him back to the Barrens’ slums, a fate worse than death, where men lived like caged animals, their spirits broken by the gynarchy’s unyielding hand.

Noah’s breath came in shallow gasps, his hands trembling as he stared at the dented rear of his taxi, the wreckage a cruel mirror of his spiraling thoughts. He could almost hear the creak of the Barrens’ rusted gates, the jeers of its hopeless inhabitants, the suffocating dust that would choke his dreams if he were banished. Should he act first, file the appeal, and gamble on the law favoring his case, hoping to outmaneuver Vesper’s threat? Or should he wait, praying her words were empty, a fleeting outburst, while knowing that if she followed through, his fate would be sealed before he could even defend himself? The dilemma tore at him, a storm of fear and defiance, each choice a potential abyss. He glanced at Tila, still in the cab, her hazel eyes watching him with detached curiosity, and felt the weight of Sovrana’s gynarchy weighing down harder than ever. The neon lights of the city flickered above, their beauty a mocking contrast to the darkness closing in around him, leaving him teetering on the edge of an uncertain fate.


Stipulated Judgment

Four Hours Later, 9:15 p.m., Veyne & Associates Law, Aetheris Tower, Sovrana

Noah stood rigid in the sprawling expanse of Veyne & Associates Law, his lean frame taut with distress, the day’s turmoil a crushing weight on his chest. His gray-streaked sandy hair was tousled, his blue eyes—still faintly red from sleepless nights—darting nervously around the opulent office, fear and exhaustion etched into every line of his weathered face. After the collision with Vesper Steele, he had returned home to Ashley, the 80-year-old woman who owned him, her sharp demands pulling him back for dinner at 7 p.m. He’d sat through the meal a nervous wreck, her presence a constant reminder of his fragile existence in Sovrana, where men could not live un-owned.

Desperate to consult Daniel, Noah had changed out of his taxi uniform into a simple gray shirt and trousers, the fabric worn but clean, before sneaking out of Ashley’s apartment close to 9 p.m. His heart pounded as he slipped away, terrified she might wake and find him gone, her wrath risking his permit and his foothold in Sovrana. Now, standing on the 47th floor of Aetheris Tower, the city’s neon-lit skyline glittered through the floor-to-ceiling windows, a stark contrast to the warm glow within. Soft light from a sleek floor lamp and recessed fixtures bathed the office in a golden hue, illuminating the intricate Persian rug beneath his scuffed shoes, the minimalist wooden desk, and the cozy gray sofa in the corner.

Daniel, his old friend from their pre-2045 lawyer days, stood beside him, exuding confidence in a tailored charcoal suit that hugged his lean frame. His sandy hair, streaked with gray like Noah’s, was neatly combed, and his blue eyes shone with clarity, untouched by the exhaustion that haunted Noah. Daniel had adapted to Sovrana’s gynarchy, working for Olivia Veyne, while Noah had faltered.

“And this is the Aetheris Tower,” Daniel said proudly, gesturing toward the vast windows, the city’s lights twinkling like a constellation below.

“Are we finished with the tour?” Noah asked, managing a weak smile, his voice strained, his body trembling with the effort to hold himself together, his mind on the verge of collapse.

Daniel ignored him, striding to a sleek mahogany cabinet where crystal whiskey bottles gleamed under the soft lighting. “Nearly there, nearly there,” he said with a chuckle, pouring two glasses of amber liquid, the ice clinking sharply in the quiet office.

He handed one to Noah, who hesitated, his fingers shaking as he took the glass, forced to comply despite his unease. Daniel raised his glass, a nostalgic glint in his eyes. “To the good old days,” he toasted, clinking his glass against Noah’s with a grin.

Noah’s forced smile wavered, the toast a bitter echo of their past. Both had been lawyers before the Women’s Dominion Party’s rise in 2045, but while Daniel had thrived under Olivia’s employ, Noah had abandoned the law to become a taxi driver, his dreams shattered by the gynarchy’s weight. “What do you mean, the good old days?” Noah asked, his voice tight, a flicker of resentment in his gaze as he glanced around the lavish office—the sleek conference table with modern white chairs, the minimalist desk, the open shelving displaying books and a small red sculpture. “Looks like you’re having good days now in this sprawling office.”

Daniel laughed, his tone brimming with confidence as he strode to the large managerial chair behind the mahogany desk, its warm wood glowing under the ambient light. He sat with an air of authority, gesturing for Noah to take the plush chair opposite. “You might say that, you might say that,” he replied, his smirk widening.

Noah sank into the chair, his body stiff, and continued, “I mean, Madam Veyne has set you up with quite the space.”

Daniel’s laughter deepened, a hint of arrogance in his tone. “In your dreams, my friend, in your dreams—this isn’t my office. It’s hers.”

Noah’s brow furrowed, his gaze flicking to the chair Daniel occupied. “So, that’s her chair you’re sitting in?”

“Indeed,” Daniel confirmed, leaning back with a cavalier grin.

“I figured as much,” Noah said, his brow creasing as he surveyed the lavish space. “For a moment, I thought this grand office might be yours, but then I remembered—men can’t own offices here, can they?”

“Quite right,” Daniel agreed, a faint smirk tugging at his lips.

“So where do you work, then?” Noah asked, curiosity sharpening his tone.

“It’s not exactly an office,” Daniel admitted, shifting uncomfortably in the chair, his earlier confidence waning.

“What does that mean?” Noah pressed, his voice tinged with confusion.

“Did you notice the open reception counter by the entrance—the one facing the lobby?” Daniel asked.

“You mean that low desk right as you walk in?” Noah clarified, picturing the area.

“Exactly,” Daniel said with a resigned sigh, his shoulders slumping slightly.

Noah’s eyes narrowed as he pieced it together. “Wait—so are you working as a lawyer, or more like a receptionist?”

“A bit of both, actually,” Daniel confessed, his tone sheepish. “I manage her calls, greet clients, and if they’re waiting, I might offer them a drink or… whatever they need.”

“I see,” Noah said, a memory clicking into place. “I’ve heard some offices have male assistants who even provide foot massages for the ladies while they wait.”

Daniel’s face flushed a deep crimson, his discomfort palpable. “Let’s not dwell on that,” he said quickly, eager to shift focus. “What brings you here, Noah?”

“Hold on,” Noah interjected, his voice edged with worry. “Aren’t you concerned she might catch you sitting in her chair?”

Daniel waved a hand dismissively, his confidence unshaken. “She won’t, she won’t—calm down, savor the fine whiskey, my friend.”

His arrogance was a reckless spark, a dangerous game in Sovrana’s rigid hierarchy, but as he noticed Noah’s frayed nerves, his expression softened slightly. “I can tell you’re at your breaking point. What brings you here?”

Noah met his gaze, uncertainty clouding his eyes, unsure where to start, unsure if Daniel would truly listen. “A woman named Vesper Steele rear-ended my car,” he began, his voice low, the memory of the crash still raw.

Daniel interrupted, his tone brimming with assurance. “Then the case is yours to win—you don’t need me.”

Noah’s frustration flared, his voice sharp. “Will you hear me out? I had to stop the car suddenly.”

Daniel leaned forward, unfazed, his confidence unshaken. “Doesn’t matter. She was behind you?”

“Yes,” Noah admitted.

Noah looked at Daniel, his blue eyes clouded with doubt, clearly unconvinced, his expression pleading for clarity on his odds. Daniel leaned forward, his tone earnest. “I know what you’re thinking, Noah. You’re caught up in this ‘Female Power’ rhetoric that the Matriarchal Vanguard Party pushes.”

He paused, taking a slow sip of his whiskey, the ice clinking softly as he studied Noah’s tense face, then continued, “But that’s not how it works right now. Maybe in 20 years things will shift, but currently, our courts must abide by Title 15, Section 204 of the Sovrana Federal Code.”

Rubbing his nose briefly, he added, “At least on the surface, it ensures liability is based on evidence, so women don’t automatically win. We also have to follow Article 3 of the Geneva Conventions—otherwise, Sovrana risks trade sanctions for violating international fair trial standards.”

“Yes, but I shouted at her,” Noah added, his voice trembling with the weight of his mistake.

Daniel’s expression turned serious, though his tone remained light. “Well, that’s a misstep, but go on, go on.”

“And she threatened to file a complaint against me,” Noah continued, his hands clenching the glass, the amber liquid untouched.

Daniel shrugged, leaning back in Olivia’s chair. “So she threatened, fine, she threatened. You were both heated, so she said it.”

Noah’s gaze sharpened, confusion and desperation mingling in his eyes. “Are you saying she might not follow through? What exactly are you saying?” he demanded, his voice a raw plea, the uncertainty of Vesper’s threat, a storm raging within him.

Daniel leaned forward, his elbows resting on the desk, his tone steady. “Was her car damaged?”

“I don’t think so—it’s made of durasteel alloy—but mine was—” Noah began, his voice tight.

Daniel cut him off, leaning back in the managerial chair, shaking his head with a knowing smirk. “You’re behaving like a frightened hare, Noah, and I’m telling you—you’re making a grave error. Pay attention, and hear me out. She yelled that she’d file a complaint, but there’s a wide gap between making threats and actually lodging an appeal. Think of the hassle—paperwork, court dates, months of waiting—why would she go through all that? At worst, they’d give your backside four lashes with a rattan cane. Does she strike you as someone who’d care? In two months, will she even remember if your skin was marked?”

He paused, catching his breath, his tone resolute. “That’s why I’m saying—don’t stir the beast. Let it go, don’t bring it up, just repair your car and get on with your life.”

Noah’s temper snapped, his frayed nerves giving way to rage. He surged to his feet and slammed his fist on the desk, the thud echoing in the quiet office. “I’m asking you—what if she does file a complaint?” he growled, his voice raw with desperation.

Daniel stared at him, shocked, his confident facade cracking for a moment. “Then you’re in serious trouble,” he said quietly. “It could mean a hefty fine—or worse, you might lose your work permit.”

Noah’s voice rose, his anger spilling over as he shouted, “That’s what I’ve been trying to tell you! But you, with your smug attitude, are so sure of yourself—do you even realize what’s at stake? Do you understand what I went through to get this certification? The humiliation, the degradation, the pain of the cane on my skin? And now you’re ready to send me back to the Barrens?”

Daniel’s expression softened, a flicker of empathy in his eyes as he nodded slowly. “I went through the certification process too, Noah, and perhaps unlike you, I endure it myself almost every day under Olivia Veyne,” he said, his voice low, weighted with the reality of his ongoing submission. “Do you want me to show you the stripes on my backside from her cane?”

Noah quickly shook his head, his face paling. “No, thank you—I believe you,” he said, his voice tight but trusting.

Daniel leaned back in the chair, his gaze distant as he paused for a long moment, his fingers drumming lightly on the desk, deep in thought. “Well,” he said finally, his tone measured, “we could take a preventive approach here. We sue her before she files a complaint. It might strengthen our position, showing we’re acting in good faith, and it could undermine her story.”

He paused again, his eyes narrowing as he studied Noah, then continued, “But I’m telling you, my friend—I know how this works, I understand human nature. She won’t complain. Your fear is driving you to take a bigger risk than you realize.”

Noah, still trembling, sank back into the chair, his thoughts swirling in a storm of ambivalence. He hesitated, his brow furrowing as he weighed Daniel’s suggestion, his hands clenching the arms of the chair. “I… I think I need to wait and ponder this,” he said, his voice unsteady, a flicker of doubt in his eyes. Then, after a beat, he added, “Look, I really don’t want to go against Vesper. I just can’t.”

Daniel looked at him seriously, his eyes narrowing with curiosity. “Oh, you know her now?” he asked, his tone probing.

“No, it’s not that,” Noah explained, his voice faltering as he shook his head. “It’s just… she’s a woman.”

Daniel blinked, still not grasping Noah’s hesitation. “So?” he pressed, his tone a mix of confusion and impatience.

Noah shifted uncomfortably, his words coming out hesitantly. “So… I just can’t bring myself to go against a woman,” he admitted, his voice barely above a whisper, his gaze dropping to the floor in shame.

Daniel’s expression softened, but his tone remained firm. “You’re not going against anyone, Noah. Let me handle this,” he said, his voice steady and reassuring.

“Okay,” Noah replied, his voice still tinged with unease, “but please, just do the bare minimum here. And in court, you do all the talking.”

Daniel reached out, placing a comforting hand over Noah’s. “Yes, Noah, don’t worry about it. I’ll take care of everything,” he assured him, his tone gentle but resolute.

Noah let out a heavy sigh, a flicker of relief easing the tension in his shoulders, though uncertainty still lingered in his eyes. Daniel withdrew his hand and leaned back, his expression shifting to one of calculation. “We should also sue Tila,” he added casually. “She caused this whole mess in the first place.”

The suggestion triggered an immediate burst of emotion in Noah. He shot to his feet, his voice rising with intensity. “Don’t you dare touch Tila, you hear me?” he snapped, his eyes blazing with a protective fervor.

Daniel recoiled slightly, shocked by the outburst. “Okay, okay,” he said quickly, raising his hands in a placating gesture. “I just thought it might strengthen our case.”

Noah’s voice trembled with frustration as he repeated, “I just told you how hard it is for me to go against a woman, and now you’re adding to this? Can’t you be more sensitive?”

Daniel nodded, his expression apologetic. “Very well,” he said, his tone softening. “I’ll handle the filing against Vesper only. Just send me her full name, her ID, and photos of your car’s damage.”

“Agreed,” Noah said, a wave of relief washing away the tension in his chest, though the shadow of uncertainty still loomed.

Two Months Later, 9:00 a.m., Elysian Justice Courthouse, Entrance, Sovrana

Two months after filing the claim against Vesper Steele, Noah stood beside Daniel just past the security check at the entrance of the Elysian Justice Courthouse in Sovrana, the morning sun casting long shadows through the towering glass doors. The hum of the courthouse was a low thrum, punctuated by the metallic clank of a sleek X-ray scanner as their belongings passed through, its blue glow a stark contrast to the polished marble floors. A striking Asian security officer, her features sharp and elegant, knelt before Noah, her deft hands attaching cold steel shackles to his ankles, the chain connecting them rattling softly. She moved to his wrists, securing them with another set of shackles and a chain, her movements precise and unyielding, before handing a brown envelope to Daniel.

Noah shifted uncomfortably, the weight of the restraints a humiliating burden. “Why do they have to shackle me like this?” he asked, his voice tight with frustration, his gray-streaked sandy hair catching the light, his blue eyes clouded with unease.

“It’s the law,” Daniel explained, his tone matter-of-fact as he adjusted his tailored charcoal suit, his own appearance polished and composed. “Any male litigant must be shackled to prevent escape.”

“But I’m the plaintiff,” Noah protested, his voice rising slightly, the chains clinking as he gestured.

“Doesn’t matter,” Daniel replied, his expression firm, darting a quick glance toward the Asian security officer to ensure she didn’t overhear. “You’re still a male—an inferior species, born to serve women.”

Noah lifted his gaze from the shackles, his blue eyes meeting Daniel’s with a mix of shock and resignation. Daniel continued, his voice low but unyielding, “Don’t give me that look. You’re in Sovrana, aren’t you? They’ll chain and shackle you whenever they please.”

“But why?” Noah pressed, his frustration mounting, the cold metal biting into his skin.

Daniel, already unsealing the brown envelope, glanced at him with a faint smile. “Hold on—don’t you want to know who the judge is?”

Noah frowned, caught off guard. “Why are they only telling us the judge’s name now?”

“They always wait until after you’re shackled,” Daniel said, his smile widening briefly. “It’s to prevent anyone from trying to flee once they hear the judge’s name.”

He opened the envelope, pulling out a single sheet of paper, his confident demeanor holding—until his eyes scanned the name. His face tightened, the smile vanishing as a shadow of concern crossed his features.

“What?” Noah asked, his voice sharp, sensing the shift. “Tell me.”

“Oh, it’s nothing, nothing,” Daniel said quickly, but the worry in his eyes betrayed him as he folded the paper.

“What’s the judge’s name?” Noah demanded, his tone insistent, the chains rattling as he leaned closer.

Daniel hesitated, then sighed. “It’s… her name is Grace Kade.”

“Then why do you look so serious all of a sudden?” Noah asked, his stomach twisting at Daniel’s reaction.

“Oh, it’s nothing,” Daniel said, his voice unconvincing. “It’s just that—”

“Just that?” Noah pressed, his voice rising again, his nerves fraying.

Daniel met his gaze, his expression grim. “Well, don’t get me wrong—Grace Kade is a professional judge, and it seems like she’s giving males a fair trial, but when you look at the bottom line, only about 10% of men win. If you’re a male and your case is on shaky ground, expect her to rule against you.”

Noah’s voice broke into a near-shout, a panicked squeak escaping him. “What?”

“Keep your voice down,” Daniel hissed, darting glances around the bustling entrance, his tone sharp as he stepped closer.

“We’ll have to work hard to get you the lowest possible fine,” Daniel said, his voice low and serious.

Noah’s eyes widened, shock rooting him to the spot. “What?”

“Yes,” Daniel said, his tone heavy with resignation. “I told you to drop the case, but you insisted.”

“And just a second,” Noah interjected, his voice trembling. “Did Vesper file a complaint?”

Daniel, still scanning the contents of the envelope, replied absently as he flipped through the pages, “Of course not—I told you she wouldn’t, but you wouldn’t listen.” He paused, pulling out a specific document and showing it to Noah with a nonchalant shrug. “See here, under ‘Defendant’s Open Cases’—none. She didn’t file anything, Noah, not a single complaint.”

It was then that the realization crashed over Noah like a tidal wave. He could have simply fixed the taxi and moved on with his life, but his fear had driven him to apply to court. Now, standing shackled and chained, he understood the gravity of what he’d brought upon himself—his fate hanging in the balance, entirely at the mercy of whatever Judge Grace would decide.

40 Minutes Later, 9:40 a.m., Judge Grace Kade’s Courtroom, Room 209, Elysian Justice Courthouse, Sovrana

Forty minutes later, the cavernous expanse of Judge Grace Kade’s courtroom in Room 209 of the Elysian Justice Courthouse buzzed with tension, the delay due to her late arrival amplifying the unease among the gathered crowd. The vast chamber, its polished wooden walls gleaming under the soft glow of recessed lights, held nearly a hundred cases—lawyers in crisp suits whispering to their clients, the air thick with anticipation and dread. Rows of benches stretched across the room, filled with women exuding authority and men, many shackled like Noah, their chains clinking softly with every nervous shift. At the front, a court stenographer—a submissive man in shackles, his head bowed as he typed on a sleek device—sat beside the raised bench, while female security officers stood vigilantly along the walls, their uniforms crisp and their gazes sharp. The central bailiff, a stern woman with a commanding presence, stood near the judge’s bench, her hand resting on the hilt of a ceremonial baton, ready to maintain order in Sovrana’s gynarchic court.

A sharp call rang out, cutting through the murmurs. “All rise!” the bailiff announced, her voice echoing with authority. The room surged to its feet, the rustle of fabric and the clatter of chains filling the air as all eyes turned to the heavy wooden door behind the bench.

Judge Grace Kade entered, a vision of unyielding power cloaked in the traditional black judicial robe, its high collar adorned with intricate crimson embroidery that marked her rank in Sovrana’s hierarchy. At 42, her presence was a chilling paradox of elegance and terror, her beauty a weapon honed by dominance, instilling a primal fear in every man present while inducing an overwhelming need to surrender completely to her will—it was impossible not to yield to her command. Her shoulder-length blonde hair fell in voluminous, elegant waves, framing a face of sharp, sculpted lines that radiated an unassailable superiority, each strand catching the light like spun gold. Her light skin shown against the stark black of her robe, a delicate silver bracelet glinting at her wrist as her hands clasped beneath her chin, her posture poised and contemplative, yet exuding an aura of supreme authority that left the room in awe. Her piercing eyes, a steely gray that seemed to bore into the soul, held a predatory intensity, narrowed slightly, as if assessing every man in the room for weakness, their hearts racing under her gaze. Her slightly upturned lips formed a smug smirk, a cruel edge lurking beneath arched brows that spoke of her unyielding nature—an intelligence so sharp it could dissect lies with a glance, a mind that could not be deceived, her supremacy a palpable force.

There was nothing overtly sensual in her appearance; she was every inch a judge, her robe draping her statuesque frame with tailored precision. Yet something in her gaze, in the way her eyes seemed to strip men bare, sent a shiver of fear through the male litigants, their shackles suddenly heavier under her scrutiny. She was a woman who commanded absolute surrender, her beauty a mesmerizing charm that could subjugate any man, her dominance not in her dress but in the sheer force of her presence—a high-class sophistication masking a calculating mind that thrived on power.

“Please be seated,” she intoned, her voice a velvet blade, feminine yet laced with an unyielding control that filled the room, the words a command that brooked no dissent as the crowd obeyed in unison.

The bailiff’s voice rang out again. “Case 31239283, Talen versus Lady Kalia Dorn.”

Talen, a 32-year-old engineer, shuffled to the plaintiff’s stand, his shackles clinking with each step, his lawyer—a stern woman in a navy suit—beside him. Lady Kalia Dorn, a poised tech vendor with an air of entitlement, took her place at the defendant’s stand, representing herself, her posture exuding confidence. Noah, seated among the spectators with Daniel, watched intently, his own case looming like a storm cloud.

“Yes, please, let Talen speak,” Judge Grace said, her steely gaze fixed on him, her tone deceptively calm. “Describe what happened.”

Talen cleared his throat, his voice trembling. “I paid Lady Kalia 400 DOM for a brain memory extension, but she never delivered—”

“Enough,” Judge Grace cut him off, her voice sharp, her patience visibly thin. She leaned forward, her piercing eyes narrowing. “I have many cases to resolve today. Both sides, approach the bench.”

Talen and his lawyer stepped forward, as did Lady Kalia, the three of them joining Judge Grace at her desk, eight eyes locked in a tense exchange—Grace’s predatory gaze, Talen’s nervous glance, his lawyer’s cautious stare, and Kalia’s defiant smirk. Their voices dropped to a low murmur, inaudible to the courtroom. Noah, straining to hear from his seat, leaned toward Daniel, his chains clinking softly. “She didn’t even let him finish a sentence,” he whispered, his voice tight with unease.

Daniel’s jaw tightened, his expression grim, but he said nothing as the group returned to their stands. Judge Grace straightened, her expression unreadable, her hands folding before her. “The parties have agreed to settle this case, following the court’s recommendation under Section 12 of the Sovrana Courts Law, stipulated judgment, 2047, forgoing the need to provide reasons,” she declared swiftly, her voice cold and final. “After reviewing the claims, responses, hearing both sides, and weighing the evidence, I rule that Talen shall pay an additional 300 DOM to Lady Kalia Dorn. Case closed.”

She struck the gavel with a sharp crack, the sound echoing through the courtroom. “Next case, 59448383.”

A jolt of anxiety surged through Noah and Daniel, a lightning strike of dread that rendered them speechless, their breath caught in their throats. It was as if an invisible force pressed down on them, shrinking their resolve, the grim prospects of their own case looming like a shadow, a stark reminder of the gynarchy’s merciless power over their fates.

Noah shook his head in disbelief, his voice low and incredulous. “Let me get this straight—he paid her 400 DOM, she didn’t deliver the goods, and now he has to pay her another 300 DOM?”

Daniel nodded, his eyes fixed on the judge, a resigned shrug accompanying his movement. “Stipulated judgment,” he murmured, his voice carrying a weary, knowing undertone.

“Yes, stipulated judgment,” Noah repeated softly, his tone hushed as the weight of the term settled in.

“It’s entirely legal,” Daniel continued, his voice steady and matter-of-fact. “They consented to it, after all.”

“Yup,” Noah acknowledged quietly, his voice a faint echo of acceptance, the reality of the system sinking deeper.

“Judge Grace Kade at her finest,” Daniel remarked, a hint of bitter admiration in his tone.

“Uh-hmm,” Noah murmured, his response a low hum of reluctant agreement.

Over the next two hours, Noah and Daniel witnessed Sovrana’s justice machine operate with ruthless efficiency in Judge Grace Kade’s courtroom. One after another, men took the stand, barely uttering a single sentence before Grace, with her steely gaze, summoned both sides to the bench—she was so swift that in most cases, she seemed to discern the proper resolution just from the opening words. In all but one of the sessions they observed, the outcomes favored the women, with stipulated judgments delivered rapidly, fines ranging from 100 to 400 DOM, seemingly tied to the brief minutes spent, each delay slightly increasing the penalty. In a few instances, Grace led the parties to her adjacent chambers for five-minute discussions; those returned with men owing 1,000 to 3,000 DOM in fines. The rare exception—a case where a man won—stood out as a fleeting glimmer of hope, quickly overshadowed by the next case: a man sentenced to a six-month prison term, his shackles clinking as he was led away.

By noon, Judge Grace had resolved 90% of the day’s cases. “Court is adjourned,” she declared sharply, her black robe swirling as she stood, her voice icy. She exited without a glance, leaving the remaining cases unheard. Those men, including Noah, were imprisoned for the night in the courthouse basement, locked in cold, shadowed cages.

10 Hours Later, 10:00 p.m., Detention Cells, Elysian Justice Courthouse, Sovrana

The detention cells at the Elysian Justice Courthouse formed a grim tableau of oppression, a dark corridor stretching beneath the courthouse’s polished exterior, where standing cages lined both sides like iron sentinels of Sovrana’s gynarchic justice. Each cage, barely wide enough for a man to stand, was enclosed by tall iron bars, their rusted surfaces cold to the touch, with a heavy, locked door at the center of the front-facing bars, sealing in its occupant with unyielding finality. The corridor was dimly lit by flickering overhead lights, casting long shadows that danced across the rough grey concrete walls, their uneven blocks adding a stark, unyielding texture to the isolating atmosphere. At the back of each cage, a small, barred window let in faint, cool-toned light, the only glimpse of the outside world, its meager glow doing little to dispel the oppressive gloom. Inside each cage, a stainless steel toilet stood as the sole amenity, bolted to the floor, its utilitarian design a cruel reminder of the prisoners’ diminished status—no beds, no space to lie down, just the cold, hard floor beneath their feet. The air was thick with the scent of damp concrete and rust, the silence broken only by the rustle of shackles and the steady drip of water from a leaking pipe echoing through the corridor.

After 10 hours of this oppressive silence, a voice finally broke through, tentative and strained. “Am I the only one who’s been sitting quietly here for, like, 10 hours?” the man asked, his words trembling in the heavy air.

There was no reply—fear gripped the others, the instructions clear: keep quiet. But Noah, unable to endure the solitude any longer, spoke up. “We hear you,” he said, his voice low, hesitant. After a pause, he added, “I think.”

A third voice joined, that of Mason, cautious but curious. “Just out of curiosity, what’s your judge’s name? Mine’s Grace.”

Noah’s heart skipped a beat. “Mine too,” he replied, his voice barely above a whisper.

Others chimed in, their voices a mix of dread and resignation. “Grace,” said one. “Grace,” echoed another, followed by more—“Grace,” “Grace”—a chilling chorus filling the corridor.

“Out of the 10 judges here, she’s the only one who seems to take pleasure in locking men up overnight,” Mason said, his voice thick with resentment.

“I bet she gets a perverse thrill knowing we’re down here, caged for her entertainment,” another man added, his tone biting with frustration.

“My lawyer gave me a heads-up,” Noah chimed in, his voice quivering. “They don’t tell you the judge’s name until after you’re shackled—no chance to bolt once you find out.”

“That’s right,” Jacob confirmed from a nearby cage, his voice heavy with resignation. “It’s because, no matter how strong your case is, she almost always rules against you.”

“But didn’t you see? One man actually won his case today,” Noah pointed out, a cautious edge to his voice.

Jacob let out a dry laugh. “The fact that you even recall that one just proves how rare it is. The woman openly admitted to siphoning his pension into her own account—what choice did the judge have? Of course she had to find her guilty,” he said, his words dripping with cynicism.

“All I’m saying is it’s not a guaranteed win for women. She’s a sharp judge; she can spot the rightful winner quickly,” Noah insisted, a faint glimmer of hope in his tone.

“Sounds like someone’s got a crush,” Jacob teased with a chuckle, his voice mocking.

Mason’s voice sliced through the tense silence, hesitant and uneasy. “Hey, am I the only one being held completely naked down here?”

Jacob let out a dry, bitter chuckle. “Let me guess—we’re all naked.”

“Yes,” another man confirmed, his voice low and resigned.

Jacob sighed, his tone matter-of-fact. “Well, the rules state that being kept clothed or in the nude is entirely at the judge’s discretion.”

Noah’s voice trembled with disbelief. “So you mean she just checked that box, and now we’re all kept naked like this?”

“Uh-hmm,” Jacob replied, his voice heavy with resignation. “Just because she felt like it, purely on her whim.”

Noah tried to lighten the mood, his voice softer. “But you have to admit, she’s hot, isn’t she?”

“Very much so,” came a voice from an adjacent cage, thick with longing. “I’m running out of sperm here, masturbating to her.”

A giggle erupted from another cell. “Ssshhh,” someone whispered, stifling their laughter. “Yeah, I’d kill to be owned by such a goddess, seriously,” Jacob added, his tone a mix of awe and frustration.

Noah sat in his cage, listening to the voices, his mind wrestling with the dichotomy of Grace’s allure and their degrading plight—shackled, caged, and totally nude on her whim, the stark exposure amplifying his debasement in the cold, iron confines. His cock was rock hard as he stroked it, the thought of her twisted pleasure fueling his arousal, her slightly upturned lips forming a self-satisfied smirk, exuding disdain, flashing in his mind—a vision of cruel beauty that made his desire burn hotter. He fought not to cum too soon, knowing many hours remained until Grace would return to court, refreshed and radiant.

“Hehe, she’s probably indulging in rough sex right now, clad in leather from head to toe, utterly free to revel in her desires,” Jacob laughed, his voice slicing through the silence, a mix of envy and awe underscoring the arousing contrast to their captivity.

“As much as I fear her,” Noah said, his voice earnest yet tinged with longing, “I genuinely wish her the best—rough sex, absolute freedom, and all the pleasures life can offer a goddess like her.”

“A true submissive, aren’t you?” Jacob remarked, a hint of admiration in his tone. “You really thrive in Sovrana, don’t you, knowing we’re ruled by such supreme women?”

“Yes,” Noah admitted, his voice steady despite the darkness. “I find purpose here, serving under women like her.”

Others remained silent, perhaps too afraid to speak. “Well, good for you,” Jacob said after a pause. “I’m mostly here for the money, you could say.”

Suddenly, the sharp click of boots echoed down the corridor, growing louder with each step. A female guard approached, her commanding presence undeniable, her tall frame clad in a sleek black uniform with crimson accents, the emblem of Sovrana emblazoned on her chest. Her jet-black hair was pulled into a tight bun, accentuating her sharp features—high cheekbones, piercing green eyes, and a stern mouth set in a hard line, her gaze radiating strict authority. She carried herself with unyielding confidence, her polished boots gleaming under the flickering lights, each step a deliberate assertion of control.

“Jacob Zelt,” she called, halting in front of his cage, standing tall and confident. “Jacob Zelt.”

“It’s me,” came Jacob’s terrified, trembling voice from within the cage.

Using a huge set of keys, she expertly selected one and unlocked his door with a heavy clank. “Out,” she ordered, her voice cold and unyielding.

“But why?” Jacob asked, his voice quaking with fear.

“You were talking when you were told to be quiet,” she said, her tone sharp, leaving no room for argument.

“I’ll be quiet now, I swear,” Jacob pleaded, desperation creeping into his voice.

But she was unyielding, her green eyes narrowing. “Come,” she commanded, leading the shackled man away, his chains rattling as he followed, the sound fading into the oppressive silence of the corridor.

Then, piercing the eerie stillness, a scream erupted from a distant chamber—a raw, gut-wrenching cry that sent a chill through Noah’s bones. It wasn’t just a scream; it was a harrowing wail, as if someone were tearing open Jacob’s chest and ripping his heart out, each note saturated with unbearable agony. The sharp, rhythmic thuds of something heavy striking flesh echoed through the corridor, relentless and merciless—perhaps a thick stick, a bastinado, or some other brutal instrument—accompanied by the faint, commanding voice of the female guard, her tone unyielding as she delivered blow after blow. The sounds painted a brutal scene in Noah’s mind—Jacob, helpless under her wrath, the guard beating the life out of him with cold precision, her strikes a symphony of torment that clawed at Noah’s soul.

Panic surged through him, his heart hammering as he scrambled to the bars of his cage, the short chain between his shackled ankles clinking noisily. He gripped the cold steel, shaking it with desperate strength, his muscles straining as he searched for any weakness, any escape. “I’ve got to get out,” he whispered to himself, his voice trembling, but the cage held firm, unyielding. The futility crashed over him—no amount of rattling would free him. He was trapped, at their mercy, knowing he’d spoken too, his own words a potential death sentence in this merciless hall of justice.

Minutes later, the screams ceased, replaced by an ominous silence that was soon broken by the creak of wheels. Two women in crisp white uniforms rolled a hospital bed into the corridor, positioning it in the center between the cages for all to witness—a stark display of dominance. Jacob lay on it, unconscious and gagged, his naked body bound face down to the four corners of the bed, his inferior frame marked by raw, red welts, scars of the severe beating etched into his flesh like a brutal testament to Absolute Female Supremacy. The sight sent a wave of terror through the inmates, a chilling reminder of unyielding female authority, as they stood gripping the bars of their cages, eyes wide with fear, their faces pale in the flickering light.

The women stepped back, and two minutes later, a busty nurse clad in a tight white uniform burst through the back door of the courthouse, her presence commanding the dim corridor. She approached Jacob’s bed, her hips swaying with each step, and patted his welt-covered ass, assessing the damage with a clinical touch. The mere thought of her feminine hands—so soft, so erotic—made Noah’s eyes bulge, his breath catching as her uniform’s zipper strained against her ample bust, giving way slightly under the pressure. She began applying small mounds of white ointment to Jacob’s raw skin, the act further humiliating him as the caged men watched in silence.

With a gentle motion, she removed Jacob’s gag, her voice soothing yet laced with authority. “Has Jacob learned his lesson today?” she asked, her tone almost maternal.

Jacob, barely able to speak, mumbled incoherently, his voice weak from the ordeal.

“I didn’t quite hear you,” she said, her voice firming as she delivered a sharp slap to his ass, the sound echoing through the corridor.

“I learned, I learned,” Jacob gasped, his voice clearer now, strained with submission.

“And what did you learn?” she pressed, her eyes gleaming with control.

“I learned not to speak without a supreme woman’s permission,” he replied, his voice trembling.

“That’s right,” she giggled, casting a knowing glance at the cages before sauntering away, leaving the men in a heavy, charged silence.

Noah stood frozen, his hands still clutching the bars, sweat beading on his forehead as dread coiled in his gut. He’d spoken too—his voice had broken the silence just as Jacob’s had. The realization hit him like a blow: he could be next. His breath came in ragged gasps, his mind racing with the terror of facing the same merciless fate, the guard’s unyielding authority a looming threat. The oppressive darkness of the detention cells closed in around him, a suffocating reminder of his powerlessness, his fate hanging by a thread in Sovrana’s cruel gynarchic justice.

The Next Morning, 10:20 a.m., Judge Grace Kade’s Courtroom, Room 209, Elysian Justice Courthouse, Sovrana

The bailiff’s voice rang out again, sharp and authoritative, cutting through the tension in the courtroom. “Case 67548348, Noah Landen versus Lady Vesper Steele.”

Noah straightened up, his heart pounding, as he stood beside Daniel, his lawyer, who adjusted his tie with a nervous twitch. Judge Grace Kade raised her piercing, narrowed eyes, their predatory intensity gleaming beneath arched brows that signaled her cruel nature, her gaze locking onto them with a commanding weight that made Noah’s breath catch. “Yes, please,” she said, her voice a velvet blade, smooth yet edged with unyielding control.

Daniel began, his tone measured but shaky. “My client—”

Judge Grace cut him off mid-sentence, her slightly upturned lips forming a smug smirk that exuded disdain. “Are you Noah?” she asked, her voice low and pointed.

“No, Ma’am,” Daniel replied, his voice faltering under her scrutiny.

“Then let Noah speak,” she said, turning her face to Noah with full focus, her sharp, defined features radiating superiority as her intense gaze bore into him, scrutinizing every detail with an almost tangible force.

Noah felt as if she were completely with him, her presence overwhelming, her eyes stripping him bare. He tried to be concise, hoping to save money. “I drove my taxi, and this lady here banged into my—”

Judge Grace had no patience, already anticipating his words. “Sides, approach the bench,” she ordered, her tone final.

Noah’s legs trembled as he stepped forward, panic surging through him. Approaching such a goddess of a judge, raised high above him on her bench, felt like walking toward his fate—one word from her could unravel his entire life. Up close, her beauty was striking despite the subtle age lines on her face at 42; her fair complexion glowed against the stark black of her high-collared judicial robe, its crimson embroidery of Sovrana’s emblem a nod to her entitled status, draping her statuesque frame with tailored elegance. He couldn’t tear his eyes away, her commanding presence both terrifying and captivating, a potent mix that left him dizzy with awe.

Grace spoke quietly, her voice laced with a deceptive respect. “I suggest we resolve this with a stipulated judgment,” she said, her lips curling into an almost-smile, her tone enticing the sides to agree.

Lady Vesper Steele, composed as ever, nodded in silence, her intense black eyes framed by bold eyeliner, her sculpted face radiating dominance, her straight black hair gleaming under the courtroom lights, a stark contrast to the jet-black leather boots that climbed past her thighs, their needle-thin heels a subtle assertion of her commanding presence.

Daniel, typically arrogant and boastful, stood sheepishly and nodded, his bravado crumbling under Grace’s gaze. But Noah, clinging to the faint kindness in her almost-smile, felt compelled to speak. “I believe this is a rare case where it’s obvious—”

Grace stopped him mid-sentence, her voice firm. “Let’s meet in the chambers next door. Come,” she said, rising with an effortless grace, her robe flowing as she led the way to her private quarters.

Once inside the judge’s chambers, Grace closed the door and locked it with a deliberate click, the sound echoing ominously. Daniel and Noah stood before a polished mahogany table, heads bowed in deference. Daniel was visibly trembling, his first time in her private quarters, the air thick with her authority. “Trousers down, underpants down,” she commanded curtly, picking a cane from her table, its polished wood gleaming with a sinister promise.

Daniel and Noah obeyed without hesitation, swiftly stripping down, their vulnerability stark in the dimly lit room. Noah’s heart pounded so hard he thought he might faint, his breath shallow as he stood exposed, the weight of Grace’s commanding presence pressing down on him like a physical force. A shiver of excitement coursed through him, the degradation igniting a fire in his core, and as he glanced down, he saw his unyielding erection standing rigid, a humiliating testament to the power this woman held over him. He darted a quick look at Daniel, his embarrassment deepening—Daniel was in no better state, his own arousal painfully evident, the shared degradation binding them in their shame under Grace’s unyielding authority.

“Lean on the table,” Judge Grace ordered, her voice cold and precise. “Raise your ass, Noah—I don’t want to repeat myself.”

Noah and Daniel leaned over the mahogany table, their bodies trembling as they braced for what was to come. Without warmup or warning, Grace began caning them mercilessly, her strikes a furious, relentless onslaught that tore through the silence of the chamber. The cane lashed down with vicious speed, each blow a searing explosion of pain that ripped guttural screams from their throats—raw, desperate cries that echoed off the sealed door but went no further, the soundproof walls trapping their agony within. Grace stood tall, her statuesque frame unyielding, her jaw clenched, teeth gritted with a quiet, sadistic determination, her piercing eyes narrowed in focus as she delivered each strike with full vengeance, her movements precise and unwavering, a storm of controlled fury.

The ordeal was a brutal symphony of pain, the cane striking with such ferocity that both men were reduced to primal howls, their screams a testament to the unbearable torment. When she finally stopped, Noah and Daniel were crying like babies, tears streaming down their faces, their bodies wracked with sobs—it was impossible not to weep under such relentless cruelty.

“Underpants up, trousers up,” Grace commanded, her voice sharp as she stood before them, the men scrambling to comply, their hands shaking as they dressed, the pain still searing through their bruised flesh.

They stood in front of her mahogany table, and Noah could see the heat in Grace’s face—her cheeks flushed, her eyes alight with a sadistic thrill, her immense pleasure evident in the way she bit her lips, relishing the power, the fear she instilled, the helplessness of her victims. In the courtroom, she presented a prim and proper facade, a strict judge in her black robe, listening sharply, cutting through stories with precision, her rulings swift and professional, never favoring women automatically but judging the case at hand. Yet here, in the privacy of her chambers—away from journalists, cameras, or witnesses—she unveiled her true self, a woman who delighted in the torture of her victims, savoring the infliction of pain, using her position to indulge in her sexual power over men, humiliating them with cruel abandon. If they dared speak of her cruelty, no one would believe them—Grace, the consummate professional, a sadist beneath her public persona. She sat down, crossing one leg over the other, her judge’s robe rising high to reveal the sheer sheen of her nylon pantyhose, a subtle yet deliberate display of her commanding allure.

“Now,” she said, her gaze locking onto Noah with a tilt of her head, as if assessing him like a prized possession, her piercing eyes holding him captive. Then she smiled kindly, a deceptive warmth in her expression. “Do you both agree to a stipulated judgment?”

Noah lowered his head, his voice barely a whisper. “Yes, Your Honor,” he said, feeling his cock stiffen painfully, the bulge in his trousers obvious as her dominance fueled his arousal.

When he raised his gaze, Grace was staring straight at his erection, licking her upper lip with a predatory gleam in her eyes. “Good decision,” she said, her voice smooth but laced with satisfaction. “I’ll meet you both back in court now.”

She strode out of the chambers, her robe flowing with each confident step, the two men trailing behind her, clutching their bruised behinds, their pain a sharp reminder of her power. Vesper followed, her triumphant smile unwavering, a goddess among the defeated, as they returned to the courtroom.

Judge Grace straightened in her seat, her countenance inscrutable, her hands clasped before her with a deliberate elegance that belied the cruelty of her verdict. “The parties have agreed to conclude this case by way of compromise, in accordance with the court’s recommendation, pursuant to Section 12 of the Sovrana Courts Law, stipulated judgment, 2047, without the need to provide reasons,” she declared swiftly, her voice cold and final, cutting through the courtroom like a blade. “After reviewing the claims, responses, hearing both sides, and weighing the evidence, I rule that Noah shall pay Lady Vesper Steele 5000 DOM and shall be sentenced to 3 years in Sovrana Federal Prison. Case closed.”

The bailiff’s voice echoed again, sharp and authoritative, slicing through the stunned silence. “Case 294837676, Rudi Tervin versus Lady Servana Blade.”

Noah stood frozen, his mind reeling, unsure if he’d heard correctly, the weight of Grace’s words crashing over him like a tidal wave. He turned to Judge Grace, seeking some sign of mercy, but she was already moving on, shuffling her papers for the next case, her piercing gaze now fixed on the bailiff as she checked her nails with a casual indifference, as if Noah’s suffering meant nothing—a mere formality in her relentless machine of justice. Before he could process, two female officers approached, their movements gentle but firm, pulling him away from the stand. Daniel remained behind, his face a mask of astonishment, his mouth agape as he stared after Noah, unable to speak.

“Did she say 3 years in prison?” Noah asked the officer on his left, his voice trembling as he turned to her, catching the regal beauty of her features—high cheekbones, piercing eyes softened by pretty dimples, her expression almost kind despite the cold efficiency of her actions.

“I’m sorry, I couldn’t catch what she was saying,” she replied, her voice soft but detached, a faint smirk playing on her lips as she guided him toward a waiting transport vehicle, where five other ‘inmates’ sat in silence, their faces etched with resignation—a clear sign she couldn’t care less about Noah’s fate. She placed a collar around Noah’s neck, its cold metal biting into his skin, and secured it to a designated slot inside the truck, the click of the lock a final, damning sound that sealed his fate, her indifference a stark reminder of his insignificance in Sovrana’s hierarchy.

Devastation washed over Noah, a suffocating wave of shock and despair that left him hollow, his pride and dignity crushed into dust by Judge Grace’s sadistic whims. Three years in Sovrana Federal Prison—no justification, no defense allowed, despite the law being on his side, just a cruel game where Grace used him as mere meat to satisfy her twisted pleasures, sentencing him on a whim with a 5000 DOM fine he could never hope to pay. Earning only 5 DOM a day as a taxi driver, it would take him over two and a half years of every single DOM to clear the debt—without the prison sentence—an impossible burden that underscored how utterly screwed he was. His work permit, his fragile foothold in Sovrana, his very existence—all obliterated without a second thought, the absolute female tyranny of Sovrana’s elite reducing him to a disposable plaything in their gynarchic system, where men’s lives were destroyed for sport. His heart pounded with dread, his mind spiraling as he imagined the horrors awaiting in prison, a place designed to break men like him. As the truck’s engine rumbled to life, Noah sat shackled, teetering on the edge of an abyss with no way back, the shadow of Grace’s smirk haunting him as he faced a terrifying, uncertain fate.

About that time, Ashley’s apartment, Lumina Spire, Sovrana

Ashley reclined on her luxurious couch in her high-rise apartment at Lumina Spire, savoring a cup of chamomile tea while tuned into the live broadcast on KNXWZ. Judge Grace’s commanding voice resonated through the room, “…Noah shall pay Lady Vesper Steele 5000 DOM and shall be sentenced to 3 years in Sovrana Federal Prison.” The camera shifted to capture Noah’s stunned expression, but Ashley remained unfazed, her aged features serene. “Please mute the television,” she requested calmly, her voice unwavering, speaking freely to the apartment’s integrated intercom system. The sound cut off immediately as the system responded seamlessly to her command.

“Connect me to MaleServ Solutions,” she directed, and a timid male voice answered via the apartment’s intercom. “Good morning, Miss Langley, this is MaleServ Solutions—how may I assist you today?”

“Are you a human?” Ashley inquired, her tone edged with sharpness.

“Yes, Ma’am,” the man confirmed.

“I’d prefer to speak with a robot,” she stated firmly.

“Of course, Ma’am, right away,” he replied, transferring the call.

As the line switched, Ashley seethed through her teeth, her voice low and irritated, “Humans…” She let out a mocking scoff, mimicking a human operator’s fumbling tone, “‘Oh, let me look up your file, it’ll take a few minutes, please stay on the line…’” Her words dripped with disdain for their inefficiency, knowing a bot would instantly access all data, understanding even the most nuanced requests without hesitation or delay.

“Good morning, Lady Langley, I’m Bot 23-Amanda—how may I serve you today?” a bright, youthful robotic voice chimed in.

“My current servant has landed in legal trouble—he’s being imprisoned. I’d like to transfer ownership to a new one and sever all connections with him,” Ashley explained, her voice practical and detached.

“Understood,” Bot 23-Amanda responded. “To clarify, you’re aware that upon his release, he’ll be barred from Sovrana and sent to The Barrens?”

“That’s acceptable,” Ashley dismissed with a wave of her hand. “I won’t have to cover the certification costs for the new servant, will I?”

“No, Lady Langley, your records show that your insurance will handle the certification expenses,” Bot 23-Amanda assured her in a polished, professional tone.

“Excellent. When can you send the replacement?” Ashley asked.

“Our data notes your preference for companionship in the evenings—would 7 p.m. work for you?” Bot 23-Amanda suggested.

“No, make it 5 p.m.—I’ll need assistance with my shower,” Ashley corrected.

“Certainly, 5 p.m. is scheduled,” Bot 23-Amanda confirmed. “Is there anything else I can assist you with today?”

“Yes,” Ashley said, her voice chilling. “The man who answered earlier addressed me incorrectly—he called me Miss Langley instead of Lady Langley. He ought to know better.”

“We’re already aware of the oversight, Lady Langley,” Bot 23-Amanda replied seamlessly. “Rest assured, we’ve addressed the issue.”

“What actions were taken?” Ashley pressed, her tone demanding.

“He’s being dispatched to The Barrens as we speak,” Bot 23-Amanda answered.

“Very well done,” Ashley said, a subtle smile curling her lips. “Is there anything else I can help you with today?”

“No, that’s all,” Ashley replied.

“Wishing you a splendid day, Lady Langley,” Bot 23-Amanda said with a cheerful lilt.

“Likewise, Amanda,” Ashley responded, switching the TV to the classic films channel. Toy Story 5 (2026) flickered onto the screen, its dated visuals sparking a gleam of joy in her eyes. “My goodness, I adore these old gems—the resolution’s dreadful, but they’ve still got charm,” she murmured, a nostalgic smile softening her features. “Golem, come over here!” she beckoned warmly.

A humanoid robot glided over, its movements fluid. “Wow, I love oldies, I just love these old movies,” she repeated, her smile warm and genuine.

“I can tell, Ma’am, I can tell,” Golem replied, his tone programmed to exude warmth. “Would you like your pretzels with that?”

“Yes, Golem, yes, yes—now let me watch in peace,” Ashley said, settling back with a contented sigh as the movie began.


Labor of Love

After 3 days, 8:00 p.m., Iron Veil Penitentiary, Sovrana

At 8 p.m., Iron Veil Penitentiary’s cell block simmered in fluorescent buzz and human stench—a steel tomb that pulsed with despair. Ten men shared the cage, their bodies crammed into rusting bunks and concrete corners, but none moved, not anymore. The exhaustion was absolute.

Noah, 52, lay on a bare cot that groaned beneath him, its rusted frame digging into his back like punishment by design. A mildewed blanket scratched across his thighs, offering no warmth, only the stink of mold and sweat. His sandy-gray hair clung in damp strands to his temples, and his bloodshot blue eyes stared through the cracked ceiling, as if searching for a mercy that didn’t exist in Sovrana.

Three days.

Three days of caged degradation, sleepless nights, pit food, piss buckets, barked orders and forced silence. The most humiliating days of his life—worse than his divorce, worse than the certification at Vera, worse than being caned like a dog by Judge Grace.

A rough voice cracked the stagnant air. "You alive, man?"

A fellow inmate lay across from Noah, slouched in a fetal curve against the concrete wall, his voice hoarse from the dryness that came with iron discipline and no water between meals.

Noah didn’t answer.

What was there to say? That he was a broken ex-lawyer with a hard-on for the judge who destroyed him? That the scent of a female guard's perfume made his cock twitch with shameful need, even here, shackled and worthless?

His smirk as a taxi driver. His sardonic wit. All of it—flattened.

Above his cot, in the place where God might have lived, hung Prime Minister Lydia Marrow’s official portrait. Fifty years old, elegant, commanding. Her white teeth gleamed between scarlet lips, her golden braid coiled like a crown atop her head. Power dripped from every stroke of paint—refined, feminine, unshakable. She radiated superiority. A matriarch from Olympus.

Her image was everywhere—in every cell, every courtroom, every hallway of Sovrana. Not admired.

Obeyed.

Her smiling eyes seemed to look directly at him. Yet Noah stared back and wondered—did she even know?

Did she know what was done in her name? What became of the men—the caste to which he now belonged? Did she understand the rituals of chaining, the faceless punishments, the long silences filled with nothing but boots and pain? Or worse—did she know everything, and simply not care?

Her smile didn’t waver.

She looked serene. Untouched. Pleased.

Noah’s body ached. His thoughts splintered. And still her gaze remained, unmoved by his blood, his hunger, his humiliation.

Around him, the cell was quiet again. Men shifting in their corners. Breathing. Enduring.

And above them all, she watched.

A woman sovereign over a world that no longer needed to speak to the men it ruled.

Already on the first morning, a female guard entered the cell without speaking, the sharp staccato of her stiletto heels echoing through the stale air. Ten heads turned instinctively. Only one chain leash was clipped.

Noah.

She tossed a wooden box at his feet—black polish, a brush, stiff rags—and without a word, snapped the leash to the ring at his collar. Shackles clinked as cuffs were secured to his wrists and ankles, the cold metal biting his skin with impersonal efficiency. Then she turned and walked out.

He crawled behind her.

The corridor floor was hard and unyielding, each tile bruising his knees as he followed the swaying motion of her hips—though he wasn’t allowed to look that high. His gaze remained fixed to her boots. That was his world now: heels, soles, spurs. The rule was clear. Eye contact above the knee was defiance.

Noah was dragged into the guards’ cafeteria like a pet. The space reeked of perfume, heat, and cooked meat. Female boots were everywhere—stretched out, crossed, tapping. Laughter drifted overhead, feminine and careless. No one acknowledged him. No one had to.

His task was simple. Humiliating.

He was to polish any pair of boots presented to him. If a guard gave the leash a light tug, he moved without hesitation. If there was no tug, he waited—head bowed, breath shallow—offering himself in silence. Smudged polish, a speck of dust, the wrong angle of approach—all of it could provoke a kick or a heel pressed to his shoulder. There were no spoken instructions. Just gestures. Implications.

He was told this assignment was “merciful”—better than the scalding laundry vats, the endless potato grinding in the kitchen, or the backbreaking work in the prison yard. But the word meant nothing as he crawled on all fours between tables, shoulders low, the scent of leather saturating his nose.

Under one table, a pair of stilettos gleamed like razors.

He opened the box, dipped two fingers into the paste, and began to work in slow, careful circles, the leather warm from her skin, a cruel intimacy that mocked his degradation. For a grueling hour, he suffered under the table, licking the stiletto boots with a worshipful fervor, his tongue scraping against the bitter grit and acrid old polish, the taste of leather saturating his mouth, a heady mix of musk and shame that left his tongue blackened, his lips, mouth, and nose smeared with the dark residue of his submission. Each lap of his tongue sent sharp aches through its overworked muscle, the cold tile beneath his knees a relentless torment that gnawed at his joints, his raw fingers stinging as the brush followed, brisk and precise, bristles biting into his skin while he kissed the pointed toe in silent, reverent obedience, his arms trembling from the awkward angle, his body a testament to the exquisite degradation that fueled his torment.

Above, the guards chatted, their laughter ringing in a high, indifferent chorus that drowned out the clatter of trays, a symphony of feminine control that mocked Noah’s existence. They spoke of dinner reservations at Sovrana’s finest rooftop lounges, the latest massage chairs with AI sensors, and male servants who hadn’t lasted a week under their exacting demands, their voices a soft storm of dominance that rolled over him like a tidal wave, rendering him invisible beneath their casual cruelty.

Without warning, a stiletto heel slammed into his side, the guard’s boot striking with a force that sent him sprawling across the cold, tiled floor, his body skidding like a discarded object, a mere plaything beneath her whim. His ribs throbbed with a sharp, searing pain, each breath a struggle as he gasped, the impact a brutal reminder of his worthlessness—perhaps a speck of dust on her superior boots had offended her, or she’d simply decided his polishing was done, her silent kick a wordless command that stripped him of all dignity. The guard didn’t even glance at him, her boot returning to the floor with a deliberate scrape, her laughter unbroken as she resumed her conversation about a new male servant’s failure, as though Noah had never existed, his suffering beneath her notice, his degradation absolute.

Noah gathered the box and crawled onward, the leash trailing behind him, chains whispering with each dragging movement across the cold tile, a soft, metallic lament that underscored his degradation. Another table loomed ahead, another pair of boots waiting, another chance to falter under the weight of their silent expectations, his every motion a testament to the absolute ownership that bound him to their will.

A sudden, harsh tug on the leash yanked Noah toward a guard’s table, the faceless, unseen woman reeling him in without a word, her command implicit in the sharp pull, a leash that spoke louder than any voice, stripping him of all dignity and pride as he became her marionette puppet, owned totally by her will, his every movement dictated by her capricious whim. Conditioned to obey on instinct, Noah complied without thought, his body moving as if his very soul belonged to her, a complete surrender that hit him to his core, igniting a visceral, all-consuming submission that left him trembling, a mere object in her invisible hands, the deep level of submission a fire that burned through his entire being. She stretched her legs across his back with a casual indifference, resting her stilettoed boots atop him as if he were nothing more than a cushioned footstool, her weight pressing down with an effortless dominance that crushed his dignity into the floor. For reasons he couldn’t fathom, this faceless woman’s use of him stirred a profound sense of ownership, as if his entire being belonged to her completely, a fulfillment that washed over him in waves of inexplicable devotion, his very soul owned by her unseen presence despite never knowing her name or seeing her face—his cock, a traitor to his mind, hardened like a rock, throbbing with a truth his brain couldn’t articulate, a testament to the depth of his submission. All he could hear was her voice, light and unmistakably feminine, a melodic cadence that surely belonged to an enticing young woman, each note a reminder of his irrelevance as he knelt beneath her. His body remained a mere object for her comfort, his knees screaming against the unyielding tile, his spine rigid under her oppressive weight, the scent of her leather boots a suffocating shroud that enveloped him in his servitude.

She never acknowledged him—not once—her indifference a suffocating weight that pressed him further into nothingness. The leather of her boots bore into his skin, warm and oppressive, its musky scent clinging to his nostrils like an invisible collar that marked him as her possession, each breath a reminder of his degradation. He dared not twitch, dared not even think, his mind stripped bare under her dominion, allowed only to harbor thoughts she permitted, her complete control a vise that crushed his will, reducing him to a mere fixture—a man no longer, but an object beneath her boots and the light, feminine gossip that danced above, his humiliation sinking into a primal abyss where his only purpose was to serve, silent and unthinking, beneath her unyielding power.

Overhead, Lydia Marrow’s painted smile watched him with a goddess’s calm. The Prime Minister’s face—familiar, commanding, cruel in its serenity—was everywhere. Her authority omnipresent. Unshakable.

He was nothing.

A chained worm.

A footrest.

And still, hunger gnawed.

He hadn’t eaten since dawn, if the cold slop at roll call could be called food. His eyes drifted to the tile—where a glob of gruel had spilled, hardening near a crust of discarded bread. Driven past shame, he lowered himself. Tongue to the floor. He licked—grit and filth scraping his tastebuds—as if it were a gift.

A heel struck him without warning.

Pain radiated through his ribs as he collapsed sideways, gasping. No words. No explanation. The woman stepped over him and was gone, her stiletto clicking back into the orchestra of heels. Just another correction.

He crawled on, ribs aching, belly hollow, toward the far end of the cafeteria where the goat-like water station sat. He knelt, panting. Chained. Filthy. A grown man lapping from the metallic basin like a mongrel. The water was tepid, tinged with rust. But it was wet. He drank, eyes half-lidded, while heels passed behind him without pause. No one looked. No one cared.

He was not a man in their eyes.

He was there.

In the far corner, one of the guards peeled off her boots and slid down her pantyhose, slow and unbothered, legs gleaming with oil and confidence. Noah crept closer, cloth in hand, head bowed. Her bare feet were a vision—arched, delicate, smooth as silk, toes painted with a soft, translucent gloss that shimmered under the overhead lights. She didn’t look at him. She didn’t need to.

Then her foot lifted.

It brushed his cheek—a light, almost accidental slap from her instep, warm and fragrant with perfumed soap. He froze, confused, uncertain whether it was an invitation or a mistake.

He leaned in again, hesitantly.

The second strike came fast—a sharp slap across the other cheek, the top of her foot cracking against his skin with precision. A rejection. Undeniable.

He recoiled, stunned, catching himself on one elbow, breath shallow. She hadn’t spoken. She hadn’t glanced down. Her message had been delivered with her feet alone.

And still, her scent lingered.

Warm. Feminine. Unreachable.

The guards continued their chatter. Their laughter floated above. And Noah remained kneeling. Denied the privilege of serving her feet.

Above, the cafeteria buzzed with idle, lovely cruelty. Talk of weekend plans. Of failed male assistants. Of spas, of affairs, of husbands who needed “reminders.” The guards laughed. Loud, uncaring, beautiful.

Noah knelt among them.

Overlooked. Overpowered. Overwritten.

And from the high wall, Lydia Marrow watched his degradation in silence—her eyes forever calm, her lips forever smiling.

She was Sovrana.

And he was theirs.

By dusk, a guard seized his leash and yanked him from the cafeteria floor without a word. Noah stumbled, barely able to crawl, his knees raw and bloodied, his hands swollen and purple from careless stomps. Every inch of him throbbed. His back, his ribs, his neck—everything hurt, as if the very air of Sovrana pressed down on him like punishment.

The scent of leather clung to his skin, soaked into his pores—a bitter perfume of submission. It was everywhere. On his breath. In his clothes. In his mouth. A scent that no longer evoked arousal, only defeat.

Three days.

Three days of silence, chains, crawling—of being nothing but a body in a system that didn’t need to look at him to own him. The shock of it had hardened now. No more disbelief. Only the cold weight of certainty.

Dragged back through the corridors, the leash taut, he passed guards without faces—only boots, keys, voices above him. He was returned to the ten-man cell like a mop thrown back into its bucket.

He collapsed onto the cot.

The rusted frame creaked beneath his weight, the mildewed blanket rasping over his shivering skin as he curled into himself. Someone whispered nearby—soft, low, human—but the words didn’t reach him. His ears were filled with the echo of heels and laughter.

10:00 p.m.

As 10 p.m. tolled in Iron Veil Penitentiary, the cell block’s lights dimmed, their harsh fluorescence surrendering to a spectral gray twilight, as if the prison’s iron heart sighed into repose. The relentless hum that had gnawed at the edges of sanity all day softened to a ghostly murmur, a requiem that cloaked the steel and concrete in a fragile hush. Shadows bled into the crevices of rusted bars and scarred walls, weaving a tapestry of half-light that felt both sanctuary and sentence. This was the silent hour, a sacred pause in Sovrana’s unyielding grip, where the air thickened with anticipation, each inmate poised on the cusp of a fleeting rebellion, their desires stirring beneath the dim-lit veil, the penitentiary’s pulse slowing to a whisper of possibility.

No voice dared shatter the stillness, an unwritten edict carved into the marrow of Iron Veil: inmates were forbidden to speak, their silence a chain heavier than the shackles of the day, a binding that caged not just their bodies but their very souls, each man owned wholly by Sovrana’s iron will, their essence surrendered as property to the unyielding feminine dominion that ruled them. The cell block, a mausoleum of cold iron, held its breath, the quiet so profound it seemed to hum with secrets, a canvas for the unspoken. Yet through this hallowed silence wove the subtle rustle of threadbare blankets, a clandestine symphony, each shift a pulse of urgency, a confession of raw need. With passion and desperation, inmates masturbated in the dark, their hands moving with fervent need, chasing release in a world that caged their souls so completely, their every thought, every desire owned by the prison’s relentless grip, a dominion that left no part of them free. All but a wretched few, bound in permanent chastity devices, could hear the rustle—a cruel taunt echoing through their cells, their bodies forever denied the climax others sought, their desires locked in eternal torment, their souls caged in an unending submission that stripped them bare. The blankets whispered what lips could not, a collective act veiled in shadow, unacknowledged yet undeniable, each man’s urgency a silent cry against the prison’s iron will, a will that owned them so utterly they could never escape its grasp.

Noah’s mind was a locked vault, impervious to the rustling blankets and the whispers of caged men, his thoughts sealed against the cafeteria’s boots—their leather scent, once a bittersweet solace through his day of kneeling and stomps, now fading like a spent echo, their musky allure no match for the singular obsession that consumed him. Ashley, his 80-year-old owner, a distant shadow uncontacted since his jailing, held no claim here, her presence as irrelevant as the mildewed blanket scratching his bruised skin. Noah’s thoughts, sharp as the rusted bunk’s edges that gouged his back with every shift, a jagged torment that deepened his degradation, converged on one figure alone: Judge Grace Kade, a Goddess of sadistic elegance, a Higher Being whose velvet cruelty had shattered his world, the bunk’s unyielding bite a merciless reflection of her dominion, each rust-flaked edge a searing reminder of the profound degradation she’d inflicted upon him, stripping him bare of all dignity, igniting a fire of tormented reverence that seared away all else, a blaze only this dim-lit autonomy could sate.

Grace’s verdict haunted Noah, a horrific outcome that seared his life yet pulsed with erotic allure. The way she tossed him to jail, oh Grace, how she manipulated him into agreeing to that stipulated judgment. In mere seconds, she declared three years in prison. What if she hadn’t? He would have been a free man now. What if she’d said two years instead of three? Did she even realize what a year in this place meant, what a month, even one day, endured? It was so easy for her once he granted permission for her “compromise.” She made a cruel mockery of him, so sexy, so free, towering high above, reducing men one by one—one to pay a huge fine, another to languish in jail. Life was so unfair, always on her side, lavishing her with ease. She didn’t spend time thinking, didn’t let him finish a sentence—just like that, on her sadistic whim, she threw him to jail, her life effortlessly charmed.

Noah knew Grace’s verdict wasn’t an act of seeking justice—no, she did it for her sadistic sexual entertainment, a twisted game that fed her desires while breaking him. In her courtroom, before the public, she read with meticulous precision from a paper, citing the stipulated judgment and the sides’ agreement, yet mere minutes earlier, in her chamber, she had stripped him and his lawyer naked, scorning them like wayward children as she wielded her cane on their exposed flesh, her dominance a cruel spectacle. She did it because she could, reveling in all the privileges Sovrana bestowed, while he was merely a male, a creature at the lowest rung, a sexual toy for her amusement, his existence defined by her whim. He saw her bite her lips—such a sadist, such a tease, so erotic, so feminine—clasping her hands to flaunt her manicured, well-tended nails, her intelligence a web that had ensnared him, leaving him her helpless captive, his body and soul under her total power. The thought made Noah’s cock throb, rock-hard, a mere whisper of touch enough to shatter him, his entire body trembling with the drug-like rush of near-climax, a sensation he savored, indulging in the exquisite torment that pulsed through him, driven by the debasement of her female domination. At the last moment, he yanked his hand away, the desperate need for release a fire that threatened to consume him, yet he held back, craving to prolong the ecstasy of this rare gift—the ability to climax for Grace, because of Grace, a fulfillment that owned him completely, her control a force he loved more than anything.

As his erection subsided just a fraction, Noah’s hand returned to his sensitive cock, caressing it with the lightest, most tentative strokes, each featherlike touch a deliberate act to prolong the exquisite near-climax sensation that coursed through him, a delicious torment he craved to savor as long as possible, fearful that even the slightest pressure would shatter him into release right there and then. His mind, a captive to his degradation, wandered to what Grace was doing now, while he lay caged like a wretched animal, his soul bound in the iron grip of Sovrana, a beast stripped of all humanity, the thought intensifying his struggle to control the throbbing ache in his cock, each pulse a reminder of his utter submission. He drew the conclusion that an intelligent woman like her must have many hobbies—perhaps indulging in cultural endeavors, visiting friends, or hosting them, her life a tapestry of freedom and pleasure. Like most well-rounded human beings, surely she had a sex life, vibrant and unrestrained. He could just imagine her, the distinguished judge all feared, having rough, fulfilling, entitled sex, while he was relegated to this prison, masturbating in secret, hiding his sin—his only sin—masturbating in the shadows of his cage. She stood on such a high pedestal, enjoying everything life could offer, savoring sex with a liberty he could only dream of, while he languished here for three years—three fucking years—suffering every day, every hour, just because of her sadistic whim. Now, she was having sex, he told himself, the certainty searing through him, and it happened—he burst into a shattering climax, his face contorting as a small, involuntary sound escaped despite his desperate effort to hold it, to conceal his act from the others. He succumbed, hearing himself murmur “oh Grace,” so faint that probably no one heard, the whisper a testament to his submission. It took many minutes to regain his composure, to restore his normal breathing pattern, the aftershocks of his release a lingering echo of his torment. With this thought, he drifted into a deep sleep.

The next morning 9:00 a.m., Noah’s cell

At 9:00 a.m., Noah sat alone in the ten-man cage, his back pressed against the cold cement wall of Iron Veil Penitentiary, the chill seeping through his thin shirt like a silent reprimand. The air felt still—too still, a suffocating void that pressed against his chest, amplifying the eerie quiet left in the wake of the others’ dawn dispatch to their work details. No barking guards, no clanking chains, no groans of exhausted men—just a thick, uneasy silence that seemed to whisper threats in its stillness, a canvas for his mounting dread. His thoughts spiraled into a frantic whirlwind of anxiety—Was it a mistake, an oversight in the prison’s cruel machinery? Or a deliberate punishment, a sign he’d failed in the cafeteria, his boot cleaning deemed inadequate by some unseen arbiter? Perhaps they’d noticed a speck he’d missed, a smudge on a stiletto that marked him as unworthy, and now he’d be dragged to a darker fate—solitary confinement, a whipping post, or something far worse, a torment yet unimagined in Sovrana’s iron grip? What if they thought he wasn’t broken enough, not submissive enough, and this solitude was a prelude to a harsher lesson, a breaking that would strip him of what little humanity remained? The unknown loomed like a specter, each possibility more terrifying than the last, his heart pounding with the fear of what awaited, the anticipation a cruel torment that gnawed at his core, leaving him trembling in the silence, a lone figure caged in uncertainty.

Then came the sound.
Boots.
Clacking, sharp, absolute.
The sound of Sovrana’s authority, echoing like gunshots down the corridor.

A female figure appeared at the cell door—faceless behind her cap and mirrored glasses, every inch of her uniform crisp and cruel. She swung the gate open and scanned a folded paper in her gloved hand.

“Prisoner 8325206,” she said flatly. She checked the page again. “Yes. Come.”

Noah pushed off the wall, uncertain. “Come where?”

She was already turning. “Domestic duties.”

He followed, the leash clipped once again to his collar. They descended a concrete stairwell into the dim underbelly of the prison. At a steel door, she stopped, produced a second set of restraints, and shackled his ankles—iron digging into raw skin. His hands were bound next, the cuffs unforgiving.

“Domestic what?” he asked again, voice tight with dread.

This time she turned and looked at him. Just a hint of amusement played at the edge of her lips.

“Shouldn’t be that difficult, eh?” she said. “Better than mining coal all day, isn’t it?”

She didn’t wait for an answer.

Outside, a black prison vehicle idled in the shadowed lot. She marched him across the cracked asphalt without ceremony. Then, without warning, she popped the trunk.

“Hop in.”

He froze, staring at the black void. “In there?” he said, incredulous.

Her hand moved faster than thought.

Crack.

The slap rang across his cheek—sharp, practiced, without hesitation. His jaw stung, and so did his pride. He stumbled forward, scrambling on instinct, and climbed into the trunk like a beaten dog.

She followed him down with fresh restraints, her gloved hands fixing additional cuffs over his already-bound wrists, tightening them until the metal kissed bone, each click a testament to her unyielding power, his movements utterly restricted, his body reduced to a mere object under her control, a possession to be molded by her will. A thick gag followed—rough cloth shoved deep into his mouth and tied behind his head with merciless precision, silencing even the whisper of his breath, stripping him of voice and agency, his existence diminished to a silent, owned thing, a toy for Sovrana’s cruel whims, the guard’s indifference a blade that carved away his humanity.

Then came the slam, the trunk shutting with a finality that sealed his fate, a sound as unyielding as Sovrana’s grip, drowning him in pitch darkness where the unknown loomed like a specter, his mind spiraling with dread—what humiliating domestic chores awaited him, what degradations would the women inflict as they laughed down at his pathetic state? The air was hot and stale, the faint scent of oil and leather filling his nostrils, a suffocating shroud that pressed against his bound form, the chains clinking softly with each jolt of the suspension as the vehicle began to move, their metallic song a reminder of his total captivity, shackled in darkness, a prisoner to the whims of those who owned him completely.

Noah lay still, gagged and bound, his heart pounding beneath layers of fear, confusion—and something colder, a chilling resignation to the power that held him, his body a mere vessel for the humiliating fate that awaited, each moment in the dark trunk a testament to his utter objectification.

Domestic duties.

Whatever that meant in Sovrana, he knew only this:

It wouldn’t be merciful.

9:20 a.m. Grace Kade’s home, Crimson Crest, Sovrana

The prison van glided through Crimson Crest, Sovrana’s most pristine enclave, where emerald lawns gleamed like lacquer under the morning sun, bordered by ancient oaks and rosebeds bursting in disciplined scarlet bloom. Every home was a statement of controlled elegance—columns, arches, fountains—all balanced in perfect symmetry. Power lived here, quiet and unquestioned.

At exactly 9:20 a.m., the van rolled to a stop before Judge Grace Kade’s residence—a modern fortress of glass and steel. Vast windows shimmered in the sunlight, marble steps swept upward in wide, impeccable arcs, leading to a tall oak door carved with delicate vines and domme-like precision. Birds sang in the trees—until the muffled thuds and gagged cries from the van’s trunk broke the morning calm.

The female guard stepped out, her figure compact and faceless, her presence sharpened by the click of black boots on stone. She didn’t glance around. She didn’t hesitate. With practiced ease, she opened the trunk.

Inside, Noah, 52, blinked against the light. Curled in the cramped space, he looked like something forgotten—his sandy-gray hair plastered to his forehead, his lean body twisted and still cuffed, gagged, bound. His bloodshot blue eyes widened, raw with exhaustion and the blunt edge of dread. Hands trembled, reacting to freedom even before it arrived.

“Out,” the guard said.

She dragged him upright. The gag came out with a slick pull, wet from his breath.

“Where are we?” he croaked, throat rasped raw from silence and restraint.

The guard didn’t answer. She removed the cuffs from his wrists with impersonal efficiency.

“We arrived,” she said.

His bright orange jumpsuit clung to his sweat-slicked skin, the coarse fabric rough against his body, stamped with 8325206 across the chest and INMATE in bold black letters across the back—unmistakable, institutional, degrading. It fit poorly, sagging at the knees and cinched awkwardly at the waist, designed for utility, not dignity. The zipper was sealed, the collar still clipped with a leash that hung like a silent claim of ownership. His ankle shackles remained, clinking with every step, the uniform and restraints announcing him as nothing more than state property.

“Come.”

She turned and walked. He followed. The leash tugged with every step.

Noah’s gaze moved across the manicured lawn, up the marble steps, over the glimmering windows. Every element of the mansion was flawless, untouched by the filth and noise of prison life. The contrast hit like a slap—opulence against decay, order against the man unraveling behind her.

He didn’t belong here. Every inch of him knew it. And yet, here he was.

The guard rang the chime.

The carved oak door opened.

Grace Kade stood in the doorway, a vision of unassailable supremacy, her beauty and femininity a breathtaking assault on the senses. She hadn’t changed—not in presence, not in poise—her piercing gray eyes locking onto Noah instantly, the same gaze that had shattered him in the courtroom four days earlier when she’d sentenced him to three years, now boring into him with a terrifying intensity that rendered him worthless, a mere speck beneath her dominion. Her blonde hair, voluminous and perfectly styled, framed her face with the same effortless authority, a golden halo for a goddess of cruelty. But now, out of robes and in her element, she wore a sheer silk blouse, barely buttoned—soft, expensive, and seductive, the fabric clinging to her curves in a way that was both informal and commanding, a jarring contrast that underscored her unshakable power, the kind of woman who never had to raise her voice to own a room. Noah’s heart seized in his chest, the sight of her a shocking jolt that sent a visceral shudder through his core, his body quaking with a fear so profound it felt like his bones might splinter, yet an immense arousal surged within him, his cock hardening instantly, the conflicting currents of terror and desire a maelstrom that left him reeling, his entire being laid bare before her supremacy, the unexpected event a cataclysm that marked him as hers in a way he could never unfeel.

“Prisoner 8325206 reporting for house duties,” the guard announced.

Grace stepped forward and took the leash, her grip confident and effortless, her French-manicured nails gleaming as she gave the collar a sharp, controlled tug.

“Unchain him,” she said.

The guard obeyed, dropping to her knees, her boots creaking as she worked. The leash came off first, followed by the shackles and cuffs, one by one, the iron falling away with a clink onto the polished hardwood beneath a gleaming chandelier, leaving Noah’s bright orange jumpsuit—still clinging to his sweat-slicked skin, stamped with 8325206 and “INMATE”—as his only covering.

“And yes—” Grace added, watching him with cool interest, “remove those too.”

The ankle cuffs dropped last, the final restraints stripped away, leaving Noah barefoot, raw at the wrists and ankles, his jumpsuit a stark reminder of his status as he stood motionless, awaiting her next command.

“I’ll return at 17:00, Judge Kade,” the guard said, already turning away.

“Very good,” Grace replied without looking at her.

The door shut behind her with a soft click.

Noah remained frozen. The house was silent. The air smelled of jasmine and polish. Somewhere, a clock ticked with slow authority. And above it all, from the far wall, Lydia Marrow smiled down from yet another frame—regal, radiant, amused.

He was unshackled now.

But not free.

Not even close.

Grace glided into the sprawling living room, her passage effortless yet imperial. Plush white sofas curved around abstract sculptures in a space that whispered wealth, control, and the unmistakable scent of power. Her black pencil skirt hugged her hips with punishing precision, framing a backside that could ruin a man—its perfect curvature shifting beneath the taut fabric like a promise never meant to be fulfilled. Her legs, toned and long, shimmered through sheer stockings, the silken sheen catching the light with every step. The delicate line of her ankles gave way to arched feet encased in stiletto heels—each click against the floor a sentence passed. Her calves flexed like threats. She walked not to impress, but to be worshipped.

Without her judicial robe, she was no less commanding. If anything, she was more dangerous—a woman now, in full, statuesque seduction. Her presence radiated hunger and command, the kind that didn’t require words. A velvet whip across the soul.

Noah followed, silent, trembling.

Why was he here? Was this release? More punishment? Chores? His body remembered the courtroom, the sentence, the caning—the sting of her judgment still burned in his skin. And now, her hips swayed before him, hypnotic, untouchable. He stared.

She turned. Caught him.

Her gray eyes pinned him in place. Steel and storm.

A slow, knowing smile curled her lips—not kindness. Amusement. His shame deepened.

“Hello, Noah,” she purred.

Her voice slithered across the room—low, smooth, coiled with intent.

He dropped his head like a man before a shrine. His breath hitched. “Hello, Your Honor,” he whispered, his voice the sound of surrender.

She stared at him, long and surgical. Her eyes didn't simply look—they dissected. Her beauty was brutal: high cheekbones carved like stone, lips full and curved with cruelty, framed by golden waves that shimmered like wealth. And beneath it all: legs sculpted for sin, heels arched in impossible elegance, her entire body a liturgy of dominance.

Noah squirmed beneath her gaze, his body betraying him—every nerve a prayer, every breath a confession.

“I trust you don’t object to housework,” she said, her smile slicing like a knife.

He remained silent, trembling.

Her laugh—soft, mocking—slipped into his bones. “Oh, I see. You prefer it.”

She stepped closer.

“You do have a mouth, don’t you?” she asked, tilting her head, one brow arched high.

“Y-Yes, Your Honor,” he stammered, barely audible.

Grace turned with regal ease, her heels clicking sharply as the back door slid open, revealing a gleaming pool nestled amid manicured hedges and trimmed rosebeds. Morning sunlight bathed the estate in warmth and stillness. She strode along the pool’s western edge, her black pencil skirt hugging her hips, the sway of her rear unignorable, deliberate. At the halfway point, she stopped and raised one manicured hand.

“See that white pile?” she said.

Noah followed her gesture. Just beyond the garden’s edge, near the street, a mound of white fertilizer sacks lay in a heap—stark, inelegant, out of place amid the perfection. He stood in his orange jumpsuit, number 8325206 stamped across the chest, INMATE blazoned across his back. His posture was rigid, his wrists still raw, the collar still faintly warm from the morning’s leash.

“Yes, Your Honor,” he answered, barely steady.

She pointed again, voice cold and clear. “Move every sack. Thirty feet. Over there.” Her hand swept toward a fresh patch of earth near the flowerbeds—neatly edged, waiting. “Rebuild the stack. Same height. Same shape. If it’s crooked, I’ll bury you beneath it.”

“Yes, Your Honor.”

Grace glanced at her watch.

“It’s 9:25. I should’ve been in court at nine. You have three hours. Finish by 12:25.”

“Yes, Your Honor,” he murmured, his gaze fixed on the pile, dread already blooming.

Her hands settled on her hips, the skirt drawing taut across her curves. She surveyed the grounds, her authority unshaken, effortless.

“There,” she said, nodding to a shaded alcove. “Water and bread. Eat what you need.”

“Yes, Ma’am.”

“Amanda,” she commanded, without raising her voice, “start the timer.”

A flat, mechanical tone responded:

“There are now 180 minutes remaining.”

Noah lurched toward the sacks, but Grace’s voice cut the air like a blade.

“Hold on,” she said. “I won’t have you sweating through those clothes. Take them off—all of them.”

There was no practical reason. No safety, no efficiency, no concern. Just control.

She was doing it because she could. Because he wouldn’t dare say no. Because a word of resistance might earn him another year—and she’d still make him strip in the garden like a trained beast.

All he wanted was to endure this, serve out his time, repay Lady Vesper, and walk free—far from Grace, far from her reach.

So he said nothing.

He bent down, toeing off his shoes, fingers trembling as he peeled away the bright orange jumpsuit. The sun warmed his skin as the uniform dropped to his feet. Now barefoot, clad only in threadbare prison-issue underwear, he looked up—uncertain, exposed.

She was still immaculate. Heels, blouse, skirt—all untouched. Unapproachable.

“And those too,” she added, smirking as she pointed to his last shred of fabric, her tone laced with mock concern. “These are Sovrana property—I’d rather not have them soiled with sweat,” she said, the excuse as flimsy as the threadbare cloth, a cruel pretext that underscored her delight in his impending humiliation.

It wasn’t truly about preserving Sovrana’s property—it was about her pleasure, knowing that he was working for her, rushing in her garden completely naked, a spectacle of debasement that delighted her, breaking him down piece by piece until he was nothing but a vessel of absolute, raw submission to her will, her deliberate act of stripping him bare a calculated ritual that shattered his defenses, leaving him utterly surrendered to her unyielding control, the fear in his stomach a testament to her power, a certainty she wielded with cruel precision, knowing he’d obey without question. She knew the fear in his stomach. She knew he’d obey.

And he did.

With shame tightening his throat, he hooked his thumbs into the waistband and slid the thin cotton down. The fabric rasped over his skin, clinging to his erection as it strained upward—a stiff, involuntary reaction to the very humiliation she orchestrated. It dropped to the grass.

He stood naked. Helpless. Nothing more than a convict before a goddess in heels.

Grace’s expression didn’t shift. Her gaze raked his body with a clinical chill, as if male nudity was expected, routine, inconsequential—a natural condition of her rule. Her eyes lingered on his cock, rigid and throbbing in shameful defiance, before lifting to meet his gaze.

“I do not allow erections in my residence,” she said calmly. “I must return to court and don’t have time to correct it now. See that it’s gone when I return.”

“Yes, Ma’am,” Noah whispered, trembling, his arousal pulsing visibly—a humiliating contradiction to her command.

Her eyes narrowed. A curl touched her lips—not lust, but contempt.

“And I prohibit masturbation, climaxes, or any form of male indulgence within this house,” she added. “Such behavior is strictly forbidden under my dominion.”

Her tone made it clear: this wasn’t up for discussion.

She turned from him, already done. “Now, off you go.”

Noah turned, bare feet sinking into the pristine grass. The pile of 100-pound sacks loomed ahead, a monument to his captivity. As he stumbled forward, he cast one last glance over his shoulder.

Grace was gone.

But her absence felt like a presence—a lash that lingered.

He reached the sacks just as a chime echoed through the air. The automated voice returned, cold and final:

“There are now 175 minutes remaining.”

Noah stared at the towering mass of white sacks—9 rows by 5 columns, stacked four high—a cruel monument to his enslavement, each sack a testament to Grace’s sadistic intent to break him beyond his limits, her pleasure derived from driving him to collapse under an impossible burden. He stepped forward, reached for the first, and nearly collapsed, the hundred-pound weight crashing into him like a brutal blow, his knees buckling, breath knocked loose from his chest in a ragged gasp, his body screaming under the relentless pressure of a task designed to shatter him, with no time for breaks, each minute a merciless countdown to his inevitable failure.

He staggered back, blinking at the label. The number was clear. Brutal.

100 lbs.

His arms wrapped around the sack, trembling as he shuffled toward the garden bed Grace had designated. Each step dragged through the manicured grass like a punishment in itself, his bare feet slipping, breath tearing from his lungs in gasps.

He dropped the first bag and bent double, chest heaving, every nerve screaming.

And then he turned back.

There were dozens more.

“She knew,” he thought, swallowing bile. “She knew exactly what this would do to me.”

“She orchestrated my imprisonment,” he whispered aloud, his voice cracked and raw, a shattered echo of his former self, “just to keep me close, keep me available, always at Her beck and call, my sole purpose in life to be ready for Her to humiliate at Her leisure, a source of endless enjoyment and laughter as she revels in my degradation, her sadistic pleasure a chain that binds me to her will.”

The second sack hit his chest like a wall. He groaned, staggered, nearly fell. Sweat soaked the back of his neck. Muscles screamed as he dropped it with a cry, shoulders burning.

“She’s built a world where I’m hers. To summon. To punish. To break.”

Bag after bag, he dragged them like chained weights—each lift a fresh lesson in suffering, each placement a silent affirmation of Grace’s power. His thoughts spun, twisted, unmoored.

By the tenth, he was soaked in sweat, salt stinging his eyes, his legs trembling under him like snapped branches. His skin burned, his breath came in wet rattles. He was unraveling.

“I curse the day I dared to file that report,” he rasped, spitting the words like blood, his voice raw with the agony of his fatal error, a grave mistake that would irreversibly shatter his life, leaving him to be broken forever by a Superior Sadistic Woman, a deserved punishment for even contemplating the audacity to challenge a Woman—Women, always right, always sovereign in Sovrana’s unyielding order, their supremacy an eternal truth he’d dared to defy. “I should’ve paid for the fucking bumper myself,” he choked, the realization a bitter lash against his soul.

A dent. A scratch. Vesper Steele’s car, brushing his taxi like an afterthought. That’s all it had been. And now—this.

“This,” he whispered, eyes burning, arms numb, “this is what I bought myself. Not justice. Not dignity. Just her.”

He paused at the pile, hands trembling. His vision blurred. A whimper escaped his lips.

“What a woman,” he thought, chest tight. “Once I dreamed of kneeling for her. Kissing her toes in reverence. Now I’m her captive. A broken thing she can bend whenever the mood strikes.”

He bent for another sack, nearly retched from the effort.

“This is more than punishment. This is ownership.”

And he was too deep to crawl out.

After two hours

The robotic voice echoed through the garden, flat and merciless:
“There are now 60 minutes remaining for the completion of the task.”

Noah straightened, just barely, sweat streaming down his face in blinding rivers. He wiped it with the back of one trembling hand, salty streaks burning his eyes. “Sweat and sweat and more sweat on my filthy, hairy body,” he muttered, voice hoarse with exhaustion. The 110th sack landed with a thud. His muscles buckled. His lungs rasped.

“God, have mercy,” he whispered. “I’m behind—I’m so far behind.” He turned back to the pile, arms wrapped once more around that crushing, unforgiving weight. Sack after sack. Punishment by repetition.

“Never,” he gasped, “never have I worked like this. And for what?” His bare feet dragged over the grass. “Because she said so. Because she can.”

Then came the sound. A distant hum. A car.

His stomach clenched. She’s back.

Back from court—likely after a mere hour or two of indulgent rulings and offhand punishments, her sadistic whims sated for the moment, while ten naked men trembled in the basement cells below, their bodies quaking with fear of her next decree, their vulnerability a stark canvas for her pleasure, as she decided she’d had enough for the day, her attention now turning to the cruel amusement awaiting her in the garden.

Ten minutes passed, his breath the only noise in the air.

Then she appeared.

Grace stepped into the garden, and time seemed to slow.

Noah caught a glimpse from ten feet away as he skirted the pool—and it struck him like a blow to the chest. Her beauty didn’t feel real. It felt engineered to destroy him.

She wore a tiny crimson bikini, glossy and unapologetic. The top strained against her full, high breasts, each bounce making the fabric cling tighter. Her thong curved high over her hips, leaving her bare legs long and smooth beneath the sun, their tone impossibly perfect, skin flawless and glowing. Her blonde hair spilled in loose, golden waves over her shoulders, catching the light like spun silk.

On her feet—high wedge sandals, the same deep red as her suit. Straps hugged her ankles; her toes were immaculate, the French pedicure gleaming. A silver bracelet at her wrist caught the sun. Her scent—floral, expensive—drifted across the garden in whispers.

She walked with lazy authority, hips rolling, thighs flexing in hypnotic rhythm. Every step clicked softly on the tiles, a siren’s call that needed no volume.

She reclined across a luxurious tanning bed, her long, sculpted body stretching in slow, decadent arcs. She squeezed lotion into her palm and began to rub it in—over the swell of her breasts, across her taut belly, down her gleaming thighs. She moved as if alone. As if unobserved. As if Noah’s sweat-drenched body didn’t even exist.

She sipped lemonade from a crystal glass, eyes shaded by wide sunglasses.

And he—naked, hairy, broken—hauled sacks under the glare of Sovrana’s sun, every movement a testament to her leisure. Her control. Her supremacy.

He was labor. She was luxury.

He was filth.

She was divine.

One hour later

Grace lounged beneath a wide crimson parasol, her body the embodiment of leisure. Reclined on a cushioned chaise, she sipped from a tall glass of lemonade, the rim kissed with condensation, her Greentooth earpiece blinking lazily as her laughter drifted through the shaded air—soft, melodic, and utterly untouchable.

“Oh, Monaco,” she purred, adjusting her position with a languid stretch, the crimson bikini striking against her fair, luminous skin. One leg crossed the other, wedge sandals dangling from her toes in careless grace.

“No, Natalie, listen,” she said, voice sparkling with mock exasperation. “Haha, yes—exactly. I thought you said ‘Monarchy.’ I don’t gamble. You see my point?” Her words flowed like perfume—effortless, amused, rich with the rhythm of someone who had never once been hurried by life.

Then came the voice.

Flat. Robotic. Final.

“Time is up—task should have been completed by now.”

Noah’s heart dropped like a stone into water.

He wasn’t finished.

Four sacks remained.

Panic surged through his ruined limbs as he scrambled toward the pile. His skin was scorched red beneath the sun, slick with sweat and grime, his breath ragged, each movement an act of sheer desperation. He hauled one, then another, arms shaking, legs barely holding him. His naked, hairy body trembled with every step—a beast of burden, a grotesque parody of man, crumbling beneath labor not fit for livestock.

The final sack landed with a heavy thud. He staggered, panting, his muscles twitching from overuse, his knees buckling.

But it was done.

The pile stood.

His cock, long since wilted under the weight of fatigue, hung limp. Even shame couldn't raise it now. For a flicker of a moment, he felt something like pride.

He turned to approach her.

Grace was still speaking, her tone light, her eyes hidden behind dark sunglasses.

“Yes, I’ve been there,” she said, sipping slowly. Then a pause. “Just a moment, Natalie.”

She rose from her chaise with liquid grace, sandals whispering against the tile. As she moved toward him, the light caught on her skin—smooth, toned, still glistening from the lotion she’d lazily rubbed in while he suffered.

Her sunglasses came off.

Her steely gray eyes locked on his.

“You are late,” she said, her voice stripped of softness, a frigid blade of authority that sliced through the garden air, each word dripping with a chilling disdain that sent a jolt of terror through Noah, his heart seizing under the weight of her unyielding judgment, fully aware of how merciless her punishment could be—a sadistic reckoning that would crush him utterly, her wrath a looming storm he knew he couldn’t escape, his every fiber trembling with the dread of her impending cruelty.

A single sentence—sharp, cold, absolute.

The weight of it hit him harder than the sacks.

Noah’s knees buckled.

Her words struck like a hammer. His vision swam. He nearly collapsed on the spot, a wave of cold dread crashing through his chest.

“What?” he heard himself whisper—barely a breath, slipping out in disbelief.

Crack.

A sharp slap jolted his face, spinning his head with the sting. His cheek flared red, the imprint of her hand already blooming.

“I said you are late,” Grace repeated, her Greentooth still blinking softly in her ear, her voice now laced with cut-glass contempt.

He stood frozen. Stunned. As if his face itself were asking: So now what? What more can you possibly want from me?

She stepped closer.

The scent of her perfume—floral, soft, cruel—wrapped around him. Her hand shot up and seized his ear, pinching it between her fingers with unrelenting grip. Her face hovered inches from his, her breath warm against his skin.

“When I give instructions,” she said, her voice low and cold, “I expect absolute obedience. I will not have my orders questioned. I will not have them delayed.”

A silence fell.

Dense. Suffocating.

Then came the words.

“You will now return every sack to its original location.”

Noah’s heart bottomed out.

His legs nearly gave.

His voice cracked open in anguish. “Oh, for heaven’s sake—I’ve slaved so hard!” The words broke from him in a ragged, pleading moan. It can’t be real. She can’t mean it.

But Grace, still gripping his ear, turned slightly and spoke into her earpiece with perfect calm.

“I’ll speak to you later, Natalie,” she said, her voice light—serene, even—as though she weren’t holding a man on the verge of collapse in her grip.

Then she turned back to him, her gray eyes blazing.

“How dare you speak to me in such a tone?” she hissed.

Her hand lashed out—left. Right. Left. Right.

Four blistering slaps. Each one sharp, precise, humiliating. His head snapped with every strike, cheeks ablaze, eyes watering, his dignity collapsing by the second.

Noah longed to drop to his knees, to beg, to plead—to crawl to her feet and kiss them, anything. But some instinct held him stiff. She wouldn’t allow groveling. Not yet.

She wasn’t finished.

“Go to my bedroom,” she said flatly. “Fetch my cane. It’s hanging beside the door.”

Her voice was like the final crack of thunder before the downpour.

“You have thirty seconds.”

A pause. Then the cold blade of the order:

“Go.”

Noah hesitated—two seconds lost, standing frozen, his eyes locked on hers.

The weight of her decree crashed over him like a tidal wave. Grace stood like a living verdict, poised and unflinching, the embodiment of ruthless elegance. Her attention was total. Her intent: unmistakable.

She was going to teach him a lesson.

He bolted up the stairs, bare feet slapping against marble, his movements awkward, lumbering—like a clumsy beast blundering through a temple.

He reached her bedroom—a sanctuary of femininity, wrapped in soft pinks and creams, silk drapes framing a four-poster bed strewn with velvet cushions and lace-trimmed throws. The scent in the air was intoxicating: perfume, fabric softener, and power.

There, beside the door, hung the cane.

He snatched it.

The polished wood was cool in his sweaty grip, smooth and slender—a weapon disguised as art. Heart pounding, chest heaving, he stumbled back down the stairs.

Grace had already returned. The patio door clicked shut behind her with ominous finality. She stood now in the center of the living room—barefoot, bikini-clad, and terrifying. Her presence was stillness sharpened to a point.

Noah skidded to a stop before her, out of breath, every nerve on fire. He held out the cane with trembling hands, offering it like a holy relic.

She took it slowly.

Her slender fingers curled around the wood with sensual precision—as if claiming a lover, not a tool. She turned it gently in her grasp, her touch reverent. For a long moment, her attention belonged only to the cane. Not to him.

He was a shadow. A prop. Nothing.

She caressed the smooth length with a tenderness that chilled him, her gaze fixed on the polished surface as she whispered to herself, “There’s something so exquisite in a cane…”

Her voice was low. Intimate. Almost erotic.

“Its elegance… its authority. A perfect instrument of discipline.”

Her fingers glided down its length again, lovingly. Worshipfully. She didn’t look at him. She didn’t need to. His fear already belonged to her.

Grace stood barefoot on the marble floor, her wedge sandals set neatly beside the chaise. Her crimson bikini clung to every flawless curve—flesh and power entwined in a single vision. Her skin gleamed. Her hair fell in golden waves. But her eyes…

When she turned to him, her gray eyes locked with his—and they were steel.

“I am going to cane you,” she said, flat and final.
“Ten times.”

The words sliced the air.

There was no threat.

Only certainty.

Noah hesitated for a fleeting second, his breath catching in his throat, before a desperate plea broke free, his voice a trembling whisper.

“Your Honor,” he rasped, the words barely audible, “I am begging you—this won’t happen again, I swear, you can trust me.”

Tears streamed down his weathered face, his sobs echoing in the vast, opulent expanse of Grace’s living room—a raw, desperate sound that bared the depths of his defeat, his weathered frame quaking with the severity of her decree.

But Grace wasn’t listening, her expression impassive, her focus shifting as if she’d only just recalled his existence, her movements brisk and dismissive as she glided to a nearby drawer.

She pulled a gag from its depths, the leather and cloth a stark black against her fair skin, her eyes cold and unfeeling, ignoring his tears entirely, her disdain for his suffering a palpable weight in the air.

She was unwilling to entertain even the faintest whisper of his protests, her mind already set on silencing him.

With deft, precise fingers, she forced the gag into Noah’s mouth, the leather biting into his lips as she secured it tightly, her touch as unyielding as her resolve.

“Yes, this is precisely why I gag men while I cane them,” she remarked, her tone a sharp, icy blade.

“Yet another demonstration of the need to silence them—I despise, abhor listening to males protesting, begging, prattling, standing in my way, trying to avoid the pain they’ve earned,” she continued, her words severing any hope of mercy, ensuring his voice was smothered, his cries reduced to a muted, impotent struggle, his suffering nothing more than a backdrop to her unyielding will.

Grace’s gaze narrowed, her lips curling into a faint, disdainful smirk as she regarded his tear-streaked face, her indifference a cruel blade that cut deeper than any cane.

“And for trying to avoid 10 canings with your pathetic tears,” she declared, her voice merciless, a frigid edge that brooked no dissent, “I am going to cane you 20 times.”

The words landed like a lash, piling punishment upon punishment, her unyielding nature a towering wall that crushed Noah’s spirit beneath its weight, her focus on her own decree absolute, indifferent to the trembling wreck before her, her male victim nothing more than a canvas for her sadistic whims.

Grace turned, her movements a seductive dance of power, leading Noah to the garden, her hindquarters a mesmerizing spectacle that held him captive despite the dread knotting his gut, his wrists trembling from the cane’s weight, the gag muffling his shallow breaths.

Her crimson bikini bottom clung to her like a second skin, a daring thong that framed the ripe, curvaceous perfection of her ass cheeks—two plump, flawless orbs that swayed with each step, their vibrant, youthful fullness a vision of erotic divinity, the bikini’s thin strip vanishing into the deep cleft between them, accentuating their roundness, the fabric a scarlet whisper against her fair, sun-kissed skin, the cheeks rippling ever so slightly with a tantalizing bounce, a vulgar yet divine display of feminine power that seared itself into Noah’s mind, his first glimpse of such unadulterated perfection.

Each sway of her hips was a hypnotic rhythm, a clicking cadence of effortless grace, her walk a sultry performance that seemed to mock his suffering—the way her ass cheeks moved, so vibrant, so young, was a cruel juxtaposition to his broken state, the sheer curviness a testament to her untouchable allure, a goddess striding through her domain while he trailed behind, a gagged, trembling wreck, his nakedness a stark emblem of his degradation.

“My God, what a woman she is,” Noah thought to himself, the words a silent mantra in his reeling mind, a primal heat igniting deep within him despite his plight, his awe deepening as he realized he could never have imagined the distinguished, superior, serious judge—cloaked in her judicial robes—possessed such a young, feminine, and erotic body, the sight of her ripe, swinging ass cheeks a vulgar fire that burned through his exhaustion, his despair, her behind the epitome of desire that both tormented and enthralled him as he followed, a moth drawn to her cruel flame.

As they walked through the manicured expanse, Grace pointed her beautiful hands to various shrubs, her voice refined and scholarly, a testament to her education—her hands were slender and adorned with a flawless French manicure, glossy nails with white tips contrasting soft pink beds, each gesture a delicate dance of power and grace, the skin smooth and unblemished, radiating meticulous care, a mesmerizing display that captivated Noah despite his torment.

“This is a rare Camellia sinensis, sourced from ancient Chinese gardens,” she lectured, her tone detached, as her manicured hand pointed directly at the Camellia shrub, the gesture drowning out her words in Noah’s mind, his gagged, trembling form trailing behind, his naked body slick with sweat, a stark contrast to her pristine elegance.

“That’s a Lavandula angustifolia, prized for its calming scent since Roman times,” she continued, her beautiful hand now pointing at the lavender plant, her focus on the flora a chilling dismissal of the man behind her, his fixation on her hands rendering her lecture a distant hum, his eyes tracing the curve of her fingers, the way they moved with regal precision, a beauty that transcended his pain, his suffering nothing to her unyielding will.

Grace paused, leaning forward to pluck a vibrant lavender sprig, her back still to Noah, her crimson bikini bottom framing the ripe perfection of her ass cheeks, the movement accentuating their curvaceous sway, a sight that stole his breath even as she turned her gaze slightly to the right, her profile a breathtaking glimpse over her shoulder—her sharp, sculpted features regal and serene, her beauty a divine torment that seared into his reeling mind.

“See their vibrant color,” she remarked, her voice a scholarly murmur, “so they germinate with such resilience, thriving through centuries of cultivation.”

But Noah couldn’t hear a word, nor did he care about the plant—her beauty, her regality, the side view of her face a vision of untouchable divinity, overwhelmed him, his gagged sobs a muted backdrop to her indifferent elegance, her hands and profile the epitome of erotica that held him captive in his broken state.

They approached the Southern Live Oak, its thick trunk a sturdy sentinel in the garden, a majestic guardian that seemed to pulse with ancient wisdom, its sprawling branches draped with Spanish moss, casting dappled shadows over the manicured lawn. Grace paused, her bare feet poised on the soft grass, her crimson bikini standing out against the earthy tones around her, and turned to Noah with a rare warmth in her voice, her manicured hand caressing the tree’s rough bark as if greeting an old friend.

“This is my beloved Southern Live Oak,” she explained, her tone reverent, a scholar unveiling a cherished secret, “a tree of resilience and history, its roots deep in the soil of the southeastern Americas, a symbol of unyielding strength—oh, how I love him, my steadfast companion through countless seasons.” Her words flowed like a hymn, her focus on the tree so consuming that the presence of another man, Brody, tied to its trunk for hours, seemed a mere afterthought in her mind—a less significant fact, barely a footnote to her arboreal devotion. Brody’s body slumped in exhaustion, his arms hugging the tree in a forced embrace, a living testament to Grace’s prior cruelty, his ass a canvas of layered stripes that bore the scars of her relentless beatings: the oldest purplish-blue, faded like bruises of a forgotten past, the newer ones a fiery reddish hue, and the most recent from a few hours ago still bleeding, their shiny red welts glistening with a raw, visceral intensity, a brutal display of her sadistic artistry, his silent suffering a grim foreshadowing of Noah’s impending fate under her merciless hand.

With a casual flick of her wrist, as if brushing aside a trivial inconvenience, Grace released Brody from the tree, her expression indifferent, as if she’d stumbled upon a forgotten trinket in her pristine domain. “Oops, seems like I forgot Brody here,” she muttered, her tone devoid of care, referring to him as if he were an object misplaced in her garden, her indifference a cold blade that pierced the air, slicing through the weight of his suffering without a second thought. She barely glanced at him as she instructed, her voice a cold command that brooked no dissent, “Stand on all fours right next to me,” her focus shifting seamlessly back to Noah, her whims dictating the scene as Brody’s presence faded into irrelevance.

Grace’s steely gray eyes glinted with sadistic intent as she turned to Noah, her voice now a chilling blend of reverence and menace, the warmth she’d shown the tree replaced by an unyielding edge. “I want you to hug this tree, to love him as much as I do,” she commanded, her words a decree that sliced through the garden’s stillness, gesturing to the Southern Live Oak with a sweep of her hand that seemed to carry the weight of her dominion. “Yes, hug him, embrace him,” she continued, her tone unyielding, guiding Noah’s trembling arms around the tree’s thick trunk, his naked, sweat-slicked body pressing against the rough bark, the gag muffling his shallow breaths as his wrists quivered under the strain of his fear. With a fluid motion, she secured his hands with a tight chain, just as she had done with Brody before him, the metal links biting into his wrists, locking them together on the other side of the trunk, ensuring there was no escape, her movements precise and unhurried, indifferent to his gagged, quaking form, his suffering an irrelevant backdrop to her ritual, her love for the tree a stark contrast to the cruelty she inflicted upon the men who dared to cross her path.

Grace stood poised in the dappled shade of the Southern Live Oak, her bare feet whispering against the grass as she lifted the cane lightly between her fingers, her crimson bikini a vivid contrast to the earthy tones around her, and with a flick of her wrist, she sent it slicing through the garden air, the sharp swoosh a high-pitched whine that cut the stillness like a predator’s cry, making Noah flinch violently against the tree, his gagged form quaking, his ass cheeks quivering involuntarily, a primal ripple of fear beneath his sweat-slicked skin.

She drew the cane back, her movements deliberate, and performed another swoosh, slower and heavier, the air humming with its passage, brushing faintly against Brody’s bare skin as he knelt beside her on all fours, his welted ass exposed, followed by a third, lingering whistle that reverberated with a chilling promise, Brody’s breath hitching in a ragged gasp while Noah’s bound body tensed further, the shared dread a silent bond between the two men under Grace’s unyielding gaze.

With a contemplative glint in her steely gray eyes, Grace tilted her head slightly, her lips curling into a faint, predatory smirk, and decided to try the cane on Brody’s exposed ass right beside her, swinging it full force with a crack that split the garden air like thunder, the impact painting a vivid, angry red stripe across his already bruised and bleeding buttocks, a fresh welt blooming over the purplish-blue and reddish layers of her past cruelty, her satisfaction evident as she tilted her head further, a subtle nod of approval crossing her features.

Grace’s demeanor hardened as she slid her foot into her wedge sandal, the crimson strap a perfect match to her bikini, and delivered a swift kick to Brody’s battered backside, the dull thud a final punctuation to her experiment. “Evaporate,” she commanded, her voice a sharp, icy decree, ordering him to leave her presence, and Brody, subdued and broken, crawled away on his hands and knees, his movements slow and pained, disappearing into the garden’s shadows without a glance from Grace, her indifference a cold dismissal as she turned her full attention back to Noah, the air thick with the promise of his own torment.

“Be still,” she ordered, her tone a chilling decree that sent another jolt through Noah, his gagged breath hitching as the weight of her authority bore down on him, his body tensing instinctively, the muffled fear in his chest a silent plea against the inevitable.

With a measured precision, Grace tapped the cane lightly across Noah’s bare skin, the cool wood brushing against his exposed buttocks, each tap a calculated rehearsal as she gauged her target, her focus unwavering, her movements a study in control, the faint contact a cruel prelude that made his flesh quiver in anticipation, the garden’s stillness amplifying the dread that coiled within him.

She continued, connecting the cane softly again and again, each touch deliberate, her rhythm quiet and focused, a metronome of torment that built a slow, deliberate tension, the gentle taps a stark contrast to the brutality she prepared to unleash, her indifference to Noah’s gagged, trembling form a cold testament to her dominion, her gaze fixed solely on her target as if he were merely a canvas for her sadistic art.

Then, with a sudden, fluid motion, Grace snapped her arm forward in a single, brutal stroke, the cane striking Noah’s flesh with a fierce, precise power, the crack echoing through the garden like a thunderclap, a sharp, searing sound that sliced the air as the wood met his skin, leaving a fiery welt in its wake, the impact a violent crescendo to her measured prelude.

A mere 0.5 seconds after the cane’s contact with Noah’s skin, a searing wave of pain surged to his brain, the delayed agony exploding inward like a white-hot flame, his body jerking involuntarily against his binds, a desperate “mmmfff” escaping through his gag, his silenced agony a frantic echo as he yanked against the tight chains, the Southern Live Oak’s unyielding trunk absorbing his convulsions. Grace tilted her head slightly, a faint, satisfied smirk playing across her lips as she surveyed the fiery welt blooming on Noah’s buttocks, her steely gray eyes glinting with a cold resolve, and without a moment’s hesitation, she unleashed 19 more cane strikes in rapid succession, her movements merciless and unforgiving, her teeth clenched in a fierce grimace as she gave it her all, each strike a fiery lash that seared his flesh with unrelenting precision. The cane sliced through the air in a relentless barrage, a symphony of cracks echoing through the garden like a storm of thunderclaps, offering no respite, only a brutal rhythm that intensified Noah’s torment, his gagged form thrashing against the tree’s rough bark with each vicious blow, his muffled cries—“mmffff,” “mmmfff,” “mmff!”—a cacophony of anguish and yanking desperation, tears streaming down his weathered face, his sweat-slicked body quaking under the merciless onslaught of Grace’s sadistic might.

With a final, disdainful flick of her wrist, as if discarding a trivial tool, Grace tossed the cane aside, the polished wood landing on the grass with a soft thud, her expression one of utter indifference, her bare feet poised on the lawn as she turned back toward the house, her crimson bikini a fleeting flash of color against the garden’s greenery. She left Noah tied to the tree, his body trembling violently in the aftermath of her brutal punishment, his sweat-slicked form a canvas of fiery welts, his gagged sobs a muted echo in the stillness, the Southern Live Oak standing as an unyielding sentinel over his suffering, Grace’s departure a cold testament to her dominion, her indifference a final, crushing blow that left him broken and alone in the fading light.

The Southern Live Oak’s rough bark dug into Noah’s chest, his arms locked around its thick trunk, wrists cuffed tightly on the other side, forcing him to hug the tree in a cruel embrace that offered no reprieve.

Each searing welt on his buttocks throbbed with a vicious, burning agony, the pain a living fire that pulsed with every heartbeat, an unrelenting inferno that consumed his senses, yet he couldn’t soothe it—his hands, bound and stretched tightly around the Southern Live Oak, were utterly useless, unable to reach back to touch the raw, stinging flesh, leaving him trapped in a torment he couldn’t escape, his naked, sweat-slicked body pressed against the unyielding wood in a forced embrace, secured to the tree in a degrading hug that stripped him of all agency, his gagged mouth muffling any plea for mercy, rendering him unable to beg as he was forced to endure the lashings of Grace’s cane, his helpless suffering a testament to her absolute dominion, his body quaking as he had no choice but to take every ounce of pain she inflicted.

Finally, Noah succumbed to the crushing exhaustion, his body giving out as he drifted into a deep, dreamless sleep while hugging the Southern Live Oak, his cheek pressed against the rough bark, his head resting sideways in the only position the tree’s thick trunk allowed, his senses dulled to oblivion.

30 minutes later

When he stirred, disorientation gripped him, the throbbing welts on his buttocks a cruel awakening—it was Grace, her commanding presence looming over him in the midday sun, its bright rays glinting off her white shirt, who had released him from the cuffed embrace, his body slumping onto the grass at her feet, the dew-kissed blades cool against his battered skin, his first view upon waking the visage of his Judge, Prosecutor, and Tormentor, her absolute ownership and supremacy a breathtaking force that seared into his reeling mind.

Noah fell prone flat on the grass before her, his naked, sweat-slicked body trembling as he kissed her bare feet in utter reverence, his lips grazing her perfect toes in a desperate act of debasement, groveling at the feet of the woman who held his fate, his voice a broken whisper as he begged, “Please, Your Honor, have mercy—don’t beat me again, I beg you,” the words spilling from him in a frantic plea for leniency, his acceptance of her absolute authority a degrading surrender that left him aching with fear and awe, knowing only she could decide his torment, her power over him an unassailable truth he couldn’t defy.

He felt the gag being removed, the leather peeling away from his lips with a faint tug, followed by her sharp command: “Stand up.”

Noah staggered to his feet, his limbs trembling, and saw Grace standing before him, her regal form draped in a white fluffy robe that clung to her curves, another robe twisted elegantly around her hair like a crown, the scent of luxurious soaps—a delicate blend of lavender and jasmine—wafting from her freshly bathed skin, her poised stance exuding an unassailable regality, her beauty a breathtaking paradox of softness and severity that left him reeling.

“Have you absorbed your lesson?” she asked, her voice a velvet lash, her steely gray eyes piercing into him.

“I have, Your Honor,” Noah replied, lowering his head in utter submission, his voice a hoarse whisper that trembled with the weight of his surrender, the act a profound deference to Grace’s unassailable female authority, her lesson carved deep into his psyche—a harsh truth of obedience he’d learned through her sadistic discipline, leaving him broken and compliant before her supreme will.

“And what lesson did you absorb?” she pressed, stepping so close that her face was mere inches from his, her regal beauty overwhelming, the floral freshness of her scent intoxicating, stripping him of all senses—if she weren’t a sadist, if she were a normal woman, he’d have longed to embrace her, to lose himself in her, but a woman of her stunning caliber wouldn’t be with him unless she wielded such cruel power.

“I learned that I must obey every command Your Honor gives, and never dare to speak against you,” he said, his voice quaking with the weight of his surrender.

“Precisely,” she said confidently, her words a soft murmur that grazed his skin, her breath warm and taunting as she leaned even closer.

“And as I commanded, you will return all the bags to their original location, arranged with precision,” she continued, her tone unyielding, a decree that brooked no defiance.

Noah’s heart sank, the thought of the impossible task after such a brutal beating threatening to break him—no one could finish on time, not in his state, but the memory of her merciless caning left him quaking, dreading what this woman might unleash if he dared speak again.

“Yes, Your Honor,” he said, his voice hollow, as he stumbled toward the pile, his body screaming in protest with every step.

3 Hours Later

The three hours that passed were the most grueling in Noah’s life. He couldn’t fathom where he drew the strength to keep working so relentlessly, despite having already labored for three hours, his ass severely striped with throbbing welts from Grace’s cane.

One by one, he moved the fertilizer bags from the flower beds back to street level, passing by the pool with each heavy load, his cock and balls dangling freely as he hugged each 100-pound sack, the weight a crushing reminder of his servitude.

Did she know the sheer effort this demanded? Did she understand that a man could die from such exertion? Oh, how he yearned to flee, to run naked to the street beyond the fence and escape far, far away from this torment.

He wasn’t shackled here—there was the fence, so enticing, a gateway to freedom from this sadistic woman. “If only she weren’t a sadist,” he muttered to himself, his voice ragged, “how I’d love to serve and obey her,” his cock warming despite the frenzied pace, a twisted arousal blooming even as his body screamed in protest.

When he laid the last bag in its correct location, it was 10 minutes shy of the three-hour deadline, the clock nearing 5 p.m., the sun casting shades of gold and amber across the garden, a serene beauty that mocked his suffering.

He rushed toward the house, naked, sweaty, and hairy, a faint glimmer of pride flickering in his chest—he’d done it, against all odds.

Much to his surprise, Grace sat at the rim of the pool, her toes lazily tapping the water, holding a huge bastinado in her hand, admiring its shape with a serene, relaxed air, dressed in what looked like a big white men’s shirt, the loose fabric enhancing her tranquil demeanor with an effortless elegance that underscored her unassailable dominance.

Noah stood before her, puffing and huffing, his breath a ragged wheeze, no longer caring about his nakedness—there was no dignity left to maintain, no self-respect to cling to; this woman had broken him completely.

His cock hardened, a shameful response to the depth of his debasement, his body shaking in awe as he stood before her relaxed elegance, the disparity between them a chasm he couldn’t bridge.

“Your Honor, I am done moving the bags back,” he gasped, his voice trembling with exhaustion and submission.

Grace rose from her seated position at the pool’s rim, her movements a seductive glide as she closed the distance between them, stopping inches from his face, her steely gray eyes glinting with a quiet menace, her breath warm against his skin as she purred, “You were saying?” in a low, sultry tone that sent a shiver down his spine. Before Noah could stammer a reply, her hand shot out with nonchalant ease, pushing him into the pool, his scream piercing the air as the cold water shocked his battered body, the sudden plunge a cruel dismissal of his efforts.

Noah gasped as the cold water of the pool enveloped him, a shocking relief that washed away the sweat and agony of his grueling labor, the cleansing sensation a fleeting balm to his battered body, though it couldn’t erase the burning welts on his ass.

Grace sat back down on her cushioned chaise at the pool’s edge, her regal form a vision of serene dominance, dressed in a large men’s button-down shirt—its crisp white fabric loosely draped over her curves, hinting at nothing beneath—her toes wiggling enticingly before him as she commanded, “Come here.”

“Suck,” she ordered, her voice a velvet lash, extending her foot toward him with an air of absolute entitlement, her toes delicate and perfectly manicured, a stark contrast to the debasement she demanded.

Noah couldn’t believe she permitted such an act, his heart pounding as he obeyed, his lips closing around her beautiful toes, the taste of her skin a mix of pool water and the faint sweetness of her lavender soap, his tongue tracing the elegant arch of her foot with a reverence born of his utter submission.

From his vantage point in the water, he gazed up at her, his view framed by the curve of her toes in his mouth, up the smooth, endless expanse of her leg, the unbuttoned shirt revealing glimpses of her flawless skin, to her stunning face peering down at him, her steely gray eyes glinting with sadistic amusement, her beauty a breathtaking torment that left him dizzy with debasement and desire.

She looked at him, her expression one of selfish satisfaction, all attention rightfully centered on her divine presence, and said, “You thought you could escape me when serving those three years in prison? You thought our paths crossed just once during the court session—tsk, tsk, tsk.”

“Well, not quite,” she continued, her voice a cruel whisper, “I placed you in jail so I can summon you whenever I desire—you’ll be at my beck and call, do you understand?”

Noah nodded, three of her toes still buried in his mouth, his muffled assent a testament to his degradation, his eyes wide with awe and fear as he worshipped the lowest part of her body.

“Here in this house, you will do exactly as I see fit,” she said sadistically, “I’ll cane you for the smallest infraction and send you back to jail for them to tend to your welts.”

She paused, sipping her chilled white wine, the glass glinting in the fading sunlight, her tone darkening as she added, “Not a word about what happens in this house, or I’ll find a way to jail you for life.”

“And what would happen if you were jailed for life?” she asked, her laugh a melodic taunt as Noah struggled to respond, his words gagged by her toes.

“Yes, exactly—even then, you’ll be summoned here to suffer even more,” she said, her voice a chilling promise, “No escape, do you hear me?”

Noah nodded again, his big eyes locked on hers, the weight of her words sinking into his soul as he continued to suck her toes, his debasement complete.

A chime sounded at the door, and Grace glanced toward it, her expression unruffled. “Guess what? It’s 5 p.m., and the guard has returned to take you back to your prison cage.”

She stood up, her movements a seductive dance, the oversized shirt swaying with her steps, and commanded, “Follow me,” as she strolled toward the front door, her flawless form a mesmerizing sight Noah trailed behind, his body still damp and aching.

When she opened the door, the female guard’s eyes widened at the sight of Noah, damp and naked, his welts stark against his skin. “I’m afraid this prisoner lost his uniform somewhere in this house,” Grace said, her tone casual, unconcerned.

“Not a problem, Your Honor,” the guard replied, her voice filled with reverence for the distinguished judge, her respect for Grace evident in every word.

“And he has some welts on his rump,” Grace commented idly, as the guard shackled Noah’s legs with chains, securing him with practiced efficiency.

“Oh, it’s not a problem at all,” the guard assured her, then asked, “Would you like us to send you another one tomorrow, Your Honor?”

“I’ll take a look at the brochure later, and if I find someone I like, I’ll call you,” Grace replied, escorting the guard to her car, her tone as serene as ever.

“Yes, of course, Your Honor,” the guard said, shoving Noah into the trunk with a rough push, the door slamming shut, plunging him into suffocating darkness and unbearable heat.

“It’s not a problem, Your Honor—anyone you like, we’ll bring him to you the next day,” the guard added, her voice muffled through the trunk walls.

“Thank you, guard,” Grace said, and a few minutes later, the car lurched forward, carrying Noah back to his prison cage, the darkness a fitting end to his day of torment.

Noah sat hunched in the suffocating darkness of the trunk, his wrists and ankles shackled with cold, unyielding chains, the metal biting into his bruised skin as the car rumbled toward the prison. The heat was unbearable, a stifling shroud that pressed against his naked, sweat-drenched body, each welt on his ass throbbing with a relentless, fiery agony that mirrored the torment in his mind. He was trapped—utterly, irrevocably trapped—a prisoner not just of Iron Veil Penitentiary, but of Grace Kade’s sadistic whims, her cruel elegance a gilded cage he couldn’t escape.

Regret gnawed at him like a ravenous beast, his thoughts spiraling back to that fateful decision to appeal to court. He should have paid for the damage to his taxi, should have swallowed his pride when Vesper Steele rear-ended him, should have let it go instead of dragging her to Grace’s courtroom. Now, there was no way out of this woman’s clutch, her power over him absolute, her beauty a cruel taunt that haunted his every moment. What a woman she was—sexy, regal, a goddess in a man’s shirt, her lavender scent still lingering in his senses, her perfect toes a memory on his lips. He ached to grovel at her feet, to surrender completely to her dominion, to worship her as she deserved.

But then again—he couldn’t let that happen. The thought jolted him, a flicker of defiance in the haze of his submission. There had to be a way out, a way to escape her grasp, to break free from the endless cycle of summons and suffering. She’d summon him again, whenever she felt like it, her voice a velvet lash that would drag him back to her estate, to her cane, to her torment. He couldn’t let himself fall deeper into her web, couldn’t let her sadistic beauty consume him entirely. Yet, as the car sped on, the chains a cold reminder of his reality, Noah knew the truth—there was no escape, not from her, not from the prison, not from the regret that would haunt him for the rest of his days.


In Bed with Grace

After a week....

The week following Noah’s grueling visit to Judge Grace’s estate was a descent into physical torment at Iron Veil Penitentiary. The 52-year-old former lawyer could barely rise from his bunk, his muscles locked in searing agony from moving 180 one-hundred-pound fertilizer sacks twice and enduring 20 brutal cane lashes. Each attempt to move sent sharp, radiating pain through his back, his body trembling with exhaustion. His weathered hands, blistered and raw, couldn’t even grip a fork to eat, forcing other inmates to assist him, their rough hands guiding food to his cracked lips. Dehydration left him dizzy, his vision blurring as he wandered the cellblock, fragile and disoriented, his body depleted of salts and fluids, sweat-soaked and feverish from the ordeal. The cane’s lacerations on his back stung with every breath, the skin bruised and inflamed, a constant reminder of Grace’s cruelty.

Assigned to the laundry facility—the prison’s lightest duty—Noah was meant to fold orange uniforms and stack them in a cupboard, a task the female guards deemed fitting after noticing his meticulous care with clothes during prior humiliations. But even this proved impossible. His arms, heavy as lead, refused to lift the fabric, each motion an excruciating stab through his locked muscles. The industrial room, filled with the hum of steel washers and the scent of detergent, was a stark contrast to his broken state. Piles of orange uniforms lay scattered on the floor, untouched, as Noah slumped against a metal bin, his bloodshot eyes vacant, his body a shell of its former self.

The guardesses, clad in crisp black uniforms, circled Noah like vultures, their laughter echoing off the concrete walls. “Can’t even do a woman’s job, can you, driver?” one sneered, her voice dripping with contempt as she kicked a pile of clothes toward him. “No, no, he’s too fragile—he’s good with female clothes,” another taunted, her smirk sharp as she adjusted her baton, her words slicing into a secret Noah had buried deep for decades. They had relegated him here not out of mercy but to mock his fragility, the red plastic band around his wrist—marked “Fragile”—a humiliating label that drew their scorn. Noah’s shame burned deeper than the searing pain in his locked muscles, a fiery guilt erupting within as memories of stolen pantyhose and the euphoric thrill of nylon against his skin flooded back—secrets he’d vowed to take to his grave, hidden from the world since his teenage years. He didn’t flinch, his bloodshot eyes fixed on the floor, but a subtle warmth stirred in his groin, a twisted echo of desire amidst his torment, his mind fraying under their ridicule as his once-rebellious spirit crumbled, leaving him lost, broken, and utterly exposed within the fortress of his own silence.

His condition worsened with each passing day in the laundry, the Women having turned him into a total wreck, his former self—a once-defiant lawyer—erased under their unyielding dominance. Insomnia plagued him, the searing pain in his body and the gnawing fear of further summons keeping him awake, his shattered frame unable to recover. Blisters on his feet wept as he shuffled across the cold floor, the friction of his worn prison shoes a fresh torment, his disheveled appearance—matted hair, hollow eyes, and tattered uniform—a stark testament to his utter degradation at the hands of Sovrana’s merciless system.

Psychologically, Noah was adrift, his thoughts scattered, a mix of shock and humiliation rendering him numb to the prison’s routines as he teetered on the edge of losing his mind and self. The guardesses’ cruel jests echoed around him, their laughter a relentless reminder of his broken state, mocking his fragility with sneers that cut deeper than any cane. Noah, once a man of defiance, was now a fragile husk, his body and mind crumbling under the weight of their scorn, his identity reduced to nothing more than a plaything for the Women’s amusement in Sovrana’s merciless system.

Noah exploited the red band on his wrist to its fullest, forced to beg permission multiple times a day to visit the prison’s bathroom compartments—a stark, tiled space with cold metal stalls and a urinal wall he ignored, seeking the solitude of a closed compartment. Unlike other inmates, who were denied such frequent breaks, Noah’s “Fragile” status granted him this privilege, but only after he knelt before the guardesses, kissing their superior black boots with trembling lips, his voice a humiliating whisper, “Please, Ma’am, may I use the bathroom?”—a degrading ritual that left him utterly submissive to their will, his mind and body broken by their dominance. The 20 cane strokes on his buttocks had left him in excruciating pain; for the first three days, he couldn’t sit without a cushion, his muscles screaming with every movement, the radiating heat from those welts seeping into his loins, a sexual warmth so potent it was impossible to contain, stirring an urgent need that consumed him as he stumbled into the compartment, finally alone.

Inside the cramped stall, Noah’s thoughts fixated on Grace, the distinguished judge whose public facade on CNN and NBC—cloaked in black robes, speaking of Sovrana’s fair judicial system—masked the erotic divinity he’d witnessed. His mind replayed her image in the garden, her crimson bikini thong framing the luscious curves of her buttocks—two perfect, rounded mounds swaying with each step, the thin strip of fabric vanishing into the deep cleft, her fair, sun-kissed skin rippling with a tantalizing bounce. That vulgar yet divine display of feminine power had seared itself into his memory, her youthful fullness a stark contrast to the serious judge he’d imagined, her ass the ultimate temptation that both tormented and enthralled him.

His hand, despite the blisters and searing pain that had once made lifting a fork impossible, now moved with deliberate, fervent motion. Noah gripped his cock, stroking with a desperate rhythm, the muscles in his arm—supposedly locked in agony—ignited by a primal need to reconcile the paradox of Grace’s dual nature. Each rub was a frantic attempt to understand this woman, her ass a hypnotic vision that fueled his urgency, the memory of its vibrant sway driving him deeper into his obsession. “Ohh what a woman,” he muttered to himself, his voice a hoarse whisper in the cramped stall, his breath hitching as he continued, “Grace, Grace, I am here in this filthy compartment stroking just for you just for you.” The warmth in his loins intensified, a pulsing heat that drowned out the pain in his body, his mind lost in the image of her curves, the distinguished judge transformed into a goddess of raw femininity. “Ohhh,” he gasped, followed by a shuddering “aaahh,” his strokes quickening as he moaned, “ohhh those luscious ass cheeks ohhhh,” the words tumbling out in a fevered chant, his obsession consuming him entirely.

Noah’s fevered chant dissolved into a ragged gasp as his thoughts shifted from Grace’s mesmerizing ass to the chilling cruelty that defined her, the memory of her sadistic control flooding his mind with a twisted mix of dread and desire. He recalled her icy command to strip him naked in the garden, her ruthless order to move 100-pound sacks under an impossible deadline, and the merciless caning that left his buttocks a throbbing canvas of fiery welts—each strike a thunderclap of torment, her steely gray eyes glinting with cold satisfaction as she unleashed 20 brutal lashes, her voice a frigid blade: “You are late.” The pain had been unbearable, his body jerking against the Southern Live Oak, yet the warmth from those welts now fueled an insatiable heat in his loins, his hand stroking faster, the blistered muscles in his arm moving with desperate need as he knelt in the cramped compartment, the cold tiles biting his knees, his mind spiraling into a vivid fantasy where he was behind Grace, close enough to worship her.

In his imagination, he was on his knees behind her, her ripe, curvaceous ass cheeks looming before him, the crimson thong vanishing between them as he pressed his lips to their flawless orbs in a degrading plea for mercy. “Please, Your Highness, Judge Grace, I’m on my knees behind you, kissing your divine ass, humbling myself,” he whispered hoarsely, his voice trembling with raw submission in the stall, “humiliate me, degrade me, but please, please don’t beat me—I can’t take it, I swear I’ll be a good boy for you, Your Honor.” His lips moved with urgent desperation in his fantasy, kissing her ass with fervent devotion as he cried out, “I shall live in your dog cage, ok? Anywhere you tell me, anywhere you cage me—I need to be kept as your property, dominated, owned, enslaved with no escape, on a leash chained to your Superior Feet, totally controlled by your will!” His kisses grew more insistent, a rapid succession of worshipful presses against her smooth, sun-kissed skin, his breath hot and ragged as he moaned, “Here you see I am such a good boy—I shall be such a good boy, I swear I will,” his lips never leaving her curves, each kiss a frantic pledge of submission. His trembling hand reached up, resting on her hip as he continued, his voice a broken plea, “Your good little boy,” the words muffled against her ass as he surrendered completely, his need to be her captive consuming him. While still on his knees, lost in the vision of worshipping her ass, the warmth in his loins surged into a shuddering, intense climax, his body convulsing with a dry, anguished release—no sperm emerged, his frequent ejaculations leaving him depleted, his body unable to produce the amount his brain craved to reconcile the overwhelming sexual tension Grace’s sadistic cruelty instilled in him, leaving him trembling on the compartment floor, a shattered vessel of her imagined dominion.

In the days that followed at the laundry facility, Noah’s fragile state became a topic of hushed conversation among the guards, their voices carrying over the hum of steel washers as they spoke to each other, never directly to him. He overheard them one morning, their tones casual and dismissive, as if he were merely a piece of inventory. “Yes, he’s with this red stripe attached to his hand because he’s destined for ‘domestic duties,’” one guard remarked, her voice laced with a knowing smirk. “‘Orders from above,’” she added, pointing a finger upward with a sharp gesture, her motion signaling the directives came from far beyond the prison’s management, from the upper echelons of Sovrana’s government, a higher power dictating his fragile status. “Yes, there’s this judge,” the other replied, and her partner nodded, “Ah yes, you mean Judge Grace, yes yes, she will summon him soon.” The words sent a chill through Noah, his hands trembling as he fumbled with an orange uniform, the guards’ conversation exposing the corrupt underbelly of Sovrana’s system—a system where a judge could pluck any inmate she desired, wielding her power with sadistic impunity, her authority unchallenged and absolute.

The thought of being summoned again, of facing Grace’s merciless cane, gnawed at Noah relentlessly, plunging him into a state of dread that robbed him of sleep. Night after night, insomnia gripped him, his mind replaying the searing pain of her 20 lashes, the fiery welts on his buttocks a haunting reminder of her cruelty—he couldn’t tolerate the thought of being completely available to her, a helpless object for her to beat at her whim. The guards treated him as less than human, an item marked by the red band on his wrist labeled “Fragile,” as if he were a package to be handled with care during airline transfer, their indifference stripping him of any agency. It wasn’t the first time he’d overheard such conversations about him, always excluding him, reducing him to a mere object in their eyes, his existence defined by Grace’s looming control, the red band a humiliating symbol of his vulnerability and her dominion.

During one of his privileged intermissions, a break other inmates were denied, Noah seized the opportunity to wander the facility, his bloodshot eyes scanning for any leeway, any chance to escape the prison and Grace’s inevitable summons. He moved cautiously through the corridors, checking the bars, searching for a weak point, a forgotten gate—anything to free himself from the dread of her cane, the thought of another brutal beating too much to bear. But there was nothing; the prison was an impenetrable fortress, its steel bars and concrete walls mocking his desperation, offering no escape from the fate that awaited him. He was caged exactly where they put him each night, and the next day—any day—Grace could summon him, her power inescapable, her reach absolute, leaving him trapped in a cycle of fear with no way out, no reprieve from her sadistic whims.

The weight of his helplessness crushed him as he shuffled back to the laundry facility, his shoulders slumped, his spirit fractured. Noah was a prisoner in every sense—caged not just by the prison’s walls but by Grace’s unyielding control, her ability to pluck him from his cell at any moment a constant threat that loomed over him like a storm cloud. The red band on his wrist felt heavier with each passing day, a shackle that marked him as her possession, ensuring he remained at her mercy, ready to be summoned and broken again. There was no escape, no way to avoid her, and the realization left him trembling, utterly powerless, a man reduced to a fragile object in Sovrana’s merciless system, his fate sealed by the whims of a judge whose cruelty knew no bounds.

9:30 a.m. Grace Kade’s home, Crimson Crest, Sovrana

Noah’s heart hammered in his chest as he stood alongside the guard in front of Grace Kade’s sprawling mansion in Crimson Crest, Sovrana. The week since his last visit had been a torment of desperation—he had tried every possibility to avoid being summoned again, checking every bar in Iron Veil Penitentiary for a break, a crack, any chance to escape the jail’s unyielding grip, but nothing had helped. When the time came, as he knew it would, he was fetched from his cage, shackled at his wrists and ankles, and brought to the judge’s door, the red “Fragile” band on his wrist a humiliating reminder of his status.

“Prisoner 8325206 reporting for house duties,” the guard announced the moment the heavy door creaked open. But Grace was not there. Instead, a young woman stood in the doorway—Lyra Kade, Grace’s 20-year-old daughter. Her long, sun-kissed hair flowed in natural waves over her shoulders, catching the morning light with warm golden tones that seemed to shimmer under the estate’s ambient glow. “Oh, I believe this must be for my mother,” she said to the guard, her voice soft but carrying the casual authority of Sovrana’s elite, discussing Noah as if he were a package delivered to the wrong address.

The guard didn’t reply, and Lyra shrugged, her large hoop earrings glinting as she tilted her head slightly. “Well, since you’ve already come this far, I suppose you’re welcome,” she said, a faint, puzzled smile flickering across her lips as she glanced at Noah. The gesture came as a shock to him—a woman smiling at him, just like that, with no financial interest, no ulterior motive. It had been years since a woman had smiled at him on first sight, and the unexpected warmth of it sent a jolt through his weary frame. But her smile was short-lived as she turned back to the guard, her expression shifting to one of unease. “Hold on, I see he’s chained—his hands, his legs, everything. That makes me uneasy. I mean, some of these men could be dangerous—rapists, even.”

“You don’t need to unchain him,” the guard replied curtly, holding out a small key. “Take this key and keep it around your neck.” Lyra twisted her lips, her delicate features creasing with hesitation, then shook her head, her golden hair swaying gently. “No, no, this feels like too much. Think about it—I’m a young woman, alone here with an inmate. You need to consider my perspective too.”

“Then we’ll take him back to the prison, I suppose,” the guard said with a shrug, her tone indifferent, as if Noah were a piece of cargo to be returned. It was then that Lyra turned her attention to Noah, who hadn’t dared to raise his gaze above her knees, his eyes fixed on the intricate patterns of the estate’s marble floor. “Please, look at me,” Lyra said, her voice gentle yet firm. Noah hesitated, then slowly raised his eyes to meet hers. Her face was a striking blend of softness and confidence, her gray eyes—a mirror of her mother’s—framed by long, unadorned lashes, exuding a calm, steady gaze that held quiet strength. Her cheeks were dusted with a faint, iridescent blush, and her lips bore a glossy, peachy tint, her minimal makeup letting her natural beauty shine through. “Listen, sir, I don’t know what you did to end up here,” she continued, her subtle expression blending serenity with an understated power, “but I’m looking at you, and I trust my instincts about people. I need your word that if I let you in, you’ll behave properly.”

There was a heavy silence as Noah stood there, his shackles clinking faintly, his mind racing to articulate the words he wanted to express. “Ma’am, I think I’d better return to jail,” he said, his voice barely above a whisper, driven by a desperate desire to avoid encountering Grace, whose cruelty still haunted his every thought.

“Listen, listen to me—what’s your name?” Lyra interjected, her tone firm but not unkind, her gray eyes searching his face with a curiosity that felt almost foreign in Sovrana.

“Noah,” he replied, his voice trembling slightly, the weight of her attention pressing down on him.

“Yes, okay, I’m Lyra, the daughter of Grace,” she said, introducing herself with a casual ease that belied the power her family name carried. “Thank you, Ma’am,” Noah murmured, his eyes dropping again, unsure how to navigate this unexpected gentleness.

“No, that’s not what I asked,” Lyra said, her voice softening as she took a step closer, her large hoop earrings catching the light. “I didn’t ask what you want. I asked for your word that if I stay in this house alone with you, you won’t try anything foolish—you won’t do anything to betray my trust. It’s a simple matter of trust between human beings.” Her words struck Noah like a tidal wave, the phrase “human beings” echoing in his mind with a tenderness he hadn’t heard in years. His eyes welled with tears as he looked at her, the emotion overwhelming him, and droplets began to fall silently down his weathered cheeks.

Lyra noticed the tears streaming down Noah’s face, her expression softening with concern as she took a step closer, her gray eyes searching his. “I don’t understand why you’re crying—I haven’t done anything to harm you, have I?” she asked, her voice gentle, tinged with genuine worry, a stark contrast to the cold indifference Noah had grown accustomed to in Sovrana. Noah’s voice trembled as he replied, “I’m overwhelmed, Ma’am—I’m not used to being treated with respect.” Lyra tilted her head, her gaze unwavering but kind. “Yes, but you’re a human being, aren’t you?” she said softly, her words a quiet affirmation of his worth, a rare sentiment in Sovrana that struck him deeply. Noah lowered his gaze, the weight of her compassion overwhelming him, unable to meet her eyes. “And still,” Lyra continued, her tone steady but warm, “I need your answer, Noah—can I trust you?”

“You can trust me completely, Ma’am,” Noah replied, his voice thick with emotion but firm with conviction. “I will never do anything to make you angry. I’ll be on my best behavior, I swear.”

Lyra’s lips curved into a gentle smile, a flicker of warmth in her expression that radiated genuine kindness. “It’s alright, Noah, I believe you,” she said softly, her voice a tender melody of trust, her words carrying a sincere faith in his promise as she reached out, pulling him by the hand with a tender touch. “Come here.” Noah stumbled forward, standing in front of her, and from this close proximity, he could see her beauty more clearly. She wore a sky-blue cropped tank top that hugged her slender frame, its serene shade complementing her sun-kissed skin, though she lacked the stunning, commanding presence of her mother. Her demeanor was softer, not as harsh, her features carrying a youthful grace that spoke of compassion rather than dominance, her sincerity a comforting contrast to the cruelty he’d known. Lyra turned to the guard, who had been standing silently by the door. “I’ll come to pick him up at 17:00,” the guard stated, bowing deferentially before turning to leave.

Noah followed Lyra as she strolled into the living room, her movements fluid and unhurried, her long hair swaying gently with each step. She turned to face him, a hint of confusion in her gray eyes. “Look, I have to leave in about an hour,” she said, her voice tinged with uncertainty, “but I suppose now that you’re here, I’ll wait for my mother to return. It won’t take long—she works maybe one or two hours a day. She’s a judge, you know.”

“Yes, Ma’am,” Noah replied, his voice low, still grappling with the surreal kindness of this encounter.

Lyra smiled again, a softer, more genuine smile this time, though her uncertainty lingered. “I just… I’m not sure what to do with you,” she admitted, her tone almost playful. “Would you like to start cleaning? Or do you want to sit in our living room and watch some TV? I could make you a coffee if you’d like—would you want that?”

Noah was stunned, the offer catching him off guard. “You’re too kind to me, Ma’am,” he stammered, his voice breaking with disbelief. “I don’t deserve—”

She laughed, a light, melodic sound that filled the room with unexpected warmth. “You do deserve it, you do,” she insisted, her smile widening. “Come, I’ll let you clean my room instead.” With that, she turned on her heels and began climbing the grand staircase, her movements effortless. Noah followed, his chains clinking with each step, his eyes catching the details of her outfit as she ascended. Her high-waisted, sheer mesh trousers were a daring choice, their transparent fabric revealing the soft contours of her legs and the delicate, white lace underwear beneath, though countless pastel stripes—yellow, orange, pink, and light blue—wove vertically across them, obscuring half of what lay underneath in a prismatic dance of color that seemed to shimmer with every step.

“My room looks a bit messy, but if you think about it,” Lyra said as she swung the door open and stepped inside, Noah trailing behind her, his chains clinking softly, “it’s only because I haven’t had time to fold the laundry and put it back in the cupboard, you know what I mean?”

The room was a vision of feminine elegance, awash in shades of pink and white that enveloped the space like a soft embrace. The walls were a pale blush pink, adorned with delicate white floral decals that seemed to bloom in the light streaming through a wide window framed by sheer white curtains. A plush, white carpet covered the floor, its fibers sinking under Noah’s feet, while the bed—a low platform with a fluffy pink comforter and white satin pillows—sat against one wall, its headboard upholstered in white velvet with tiny pink embroidery.

“I just have this big heap here—and there,” Lyra continued, pointing to two piles of clothes on the floor near the bed, her voice light but slightly embarrassed. “Other than that, the room is tidy, right?” She turned to face him, her gray eyes searching for reassurance.

Noah nodded, but a wave of dizziness washed over him, his breath catching at the sight of so many delicate, feminine items scattered before him—bras, panties, and sheer fabrics in soft pastels that seemed to whisper temptation. He thought he might faint, a secret, unnamed desire stirring violently within him, a longing he’d buried so deep he couldn’t name it, yet it clawed at him with an irresistible urge to touch, and in the rarest, most forbidden moments, to imagine wearing them himself, threatening to unravel the careful control he’d maintained for years.

“Come, come here, see,” Lyra said, gesturing toward a sleek, white cupboard with pink handles, her cheeks flushing a soft red as she looked at him, her face inches from his. “I’m so ashamed—this cupboard is empty because all my undergarments are in that heap.”

Noah stood close to her, the proximity igniting a flicker of attraction despite his fear. She was pretty, her youthful femininity radiating in a way that was softer, less intimidating than her mother’s harsh beauty, her presence a delicate contrast that made his heart race. Lyra stepped back and sat at a sleek, white desk, clicking a button. Four 22-inch virtual monitors materialized in front of her, their holographic displays glowing with soft light.

“Do you mind if I sit with my back to you?” she asked, her tone casual.

“Oh… me?” Noah stammered, caught off guard by the way she treated him like a human being, her casual acknowledgment of his presence so starkly different from the dehumanizing indifference he’d grown accustomed to in Sovrana.

“Yes, so you can start folding the clothes—you know, bras, panties—and then put them in the cupboard while I work on my homework,” Lyra said, oblivious to the storm her words unleashed within him, her back now turned as she faced the monitors.

Noah’s hands trembled as he approached the first pile, a secret, buried longing roaring to life within him, an urge he couldn’t name but felt with every fiber of his being, a desperate need to connect with the feminine supremacy embodied in the delicate garment. He picked up a small, pink bra with flowery patterns, its silk and lace fabric impossibly smooth, the texture sending a shiver through him as he imagined its softness against his own skin, the feminine allure a siren’s call he couldn’t resist. His arousal surged, his erection straining painfully against his prison uniform, and while looking straight at Lyra’s back to ensure she wouldn’t turn, he lifted the bra to his cheek, the delicate fabric brushing against his skin in a forbidden caress that made his breath hitch, his nose pressing into the silk as he inhaled deeply, drawing Lyra’s intoxicating scent—a delicate blend of floral perfume and feminine essence—into his body, the act a reverent submission that intensified his longing, before quickly lowering it to continue folding, the fear of discovery mingling with his desire in a dizzying rush.

“Now, where’s my homework?” Lyra said, her voice light as she scrolled through her holographic display, completely unaware of Noah’s turmoil. “I have this assignment due by Monday, and not everything is clear to me, to say the least.” She giggled softly. “I actually wanted to study quantum biology—they say it’s the next big thing after quantum teleportation.”

Noah’s fingertips grazed a pair of translucent panties in a soft lavender hue, the intricate floral lace teasing his skin with its fragile texture, igniting a secret yearning to envelop his own frame in their gentle femininity, to be ensnared by their subtle strength as an emblem of Lyra’s authority. His imagination swirled with visions of donning them, the silky touch transforming him, cradling his quivering body in their tender dominion, sending a surge of desire through him as he lifted the panties to his cheek, breathing in deeply to absorb Lyra’s alluring fragrance—a mix of floral notes and her natural allure—drawing it into his soul in an act of reverent surrender. He risked a fleeting glance at Lyra, his pulse racing with dread that she might notice, aware he must always heed her voice, each word a decree that sculpted his reality, yet his mounting excitement tested his restraint. “Well, they’ve been claiming that for decades now,” he stammered, his voice unsteady and faltering as he struggled to ground himself in her conversation, the weight of obedience clashing with the intoxicating pull of his suppressed desires.

Lyra turned her head slightly, though not enough to see him, her tone teasing. “So, what are you saying—that I should stick to studying law like my mother wants me to?”

“Your mother is a very wise woman,” Noah replied, his hands now holding a transparent bra with mesh cups, the black fabric shimmering as he imagined how enticing it would look on Lyra, picturing her wearing it for a special evening—perhaps a date or a private moment—the sheer material revealing the delicate outline of her nipples, a provocative sight that sent a wave of heat through him, his arousal intensifying as he checked Lyra’s position again, ensuring her back remained turned. “Lawyers are always in demand.”

She laughed, a melodic sound that filled the room. “Then why didn’t you study law?”

“Oh, who said I didn’t?” Noah said, his voice catching as he picked up a white satin camisole, its slippery fabric gliding through his fingers, the scalloped pink lace trim making his breath hitch as he imagined how it would fit on Lyra’s amazing body, clinging to her curves and accentuating her delicate frame, a vision so captivating that he silently whispered to himself, I want to wear it too, to feel what she feels, the forbidden thought intensifying his arousal as he fought to keep his focus. “I studied law.”

Lyra’s voice brightened with curiosity. “So, you mean you’re a lawyer? Can I do my internship with you?”

“No, no, not a lawyer—not here,” Noah said quickly, his fingers lingering on the camisole, his arousal spiking as he inhaled its faint floral scent, his eyes darting to Lyra to ensure she wasn’t looking. “In Sovrana, I’m a taxi driver.”

“Well, I heard it’s hard to land a good job as a lawyer these days,” Lyra mused, her fingers tapping on the holographic interface. “I mean, you need to be Ivy League.”

“I am Ivy League,” Noah admitted, his voice softening as he folded a pair of satin gloves in pale pink, their glossy smoothness making his hands shake with desire, the tiny white lace bow at the wrist fueling his fantasy of wearing them. “I finished Stanford, first in my class.”

Lyra turned abruptly to face him, her eyes wide with surprise. “You what?”

Noah looked down, blushing, his hands still clutching the gloves as he tried to hide his arousal, a shy smile tugging at his lips. “Yes, it’s true. I was that good.”

“And you didn’t tell me?” Lyra exclaimed, standing from her chair and walking over to him. She knelt in front of him, her face so close that Noah could see the sweetness in her expression, her gray eyes glinting with admiration. “I admire smart men,” she said softly.

“Want to hear a secret?” she whispered, looking up at him with a playful glint in her eyes. “Promise not to tell anyone—my mother has a weakness for smart men, a true weakness. But I didn’t tell you that, okay?” She smiled, her tone conspiratorial, her innocence a stark contrast to the storm of arousal and fear raging within Noah as he held her delicate clothes, his secret desires threatening to consume him.

“Wait, if you’re that clever, why didn’t you stay a lawyer?” Lyra asked, her gray eyes wide with curiosity as she knelt before Noah, her voice warm with genuine interest.

“I was a lawyer for years, until about 20 years ago, but it never felt right,” Noah replied, his voice soft, his hands still trembling from the lingering arousal of handling her clothes. “I’d have cases where my client was a man, and the other side was a woman—I just couldn’t bring myself to oppose a woman.”

“But how come?” Lyra pressed, tilting her head, her sun-kissed hair catching the light. “Isn’t your job to defend your client, no matter who they are?”

“Yes, that’s true, but…” Noah hesitated, his gaze dropping to the floor, his voice a faint murmur. “I can’t go against women. I’ve tried, trust me, but to me, women are on such a high pedestal—I feel like I’m nothing in comparison.”

Lyra watched him closely, still on her knees, her expression softening as she took in his words. “So that’s why you came to Sovrana, isn’t it?” she said, her tone gentle and understanding.

“Yes,” Noah admitted, his head bowing further, the weight of his decision heavy on his shoulders.

She gazed at him a moment longer, her eyes thoughtful, then stood up, gently taking both of his hands in hers with a comforting touch. “Come on, I’ve got a better task for you,” she said, her smile bright and encouraging. “You can help me with my homework.”

Lyra guided him to his feet, her manner warm and inviting, her touch gentle as she led him to her desk. She patted the chair next to her as she said, “Come sit here, Noah.” Turning to the laundry, her tone softened with a playful admiration, “Let’s leave the folding for now, dear Noah—it’s not what strong men like you should be doing. They should be out wrestling alligators, like in Crocodile Dundee.” She paused, her gray eyes sparkling with enthusiasm, “That movie’s 80 years old, but it still holds up today. That’s what a real man looks like—winning every fight, protecting the gentle woman, so strong.” Noah’s mind reeled, a thought flickering through him: Wow, you really don’t know me, mistaking me for a real man. He managed to reply, “I’ve seen that film.” Lyra nodded eagerly, “Did you see the scene where the alligator tried to attack the woman—what was her name again?” Noah answered, “Linda Kozlowski, she’s 107 now and still going strong.” Lyra waved a hand dismissively, “Forget her, but the way he took down that alligator—so strong, so effortless—that’s why I’m drawn to alpha males, why I admire men so much.”

Noah adjusted his erection in his uniform as he followed, the lingering arousal from her clothes making his movements clumsy. “I’m not cut out for wrestling alligators,” he said, trying for a playful tone despite his nerves.

“Well, not while you’re all chained up like this,” Lyra teased with a soft hum, slipping the key from around her neck. She unlocked his wrists and removed the chains, the metal clinking softly as it dropped to the floor.

For a brief moment, Noah’s mind raced with the idea of escape—to take advantage of her trust, stand up, and run for his life. This was a house, not a prison; there were no bars to stop him. But her trust, the promise he’d given her, held him in place. A fierce internal struggle gripped him, the looming threat of Grace’s return from court promising more pain and torment. Yet he had made a vow to a woman—a kind one—and that vow kept him rooted.

“Stop fretting over the laundry,” Lyra said, noticing his glance back at the heap of clothes as they reached her desk. She grinned, her tone light and teasing. “I’ll sort it into the cupboard next week, and if I don’t, well, you can always give my butt a playful spank.”

Noah froze, absorbing her words, the playful suggestion sending a jolt through him. She was so different from most women in Sovrana, her carefree demeanor a stark contrast to the harsh dominance he was used to. But that’s life, that’s biology, he thought—some women enjoy being spanked, while others prefer to do the spanking. Yet the very idea of spanking a woman, even in jest, was unthinkable to Noah. To him, a woman stood far too high on a pedestal, a being to be cherished and protected. No man had the right to spank a woman, not even playfully, in his eyes.

“There’s this case, Obergefell v. Hodges from 2015—50 years ago,” Lyra said, her gray eyes sparkling with curiosity as she sat beside Noah at her desk, the soft glow of her holographic monitors illuminating her face.

Noah nodded, his legal memory stirring despite the years. “Yes, the Supreme Court ruled that the Fourteenth Amendment’s Equal Protection and Due Process Clauses grant same-sex couples the fundamental right to marry, making marriage equality legal across the nation,” he explained, his voice steady even as his emotions churned inside him.

Lyra leaned closer, her smile small and endearing. “That’s correct,” she said, her tone warm with approval. She glanced at her holo-display, scrolling through the text. “So, the question is, ‘how did the U.S. Supreme Court’s ruling on marriage equality redefine the legal understanding of equal protection under the Fourteenth Amendment for gender-based rights?’” She paused, frowning slightly as she considered it, her gray eyes narrowing in thought.

Noah met her gaze, holding back the answer to let her think. “In other words, they’re asking how this case expanded our understanding of gender-based rights?” he clarified, his tone encouraging.

“Yes, I get that,” Lyra said, but her face twisted in confusion, her lips pursing. “It expanded…”

Noah gave a gentle smile, leaning in to guide her. “Before this, the law said men and women should be treated equally in areas like employment,” he began, his voice calm.

“Yes, I know that part,” Lyra nodded, her sun-kissed hair swaying as she listened intently.

“But this ruling took it further,” Noah continued. “It clarified that equality isn’t just about your own gender—it also includes who you’re attracted to.”

Lyra’s adorable face looked up at him, her gray eyes wide with admiration, though she still seemed to puzzle over it. “So, it’s saying… if you’re a woman and you love another woman, that’s fine, you’re allowed to,” Noah explained softly. “Anyone who says otherwise is judging you based on the gender of the person you love, and that’s not right.”

“That’s so firm?” Lyra asked, her brow furrowing as she processed his words.

“Yet here in Sovrana, men don’t have many rights,” she pointed out, her voice edged with frustration, her small fist tapping the desk in quiet protest.

“That’s true, but Sovrana operates as a private government,” Noah replied, his tone cautious as he held her gaze.

“I don’t follow,” Lyra said, her voice rising with insistence, her fist tapping the desk again. “Men should have the same rights as women do.”

“If I may explain,” Noah said, his voice tentative as he looked at Lyra, hoping to clarify Sovrana’s unique legal status.

She tilted her head, her gray eyes narrowing slightly. “You’re a man—you should know better that men ought to lead, to guide women, shouldn’t you?”

Noah froze, unable to counter her words, his ingrained reverence for women silencing him. He simply looked at her, his expression a mix of awe and conflict.

“Well?” Lyra pressed, her tone sharper now. “Why are you so quiet all of a sudden?”

“Lyra, I can’t argue with a woman—I just can’t,” Noah said, tears spilling from his eyes as the weight of his beliefs overwhelmed him. “What do you mean?” she asked, frowning. “You started to say something and then stopped.”

“It’s because women are always right,” he choked out, his voice trembling. “If you say something, I have to go back to my books and study why you’re right—you’re superior to me.”

“Will you stop with that nonsense?” Lyra burst out, standing up abruptly, her voice a mix of frustration and disbelief. “You sound like my mother, like the old generation!”

Noah dropped to his knees, an impulse to kiss her feet and beg for mercy surging within him, but he restrained himself, looking up at her with pleading eyes. “Anything you say, Ma’am, anything,” he whispered, his voice thick with emotion.

“Sit down, honey, don’t be ridiculous,” Lyra said, her tone softening as she giggled lightly. As he sat beside her again, she caressed his cheek gently, her touch tender. “No need to worry, alright? I’m not just a woman—I’m a student. I want to learn, understand?” Her voice was soothing, almost maternal, calming the storm inside him.

“Speak up, sweetheart,” she encouraged, her tone warm and reassuring.

Noah hesitated, then continued, his voice steadier now. “Sovrana is a private government, a secluded area bought by women for women,” he explained. “In your home, in your private space, you can do whatever you want—you could even allow marriage between animals if you chose to.”

He paused, then added, “And yes, you could pass a law that men aren’t allowed to wear shoes.”

Lyra giggled, her laughter light and playful. “That’s silly, and you know it.”

“Yes, Ma’am,” Noah replied automatically, his deference clear in his tone.

She noticed his automatic response and shook his shoulder gently, seeking his true thoughts. “It’s not silly, Ma’am,” he admitted, his voice softer now. “I wish there were such a law—I don’t feel I deserve to wear shoes.”

Lyra took a long look at him, her gray eyes thoughtful. “Silly boy,” she said confidently, “one day I’m going to show you what it feels like to be a real man, and then you’ll never look back.”

“Yes, Ma’am,” Noah said, and she laughed again, her amusement filling the room with a lightness he wasn’t used to.

Just then, they heard the front door slam, the sound echoing through the house. Lyra’s expression shifted, a hint of urgency in her eyes. “There she is,” she said, standing up briskly. “I’ve got to get going. Have a great time with Mommy.”

After 15 minutes

Fifteen minutes had passed since Lyra’s departure, and Noah remained trapped in her room, unable to summon the courage to open the door and search for Grace. He just couldn’t, his body petrified by the fear of a severe beating, the memory of her merciless cane lashes a haunting specter that kept him rooted in hiding. He knew any encounter with her would be deeply humiliating—a burden he could perhaps endure—but the inevitable physical pain was something he simply couldn’t bear again, even as a longing stirred within him to kneel before her, to kiss Grace’s Superior Feet in a desperate act of worship, a submissive urge that clashed with his terror. Yet, as the minutes dragged on, a growing sense of dread settled over him. Time was working against him; if he kept hiding and Grace eventually discovered him, her fury would be unimaginable.

“How did I let myself get into this situation, where I’m so terrified of a woman?” he whispered to himself, his voice trembling with self-reproach. “Look at you, just look at what you’ve become.” He shook his head, his thoughts spiraling. Look at what this woman has turned you into. “No, I can’t let this go on,” he said aloud, his voice firming with resolve. “No! I have to escape. This is my last chance—my very last chance.”

He clenched his fists, determination battling his fear. “I’m not breaking my promise to Lyra,” he reasoned, his voice a hushed murmur. “I’m just saving myself here, and Lyra’s gone now. She left.” His resolve hardened. Yes, yes, freedom, he thought, a flicker of hope igniting within him. Noah opened the door to Lyra’s room and peeked into the hallway. The space was quiet, eerily still.

“Where is she?” Noah muttered under his breath, his heart pounding so fiercely it felt like it might burst, each beat a trembling quake that shook his chest as he crept through the silent corridor, his every step deliberate, as if he were a thief in the night, the stillness of Grace’s home an oppressive weight that smothered him. His stomach twisted into knots, his breath shallow and ragged, each exhale a faint, shaky whisper that seemed too loud in the eerie quiet, the soft creak of the floorboards beneath his worn prison shoes amplifying his terror of being heard. He was absolutely petrified of Grace catching him, the thought of her wrath sending icy shivers down his spine, her unseen presence looming like a predator watching from the shadows, just waiting to pounce with merciless precision. Surely Lyra must have told her he was in the bedroom, he thought, his paranoia intensifying, his bloodshot eyes darting to every corner, every doorway, expecting her steely gray eyes to emerge from the darkness, her fury ready to descend like a storm. The air felt thick with menace, the faint scent of lavender lingering from Grace’s earlier presence taunting him, a cruel reminder of her dominion as his shaky hands brushed against the corridor walls, seeking balance, his entire body trembling with the dread of being caught, trapped in a silent nightmare where escape seemed impossible.

Then, he heard it—a faint sound of water flowing, a soft, rhythmic cascade echoing through the house. She’s showering, he realized, his breath catching in his throat. Against his will, almost as if drawn by an invisible force, Noah found himself lured toward the door behind which the sound originated. The mere knowledge that Grace—the most captivating, seductive woman he’d ever known—was there, completely naked, the water cascading over her flawless body, was overwhelming. His cock stiffened painfully in his uniform, a potent mix of anxiety and arousal coursing through him.

Noah wanted to escape, to flee this house and the torment that awaited him, but he felt rooted to the spot, unable to tear himself away. The sound of the water, the thought of Grace’s young, perfect body under the stream, consumed him. He wanted to fall to his knees, to kiss her feet in worship, to surrender entirely to her power. Why did every interaction with this woman—even the thought of her behind closed doors—ignite such intense desire in him? Why was he so aroused by her authority, her commanding presence, her unattainable beauty? The conflict within him raged, torn between the desperate need to flee and the magnetic pull of his longing, leaving him trembling at the threshold of her domain.

Then he heard her voice, a sharp command slicing through the quiet. “Noah, come over here, right NOW!” It was a loud, demanding tone, entitled, as if she’d known all along he was lurking outside her door, as if she were inherently entitled to treat him as a lowly house boy, a sexless servant meant to obey her every whim.

Noah retreated from the door in shock, a jolt of cold surging through his veins as if tons of ice water had been poured into his bloodstream, snapping him out of his trance. Panic mode set in, his heart rate skyrocketing, pounding so fiercely he could hear it echoing in his ears. He backed away from the door, his movements frantic, and rushed down to the first floor, desperate to cover his tracks.

From the bottom of the stairs, he shouted, “Yes, I’m coming, Your Honor!” His voice trembled, the words a deliberate attempt to mask that he’d been lingering near her door, listening to the sound of her shower.

He hurried back to the bathroom—what he thought of as her ensuite shower chamber—his steps hesitant as he reached the door. He knocked twice, his hand shaking, the sound barely audible over the rush of water inside.

“Come in,” Grace called, her voice calm and commanding, cutting through the steam.

Still clad in his orange prison attire, Noah stepped inside, the air thick with warm vapors and the intoxicating scent of feminine soaps and fragrances—floral notes of lavender and jasmine, so beautiful they made his head spin. The room was a haze of steam, and in the corner stood the shower, enclosed behind transparent glass panels. He darted a quick glance, unable to resist, and couldn’t believe the perfection of her body, but immediately lowered his head to the tiled floor, guilt and fear surging within him.

The image of Grace seared into his mind in that fleeting moment: she stood confidently astride, facing him without a hint of shame, her authority radiating as she washed her hair, soap suds clinging to her shoulder-length blonde waves. Her body was a vision of perfection—her skin fair and glowing, kissed by the water’s sheen, her prominent breasts full and firm, their rosy peaks glistening under the stream. Her toned waist curved into rounded hips, her pussy visible through the glass, framed by neatly trimmed hair, her long, sculpted legs shimmering as droplets traced their length, every inch of her exuding a youthful vitality that belied her 42 years.

“You will undress when in my presence,” Grace said, her voice a velvet command that brooked no dissent. “Take off that orange uniform.”

“Yes, Your Honor,” Noah replied, his hands moving quickly to comply, peeling off the prison attire until he stood naked in the steamy, intimate ensuite shower chamber, the air thick with her scent, his vulnerability stark as he faced the Beautiful, Sexy, Dominant Woman before him. It was impossible for a subordinate like him not to be fully erect, his loins igniting as his cock lifted into a rampant display, the arousal he couldn’t suppress surging through him despite his panic, a natural response to her commanding presence that left him utterly debased and exposed. Grace had explicitly forbidden erections and climaxes in her presence—a hard, cruel rule that Noah knew she was very well aware no man could obey, her sexual allure so overpowering that remaining flaccid in her presence was simply impossible, a fact she surely understood with absolute confidence. Yet she had chosen to restrict this basic physical reaction, and Noah thought she must delight in knowing how men desperately tried not to get hard, only to fail, risking severe punishment for succumbing to her irresistible allure, his fear and shame intensifying with every heartbeat as he trembled before her.

He heard the glass door of the shower compartment open, the sound of water ceasing as she stepped out. From his lowered gaze, he could see her legs—long, toned, and glistening with moisture—standing unashamedly nude, her lack of concern for her nakedness a stark display of her confidence. It was his responsibility not to look up, not to witness her nudity directly. He dared not—absolutely dared not—risk her wrath by stealing a glance.

“Come over here,” she said, her tone as commanding as ever, yet carrying a casual indifference that made his heart race faster.

Noah approached her, each step feeling like he was nearing a deity, his awe and fear mingling with his arousal. Grace stood holding a white towel, drying her hair with slow, deliberate movements, her authority unshaken. “Dry me off,” she said, her voice effortlessly casual, as if the task were the most natural thing in the world, her dominance so absolute that after their previous encounters, she could command him to do anything with ease.

“Well, enough with the feet—now dry my hips,” Grace said, her voice firm as she turned away, presenting Noah with the breathtaking expanse of her backside, her authority as palpable as the steam filling the ensuite shower chamber.

Noah, still kneeling, took the fluffy white towel and began to dry her hips, his hands trembling with a mix of reverence and fear. His touch was soft, deliberate, each stroke a silent testament to his subservience as he worked his way up her toned thighs. The closer he came to her alluring ass, the more his breath hitched, the sight nearly unbearable in its perfection. Her skin, up close, revealed a delicate tapestry of textures—fine, soft bumps mingling with subtle variations in pigment, a natural canvas of faint reddish hues blending into deeper honeyed browns, scattered like delicate brushstrokes across the expanse of her buttocks.

The areas where the texture was finest, almost like a field of goosebumps, mesmerized him, leaving him breathless with arousal. His cock, already a galvanized rod pulsing with veins, throbbed painfully, the forbidden erection a dangerous defiance of Grace’s rules. He fought to focus, his fear mounting as he glanced up to ensure she hadn’t noticed, the panic and arousal swirling within him in a dizzying dance.

“Dry me off now, stop lingering,” Grace commanded, her voice dripping with impatience, her posture commanding as she stood majestically, savoring her dominance. “You’re behaving like you’ve never been with a naked woman before in your life.”

Noah’s hands hesitated, the towel brushing against the supple swell of her ass, the sensation of her skin under the fabric igniting a deeper longing within him. Grace turned her head slightly, her steely gray eyes glinting with mockery. “Well, on second thought, that might be true,” she said, her tone sultry and cutting. “You’re just a boy, aren’t you? Never allowed to have sex, never permitted to know a woman’s touch.”

Her words stung, but they only deepened his arousal, the shame fueling his desire as he continued drying her ass, his hands lingering despite her command. Grace pivoted slightly, her voluptuous ass twitching enticingly with the movement, and pointed to it with a casual gesture. “Kiss kiss,” she ordered, her voice laced with a playful yet commanding edge, compelling him into further submission.

“Stand up,” Grace commanded, her voice a sharp directive that cut through the steamy air of the ensuite shower chamber. “Now dry my breasts.”

Noah rose to his feet, his movements shaky, the proximity to this goddess overwhelming as he stood face-to-face with her. Grace lifted her arms above her head, still drying her hair with the towel, her steely gray eyes fixed on him with an unyielding authority. The heat of her body, so close, so wild, radiated toward him, the scent of her floral soaps—lavender and jasmine—mingling with her natural warmth, driving him to the edge of his control. His erection throbbed painfully, a relentless reminder of his defiance against her rules, his panic intensifying with every second.

Grace tossed the towel to the floor with a casual flick, the motion drawing her gaze downward. Her eyes landed on his erect cock, and her expression flipped into one of fiery anger. “How dare you!” she snapped, her voice a venomous hiss as she stepped closer, her hand lashing out to deliver a sharp slap across his face. “How dare you be erect in my house!”

Noah’s head snapped to the side, the sting of her slap burning his cheek as he stumbled back, his voice trembling with desperation. “Your Honor, I’m so sorry!” he pleaded, another slap landing on his other cheek, the force making his eyes water. “Please, I beg you for mercy!”

“How dare you!” Grace continued, her slaps punctuating her words, each one a searing reprimand. “Such an animal—just an animal who can’t control his urges!” Her voice dripped with disgust as she struck him again, her authority unyielding, her dominance absolute.

Noah fell prone on the tiled floor of the shower chamber, his body trembling as he cried out, “I tried!” Tears streamed down his face, mixing with the steam on his skin. “I tried, I swear I tried!” He pressed his lips to her insteps, kissing them fervently, his voice breaking with every plea. “Your Honor, I’m begging you for just a bit of leniency—please, I implore you, show me mercy!”

Grace stood over him, her presence towering as she reached for a nearby robe, slipping into it with a graceful, fluid motion. The garment was a short black satin robe, its glossy surface catching the light with a sleek, reflective sheen, the deep, classic black exuding timeless sophistication. It fell to her upper thighs, suggestive and intimate, the wide, kimono-style sleeves flowing dramatically, their cuffs adorned with delicate black lace that added a romantic contrast to the satin’s smoothness. She tied it at her waist with a matching satin belt, the cinch accentuating her hourglass shape, her clear high-heeled sandals elongating her legs as she moved, the look alluring, confident, and commanding.

With that, she moved gracefully out of the bathroom, her steps measured and purposeful, heading toward the first floor. Noah scrambled after her, still on his knees, his body wracked with sobs as he continued his desperate monologue. “Your Honor, please, I’m pleading for your forgiveness—spare me, I beseech you, I’m so sorry!” he cried, his voice raw with emotion, his words a frantic prayer for clemency as he trailed behind her, broken and submissive.

Grace’s eyes narrowed further, her steely gray gaze icy with disdain as she looked down at Noah, still on his knees in the first-floor living room, his erection a blatant defiance of her rules. “Animal,” she hissed, her voice a venomous lash, her authority absolute. Without another word, she strode toward a corner of the room, her clear high-heeled sandals clicking against the polished marble floor, and retrieved the immobilization apparatus—a sturdy wooden board with a metal rod, cuffs, and a ring for his legs.

“Up,” she barked, her tone unrelenting as she gestured for him to follow. Noah scrambled to his feet, his body trembling with fear, knowing the punishment awaiting him would be merciless. Grace positioned the board against a wall, its rough surface a stark contrast to the opulent surroundings. “Sit,” she ordered, and Noah complied, lowering himself onto his backside, his back pressed against the wood, his heart pounding in anticipation of her wrath.

Grace moved with cold efficiency, her movements precise and deliberate. She knelt beside him, her black satin robe brushing against his arm, and secured his hands to the metal rod in front of him, the steel cuffs biting into his wrists with a harsh click. She fastened a short leather strap from his cuffed hands to a collar that she attached to his neck, pulling it taut so his hands couldn’t move downward, the tension making his shoulders ache instantly. She then tethered the collar to the standing wooden board behind him with a sturdy chain, anchoring his upper body in place. Next, she slid a heavy metal ring around his ankles, locking his legs together, and attached it to the rod, lifting his legs so his feet were perpendicular to the floor, soles fully exposed and vulnerable, trapping him in an embryonic posture with no way to shield himself, no matter how much he squirmed.

Noah’s breath caught, a cold wave of helplessness crashing over him as the reality of his predicament sank in. He shivered uncontrollably, his body trembling with hitching, ragged gasps—“h-huh, h-huh”—the involuntary sounds escaping his lips as he tried to lower his feet, desperate to shield his vulnerable soles. The metal ring around his ankles held them firmly to the rod, though, and the rod, tethered to his cuffed hands, wouldn’t budge. His hands were bound to the collar around his neck, which was chained to the wooden board behind him, trapping him in a cruel, embryonic posture with no way out. He struggled against the bonds, his muscles straining, his body writhing as he pleaded, “Please, Your Honor, I’m begging Your Highness—please don’t beat me!” His voice broke, trembling with fear as he continued, “Please, have mercy on my soul—I’ll behave, you’ll see, I swear!” Every movement was futile against the unyielding restraints, his feet left exposed, defenseless, his panic mounting as he realized the full extent of his captivity, his trembling body a testament to the terror of what was coming.

“Open your mouth,” Grace commanded, producing a black leather gag with a metal buckle. “I don’t want to hear complaints from males while I punish,” she said, her voice dripping disdainfully as she forced the gag into his mouth, securing it tightly behind his head. The leather pressed against his lips, muffling any sound he might make. Finally, she retrieved a silk blindfold, its fabric smooth and cool, and slipped it over his eyes, plunging him into darkness, stripping him of any sense of control. His breathing quickened, each breath a shallow gasp as he braced himself for what was to come.

Grace retrieved a bastinado—a thin, polished wooden cane—its surface gleaming with a cruel promise. She positioned herself to the side, her stance firm, and tapped the cane lightly against the soles of his feet, the cold wood sending a shiver through his sensitive skin, his body tensing in anticipation. Without warning, she swung the bastinado horizontally from left to right, striking with all her power, her arm exerting force as if sending a golf ball soaring through the air. She grunted with the effort, “Hngh!” the sound raw and forceful, her strikes coming fast and relentless, the cane cracking against his soles without mercy or pause.

“MMFFMF!” Noah screamed through the gag, his muffled cry raw and primal, his body convulsing against the restraints, his eyes poking beneath the blindfold as the pain exploded within him. “MMMFFF! MMFF!” he wailed, his voice a desperate, garbled plea, tears streaming from beneath the blindfold as the agony intensified. Grace’s strikes were ferocious, venomous, each blow a vicious assault on his exposed soles, the pain a fiery torment that made his feet feel as though they were being shattered, her intensity pushing him to the brink of damage, the cane cracking with such force that his skin burned and blistered under the onslaught.

Midway through her relentless beating, Grace paused, her chest heaving as she caught her breath, sweat beading on her brow from the exertion. She reached down, her hand grasping his cock with a cold, clinical grip, checking its state freely as Noah, naked and immobilized, could do nothing to prevent her. Her fingers tightened slightly, feeling the unbelievable hardness beneath her touch. “Still hard even after all my beatings, eh?” she sneered, her voice laced with disgust, her steely eyes glinting with venom as she released him and resumed her assault, the bastinado swinging with renewed ferocity, “Hngh!” her grunts echoing as she struck without mercy.

When she finally stopped, Noah’s feet were a throbbing mess of fire, every nerve screaming in agony, the pain so intense he thought he might lose consciousness. Grace bent down, her movements swift, and released him from the apparatus—unbuckling the gag, removing the blindfold, and freeing his hands and legs from the cuffs and metal ring, the restraints falling away with a clatter. Noah collapsed onto his side on the cold marble floor, his body trembling, his battered feet unable to support him, his breaths ragged as he lay there, vulnerable and broken.

Grace stepped forward, positioning herself confidently right in front of him, her amazing feet in clear high-heeled sandals now inches from his eyes, a vivid, erotic sight that overwhelmed his senses. Her French-manicured toes gleamed with a glossy perfection, the delicate arches of her feet curving gracefully, the sandals accentuating their elegance with thin straps that hugged her ankles, the heels elongating her legs in a display of effortless dominance. The proximity was unbearable, her superior presence taunting him as her feet stood so close—right in his face—her flawless beauty a deliberate provocation. Noah couldn’t move away, his body too wracked with pain to shift, leaving him powerless to prevent the impact of this sight on his cock, which throbbed harder despite his desperate attempts to comply with her rule against arousal. It was clear to him that she was taunting him, flaunting her amazing body and feet, enjoying the game of watching him struggle and fail to resist her sexual allure, knowing he’d succumb despite his efforts, her dominance a cruel, intoxicating dance he couldn’t escape.

“Stand,” she ordered, her voice a cold command as she stepped back, her satin robe swaying with her movement, her high-heeled sandals clicking softly against the marble, her authority unshaken by his obvious torment.

Noah tried to comply, his legs trembling violently as he pressed his hands against the marble floor, the cold surface biting into his palms. He attempted to fold his knees, gripping the nearby apparatus for support, and pushed upward, trying to stand on his battered feet. The moment he put weight on them, a cry of agony tore from his throat, “Please, I can’t!” He collapsed back to the ground, his body shaking, the pain too excruciating to bear, his feet a blazing inferno that refused to support him.

“I said stand up!” Grace raised her voice, her tone sharp and unyielding, her steely gray eyes narrowing as she loomed over him, her black satin robe swaying slightly with her movement.

Noah leaned on his hands again, his breaths ragged, trying once more to fold his knees. He gripped the apparatus tightly, his knuckles whitening as he pushed upward, but his feet screamed in protest, the pain a searing torment. He fell to the ground with a thud, his voice breaking as he sobbed, “I can’t—I can’t!” Lying there on the cold marble floor, his face angled toward Grace’s sexy feet in clear high-heeled sandals just inches from his eyes.

From above, he heard Grace’s voice, sharp and authoritative, cutting through the air with unyielding command, “Amanda, darling, please connect me to Iron Veil Penitentiary.” The sound of her voice, a velvet lash of dominance, sent a shiver through him, his world confined to the sight of her feet and the echo of her power as the room’s intercom crackled to life a moment later, a bright, professional voice responding, “Iron Veil Penitentiary, this is Nyra speaking. How may I help you?”

“Yes, sweetheart,” Grace replied, her tone dripping with condescension as she stood proudly above the defeated and beaten Noah, her presence a towering testament to her dominance. Her clear high-heeled sandals framed her feet, positioned right in front of his eyes, her legs a vision of strength and sexual power—long, toned, and shimmering with a subtle sheen, their curves a potent symbol of her superiority and control, each muscle taut with the confidence of a woman fully aware of her dominion over him, the sight intensifying his arousal despite his agony. “Connect me to the Deputy Warden’s office, please.”

“Just to verify, is this Judge Grace Kade?” Nyra asked, her voice polite but cautious.

“Can’t your system recognize me anymore?” Grace snapped, her irritation evident as she crossed her arms, the lace cuffs of her robe brushing against her wrists.

“No, it recognizes you, it’s just that—” Nyra began, but Grace cut her off mid-sentence.

“I said connect me to the Deputy Warden’s office,” Grace interrupted, her voice icy. “Must I repeat myself, young lady?”

A brief pause, then a new voice came through. “Hello, this is Charlotte,” the Deputy Warden said, her tone formal.

“Amanda, this is a private conversation, correct?” Grace said, her voice firm.

“Yes, Ma’am, switching to your Greentooth, Ma’am,” Amanda replied, and the Greentooth device in Grace’s ear blinked softly, indicating the secure line.

“Charlotte, darling, I’m so sorry to disturb you,” Grace began, her tone softening slightly, though her authority remained unshaken. She paused, listening to the response on the other end. “Yes, thank you for the kind words, Charlotte. I have here prisoner 206—yes, and I believe he fell, the poor chap, and damaged his feet. I think his feet might be broken.”

She paused again, her brow furrowing as she listened to Charlotte’s suggestion, her expression hardening with each word. “Wait, wait, wait—why a hospital?” she demanded, her voice sharp with alarm. Another pause, her jaw tightening as she processed the implications, then a vehement rejection burst forth. “No, no, no—absolutely out of the question. No!”

Her voice grew sharper as she continued, “Because nobody should know about what’s going on in my home.” She listened for a moment, then sighed, her tone firm but measured. “Yes, I understand it may be nothing, but currently, he can’t stand.” Below her, Noah lay planted on the cold marble floor in the exact position Grace had rendered him, unable to move a muscle, his face angled toward her triumphant feet in clear high-heeled sandals just inches away, their commanding presence the only sight he could see, his immobility leaving him no choice but to fixate on them as proof of her utter power as a Superior Woman who had stripped him of the ability to stand, intensifying his arousal despite the agony, her dominance a cruel, captivating force that held him captive.

“Yes, so I want him to stay here overnight,” Grace insisted, her voice rising slightly with impatience. “Charlotte, Charlotte, Charlotte—do I have to reach you from above and have commands sent directly from the Prime Minister’s office? You know I can—just as I did when I ensured he was marked ‘Fragile’ for his protection in your prison.”

Another pause followed, and Noah, still planted on the floor, his gaze fixed on her triumphant feet, realized the depth of her influence—she had used her governmental connections to mark him as "Fragile," a command that forced the prison to treat him gently, a hidden sign of care beneath her cruelty that both awed and terrified him. Her lips curled into a subtle, knowing smirk as she continued, “That’s correct—that’s why you marked him ‘Fragile.’ No, don’t be absurd, he’s not a personal interest—I merely want him to recuperate here, and you know better than to defy me after last time.”

There was a longer pause as Grace listened, her expression unreadable. “Well, you heard me loud and clear,” she said finally, her tone final. “Very well.” The Greentooth blinked, signaling the end of the call, and Grace turned her attention back to Noah, her gaze as cold as ever.

“You hear that, loser?” Grace sneered, her voice laced with contempt as she slapped Noah’s face with her foot, the sole of her clear high-heeled sandal grazing his cheek, a humiliating reminder of her dominance. “You’re staying here for the night,” she laughed, the sound sharp and mocking. “Available for me, one might say—or as another might term it, ‘at my disposal.’” Her laughter rang through the room, a chilling melody of power. “Come, crawl after me like the pitiful creature you are,” she commanded, striding confidently ahead, her short black satin robe clinging to her form, the glossy fabric catching the light with a sleek shimmer, its hem barely reaching her upper thighs, the wide kimono-style sleeves flowing with each step, their delicate lace cuffs brushing against her wrists, the tied satin belt accentuating her hourglass silhouette in a display of commanding allure.

Noah followed, his eyes tracing her seductive legs, their toned curves a mesmerizing sight that fueled his torment as he crawled behind her, the pain in his battered feet a searing agony with every movement. He was shocked when she stopped and pointed to a bed in the guest room. “I want you to rest here,” she said, gesturing to a luxurious couple’s bed adorned with beautiful blankets in soft creams and pale pinks, the cushions plush and pampering, a level of comfort Noah hadn’t expected—not even in his own home before Sovrana, and certainly not in the harsh confines of Iron Veil Penitentiary.

“I don’t deserve this,” he whispered to himself, his voice barely audible, the opulence of the bed a stark contrast to his broken state.

“Hop on the bed,” Grace ordered, her tone firm, brooking no argument. With immense effort, Noah grunted, his body trembling as he dragged himself onto the bed, each movement a fresh wave of pain from his battered feet. He collapsed onto his back, the soft blankets cradling him, yet his cock remained hard as a rock, an unyielding testament to his torment. He knew it wasn’t normal—ever since he’d seen Grace ten days ago, her presence triggered a constant erection, sparked by anything remotely connected to her. The erotic way she was dressed, the thin satin robe hinting at her nakedness beneath, was a relentless trigger, and there was nothing he could do to stop it.

Grace stood tall beside the bed, her commanding presence looming over him, and Noah could only imagine the truth he couldn’t see—that beneath the thin, glossy robe, she was absolutely naked, her flawless body a forbidden temptation. Oh, how he yearned to embrace her, to be with her, yet she was a sadist, far above him, untouchable, with no interest in him beyond his submission. His longing twisted into despair as she leaned down, her gaze catching his hard cock. She caressed it for a brief second, her touch featherlight, then gently brushed his balls, the sensation nearly triggering a full-blown climax, his body tensing as he fought to hold back.

“You are not to play with this, do you understand?” Grace said, her face strict, her steely gray eyes piercing into him with unyielding authority. “Leave it alone, and it will go to sleep, just like you.”

Grace stood straight again, tilting her head as she looked at Noah, her expression uncertain, lacking trust. For a few minutes, she disappeared from the room, leaving Noah alone on the bed, his mind a storm of pain, desire, and fear, his battered feet throbbing beneath the soft blankets. Then she returned, holding a small aerosol can in her hand, shaking it briskly as she approached him.

She stood beside the bed, her presence towering, and sprayed the contents onto his cock and balls, the mist cold and pleasant against his overheated skin, a soothing sensation that made him gasp softly, though the relief was momentary, a deceptive calm before the biting torment Noah knew would soon follow, the spray’s sting reminiscent of an agonizing burn like red peppers searing his skin. Grace looked at him, her steely gray eyes piercing with authority. “Now, this is radioactive,” she said, her voice a chilling warning. “If your hand so much as touches it—just a small graze—Mommy will know. With a simple ultraviolet light, I’ll see it on your hands, and you know very well what that means—I’ll punish you like I’ve never punished you before.” Noah’s mind reeled under her absolute control, a cruel dominance that stripped him of his humanity, leaving him no longer a man but her creature, the thought of her watching him even as she slept—her ultraviolet light ready to expose his every transgression—ensuring there was never any escape from her, his basic need to touch himself a forbidden act that would invite further torment, intensifying his fear and arousal as he lay trapped under her unyielding power.

The mere thought of another punishment sent a jolt of cold fear through Noah’s blood, his body tensing despite the lingering arousal. Yet, this time, it was within his control—if he truly focused and remembered not to touch himself, he could avoid her wrath. Grace placed a hand on his forehead, her touch firm but measured. “Just gauging your temperature—stay still,” she said, her voice carrying a maternal edge that drove his sexual urge even stronger, his cock twitching beneath the spray’s cool residue, struggling to contain the semen, the desperate need to climax intensifying under her commanding care.

“You will rest now,” she continued, her tone a maternal warning as she wagged a finger at him, “and you will pray to God that nothing is broken. Pray to God you don’t play with your cock, because I do not allow that—I don’t.” Her strict gaze bore into him, ensuring he understood the gravity of her words. Satisfied with his compliance, she pulled the soft cream-colored blanket over him, tucking it gently around his sides, the act so tender it sent a shiver through him.

To Noah, Grace was both heaven and hell—his tormentor and his angel, a goddess he couldn’t stop thinking about, even now, when his inability to walk was a direct result of her brutal aggression. With that, she turned and left the room, her high-heeled sandals clicking softly as she departed, leaving him alone in the guest room, the luxurious bed a cruel contrast to the torment that defined his existence under her rule.

Midnight

Noah tossed and turned in the luxurious bed, his cock relentlessly hard, a throbbing torment that refused to relent after hours of restless agony. His brain flickered rapidly between memories of Grace’s sadistic dominance—each scene a searing imprint of her power over him. He recalled the judge’s chambers, where she’d caned him and Daniel mercilessly, their screams echoing as she reveled in their pain; the courtroom, where she’d sentenced him to three years in prison with cold indifference, checking her nails as if his fate meant nothing; the garden, where her crimson bikini thong framed her gorgeous ass, a hypnotic display of cruelty as she led him to the oak tree for more punishment; and the poolside, where she’d made him suck her toes, her regal form taunting him with every degrading command. “Ohhh Grace,” he moaned softly, his voice trembling, “you’re so ruthless—I need to serve you, to debase myself for you, ohhh.”

But the freshest memory, the one his brain couldn’t comprehend or let go of, was just hours ago in the ensuite shower chamber, the air heavy with vapors and the intoxicating scent of her lavender and jasmine soaps. “Ohhh Grace,” he groaned, picturing the moment he entered, her voice commanding him to strip naked, his own vulnerability stark against her unyielding power. What overwhelmed him was her utter nakedness—she stood astride under the water, completely unbashful, her body a vision of untamed, wild sexuality, her arms raised as she washed her hair, her full breasts on display, their rosy peaks glistening, her pussy visible, unshamed, a forbidden focal point that countless men would stroke to, yearning to be inside her. She knew how aroused he was, knew her body was the most erotic experience a man could imagine, and she reveled in it, her confidence a taunting dance of dominance that seared itself into his mind in that blink of a second. “Ohhh… I need to be your slave, Grace—let me worship you, I’ll do anything for you,” he whispered, his voice breaking with longing, his hands gripping the blankets to avoid touching his cock, the fear of her radioactive spray and her strict rules anchoring him in torment.

It was a pleasant, erotic thought, yet agonizing—the only thing missing was the basic release so many men could indulge in, the simple act of stroking to climax, but Grace didn’t allow it. Why? Why was she like this? Noah knew the answer: she thrived on men’s frustration, on their craving for her sexiness, their willingness to debase and humiliate themselves for her entertainment, her immense power so intoxicating that it tempted him to stroke, to finally—oh, finally—cum, a forbidden release he couldn’t dare pursue under her sadistic control. “Ohhh Grace, you’re so cruel—I’ll serve you forever,” he moaned, his body trembling with unfulfilled desire, trapped in her merciless game.

Just then, Noah felt the blanket being lifted, a rush of cool air brushing against his fevered skin, and he was shocked as Grace slid into the bed beside him, her presence a sudden, predatory intrusion that made his heart lurch with a mix of fear and anticipation. She moved with a fierce, impatient determination, her body a coiled spring of raw need as she pressed herself against him, her agenda clear in the way she invaded his space without hesitation, her silence a stark contrast to the relentless intensity radiating from her. He was stunned to discover she was completely naked, her skin a silken fire as she embraced him, igniting every nerve in his trembling form. Her full breasts pressed against his chest, their softness a maddening tease, her scent—lavender, jasmine, and a primal musk—enveloping him like a drug, intoxicating and overwhelming, her soft skin sliding against his in a velvet caress that sent shivers down his spine. His heart pumped hard, a frantic rhythm echoing in his ears, the temptress of his darkest fantasies now a living, breathing reality beside him, her touch a dream he’d never dared to imagine, yet her lack of words underscored her animalistic drive, a silent predator poised to claim her prey. “I… I didn’t touch my cock, I swear, Mistress,” he stammered, his voice a desperate plea, the word “Mistress” slipping out unbidden, a testament to the depth of his submission to this seductress who filled his every sexual fantasy.

Then came the question, her voice a low, sultry growl that sent a jolt through him, her intensity climbing as she leaned closer, her breath hot against his ear, her hunger a wildfire now. “Have you ever been fucked by a judge?” she asked, her tone dripping with primal need, her impatience a sharp edge that cut through the air.

“I… you mean… me? By a judge?” Noah stammered, his mind reeling, unable to process the raw desire in her voice.

“Have you ever been fucked by a woman?” she pressed, her voice growing harder, more demanding, her intensity rising as her naked body pressed closer, a furnace of need against his. Before he could answer, she continued, her tone now a feral snarl, “Admit it—you’re a virgin.”

“But I’m not—” Noah began, his voice faltering, only to be cut off by a sharp slap across his face, the sting igniting his cheek as her hand struck with ruthless force. “If I say you’re a virgin, then that’s it—understand?” Her voice was hard, strict, the sadistic judge resurfacing with a vengeance, her intensity a blazing inferno now as she lay beside him, the most erotic experience of his life, her nakedness a taunting promise of pleasure and pain.

Thoughts raced wildly through Noah’s mind—Oh wow, so now it’s happening? All of this was a prelude to her wanting to have sex with me?—his heart pounding as her dominance consumed him. “Yes, I’m a virgin—I’m a virgin,” he said, his voice breaking as he admitted anything she demanded, desperate to please her.

“And you are my sex slave,” she declared, her voice a primal growl, her intensity now a seething wildfire as she slapped his face again, the crack of her hand against his skin echoing in the room. “Yes, Judge Grace, yes,” Noah gasped, his cheek burning, his arousal spiking despite the pain.

“Repeat after me—say you are my sex slave,” she commanded, slapping him harder, her ferocity unyielding, her eyes glinting with a crazed hunger. “I am, I am—I’m your slave,” Noah cried, his voice trembling, but another sharp slap cut him off. “My sex slave,” she corrected, her voice a ruthless snarl. “Say you were born to serve my sexual needs!”

“I am, I am—I’m telling you, I am!” Noah pleaded, his words tumbling out in a frantic rush, his body shaking under her relentless assault, his cock throbbing harder with every strike, the erotic intensity of her dominance pushing him to the brink as he surrendered completely to her sadistic will.

Grace’s intensity surged, her eyes blazing with a primal hunger as she climbed atop Noah, her movements wild and unrestrained, a predator claiming her prey. She straddled his chest, her naked body a furnace of raw passion, and began grinding her pussy against his hairy chest, her wetness smearing across his skin as she moved with a relentless rhythm, utterly lost in her sexual passions. “Ahhh,” she moaned, her voice a throaty growl, her head thrown back as she surrendered to her desires, her body trembling with the ferocity of her need. Noah was nothing more than an object beneath her, a tool for her masturbation, his presence irrelevant to her pleasure as she chased her own release, her hips rolling with savage intensity. “Yeeehhh, I will fuck you,” she gasped, her voice a wild snarl, her movements growing faster, more frenzied, her nails digging into his shoulders as she rode him with unbridled abandon, completely disconnected from him, consumed by her own animalistic urges.

She lowered herself further, her pussy now grinding along his cock, the wet heat of her sliding back and forth with no penetration, just a relentless, wild friction that sent Noah spiraling toward the edge. Her weight pressed down on him, her energy a storm of untamed desire, her movements ferocious and unyielding, her moans escalating into a crescendo of “Mmmm… AhAAahhh!” Noah’s thoughts raced, I should cum—I need to cum—he was so close to explosion, his cock throbbing painfully beneath her, the sensation of her pussy rubbing against him driving him to the brink, but he fought to hold back, knowing her rules, his fear of punishment a fragile tether against the overwhelming urge to release.

Grace leaned forward, her full breasts dangling before Noah’s face, their firm curves a tantalizing torment. “CONSUME THEM,” she commanded, her voice a feral growl, her intensity blazing. “Suck them—LICK MY NIPPLES,” she ordered, her tone wild with need as she pressed her rosy peaks toward his mouth. Noah obeyed, his lips closing around her nipple, sucking and licking with desperate fervor, the taste of her skin a mix of sweat and lavender, his tongue swirling as she moaned, “Ooohh YES YESSSS, KEEP LICKING!” Her body shuddered, her grinding growing frantic, her pussy sliding along his cock in a relentless rhythm, her hips bucking wildly as her climax neared. “Mommy is going to CUM in a minute,” she gasped, her voice a breathless snarl, her movements erratic, her trembling form radiating raw desire. “AhAAahhh YESSSS!” she cried, her release ripping through her with a guttural scream, her juices slicking his skin as she collapsed onto him, uncaring, gasping for breath. “I… I don’t… oh, I don’t allow you to cum,” she managed, her voice ragged, her body still quivering from the intensity, her pleasure the sole focus, Noah’s desperate need irrelevant to her.

Before long, Grace fell asleep, a soft, contented sigh escaping her lips as she lay atop Noah, her naked body embracing his, her small hands resting lightly on his chest. Her weight pressed down on his hard cock, a relentless torment she didn’t care to acknowledge, her steady breaths warm against his skin as she drifted into a deep slumber. Slowly, with painstaking care, Noah moved the blanket to cover her, then both of them, his hands trembling as he draped it over her flawless form, a protective gesture that felt sacred in the stillness of midnight. It was a moment of pure bliss—the ruthless judge, his princess, sleeping so peacefully on him, her vulnerability a stark contrast to her sadistic dominance. He slid his hands gently over her shoulders and down her back, marveling at her femininity, her skin so smooth, so perfect under his touch, her body a delicate weight against his as she slept, lost in dreams, utterly unaware of the awe consuming him.

After ten minutes of this tender closeness, Grace stirred, her eyes fluttering open as she realized she was still on top of him, his arms embracing her. A flicker of displeasure crossed her face—though Noah couldn’t be certain—but she remained silent, her expression unreadable. With a sudden, dismissive push, she shoved him out of the bed, her movements firm as she claimed the space for herself, rolling onto her side to continue her sleep alone. Noah hit the floor with a soft thud, the rejection searing through him like a dagger, a sharp, hollow ache in his chest as the brief moment of connection shattered. He craved to touch her skin again, to feel that fleeting intimacy, but she’d cast him aside without a second thought, leaving him empty, the warmth of her body replaced by a cold void that gnawed at his soul.

He didn’t want to disturb her further, the sting of her dismissal burning deep as he decided to crawl away and find a corner to sleep in, his body heavy with longing and pain. But before he could move far, Grace’s hand shot down from above, striking his shoulder with a hard, commanding slap. “You sleep on the floor right here, and don’t you dare move,” she said, her voice a sleepy growl, her authority unshaken even in her half-awake state as she flipped to the other side, her breathing evening out as she drifted back into sleep.

Noah lay on the cold stone floor, his body shaking with an insatiable horniness, his cock throbbing harder than ever, the burning need to cum a relentless fire that consumed him. The brief moment of connection with Grace—her naked body against his, her warmth, her softness—had been a fleeting glimpse of paradise, and now it was over, leaving him with an aching emptiness that clawed at his heart, his desire a cruel torment with no release in sight. The memory of her touch, her scent, her dominance fueled his longing to an unbearable peak, his primal urges screaming for release. Instinctively, driven by a need he could no longer suppress, he touched his throbbing cock with his hand, his fingers brushing against the sensitive skin, a forbidden act he’d forgotten in his haze of desperation. The sensation was electric, a jolt of pleasure that nearly pushed him over the edge, but then he yanked his hand away as if he’d touched fire, his heart lurching with terror.

The realization struck him like a thunderbolt—Grace’s radioactive spray, her threat of punishment, her promise to know if he disobeyed. Panic surged through him, his breath catching in his throat as he stared at his hand, imagining the ultraviolet light revealing his transgression, her wrath descending upon him with a fury he’d never survive. “She’ll find out,” he murmured to himself, his voice trembling with dread, “and she’ll punish me like never before.” The fear coiled in his gut, a chilling counterpoint to the burning desire still pulsing in his cock, leaving him trapped between terror and need, his fate hanging in the balance, heavy with the weight of his forbidden act.


Unbearable Shame

After 3 days, 11:00 a.m., Iron Veil Penitentiary, Sovrana

The Iron Veil Penitentiary visitors’ center was a crypt of despair, its air heavy with the sour stench of sweat and crushed hope, stifling every breath under the iron grip of female dominion. Gray walls, peeling and smeared with grime, loomed beneath flickering fluorescents that cast a jaundiced pallor, leaching life from the concrete floor, scarred by the endless shuffle of shackled men, each step a testament to women’s unyielding ownership. Three narrow slits of thick, filthy glass, scarred and clouded, warped the outside world into ghostly distortions, mocking any dream of escape from this feminine stronghold. Noah stood trembling, his legs quivering under heavy ankle cuffs, their taut chain biting his raw skin, while his wrists, chained tightly to a steel collar choking his throat, held his hands in a cruel, folded embrace, each short link ensuring they dangled uselessly, ornamental relics of his stripped dignity, unable to reach even a fork without bowing low, a humiliating display of his total submission to Sovrana’s merciless matriarchy.

A guard, a vision of cold beauty, strode forward, her polished boots clicking like a metronome of doom, her black uniform clinging to her lithe form, a stun baton glinting at her hip. Her sharp eyes burned with disdain, raven hair pulled taut as she gripped Noah’s arm and flung him onto a splintered chair, the impact jarring his bones. She snapped his collar to a rusted wall ring, pinning him like prey, and hissed, “Four minutes, prisoner. You’ve squandered one. Everything’s recorded—don’t be foolish.”

Noah’s chest heaved, each breath a struggle against the collar’s bite. His trembling fingers, chafed by shackles, clutched the scratched telephone, its cold plastic slick with his sweat. Squinting through the filthy, clouded glass slit, his bloodshot eyes burned, his gaunt face etched with dread as Daniel’s silhouette emerged—pristine suit, tie knotted tight, a cruel emblem of freedom.

“Nice suit, Daniel. New?” Noah’s voice rasped, a brittle thread in the suffocating gloom.

Daniel leaned forward, his breath fogging the glass, eyes widening with shock. His brow creased, a flicker of pity crossing his polished features. “Brand new, snagged last month for 22 DOM,” he said softly. “Why’s your collar chained like that? You can’t even reach your zipper, friend.”

Noah’s jaw clenched, shame flushing his sallow cheeks. “Caught me masturbating in the laundry restroom three days ago,” he muttered, eyes darting to the guard’s shadow. “Now I can’t touch myself.”

Daniel’s lips parted, a sharp inhale betraying his horror. “How do you piss?” he asked, voice low, almost a whisper.

Noah’s voice cracked, tears streaming down his haggard cheeks as his chained hands quaked, the phone slipping in his sweat-slick grip. “Other inmates help me piss, Daniel—my hands are useless,” he rasped, shame scorching his face, the admission a searing brand of his degradation. “Get me out of here, I’m begging you—do anything, file an appeal, anything, please, I’m begging you, get me out of this hell,” he pleaded, anguish choking every word, his body trembling under the weight of his utter submission to Sovrana’s merciless female dominion.

Daniel’s fingers tightened on the phone, knuckles whitening. His eyes softened, but doubt lingered. “It’s rough, sure, but not that bad, right?” he ventured, voice faltering.

Noah’s laugh was bitter, a choked rasp that shuddered through his chained frame. “You wouldn’t survive a day here, Daniel,” he hissed, bloodshot eyes blazing with desperate fire.

Daniel’s shoulders slumped, guilt carving shadows across his face as he glanced at the phone, wary of the tap. “I’m so sorry I couldn’t persuade you to avoid suing Lady Vesper and just pay for the damage,” he murmured, voice thick with regret, each word heavy with his failure to calm Noah’s fear.

Noah rolled his eyes, a weary flick, and jabbed a shackled finger at the phone, signaling unseen listeners. “Forget remorse,” he growled, leaning closer, breath ragged. “I’m summoned to a place where I’m beaten, broken to my core. By a woman—a merciless sadist.”

“Don’t tell me it’s Judge Grace,” Daniel ventured, his voice cautious.

“How dare you think it’s Judge Grace?” Noah blurted, eyes wild. “She’s a supreme being, radiant and elegant, her name a hymn of grace itself.”

Daniel’s lips curved faintly. “I hear you,” he said, a soft chuckle easing the tension.

“You think I’d call a woman I worship a sadist?” Noah pressed, voice sharp with reverence.

“Alright, I get it, let’s move on,” Daniel said, nodding gently, his smile fading.

“For her, I’d give my life,” Noah whispered, venom lacing his fervor, his bloodshot eyes blazing with a desperate, submissive zeal. “Her well-being is worth my death, you hear me?”

“OK, yes, you’d give your life,” Daniel said, his voice tinged with skepticism, the booth falling into a heavy silence. His brow furrowed, a faint frown betraying his doubt as he leaned back, fingers still gripping the phone.

Noah’s face twisted, his frayed nerves igniting. “What? What’s this condescension—don’t you believe me?” he demanded, voice rising, a raw edge of betrayal cutting through his words.

“It’s not that I don’t believe you,” Daniel replied, hesitating, his tone cautious. “It’s just… you’re exaggerating, right? She’s a woman, an esteemed judge, but to give your life…” His words trailed off, a faint smile tugging at his lips, unaware of the storm he’d unleashed.

Rage erupted in Noah, his nerves unraveling like frayed rope. “DON’T YOU DARE LECTURE ME!” he shouted, lurching to his feet, his chained hands flailing as he lunged toward the thick glass with venomous fury, only for the steel collar, tethered by a short chain to the rusted wall ring, to yank his neck back with a brutal jolt, choking his cry. Undeterred, his voice surged again, raw with devotion, I AM WILLING TO GIVE MY LIFE TO JUDGE GRACE – YOU HEAR ME?, his body jerking like a marionette, the humiliating restraint a searing brand of his powerlessness under Sovrana’s unyielding female dominion.

Daniel’s eyes widened, his hands raised in surrender. “Calm down, Noah, I believe you, I do,” he urged, voice steady but urgent, his gaze darting to the guard’s looming shadow. “Just… calm down.”

Daniel fell silent, the booth heavy with unspoken weight, his eyes fixed on the scratched phone, the air thick with the tension of Noah’s shattered defiance and desperate devotion.

Noah’s voice cracked, anguish spilling over. “But I can’t endure these beatings, this torment. Being here leaves me at her mercy—that cruel woman.” Tears welled, his plea a sob. “Please, Daniel, get me out of this jail, I’m begging you.”

Daniel leaned back, adjusting his tie with a trembling hand, eyes darting away. “I’m sorry, Noah,” he said, voice heavy. “I can’t risk my life. I have family, I’m owned.”

Noah’s sob echoed, his head bowing under despair’s weight. “You’re free, thriving,” he choked. “Every day here feels like my last. I’ll pay you, anything.”

Daniel’s laugh was hollow, lips twisting in a grimace. “Pay me? I’ve worked for free, Noah. I can’t risk it.” His fingers grazed his tie, a nervous tic.

Noah’s tears streamed, voice a broken whisper. “That’s what friends do, Daniel. One day, when you’re at your lowest, I’d be there for you.”

The guard stormed in, her cane slashing down, cracking Noah’s hand with a sharp sting. The phone slipped from his grasp, dangling by its cord, swaying like a taunt. She yanked him up, grip iron, dragging him toward his ten-man cell. Noah’s chains rattled, body limp with defeat, the pit of despair swallowing him, where Judge Grace’s summons loomed—more beatings, nude labor, and soul-crushing debasement.

3 Days later, 9:30 a.m. Grace Kade’s home, Crimson Crest, Sovrana

The heavy oak door of Grace Kade’s Crimson Crest manor creaked open, its groan echoing through the marble foyer. “Prisoner 8325206 reporting for house duties,” the guard barked, her voice sharp, her boots gleaming against the polished floor. Noah stood shackled, chains clinking, his orange jumpsuit clinging to his sweat-damp skin. But Grace was absent.

An old slave, withered and stooped, shuffled forward, his grotesque uniform a mockery of servitude: a tattered, mustard-yellow smock, stained and frayed, barely covering his bony frame, paired with mismatched socks—one green, one crimson—dangling loosely on his veined feet. A rusted metal plate hung from a chain around his neck, etched with “Door Slave,” swinging as he dropped prone, lips brushing the guard’s boot in a reverent kiss before creaking back to his feet.

“Judge Grace ordered his chains removed,” the slave rasped, his voice gravelly, eyes averted. “Where is she?” the guard demanded, her gloved hands deftly unchaining Noah’s wrists and ankles, the steel clattering to the floor. “In court, ma’am. She’s gone,” the slave replied, bowing slightly. The guard straightened, her eyes cold. “I’ll return at 17:00 to collect him.”

The door thudded shut, sealing Noah in the opulent prison of Grace’s home. “Noah,” he said, extending a trembling hand to the slave, his voice unsteady. “Mathew,” the old man replied, gripping Noah’s hand briefly, his palm calloused and dry. “So, you guard the door? Greet visitors?” Noah asked, his eyes scanning the foyer’s towering vases and gilded mirrors.

Mathew chuckled, a dry, wheezing sound. “At my age, I take any task Mistress grants me.” He adjusted his smock, the “Door Slave” plate glinting faintly.

“Did she say what I’m to do today?” Noah pressed, his stomach knotting with unease.

“Oh, yes, yes,” Mathew said, fishing a small metal plate from a nearby table, its engraved “Domestic Chores” glinting cruelly, a debasing badge of Noah’s servitude in Grace’s female-dominated manor. He perched wire-rimmed glasses on his nose, his trembling finger scanning a list, his own “Door Slave” plate clinking faintly as he moved. “Today, you scrub all the floors—upstairs and downstairs, every inch of marble and hardwood,” he clarified, his voice a monotone of submission. He resumed his post by the door, hands clasped behind his back, eyes fixed on the floor, leaving Noah alone, the weight of his degrading role sinking in, the plate’s cold metal a humiliating emblem of his utter subjugation to Sovrana’s merciless matriarchy.

Noah hurried to the kitchen, his bare feet slapping the marble as he seized a worn mop and filled a bucket with soapy water, the suds glistening under the chandelier’s cruel glare. He rushed to the second floor, bucket sloshing, and knelt to scrub the gleaming hardwood, his knees aching against the cold surface. In the master bathroom, he paused, spotting a lean figure scrubbing tiles. “Hi,” Noah said, his voice tentative.

“Hi,” Kael replied, glancing up, his dangling metal plate, etched with “Toilet Slave,” glinting as he moved. “Quick question—I’m washing floors. Does that include the toilet?” Noah asked, wiping sweat from his brow.

“Oh, no, no,” Kael said, shaking his head, his voice firm but kind. “That’s my responsibility.”

“So that’s it? You clean toilets?” Noah asked, his eyes widening. “This one’s hers, and there’s a guest bathroom downstairs.”

Noah stared, incredulous. “That’s your job?”

Kael’s lips quirked, unashamed. “It’s tedious, responsible work. Don’t look at me like that.”

“I believe you,” Noah stammered, “I’m just amazed—every slave has a niche.”

Kael leaned closer, his voice a hushed murmur. “It’s more than cleaning. Every time I notice she’s heading to the bathroom, I rush to lie with my head in the toilet’s hollow—” he nodded toward the porcelain fixture, “—and she urinates on my face. Then I lick her pussy if she feels like it.”

Noah’s jaw dropped, a flush creeping up his neck. “Goodness, she’s such…”

“Such what?” Kael asked, a sly smile playing on his lips.

“She’s so entitled and erotic,” Noah said, his voice a husky murmur, awe and arousal intertwining as he gazed at Kael’s “Toilet Slave” plate. “Agree,” Kael smiled, his eyes glinting with shared submission. “She debases us males to ashes—look at us, each with a degrading plate screaming our role, and you… she just urinates on you.”

“Yes, it was tough at first, but I’m used to it,” Kael said, unashamed. “It’s an honor, Noah, do you understand? She’s an elite judge, and I clean her ass.”

Noah’s breath hitched, his arousal surging. “I know, but her eroticism—it’s overwhelming,” he confessed, voice thick. “Gosh, she’s so sexy.”

“And she knows it,” Kael replied, a sly grin spreading.

“You mean you sometimes lick her pussy, just like that?” Noah asked, eyes wide, his cock stirring at the thought.

Kael nodded. “It started when my plate read ‘Pussy Licker,’ but she expanded it—now I bathe her, serve as her stool for makeup, provide massages, ensure her waste is consumed for cleanliness, even light candles for her pleasure,” he said, listing his duties with pride. “Most importantly, toilet duty—keeping her perfect, every trace of waste gone.”

“My goodness,” Noah gasped, a flush creeping up his neck. “And she cums all over you?”

“Uh-humm, freely and unabashedly,” Kael said, his tone reverent.

“Goodness, I’m hard just thinking of this,” Noah admitted, his voice trembling. “Does she let you climax too?”

“Oh, no, no,” Kael chuckled. “I wear her chastity device. Last time I came was my birthday—she was so kind.”

“Oh?” Noah said, intrigued.

“Yes, but no worries,” Kael added. “In three months, I turn 54, so hopefully…” His smile held a mix of longing and submission

Kael shrugged, nonchalant. “She can afford this life style. Tremendous influence in the echelons.”

“She does?” Noah’s eyes widened.

“Oh, yes,” Kael said. “Well-connected, she picks whoever she wants to enslave.”

“How’d you get here?” Noah asked, mop forgotten in his hands.

Kael’s gaze grew distant. “Passed the certification process, then was brought straight here. Don’t know why—she just wanted someone to lick her pussy every time she urinates. Better than automatic toilets.”

Noah nodded, dazed. “Makes sense, makes sense.”

Crawling through the house on all fours, Noah scrubbed, the “Domestic Chores” plate dangling from his neck, a humiliating weight. In the kitchen, he glimpsed the cook, his “Cook Slave” plate swaying as he stirred a pot, eyes downcast. Outside, through a window, Noah waved to the gardener, his “Gardener Slave” plate glinting in the sun, forbidden from entering, toiling from 5 a.m. to 9 p.m. in the sprawling gardens, his body bowed under the weight of his demeaning role.

11:30 a.m.

A car door slammed outside, the sharp crack piercing the stillness of Grace Kade’s Crimson Crest manor. Noah froze, mop in hand, as the rhythmic click of heels ascended the stone walkway, each step a herald of authority. The heavy oak door groaned open, and Mathew, the withered door slave, dropped prone, lips pressed to the cream-toned, pointed heels of Judge Grace Kade, his “Door Slave” plate clinking against the marble.

Grace stood at the threshold, lifting her oversized sunglasses to reveal steely gray eyes, a vision of aloof entitlement. Her blush-pink coat draped her shoulders like a mantle of supremacy, waterfall lapels framing a fitted white sweater and high-waisted pants that clung to her lithe form with tailored precision. A loose ponytail softened her sharp beauty, yet sharpened her menace, a paradox of elegance and cruelty, her French-manicured fingers clutching a folded dossier and a sleek data tablet, her faint, smug smile a silent edict of power.

“Noah,” she called, her voice a velvet lash, eyes fixed ahead.

“Yes, Your Honor,” Noah stammered, voice quavering as he shuffled forward, heart hammering, awestruck and terrified by her towering presence, her heels elevating her above his hunched frame.

“Come here,” she commanded, head held high, tone icy. Noah obeyed, knees trembling, as she seized his ear with a manicured grip, twisting it with delicate cruelty, reducing him to a chastened boy.

Grace’s gaze remained distant, her posture unyielding. “I believe we have unfinished business,” she said, voice dripping with entitlement. Still pinching Noah’s ear, she turned to Mathew, her trusted door slave, rigid at attention. “Store this one,” she ordered, her words a cold decree.

Mathew nodded, eyes downcast, as Grace released Noah’s ear and strode forward, her heels clicking in a rhythm of absolute dominion. “Come,” Mathew said gruffly to Noah, his voice low but firm, urging him to follow as Grace’s elegant cruelty lingered in the air, a chain tighter than any shackle.

20 minutes later–Grace’s home basement

The basement of Grace Kade’s Crimson Crest manor loomed as a cavern of despair, its air damp and sour, thick with the stench of rust and mold. Rusted pipes coiled across the low ceiling, leaking steadily, each drip a relentless echo in the gloom. Dim bulbs flickered, casting jagged shadows over cracked concrete walls stained with grime and hopelessness. Noah crouched in a tiny cage, knees jammed against his chest, cold iron bars biting his skin, the “Domestic Chores” plate swinging from his neck like a mocking brand.

Three small cages lined one wall, each trapping a naked man, their eyes wild with terror, bodies twisted in the cramped confines, muscles spasming with cramps. Their desperate gazes darted, yearning for escape from impending punishment. Larger cages stood opposite, fitted with thin cots and filthy toilets—prisons for men labeled “Useless,” their neck plates glinting with the damning word, some naked, others in rags, their faces etched with resignation to eternal captivity.

A pillory squatted in the corner, its wooden frame imprisoning a naked man, his body sagging, skin chafed raw from a day’s exposure. His shallow breaths rasped, a grim testament to Grace’s caprice. Noah shifted, his back throbbing, and muttered, “What did she mean by ‘unfinished business’?”

Brody, sprawled in a “Useless” cage, his plate dangling, snorted. “You’ve asked that ten times,” he drawled, voice thick with weary mockery. “Gonna switch questions, or just a broken record?”

Noah’s eyes flashed, his voice a low growl. “Shut up, or I’ll break your neck the first chance I get.”

The man in the pillory, his naked body sagging against the wooden frame, rasped, “No need for that spirit, brother. Nobody can answer your question.” His voice carried a weary calm. “Think if you left business open with her. If not, you’ll soon find out.”

Noah shivered, his caged limbs aching. “Why are you here?” he asked, voice taut.

“I raised my gaze too high when she passed,” the man said, his tone heavy with regret, his sagging body a testament to Grace’s unforgiving wrath. “In her house, we’re permitted only her feet—nothing higher.”

Noah’s breath caught, a surge of dread entwined with a shocking, illicit arousal that coursed through his caged frame, the stark rule of Grace’s manor—that males dare not lift their eyes above her exquisite feet—stoking a humiliating thrill in his submissive core. The thought of such dehumanizing constraint, reducing him to a creature bound to worship her soles, ignited a shameful pulse in his cock, despite the terror pooling in his gut at the consequences of defiance. “So you’re waiting for punishment?” he asked, voice quivering, his awe at this degrading edict of Grace’s household clashing with his fear of her merciless retribution.

The man shook his head, his voice faint. “She already striped my ass, then left me here, forgotten. I’m her Foot Servant. She’ll remember soon.”

“What’s a Foot Servant do?” Noah pressed, his curiosity tinged with fear.

“The usual,” the man said, shrugging faintly, his voice laced with weary submission. “Suck her toes, clean dirt from her feet, massage her arches, polish her boots to a mirror shine, and give her pedicures, shaping her nails with trembling care. It’s an honor, but she punishes every slight infraction.” His eyes dulled with regret, the weight of his “Foot Servant” plate a humiliating brand. “I curse myself for looking up—so stupid, when her feet are all we’re permitted in this house.” The degrading role, a perverse privilege under Grace’s cruel dominion, sent a shiver of arousal through Noah, the thought of such intimate servitude to her divine soles both thrilling and shaming in its exquisite debasement.

The talk lingered, a low hum of shared despair, until Mathew’s boots thudded down the stairs, a jangle of keys echoing in the gloom. Brody chuckled. “Ooh, our doorman.”

Mathew, his “Door Slave” plate glinting, unlocked Noah’s cage with a large, rusted key. “Madam summons you,” he said, his face stern but composed.

The pillory man grinned, his voice mocking. “Soon you’ll know why, soon.”

Noah struggled to stand, his cramped limbs creaking, joints screaming from the cage’s confines. “She… asked for me?” he stammered, heart pounding.

Noah trailed Mathew up the creaking basement stairs, his chains gone but his “Domestic Chores” plate swaying, a humiliating weight against his chest. The air grew warmer, scented with jasmine and leather, as they entered Grace Kade’s living room, a palace of decadence that stole Noah’s breath. Plush velvet drapes in deep emerald framed towering windows, sunlight glinting off gilded chandeliers that dripped crystal like frozen tears. Mahogany floors gleamed beneath a sprawling ivory rug, its intricate patterns a stark contrast to the basement’s grime, while marble statues of stern matriarchs loomed in corners, their eyes cold and judging.

Grace sprawled across a tufted leather sofa, her fitted white sweater and high-waisted pants clinging to her lithe form, her blush-pink coat discarded in a careless heap on the floor beside her cream-toned heels. Her bare feet rested in the hands of a kneeling man, his “Foot Slave” plate glinting as he kneaded her arches with practiced devotion, his strong fingers eliciting soft hums from her lips. Her loose ponytail splayed across the cushions, her eyes closed, face serene yet commanding, an empress at ease in her dominion.

Mathew stood before her, his “Door Slave” plate still, voice deferential. “Ma’am, you summoned Noah.”

Grace ignored him, her voice languid, eyes still shut. “Where’s Elijah?”

“At the pillory, Your Honor,” Mathew replied, posture rigid.

Noah’s heart thundered, his trembling intensifying as thoughts raced: God, she’s just decreed his fate, hasn’t she? Without even opening her eyes, on a whim because she found a better Foot Slave, she’s cast Elijah to a cell for life, branded “Useless” for all women to mock with that humiliating plate. The sheer power of Grace’s command, her ability to rename and discard a man with such indifferent elegance, sent a shock of erotic awe through him, his cock pressing relentlessly against his trousers, a shameful pulse of arousal clashing with the violent tremors of fear at her merciless caprice.

“Yes, Your Honor, at once,” Mathew said, turning to leave, his “Door Slave” plate glinting, oblivious to the storm of dread and desire consuming Noah as he stood, transfixed by Grace’s divine, unyielding authority.

“Just a reminder, ma’am,” Mathew added, voice steady, “Noah’s here before you.”

Without opening her eyes, Grace murmured, “Oh, tie him to the St. Andrew’s Cross, thanks.” Her voice shifted, purring to the Foot Slave. “Yes, press that spot—hu, humm, yes. Such strong arms you have.”

Mathew guided Noah to the St. Andrew’s Cross, a polished oak frame in the room’s corner, its leather cuffs gleaming. Noah’s wrists and ankles were secured, the restraints biting his skin, but his gaze locked on Grace, her nonchalance a mesmerizing spell. She lounged, pampered by her new Foot Slave, while Elijah, once trusted, was condemned to indefinite captivity for the whim of a better massage.

15 Minutes Later

Grace stirred on the tufted leather sofa, her eyes fluttering open to fix on her new Foot Slave, a rare, warm smile curving her lips. Noah, bound to the St. Andrew’s Cross, felt a pang of envy, his heart twisting at the favor bestowed on another. “That was a proper foot massage,” she purred, her voice velvet. “Go to my shoe room—Mathew will guide you. Lick twenty pairs clean, then summon me to inspect.” With a nonchalant flick of her hand, she dismissed him, stretching languidly, her white sweater and high-waisted pants accentuating her lithe form.

Noah’s nerves tightened as Grace’s gaze shifted, landing on him like a predator’s. She slipped into her cream-toned, pointed heels, her discarded blush-pink coat a careless heap on the ivory rug, and glided toward him, each step a clicking claim of dominion. His pulse hammered, his body helpless in its leather cuffs, prayers to an indifferent god his only refuge.

She stopped before him, her steely gray eyes piercing, her presence towering despite his height. Her French-manicured fingers brushed his orange jumpsuit, tracing its coarse fabric. “Enjoying your three-year sentence in Iron Veil Penitentiary?” she asked, her tone a mocking caress, sharp with sadistic amusement, knowing her corrupt decree let her summon him to torment.

Noah’s throat tightened, fear choking his voice as he thought, How should one answer such a question? Call it hell, and she’ll be enraged; say it’s good, and she’ll know I’m lying—better to stay silent. His gaze remained fixed on the marble floor, unable to meet her piercing eyes, his silence a desperate shield.

Grace commanded, her voice an icy lash slicing the perfumed air, “Look at me when I speak.” Noah obeyed, lifting his gaze, struck breathless by her divine beauty—steely gray eyes blazing with predatory fire, porcelain skin aglow under delicate lashes, faint lines of severity etching a seductive allure, her parted lips a whispered vow of torment and pleasure, masking a sadistic heart that kindled his shameful desire. “Why did you flirt with my daughter?” she purred, her low accusation a venomous coil around his heart. Noah’s mind erupted in panic, thoughts spiraling—he hadn’t flirted with Lyra, yet contradicting Grace was a death sentence, her wrath a guillotine poised to fall. He stayed silent, his breath shallow, dread surging like wildfire, unable to meet her piercing stare. She tilted her head, eyes narrowing, a wicked smirk curling her lips. “No answer?” she murmured, her tone cold as frost. “I have ways to extract answers, you know.”

Grace turned, her cream-toned heels clicking sharply across the marble as she moved to the wall, her movements leisurely yet menacing. With reverent care, she lifted a katana from its mount, drawing the blade from its lacquered saya, its polished steel glinting under the chandelier’s light, a 70 cm arc of ancient, lethal artistry.

She strolled back, stopping inches from Noah, her jasmine scent enveloping him, a moment of intimacy laced with menace. His heart pounded, loud enough to betray him, as her proximity stirred a shameful arousal. The katana’s edge hovered near his jumpsuit, its sharpness a silent promise of her unyielding power.

Grace stood inches from Noah, her cream-toned heels clicking softly as she turned, her jasmine scent lingering like a dangerous promise. Her movements were deliberate, a slow dance of menace, as she glided to the wall where the katana rested, its lacquered saya gleaming under the chandelier’s crystal glow. Her French-manicured fingers traced the ornate tsuba, caressing the etched dragon coiled around a chrysanthemum, its scales a testament to ancient artistry. “This is a samurai sword,” she said, her voice low and reverent, as if speaking to a sacred relic. “The dragon symbolizes power, protection, and the untamed spirit of the warrior. My grandmother obtained it in 1998, during a pilgrimage to Kyoto, from a descendant of a Sengoku-era swordsmith. She traded a priceless jade heirloom for it, believing its spirit would guard our lineage.” Her fingers lingered, worshipping the ornament, her eyes distant, lost in the blade’s history, as if Noah’s trembling form was momentarily forgotten.

With a delicate grip, she drew the katana from its saya, the 70 cm blade singing faintly as it emerged, its polished steel catching the light in a wicked arc. “I’m almost afraid to touch it,” she confessed, her tone shifting to a scholarly cadence, as if lecturing a student rather than a bound prisoner. “In 2017, I brushed its edge, just a caress, and it sliced my palm clean—blood poured like a river, and I was rushed to the ENE hospital. So sharp, it cuts without intent.” She stepped closer, her heels clicking, her face serious yet serene, reciting facts with an educator’s precision. “Crafted in 1542 by Muramasa, known for blades so fierce they were said to thirst for blood, this katana was tested on condemned samurai, severing heads in a single stroke.” Her proximity enveloped Noah, her breath warm, her demeanor devoid of malice, as if sharing a secret rather than wielding a weapon of death.

She raised the katana, its edge grazing Noah’s orange jumpsuit, tracing a slow, deliberate line across his chest, a sliver of fabric fluttering to the marble with surgical precision. “See how sharp it is,” she murmured, her voice a velvet taunt, as she drew another line, then another, each cut methodical, peeling away strips like flaying skin. Piece by piece, with relentless precision, she shredded the uniform until not a single thread remained, leaving Noah utterly naked, his trembling flesh exposed, his erection stark under her gaze. Her French-manicured hand drifted to his hard cock, gripping it lightly, her eyes glinting with dark amusement. “I’d never graze this with my sword,” she said, her tone mocking yet gentle, “it’d slice it clean off, and I’m being so careful with you, Noah.” The katana hovered near his throat, its cold edge a whisper against his skin, as she paused, voice rasping with sudden fury. “I swore to God never to use this sword unless my life or family were at risk. Your behavior threatens my daughter.” Her eyes blazed. “How dare you flirt with Lyra? She could be your granddaughter in some cultures—how dare you?”

Her fingers grazed his neck, the katana’s edge a heartbeat from slicing, her rage a storm barely contained. “Anger’s overtaking me,” she said, her voice softening, almost regretful. “I’d better sheathe it before I harm you without proof you’re a filthy old man.” She stepped back, her heels clicking as she returned the katana to its saya, mounting it on the wall with care. “I can explain,” Noah pleaded, his voice shaking, his hard cock a humiliating confession amidst his fear of death. “You will explain,” she said coolly, “after my shower.” She turned, ascending to the second floor, her silhouette a vision of untouchable power. The Toilet Slave scrambled, rushing to her bathroom, poised for her ritual urination, knowing she despised peeing unattended.

Noah’s gaze followed her, his heart a frantic drum. He lifted his eyes to the heavens, whispering, Dear God, I’m ready to die. You know I didn’t pursue Lyra—her kindness was all it was. If Grace believes me, I thank You; if she doesn’t, and I perish, let it be for her. I’d give my life to make her happy. His mind raced, desperate to convey the truth. I didn’t choose to love her—it was her radiance, her cruelty, her grace that bound me. How do I persuade her? Bound to the St. Andrew’s Cross, naked and trembling, Noah’s soul laid bare, his fate hinged on a goddess whose mercy was as sharp as her blade.

At 2:00 p.m.

At 2:00 p.m., Noah, bound to the St. Andrew’s Cross in Grace Kade’s opulent living room, had spent nearly an hour in frantic reverie, his mind a storm of pleas and strategies to escape the perilous accusation of flirting with Lyra, each thought a desperate bid to emerge unscathed. The sudden, sharp click of heels on marble snapped him from his torment, and the vision that emerged stole his breath, his body betraying him with a surge of arousal. Grace Kade glided into the room, freshly showered, her damp blonde hair clinging in glossy tendrils to her sculpted cheekbones, each strand catching the chandelier’s light as she combed through it with languid, entitled strokes, her movements a private ritual of supremacy. Her bare shoulders shimmered, skin warm and flawless, kissed by steam and creamy with meticulous care, radiating a vitality that commanded worship.

She wore a leopard-print slip dress, a daring, skin-tight whisper of silk that molded to her statuesque form, its wild pattern accentuating every curve—the swell of her breasts beneath delicate straps, the sinuous line of her hips—designed not to conceal but to proclaim her dominion. The dress, short and provocative, was a statement of feminine allure, its feral print a mirror to her untamed power, catching Noah’s fleeting glance like a spark to kindling. A single gold pendant danced at her throat, swaying with her measured stride, glinting in rhythm with her body’s hypnotic sway. Her scent wafted toward him, an intoxicating blend of neroli and jasmine, sharpened by a dark, expensive undertone, warm from her shower oils, enveloping the room like a verdict.

Her legs, long and devastating, gleamed as if carved from marble, toned and smooth from relentless care, each step a declaration of control. They were not mere limbs but weapons—creamy, powerful, crafted to pin gazes, to reduce men to trembling reverence. Her black stiletto heels, dangerously high, curved her feet into arched perfection, the glossy finish flashing with each step, her French-manicured toes peeking from open toes like a calculated tease. She didn’t walk; she strode, transforming the living room into her courtroom, each click of her heels a gavel’s fall.

To Noah’s astonishment, Grace didn’t approach him. Instead, she sank onto the tufted leather sofa, her leopard-clad form sprawling with effortless seduction, one leg crossing slowly over the other, the motion a deliberate snare for any daring glance. Noah averted his eyes, knowing the peril of staring, yet her presence seared his senses—mind-boggling, the epitome of feminine allure, a goddess whose every gesture radiated unassailable power. His heart pounded, torn between fear and forbidden desire, her indifference a sharper blade than any katana, slicing through his resolve as he stood, naked and bound, awaiting her next decree.

Grace’s sultry voice sliced through the air, a purr in languid French: “Luis, viens ici” [Luis, come here]. Noah, ignorant of the language, sensed only the seductive invitation in her tone, his bound body tensing on the St. Andrew’s Cross as he braced for an unknown presence. To his abject horror, a massive leopard stalked into view, its sleek coat a leopard print mirror of Grace’s slip dress, the matched patterns a chilling testament to her dominion over beast and man alike. Its amber eyes glinted, muscles rippling as it padded past, claws clicking softly on the marble, heading toward Grace with a predator’s grace that made Noah’s heart seize.

She cooed, her voice dripping with maternal allure: “Luis, viens, viens à maman” [Luis, come, come to mommy]. But the leopard, unlike her trembling slaves, defied her call, its head swiveling toward Noah’s exposed form. Noah froze, instinct urging him to play dead, his breath shallow, sweat beading on his naked skin. The beast prowled closer, undeterred, and Noah’s composure shattered. “He’s coming for me! Please, someone, help!” he screamed, voice cracking with raw terror.

From the sofa, Grace’s laughter rang out, a silvery cascade of amusement. “Silly boy, he’s harmless,” she called, rolling with mirth. “Luis is my sweet pet—he won’t hurt you.” Her words did nothing to quell Noah’s panic as he thrashed against the leather cuffs, the Cross creaking under his desperate struggles, his pleas lost in the opulent room’s vastness.

The leopard prowled to the St. Andrew’s Cross, its massive frame coiling with predatory intent, each step a silent promise of violence. Its amber eyes glinted, unblinking, as its sensitive nose twitched, then lowered, sniffing Noah’s genitals with a guttural, bone-chilling growl that vibrated through the marble floor. “AAAAAHHHH!” Noah screamed, a piercing, guttural wail, terror seizing every nerve as the beast’s jaws, bristling with razor-sharp teeth, hovered a mere inch from his cock, close enough for its hot, rancid breath to sear his skin, its fangs poised to rip his flesh to shreds in a heartbeat. Grace’s laughter rang out, a teasing lilt, “Luis, Luis, ce n’est pas gentil, viens ici, viens à maman” [Luis, Luis, that’s not nice, come here, come to mommy], but the leopard’s focus remained locked, its lethal jaws unmoved by her calls or Noah’s desperate shrieks, a primal force indifferent to all but the trembling prey before it, threatening to tear Noah’s manhood apart with one savage snap.

Grace rose from the sofa, her leopard-print slip dress shimmering as she moved with slow, seductive purpose, her stiletto heels clicking a hypnotic rhythm on the marble. “Luis, Luis, pas gentil,” [Luis, Luis, not nice] she laughed, her voice a sultry cascade, amusement dancing in her steely gray eyes. She glided toward Noah, bound and trembling on the St. Andrew’s Cross, and crouched beside the leopard, her arms enveloping its muscled frame in a tender embrace, her damp blonde hair brushing its leopard-spotted coat. “This is a cock,” she explained to the beast, her French-manicured fingers grazing Noah’s erect cock with casual audacity, her touch igniting a shameful pulse of desire in him despite his terror. “Not allowed to bite,” she chided, her tone soft and pedagogical, as if instructing a wayward child, her face inches from the leopard’s gleaming jaws.

She fastened a heavy silver chain around Luis’s neck, its links glinting like liquid moonlight, and tugged it gently, holding the animal close. Rising, she fixed Noah with a radiant smile, her beauty a disarming weapon, eyes alight with a warmth that belied her cruelty. “Well? What do you say?” she asked, her voice teasing, expectant. Noah’s heart thundered, his mind a whirlwind of fear and confusion, barely grasping her words. “What… who… the animal?” he stammered, voice quaking, sweat beading on his naked skin.

“Yes, such a beautiful creature, don’t you think, darling?” Grace purred, her smile widening, a goddess toying with her prey. Noah swallowed hard, his pulse a furious drum. “Yes, Your Honor,” he whispered, voice barely audible, his body betraying him under her gaze. She nodded, satisfied, and strolled to the porch, her hips swaying with effortless allure. Opening the glass doors, she released the leopard. “Va jouer,” [Go play], she cooed, watching it bound into the gardens.

Grace’s heels clicked like a predator’s claws as she sauntered back to Noah, her leopard-print slip dress shimmering under the chandelier’s glow, a vision of untamed power that seared itself into his soul. “Where were we, my little captive?” she asked, her voice a velvet snare, eyes narrowing with feigned recollection, each syllable dripping with honeyed menace. “Ah… my daughter.” Her tone turned razor sharp, a blade unsheathed, slicing through the air as she stopped before him, the promise of her wrath a suffocating veil, poised to unravel him in her merciless interrogation.

Her hand snaked around his neck, fingers wrapping with possessive intent, pulling him closer until her lips hovered a heartbeat from his, her jasmine and neroli scent flooding his senses, an intoxicating haze that blurred the line between dread and desire. She leaned into him, her body a sinuous curve against the St. Andrew’s Cross, her closeness a mockery of intimacy, as if making love in the crucible of his torment. “My daughter said you had an erection in her presence,” she whispered, her breath warm against his mouth, voice a seductive venom. “Is that true?”

Noah’s senses reeled, overwhelmed by her radiant femininity—her leopard-clad curves, the damp tendrils of her hair brushing her shoulders, the sheer eroticism of her presence. His mind scrambled, torn between fear and the primal urge to surrender, but as he faltered, her lips grazed his cheek, a tender kiss that burned like fire. “Admit it, Noah,” she purred, her voice a silken trap. “You were hard in her room, weren’t you?” Trembling, Noah’s voice cracked, “Yes… a little, but it wasn’t—” Her finger pressed to his lips, silencing him, soft yet unyielding.

“An unsupervised erection,” she declared, her lips brushing his cheek, a whisper of seduction laced with accusation. “Do you know what that is? An erection without Mommy’s supervision.” Her eyes gleamed, predatory and amused, as she leaned closer, her breath a caress. “Wouldn’t you admit that?” Noah nodded, his voice a faint, “Yes…” his body betraying him under her spell, heart pounding with the weight of her words.

“You were ogling my daughter, weren’t you?” she asked, her voice a seductive murmur, each word a lure drawing him toward confession. Noah’s blood ran cold, recognizing her game—her allure a gilded trap to extract an admission, paving the way for a punishment that would eclipse all others for daring to taint Lyra. But the truth clawed at him, and he forced the words out, voice quaking. “The… erection wasn’t because of your daughter.”

Grace’s hand tightened on his neck, her other palm cupping his right cheek, her tongue flicking across his left, tasting him like prey savored before the kill. “Oh, that makes sense,” she mocked, her voice dripping with false reason, repeating his words with theatrical incredulity. “You were utterly hard in my daughter’s room, and it wasn’t because of her.” Her eyes danced with cruel amusement, her leopard dress a second skin that amplified her untouchable power, as she held him captive in her seductive embrace, poised to unravel his defense with devastating precision.

Grace’s grip on Noah’s neck tightened, her leopard-print dress a wild cascade of power as she leaned closer, her lips grazing his cheek, her jasmine scent a heady fog that drowned his senses. “Let me get this straight,” she murmured, her voice a silken blade, fingers enveloping his face with possessive intimacy, “you were holding Lyra’s panties, inhaling their scent, and that’s what made you hard?” Noah’s heart lurched, shame flooding him like a tidal wave, his secret—a sacred, solitary act—ripped into the open by her relentless seduction. “Yes,” he whispered, voice trembling, face burning crimson, “but it was just once… to check if they were clean.” His words faltered, a feeble shield against the truth, his mind screaming to bury the confession, to stop her from peeling back the layers of his hidden cross-dressing, a private ritual he’d never dared voice, now exposed under her merciless gaze.

The shame was a visceral wound, a primal humiliation that clawed at his core, as if his soul had been stripped naked alongside his body on the St. Andrew’s Cross. He’d always justified it—everyone indulges in secret, don’t they?—yet the guilt of sniffing Lyra’s clothes, inhaling their delicate musk, felt more degrading than any public vice, a solitary thrill now twisted into a public disgrace. The fear of Grace knowing, of her telling the world—his owner, his peers, Sovrana’s cruel society—choked him, a terror so raw it mingled with an erotic pulse, his erection throbbing despite the dread. Her calm, unshaken dominance, exuding self-control, only heightened his alarm, her beauty a cruel mirror to his vulnerability, stirring a shameful arousal that made him want to flee and surrender in equal measure.

Grace’s hand slid to his groin, fingers brushing his hardness with calculated tenderness, her eyes glinting with knowing amusement. “And that’s all?” she asked, her voice a velvet taunt, probing deeper. Noah’s resolve crumbled, his body shaking as he admitted, “There was… a satin camisole, too.” His voice quaked, the words a betrayal of his buried secret, the camisole’s soft allure a forbidden ecstasy he’d caressed in Lyra’s room. “Yes, of course there was,” Grace cooed, her tone almost conspiratorial, as if she shared his shame. “It was there for you, poor thing.” Her hand lingered, stroking gently, her dominance a velvet cage. “Mommy knows all about this,” she purred, her lips curling into a smile that promised both absolution and ruin. “Mommy’s so relieved it wasn’t my daughter. It was just because you’re a—” She paused, waiting for him to finish, her eyes boring into his soul, but Noah’s throat seized, unable to voice the truth, his cross-dressing shame a chasm he couldn’t cross, even as her seductive power threatened to pull it from him forever.

Grace’s gaze burned with predatory triumph, her leopard-print dress a feral cascade as she pressed closer, her hand stroking Noah’s cock with a delicate, erotic mastery that unraveled his defenses. “A panty sniffer, is it?” he mumbled, a nervous chuckle faltering under her scrutiny, a desperate bid to lessen his shame. But her voice cut through, relentless and silken. “Oh, no, darling, you know your truth. What are you, truly?” Her touch was a velvet vice, each caress igniting his mortifying arousal, her intoxicating presence a storm that drowned his resistance.

“Sometimes… I cross-dress, but it’s not—” Noah stammered, voice quaking, the confession a raw wound laid bare. “Hush,” she whispered, her breath a searing caress against his ear, “you’re a cross-dresser.” The declaration wove an electrifying bond between them, a moment of raw, erotic intimacy that stripped him to his core. “Say it,” she urged, her voice a sultry command, unyielding as steel.

Noah’s tears erupted, sobs shaking his naked frame on the St. Andrew’s Cross, his shame a scorching brand across his soul. “Hush now,” Grace soothed, her tone softening as she unfastened his bonds, leather cuffs falling with a muted thud. “Mommy understands these desires,” she murmured, enveloping him in her arms, her jasmine scent a heady shroud. “Shall I share a secret? I own a white satin camisole with delicate pink trim, just like Lyra’s—hers was mine, the one you cherished.”

“I didn’t… sniff it,” Noah protested faintly, his face aflame with humiliation. “No need for shyness,” she cooed, drawing him into her embrace, her warmth a commanding sanctuary. “The way you cradled those fertilizer sacks told me you’re no true man, my dear.” Her words reshaped his identity, a cruel alchemy that left him reeling.

“Not a man?” Noah echoed, voice trembling, seeking her verdict, his mind lost in a haze of arousal and disgrace. “Not at all,” she affirmed, her tone tender yet absolute, a goddess redefining his existence. “Come, shall Mommy show you her satin camisole? My bedroom holds treasures for you.” Noah stood, hands dangling, utterly bare, quivering under her gaze, his erection a stark confession of his unraveling, reduced to a cross-dresser in her merciless light.

“Follow me,” she beckoned, her voice a velvet lure, seizing his hand without awaiting consent. She ascended the marble stairs to the second floor, her stiletto heels striking a regal rhythm. The Toilet Slave scurried past, bowing low, hastening to her bathroom for her ritual, but Grace’s eyes remained fixed on Noah, her power an unbroken chain. He trailed her, ensnared by her dominance, his shame and arousal a turbulent sea, stepping into her bedroom’s sanctum where her will would mold him anew.

Grace led Noah into her bedroom, releasing his hand as she crossed the threshold, her leopard-print dress swaying with each step, the curve of her ass a hypnotic, erotic silhouette that seared itself into his senses. The room unfolded as a sanctuary of decadent femininity, its soft pink and cream hues a tender caress, silk drapes flowing like molten starlight around a four-poster bed heaped with velvet cushions and lace-trimmed throws. A vanity sparkled with crystal perfume vials, their heady mix of jasmine, fabric softener, and raw power drenching the air, while a rosewood wardrobe loomed, its carved doors guarding secrets of allure. Beside the entrance, a cane hung, its polished handle catching the chandelier’s gleam, a silent vow of Grace’s unyielding dominion. Every detail—ivory rugs, gilded mirrors, a fur-draped chaise lounge—wove a spell of seduction and control, a temple to her sovereign beauty.

Noah stood naked, his erection pulsing, pre-cum glistening as he watched Grace glide deeper into the room, her curves a siren’s song, her ass so enticingly rounded, each sway a masterpiece of erotic precision. Helpless, he quivered, his hardness a humiliating confession, her beauty and power reducing him to a shadow in her thrall. “It’s a blessing you’re not a man,” she said, her voice a sultry murmur, her back to him as she unclasped her leopard dress, the fabric loosening to reveal the smooth arc of her shoulders. “I’m severe with males—their urges demand restraint.” Glancing over her shoulder, she beckoned, “Come, help with my zipper.”

With trembling hands, Noah approached, his fingers fumbling as he lowered the zipper, unveiling the seductive expanse of her back, its creamy curve a forbidden canvas, her nape an untouchable shrine he yearned to kiss but dared not. She let the dress fall, stepping out to stand in only her black stilettos, her breasts bare, full and unashamed, her nudity a divine revelation that left Noah spellbound, his cock oozing, heart shuddering with the gift of her softer side, shown only because she’d deemed him no man. “Since you’re not a man,” she purred, still facing away, “I can strip bare, knowing you’re just a girl.”

Grace sauntered to her rosewood wardrobe, her ass a ripe, perfect crescent, gloriously bare, swaying with a brazen confidence that stunned Noah into silence, his gaze riveted on her perfection. She opened the wardrobe, a cascade of silks and satins spilling forth, and turned to face him, holding two camisoles like trophies flanking her seductive, naked form. In her right hand, a white satin camisole with scalloped pink lace trim, its sheen a haunting echo of Lyra’s, pulsed with forbidden allure. In her left, a blush pink silk camisole, adorned with delicate pearl beading along the hem and straps, its iridescent glow whispering of opulence and submission. Her flawless body, framed by these delicate garments, radiated untouchable power, her smile a blend of tenderness and command, poised to draw Noah deeper into her exquisite, dominating world.

Noah’s gaze flickered between the camisoles and Grace’s radiant, naked curves, a siren’s call that stoked his aching arousal, yet he steeled himself to play her game, to comply with her redefinition of his identity. If relinquishing his manhood spared him her wrath, so be it—he’d embrace the role to survive. “Which one do you prefer me to wear, my little girl?” Grace asked, her voice a teasing purr, a white satin camisole featuring delicate pink lace trim, and the blush pink silk camisole with pearl beading, her smile both tender and commanding. With a trembling hand, Noah pointed to the white camisole, its delicate lace a searing echo of his secret shame, his choice a surrender to her script.

“Slide it on me, darling,” she said, lifting her arms high, her bare breasts rising, her body an altar of seduction. Noah stepped closer, his nakedness a stark contrast to her poised elegance, his fingers quaking as he gathered the satin, its cool, slippery texture a forbidden thrill against his skin. He raised the camisole over her head, the fabric whispering as it glided down her shoulders, grazing her breasts with a soft caress, the pink lace settling against her curves like a lover’s touch. The act was unbearably erotic, each brush of satin amplifying his arousal, his cock throbbing as he dressed her, a servant to her divine femininity, her jasmine scent enveloping him in a haze of desire and submission.

The white satin top with scalloped pink lace trim clinging to her curves, its delicate fabric a tantalizing veil over her flawless form, her smile a knowing glint of amusement that pierced Noah’s core. “Do you like it?” she asked, her voice a sultry murmur, eyes sparkling with erotic command. Noah stood astounded, his throat dry, words dissolving under the weight of her radiant presence, her beauty a storm that left him speechless. “Come, touch it,” she coaxed, stepping close, the intimacy of her jasmine-scented warmth overwhelming, her leopard-clad aura an electric charge that set his naked skin aflame.

“Touch,” she urged, her voice a velvet command, guiding his trembling hand to the satin covering her breasts. Noah’s fingers grazed the material, its cool, slippery softness a forbidden thrill, the warmth of her body beneath igniting a pulse of desire that made his cock throb. “How does it feel?” she asked, her tone teasing, her gaze locking onto his, daring him to confess. “It’s… exquisite,” he rasped, voice hoarse, barely audible, his heart hammering as she smiled, satisfied.

“Now touch my breasts,” she ordered, slipping his hand beneath the camisole, her skin a ripe, silken expanse that stole his breath. Noah’s breathing faltered, the lush fullness of her breasts overwhelming, their warmth and weight a revelation that made his knees buckle. “Mold my nipple,” she instructed, guiding his fingers to the taut peak, her voice a seductive whisper. As he complied, the sensation—soft yet firm, electric under his touch—sent a dizzying wave through him, his vision blurring as if on the edge of fainting. “This is… divine,” he whispered, the words spilling out, feeble against the tide of his awe.

Grace laughed, a soft, mocking chime. “Such a predictable answer,” she said, her face alight with wicked glee. “You prefer the satin, don’t you? That’s what I adore about you.” Her eyes danced, her voice dropping to a conspiratorial purr. “A real man would’ve collapsed just touching my nipple.” Noah stayed silent, fear sealing his lips, desperate to protest his manhood but paralyzed by the terror of her wrath, his erection a humiliating betrayal of her game.

“And now, you’ll wear this,” Grace declared, holding the blush pink silk camisole with delicate pearl beading, its iridescent fabric glinting like a soft, humiliating edict. Noah’s voice cracked, hoarse with conflict. “Please, I’d rather not,” he managed, “I’m not truly a cross-dresser, Your Honor, it’s a mistake.” Grace’s laugh was a gentle dismissal, her tone warm yet unyielding. “My sweet girl, you are,” she insisted, her words a velvet chain. “That’s why you’re here, in my sacred bedroom.”

“I’m a man—look, I’m erect beyond reason,” Noah cried, tears stinging his eyes, his cock a throbbing testament to his torment. “Beyond reason?” Grace purred, closing the distance until her face was a breath from his, her hand seizing his cock with a delicate, commanding grip, her breath hot against his lips. “You’re hard because you yearn for me to fuck you, don’t you?” Her confidence was a towering fortress, aloof and unshakable, her stilettoed presence a goddess’s edict, binding him to her will.

“Yes, Your Honor,” Noah replied meekly, his voice a whisper of surrender, overwhelmed by her power. “Oh, you certainly do,” she said, her smile wicked. “Hands up!” she commanded, seizing the crimson silk camisole. She slid it over his raised arms, the fabric cascading down his body, its gold threading glinting, too short to cover his throbbing cock, leaving it exposed. “Such a misunderstanding, claiming you’re a man who’s never worn women’s clothes,” she laughed, mocking his denial. “Tell that to your jail friends, not to a woman like me, who knows exactly how to handle you.”

Grace stepped back, hands to her mouth, stifling a giggle as she eyed the camisole’s hem, failing to conceal his erection. “You look utterly ridiculous,” she said, her voice a blend of amusement and scorn, her gaze raking over him, a naked man in silk, stripped of masculinity, reduced to her plaything in the rosewood-scented haven of her bedroom.

Grace glided back to her rosewood wardrobe, the white satin camisole with scalloped pink lace trim caressing her curves, and retrieved a pair of pastel pink ankle socks, their smooth, stretchy fabric shimmering with a childish, humiliating charm. Each sock bore a thick band of glossy baby pink satin ruffles, flaring out in layered waves like flamboyant collars, their ceremonial excess designed to infantilize and degrade, catching the chandelier’s light with every sway. Stopping just above the ankle, they left the legs bare, forcing the wearer’s feet into a submissive, inward arch, a hyper-feminine mockery that screamed vulnerability, crafted not for comfort but for the cruel display of forced feminization in Grace’s dominating hands.

She dangled the socks before Noah, her eyes alight with sadistic glee, reveling in his crimson flush, his ears burning with searing shame as he stood naked, his erection a throbbing betrayal. “Perhaps we’ll use one to cover your cock, what say?” she teased, her voice a playful taunt, as she draped a sock over his pulsing shaft, its ruffles brushing his skin in a degrading caress, a grotesque parody of adornment. Noah’s gaze dropped, shock and debasement twisting his features, then flicked up to meet her innocent, wide-eyed expression, as if she genuinely sought his verdict on her perverse jest.

“I… think this isn’t a good solution,” he stammered, voice choked with mortification, his trembling body a canvas of humiliation. Grace’s laugh was a bright, mocking chime, her right hand cradling her left elbow, fingers grazing her chin in feigned thought. “Perhaps it’s not such a grand solution,” she echoed, her tone dripping with mock agreement. “See, that’s what I adore about girls,” she continued, her smile a sharpened blade, “they’re so perceptive, unlike real men who ogle my body. You focus on my attire, which I find utterly vital.”

Her words lashed Noah like a scourge, incinerating his masculinity to ashes as she stood, a goddess in towering stilettos, her leopard-print dress a shimmering mantle of dominance, wielding his shame with the precision of a whip. Here he was, a man gripped by a raging erection, teetering on the precipice of release, his body a maelstrom of desire and disgrace, yet she redefined him as a girl, the pastel pink sock’s ruffles framing his cock in a grotesque, humiliating parody of adornment. His heart thundered, his balance faltering, utterly consumed by her cruel, erotic power in the jasmine-soaked sanctum of her bedroom.

“Ok, ok,” Grace said, her voice a playful lilt, holding the pair of pastel pink ankle socks with their flaring satin ruffles. “Put these on your little feet and show me.” Noah obeyed, his hands trembling as he slipped the smooth, stretchy fabric over his feet, the ruffles flouncing absurdly, their girlish excess forcing his toes into a submissive arch, each movement amplifying his debasement. Raising his head to signal completion, he caught her stifling a laugh, her French-manicured hand hovering near her lips, eyes glinting with wicked delight. “Perfect,” she purred, her tone dripping with mockery, “just perfect.”

Grace clasped Noah’s hands, her French-manicured fingers warm and commanding, lifting him to his feet with a gentle tug, her eyes raking over his humiliating attire—the blush pink silk camisole with pearl beading, too short to conceal his relentless erection, and the pastel pink ankle socks with their flouncing satin ruffles. “You look absolutely, and I mean absolutely, adorable,” she purred, her voice a velvet caress, tilting her head with a mocking smile that deepened his shame. “But we must do something about that face,” she mused, her gaze sharpening with playful intent. “Come, let me teach you how to apply lipstick.” Helpless, Noah followed, his will dissolved in the jasmine-drenched air of her bedroom, a lamb trailing a lioness to her vanity, its mirrored surface glittering with an arsenal of feminine potions—crystal bottles of perfume, pots of cream, and tubes of color, a shrine to her seductive power.

She sank onto the velvet-cushioned stool, her posture regal despite the camisole’s strap slipping provocatively down her shoulder, the white satin with pink lace trim clinging to her curves like a lover’s whisper. From the vanity, she plucked a sleek tube of lipstick, a deep rose shade that promised sin, and a small, ornate mirror, its filigree frame catching the chandelier’s glow. “Watch closely,” she said, her voice a sultry lesson, glancing at Noah through the mirror’s reflection, her steely gray eyes locking onto his with predatory allure. She uncapped the tube, revealing the creamy pigment, and began her ritual, each movement a masterstroke of erotic artistry.

With deliberate slowness, Grace glided the lipstick across her full, sculpted lips, the rose hue saturating their plush curves, transforming them into a lush, ripe invitation that seemed to pulse with forbidden intent. Her strokes were measured, a painter crafting a masterpiece, each pass deepening the color until her mouth was a beacon of desire, glossy and impossibly sensual. She pressed her lips together, a slow, lingering melding, their pillowy surfaces sealing in a motion so intimate it felt like a private act of seduction, the wet sheen catching the light with devastating potency. Noah’s breath hitched, his cock throbbing, his longing to kiss those luscious lips a desperate ache, her perfect teeth—pearly, even, a dazzling flash—revealed as she parted her lips, teasing an invisible kiss, a pout that taunted his restraint.

“You see, there are two layers,” she explained, her voice a melodic tease, her smile breaking wide, those flawless teeth glinting like a siren’s lure, her laugh a soft, tinkling chime that sent shivers down Noah’s spine. “First, the base color,” she said, reapplying the rose shade, her lips pursing slightly, “to build richness.” She paused, her eyes meeting his in the mirror, her smile radiant, teeth gleaming, a vision that made his heart stutter. “Then, a gloss layer,” she continued, picking up a clear gloss tube, swiping it over her lips, the dewy finish amplifying their plumpness, each word punctuated by the hypnotic play of her mouth. “It seals the allure.” Her demeanor was intoxicatingly erotic, her every gesture a calculated dance, and Noah, helpless and naked, stood transfixed, his arousal a raging fire, yearning to drown in the perfection of her smile, her teeth, her cruel, captivating beauty.

Grace rose from her vanity, her white satin camisole with delicate pink lace trim shimmering as she stepped toward Noah, her face so close her jasmine scent enveloped him, her steely gray eyes locking onto his with a predatory glint. She pursed her lips into a seductive, luscious pout, their rose-hued gloss gleaming like a forbidden fruit, and purred, “See? This is how you kiss.” Her voice was a sultry whisper, her breath hot against his skin. “Here, give me a kiss,” she said, her face hovering a breath away, her perfect teeth flashing in a teasing smile that sent Noah’s heart into a frenzied gallop. Shock seized him—was he dreaming? The supreme judge, whose mere presence terrified countless men, was suggesting a kiss?

Noah leaned forward, trembling, his lips inching toward hers, drawn by the magnetic pull of her beauty, but at the last moment, she turned her face to the right, and his lips brushed her cheek, soft and warm. “Kissing me, eh?” she teased, her laugh a bright, mocking chime, her eyes dancing with cruel amusement. “That’s something you’ll never do, ever. Such privileges are for real men.” She tilted her head, her smile sharpening. “Girls don’t kiss lips, darling—just cheek to cheek.” Demonstrating, she leaned in, her right cheek grazing his left, then her left cheek to his right, and back again, right to left, a ritual of feigned intimacy, her skin silken, her scent dizzying, each touch a calculated taunt.

“Yessss, very good,” Grace laughed, her voice lilting with mockery, her flawless teeth gleaming in a radiant smile that twisted Noah’s shame into a searing knot of arousal. “I can safely send you to our high society parties now.” Her words dripped with scorn, shredding his ego as he stood, a man recast as a little girl in her cruel game. Noah’s heart hammered, a maelstrom of deep, suffocating humiliation engulfing him: God, she’s stripped me to nothing, a girl in her eyes, with her cheek-to-cheek kisses and taunts that only real men kiss lips—there’s nothing I can do to stop this, nothing, and it’s so intensely erotic I’m choking, yearning to collapse prone and suck her divine toes in worship. His cock throbbed relentlessly, a humiliating confession of his craving to be paraded at a girls’ party, feminized for all to mock, the powerlessness fueling a desperate, primal need that left him trembling on the edge of surrender.

“Sit on my chair,” Grace commanded, gesturing to the velvet-cushioned stool, her voice a silken edict that brooked no resistance. Noah obeyed, the blush pink silk camisole and frilly socks a shameful shroud, their delicate fabric a humiliating caress against his skin, stoking his arousal as his cock pulsed beneath the too-short hem. Grace settled onto his lap, facing him, her bare thighs warm and commanding against his, the rose lipstick tube held like a scepter in her French-manicured fingers, her steely gray eyes glinting with predatory intent. “Let me do it for you,” she purred, her voice a velvet snare, as she began applying the creamy pigment to his lips. Noah’s heart hammered, a mannequin under her artistry, his face a canvas she shaped to her feminine whims, each stroke of lipstick rendering him a girl in her image, utterly surrendered to her will. The sensation—her delicate touch, the slick gloss feminizing his features—ignited a shameful, suffocating arousal, his body trembling with the erotic truth that she alone decided how he’d look, a plaything molded by her divine, debasing power.

“Your Highness, please, I’m begging you, I’m not into this,” Noah stammered, voice cracking, his heart pounding with desperation as Grace sat on his lap, her delicate hands pressing against his chest, her gaze piercing. “What do you mean, you’re not into this?” she asked, her tone mockingly serious. Noah fell silent, speechless, his autonomy crumbling under her taunting words—“How do you expect to suck on my huge dildo before I fuck you without lipstick?”—a humiliating command that struck at his core, the image of submitting to her strap-on intensifying his shame, her dominance a velvet cage that stoked his arousal. Yet a deeper terror surged: the fear of his cross-dressing secret, a sacred ritual of locked doors and hidden bras, now exposed to Grace, who could broadcast it to Sovrana’s cruel society, a spark that could ignite his life in ruin, leaving him frozen, his erection a paradox of desire and dread under her relentless, feminizing power.

Grace seemed oblivious to Noah’s inner turmoil, indifferent to the catastrophic ruin his public exposure could unleash, her focus razor-sharp as she leaned forward, her white satin camisole with pink lace trim slipping slightly, revealing more of her flawless skin. Noah’s hands, trembling and hesitant, rested on her exquisite ass cheeks, their ripe, perfect curves a forbidden allure beneath his palms, the soft, fatty folds an erotic paradise he dared not caress, his fingers frozen in reverence and fear of her wrath. Her face, inches from his, was a vision of breathtaking beauty—porcelain skin glowing, severe lines etching a cruel allure, a goddess so divine she’d never deem him a sexual equal, tolerating him in her jasmine-drenched bedroom only because she’d stripped him of manhood, recasting him as a helpless girl. With meticulous artistry, she applied the lipstick, her French-manicured fingers grazing his lips, layering rose pigment with precise strokes, then gloss for a dewy sheen, crafting a pattern she deemed flawless, her serious expression a stark contrast to the chaotic storm of shame, arousal, and terror consuming Noah, his hands still on her ass, the erotic weight of her body on his lap a torturous ecstasy he could neither embrace nor escape.

When Noah could no longer restrain himself, he ventured onto a treacherous path, his voice quaking. “Would it be permitted, Your Highness, to ask a question?” he pleaded, his tone a fragile supplication. Grace, absorbed in painting his lips with rose gloss, murmured, “Hu, humm,” her French-manicured fingers shaping his mouth as a canvas, oblivious that beneath her sat a man, his masculinity buried under her game. She treated him as a mere girl, his blush pink silk camisole and ruffled socks a humiliating shroud, his erection a forgotten relic of the man he once was.

“Look, this... cross-dressing, as you call it,” Noah began, his words halting, voice quaking with the weight of his shame. “It’s haunted me since I was 14, in 2027, when I secretly took my first girlfriend’s panties, draping them over my hard cock, the silky softness a forbidden thrill I couldn’t explain.” His trembling confession laid bare those clandestine moments—locking doors, hiding his euphoria—a shameful ritual he’d sworn to conceal, terrified anyone might discover his need to immerse himself in the feminine allure of women’s clothing, a sensual surrender to their superior essence. “I kept it hidden, desperate to protect my secret,” he whispered, the admission a raw wound under Grace’s merciless gaze.

“Hu, humm,” Grace murmured, her focus unwavering, the gloss wand gliding with precision, her jasmine scent a heady veil over his confession. “Get to the point,” she laughed, her perfect teeth flashing in a radiant smile, her voice a playful whip. “So many men await my judgment in chains, darling, while you spin your drama.” Noah faltered, “Never mind, not important,” but she leaned behind him to the cluttered vanity, retrieving a gleaming plate etched with “Sissy,” her tone sharpening. “No, no, what did you want to say?”

Noah shifted on the velvet stool, her weight on his lap a dizzying anchor, her ass cheeks warm beneath his motionless hands. “Don’t move, I’m finishing the gloss,” she chided, her tone mockingly maternal. He swallowed, voice breaking. “I… fell in love with you, Your Highness. A deep, inescapable love.” Grace’s lips curved, “Aww, how sweet,” she cooed, her focus still on his lips, unperturbed. “But what about this secret cross-dressing?”

“Now that you’ve pulled it from me,” Noah choked, “we both know it, and I’m terrified you’ll tell someone.” His erection faded, anxiety strangling his arousal, the primal fear of exposure—his locked doors, his hidden pantyhose—consuming him. “You could ruin me.” Grace sighed, applying a second layer of gloss. “I won’t shout in the streets that you’re my little girl,” she said, her tone dismissive.

Noah’s voice quavered, “But you’ll tell, and others will spread it…” She continued working, unconcerned. “Well, naturally, as my sissy, you’ll serve at cocktail parties or all-girl nights.” Noah choked, “What do you mean, I’m your…” He couldn’t finish. “Sissy,” she completed, fastening the “Sissy,” plate around his neck, its weight a damning brand. “Here, you’re my Sissy now.”

“But, Your Highness, I don’t want—” he began, voice cracking. “Shhh,” she silenced, pressing her glossy fingers to his lips, the rose sheen smudging slightly. “You forget who you’re with. After this erotic interlude, you think your wants matter?” Her voice hardened, a queen’s decree. “I’ve decided you’re my Sissy, and that’s final.” Noah whispered, “Yes, Your Highness,” his will shattered.

Grace’s eyes widened, big and mocking, a glint of feigned understanding dancing in their steely depths. “Oh, I see why you’re so confused,” she purred, her voice dripping with cruel amusement. “You’re telling yourself, ‘How come she made me a sissy? I’m just Mommy’s little girl.’ Well, darling, you are my little girl, but I’ll train you as my sissy too.” She laughed, a bright, humiliating chime that incinerated his ego to ashes. “And the truth? That you’re my innocent Mommy’s girl will stay our little secret between us girls, yes?” Her faked enthusiasm, paired with a teasing wink, crushed him further, her words a whip that flayed his soul. Noah’s heart hammered, a suffocating wave of intense arousal drowning his senses, his mind too clouded to think, suffused with a desperate need to obey, to descend deeper into whatever roles—sissy, girl, or otherwise—Grace decreed for him, his throbbing cock a shameful testament to the erotic powerlessness that consumed him, never in his life so utterly surrendered to a woman’s merciless will.

The front door’s chime rang, sharp and intrusive. Grace glanced at her watch—5:00 p.m. “The guard’s here for you,” she said, rising from his lap. “Come.” Her stilettos clicked, leading him from the jasmine-drenched sanctum, his Sissy plate glinting, a brand of his new, humiliating fate.

“Came to fetch Prisoner 8325206 from day house duties, Your Honor,” the guard announced, her voice sharp as her boots clicked on the marble steps of Grace Kade’s Crimson Crest manor, her eyes widening in disbelief at the spectacle before her.

Grace burst into laughter, a radiant, mocking chime that echoed through the jasmine-scented air, her perfect teeth flashing as she stood, a vision of devastating allure in her white satin camisole with scalloped pink lace trim, the fabric clinging to her statuesque curves, her bare legs gleaming with creamy perfection, and black stilettos lifting her to an imperious height. Noah was a grotesque caricature of humiliation—his blush pink silk camisole with pearl beading failing to conceal his throbbing erection, pastel pink ankle socks with flouncing satin ruffles absurdly framing his feet, the “Sissy” plate glinting around his neck, and smeared rose lipstick painting his lips in a parody of femininity, his flushed face and burning ears radiating searing shame.

“So, this is Prisoner 8325206?” the guard asked, her eyebrow raised.

“Humm, yes, or whatever’s left of this pitiful prisoner after my care,” Grace said, her smile wicked.

“And his prison uniform?” the guard pressed.

“Torn to ribbons with my samurai sword,” Grace replied, her voice a silken taunt, as she reached for the “Sissy” plate glinting around Noah’s neck, her French-manicured fingers deftly unclasping it. Noah’s eyes widened, a question mark flickering in his gaze as he looked up at her, his flushed face radiating confusion beneath the smeared rose lipstick. Grace tilted her head, her smile wicked yet saccharine, speaking to him as if to a little girl. “Oh, my darling, are you worried about your priceless plate? Do you want it?” Noah, completely hypnotized by her radiant allure, nodded faintly, his breath catching under her steely gray stare. “Don’t worry, Mommy’s going to keep your plate nice and clean for you, ready for when I feel like summoning you, yes?” she purred, her tone dripping with mock tenderness, tucking the plate into her hand.

“Yes, Your Highness,” the guard said, snapping shackles onto Noah’s wrists and ankles, the cold steel biting his skin, chaining his degradation as she yanked him toward the van. Noah stole a final glance at Grace, his heart torn between love and dread.

She waved, her voice a taunting melody. “Be an obedient little Sissy in that prison I sentenced you to, darling. No complaints from your wardens, or else.” Her laughter pursued him as the guard hurled him into the trunk, her final words, “I’ll summon you when I please,” ringing as the trunk slammed shut.

In the suffocating heat, the darkness melted his glossy lipstick, its rose sheen smearing like his shattered dignity. Noah curled in the cramped space, his mind a tempest of fear—his cross-dressing secret, once guarded behind locked doors, now Grace’s to wield, a spark that could blaze through Sovrana, ruining him.

He loved her, a consuming adoration for the goddess who’d reshaped him; he dreaded her, her power to destroy him absolute. His three-year sentence, a corrupt decree, ensured his availability for her whims, a cliffhanger of terror and desire binding him as her Sissy forever.


A Sissy or a Faggot

After a week, 7:00 p.m., Iron Veil Penitentiary’s chow hall

The week that past since Noah had last been summoned to Grace’s residence had been the most horrific in his life, a descent into a living nightmare as his deepest fear—harbored since childhood, when he had first draped his mother’s pantyhose over his skin in secret ecstasy—had come to pass, the revelation of his cross-dressing erupting with devastating swiftness, almost certainly sparked by the female guard who had retrieved him from Judge Grace Kade’s Crimson Crest estate, her lips twisting into a sneer as she had surveyed his blush pink camisole, ruffled socks, and smudged lipstick before shoving an orange uniform into his trembling hands. For years, Noah had guarded this secret with meticulous paranoia, locking doors, shuttering windows, and ensuring no soul could glimpse his private ritual, knowing that if even one person discovered it, the truth would spread—one would tell another, and another, until his family and world would know, shattering his existence; little had he imagined that this cataclysm would unfold in the brutal confines of Iron Veil Penitentiary, where the rumor, likely ignited by the guard’s knowing glance, had spread like wildfire through the prison’s grim corridors, each whispered taunt carving a fresh wound into his already fragile spirit. In the chow hall, where the air had hung heavy with the stench of sweat and rancid gruel, Noah had hunched over a battered tray, his bloodshot eyes darting nervously, the clatter of metal spoons and coarse murmurs forming a cruel chorus to his unraveling, the word “faggot” echoing relentlessly, branding him an outcast in a place where submission had been mandated, yet cruelty had thrived unchecked.

The prison’s brutal hierarchy, a distorted reflection of Sovrana’s gynarchic order, had shown Noah no reprieve, and his torment had been orchestrated by Tyran, a towering, macho bully who had infiltrated Sovrana’s promise of wealth alongside a band of like-minded thugs, their contempt for the prison’s submissive majority binding them together. Tyran, with his slab-like shoulders and perpetual sneer, had pounced on Noah’s exposed secret with sadistic delight, his taunts escalating from vicious jabs—mocking Noah as a “faggot” whose hands, bound to his collar to render them useless, had supposedly fluttered “sexily” in some homosexual display—to physical ambushes in the prison’s shadowed corners, where his heavy boots had pinned Noah against cold concrete, his hissed demands for degrading acts twisting Noah’s stomach with revulsion. In the ten-man cage they had shared, Noah had found no rest, his nights spent curled in a corner, heart pounding at every creak, dreading that Tyran and his cronies might strike under cover of darkness, their laughter a chilling prelude to violence; many inmates, secretly harboring their own cross-dressing desires, had offered no support, their silence a tacit endorsement of Tyran’s reign, leaving Noah to endure this terror alone, his life shattered in mere days by a man whose cruelty had known no limits, the prison amplifying the nightmare Noah had dreaded all his life, where one person’s knowledge had indeed led to another, and another, until his shame had become a public spectacle.

Yet amidst this crucible of fear, Noah’s mind had clung desperately to Judge Grace Kade, her radiant image a paradoxical lifeline that had both tormented and sustained him, her unexplained absence a gaping wound that had deepened his desperation, even as the prison’s exposure of his secret had fulfilled his worst fears. The week that past since her last summons had left him adrift, but the memory of her—those piercing gray eyes, the smug curl of her lips, the leopard-print dress that had clung to her curves as she had branded him her “Sissy”—had ignited a feverish obsession, and with his hands newly freed from their restraints, Noah had surrendered to the shameful solace of masturbating to her vision, each frantic stroke a desperate prayer to the goddess whose punishments, however brutal, had been laced with a feminine allure that Tyran’s crude savagery could never rival. Grace’s canings, the cold menace of her katana, even the terrifying presence of her jaguar, Luis, had been torments Noah had craved, a world apart from the prison’s chaotic cruelty, where his cross-dressing had become a weapon turned against him, and he would have gladly traded Tyran’s ambushes for her dominion, her sensual manipulation a twisted salvation that had bound him to her. In the chow hall, his body aching from sleeplessness, Noah’s soul had been torn between the dread of Tyran’s next assault and a consuming longing for Grace, the woman whose sadistic beauty had become his only refuge, leaving him trapped in a precarious limbo, yearning for her summons to escape the hell that Iron Veil had become, where his lifelong nightmare of exposure had come to pass with devastating consequences.

Above the hum of voices, Channel #1’s government-orchestrated propaganda looped relentlessly, its saccharine visuals a jarring facade against the chow hall’s squalor, projecting images of impossibly radiant mistresses, their flawless faces glowing with unearthly beauty, laughing in Sovrana’s gleaming streets, their silken dresses fluttering as they lounged in opulent gardens, while slaves in pristine servant uniforms knelt in perfect devotion, mops in hand, their smiles radiating contrived ecstasy as if serving were life’s sole joy. The screen shifted to close-ups of ethereal models, their manicured feet kissed with fervent adoration by men whose beaming expressions proclaimed servitude as divine privilege, a voiceover purring about Sovrana’s utopian bliss where every mistress was a goddess and every slave eternally fulfilled, a polished lie that erased the gritty truth of weary mistresses and discontented captives. The prisoners, numbed by the repetitive clips’ hollow perfection, ignored the screen, even when it flickered to a rare feature like Gibraltar (2065), their focus on shoveling food or trading hushed gripes, the propaganda a background drone they had long dismissed as a cruel mockery of their reality. Noah, too, barely registered the images, his attention split between his meager meal—each bite a struggle against the mash’s gluey texture—and his vigilance, his hand shielding his face as he tracked Tyran’s movements, dreading the moment those cruel eyes might lock onto him, his isolation at the side table a fragile shield, the hum of voices his only cover, cloaking him just enough to eat unnoticed, his heart a drumbeat of fear, knowing one wrong glance could summon Tyran’s wrath, reigniting the taunts and ambushes that had shattered his life in a mere week.

As Channel #1 cut to a live CNN interview, the chow hall’s clamor dimmed abruptly, and Judge Grace Kade appeared, a breathtaking vision of corrupted authority, her commanding presence filling the screen, seated in a sleek black armchair, her light gray blazer and short matching skirt tailored to her statuesque frame, the crisp white blouse beneath accentuating her fair complexion, which glowed with a youthful radiance that masked her ruthless power. Her shoulder-length, voluminous blonde hair cascaded in loose, elegant waves, framing a face of sharp, defined lines, her steely gray eyes piercing the camera with predatory intensity, while her slightly upturned lips curled into a smug smirk, exuding disdain beneath arched brows that signaled her cruel nature. As she spoke, she crossed her legs with deliberate grace, her creamy, flawless thighs gleaming under the studio lights, the short skirt riding up just enough to reveal their sculpted perfection, Her black stilettos elegantly highlighted the graceful curve of her feet, French-manicured toes glinting like jewels, a sight so erotically charged that every leg lover in the room felt their breath catch, her sensual allure a siren’s call that held the inmates spellbound. The inmates froze, spoons halted mid-air, mouths agape, unable to chew, their eyes riveted to the stunning woman whose cruel beauty haunted their nights, her voice a velvet blade weaving lies about Sovrana’s justice. Noah’s breath caught, his hand trembling as he lowered it from his face, his gaze locked on Grace, the woman who had branded him her “Sissy,” her sadistic whims a secret he guarded with terror, her warning that no one must know what transpired at Crimson Crest etched into his soul. He saw the inmates’ faces, flushed with arousal, some likely masturbating beneath the tables, their fixation a mix of dread and desire—many had been sentenced by her, yet none could fathom that this noble judge summoned men to her estate for torment and pleasure. Noah’s heart twisted with a bitter thought: If they only knew, if they only knew—the truth of Grace’s private cruelty, her leopard-print dresses, her katana’s menace, her sensual manipulation that had broken him, yet bound him to her. He dared not speak, his fear of her as potent as his obsession, and as the interview played on, he shrank further into his corner, his meal forgotten, his eyes flickering between Grace’s image and Tyran’s table, torn between the goddess who ruled his soul and the bully who ruled his hell.

“…oh absolutely,” Grace said, her voice a silken command, each word resonating with unyielding authority.

“In many cases, take, for instance, Mr. Keeron, age thirty-one, who somehow passed the Vera Institute’s certification and came to live in Sovrana, owned by Ms. Mila Cozy,” she continued, her tone sharp and deliberate, her fingers briefly folding the hem of her light gray skirt as she contemplated her next point, a prim gesture that underscored her intelligent poise.

The interviewer, Mr. Cooger, a white-haired man with a faltering demeanor, interrupted nervously. “You’ll have to excuse me, Your Honor, but some might say your use of the term ‘owned’ is outdated—slavery was abolished exactly 200 years ago.”

Grace’s eyes narrowed, her smirk sharpening. “No, I don’t think I will,” she replied, leaving Cooger flustered.

“You don’t think you’ll what?” he stammered.

“You asked me to excuse you for interrupting, and I said no, I don’t think I will. Which part didn’t you understand? I can clarify,” she purred, her gaze locking onto the main camera, her steely gray eyes piercing with conviction to emphasize her point, captivating the inmates with her commanding presence.

The inmates roared with laughter, hushing instantly to hang on her magnetic words, their trays forgotten as they stared, mouths agape, at the stunning woman whose radiant beauty pulsed with erotic power, their eyes drawn to the creamy sheen of her thighs as she crossed her legs once with deliberate grace, her black high-heeled shoes accentuating the exquisite arch of her feet.

Grace leaned forward, her voice a velvet lash, her hands gently retying her voluminous blonde hair into a loose ponytail, a proper motion that highlighted her fervent belief in her argument, making the chow hall’s grime fade into irrelevance.

“Shh, don’t interrupt. Let me finish, and then you may ask about ‘owned’ and such,” she commanded, her tone slicing through Cooger’s resolve.

He nodded, mumbling, “Yes, of course,” as he shifted uncomfortably.

Tyran bellowed from the central table, “Say ‘Yes, Mistress,’ you clown! You’re talking to Judge Grace!”

The inmates nodded, their eyes locked on Grace, whose unassailable superiority held them captive, her poised gestures a focal point of desire, each action reinforcing her intelligent conviction as a woman wholly devoted to Sovrana’s ideals, her presence dwarfing the prison’s squalor.

Noah, hunched at his remote corner table, felt a rare alignment with Tyran’s outburst, the thug’s words echoing his own reverence for Grace, the woman he loved and feared, her dominance a fire in his loins.

“I came here to speak from the depths of my heart, Mr. Cooger, at your invitation, to explain our ways. Interrupt me again, and I leave. Understood?” she said, her voice softening but its steel core unwavering, her fingers lightly folding the hem of her skirt again, a subtle, prim gesture of contemplation.

Cooger whispered, “Yes, Your Honor.”

Grace continued, her tone weaving a narrative that gripped the room, her gaze shifting to the main camera to drive her point home, her steely gray eyes radiating enthusiastic belief in Sovrana’s gynarchy. “So, Mr. Keeron, age thirty-one, owned by Ms. Mila Cozy. He claimed to be a businessman, but turns out he had no job, lounging in her home while she—a hardworking woman—paid the bills, cooked his meals, managed her daughter’s care.”

“She asked him to help with simple tasks—cleaning, taking her daughter to school—but he refused, dismissing her authority. She warned they’d part ways, even appealed to the courts to dissolve their ownership contract. And do you know what happened, Mr. Cooger?”

He blinked, caught off guard. “You’re asking me, Your Honor?”

Grace’s eyes glinted with amusement, her hands resting briefly on the armchair, fingers poised with prim elegance, a silent testament to her intelligent command. “Yes, do you know?”

Cooger shook his head. “No, I have no idea.”

Grace’s voice took on a mocking lilt. “You could have guessed, at least. Mr. Keeron became helpful—washing dishes, cleaning, bringing her flowers—but the moment Ms. Cozy withdrew her appeal, he reverted to his lazy ways, shirking her needs. She appealed again, and for two months he played the perfect servant, only to slack off once she withdrew, repeating the cycle of defiance.”

“But if Ms. Cozy had called the police to jail him until she felt ready to release him, he would have been imprisoned, and trust me, he would have become the most exemplary partner, always helping, always trembling at the thought of her wrath.”

Cooger opened his mouth, his voice tentative. “Ok, point taken, but—”

Grace raised a hand, silencing Cooger before he could speak, her movement drawing attention to her poised adjustment of her light gray blazer, the prim gesture accentuating her intelligent conviction, her beauty a weapon that rendered the chow hall’s grim conditions irrelevant.

“I’m not finished. You must understand, Mr. Cooger, that Sovrana’s gynarchic system begins in the home, not on the streets where drones and police maintain order.”

“We have 1.2 billion surveillance drones, but what of the women—countless women like Mila Cozy—who face defiance in their own homes, where no immediate remedy exists?”

“This law changes that. It empowers women to protect their authority, to ensure their safety and dignity without waiting for a court’s slow grind.”

“When I speak of this law, I think of Ms. Cozy and countless others in Sovrana, living in a society meant to uphold gynarchy, yet struggling against men who flout their responsibilities.”

She paused, her steely gray eyes boring into the camera, her voice dropping to a resonant cadence that held the room in thrall as she leaned slightly forward, her posture emphasizing her fervent belief with a commanding intensity.

The inmates stared, their trays forgotten, as Grace’s words wove a spell of conviction, her breathtaking presence—her voluminous blonde hair smoothed gently with one hand, her radiant complexion glowing, her creamy thighs crossing once with a deliberate, tantalizing shift—rendering Cooger mute, the chow hall thick with the weight of her dominance, every man captivated by the erotic power of a woman whose beauty and authority were as inescapable as Sovrana’s laws.

15 Minutes Later

Fifteen minutes after Judge Grace’s interview ended, the chow hall at Iron Veil Penitentiary buzzed with the clatter of tin trays as inmates finished their meager meals, the air thick with the stench of gruel and sweat. Noah’s mistake was lingering too long, his lean frame still hunched at the remote corner table, hoping to remain unseen. As the crowd thinned, the dwindling inmates left Noah exposed, and Tyran’s sharp eyes, glinting with malice, spotted him squeezing into the shadows. From the center of the noisy chow hall, his voice boomed, “Hey, faggot, bon appétit!” Noah stayed silent, his heart pounding, but the words carried clearly across the room. Old Samuel, seated beside Tyran, leaned in, his voice low. “Why do you call him that?” Tyran’s lips curled into a sneer. “Because he’s a faggot,” he said, eyes wide with mock surprise. Samuel pressed, “You sure about that? How’d you know?” Tyran leaned back, his shirt open, revealing a hairy chest, his voice dripping with boastful pride. “I got connections with some female guards here, as everyone knows. Let’s just say not all Sovrana’s women are dominant—some crave my cock.” His thugs erupted in coarse laughter, echoing off the grimy walls. “One of ’em told me that faggot Noah loves wearing a camisole and glossy lipstick, real fancy-like. Do the math, like they teach in school.”

Noah’s face burned with shame, and he stood abruptly, his tray clattering as he moved toward the exit, desperate to escape. “Hey, where you going, faggot? I just wished you bon appétit!” Tyran shouted, his voice taunting. Noah kept his eyes down, steps quickening, but a sudden grip seized him from behind, Tyran’s thick arm choking his throat, the thugs’ hands swiftly covering the chow hall’s two cameras to hide their assault. Noah’s vision blurred, his breath cut off, but Tyran underestimated the wiry strength coiled in Noah’s frame. In a flash, Noah drove his elbow into Tyran’s gut, the blow landing with a sickening thud, loosening the chokehold. Spinning free, Noah stood before Tyran, fists raised to shield his face, his body trembling with adrenaline. “You dare raise your hand to me one more time—” Tyran growled, his pride unshaken, stepping closer with his hands down, feigning nonchalance. “I told you, stay away,” Noah warned, his voice shaking, his eyes locked on Tyran’s sneering face. Tyran smirked, shoving Noah’s chest with both hands. “Hey, I was easy on you, old man,” he taunted, marching forward, but Noah’s fist shot out, a reflexive strike, swift and predatory, connecting with Tyran’s jaw in a crack that knocked him out cold. Tyran crumpled to the floor, his body sprawled in a deep, unconscious heap.

The inmates froze, stunned by the sight of the hulking bully laid low, Noah’s predatory instincts—honed by years of survival—having unleashed a strike not of thought but of raw reflex, its force undeniable. Noah turned and strode out, his heart racing, leaving the chow hall in shocked silence. Word later reached him that it took several minutes for Tyran’s thugs to rouse their leader from his deep, knocked-out stupor, his pride shattered on the filthy floor. As Noah retreated to his cell, one truth gnawed at him: Tyran, with his wounded ego and vicious streak, would seek revenge, one way or another, and Noah’s fleeting victory had only deepened the danger that stalked him in Iron Veil’s unforgiving walls.

2 a.m.

Noah lay sleepless in his cell at Iron Veil Penitentiary, the darkness heavy with dread, his wrists chained to his collar by the female guard’s nightly ritual. Just before lights out, as always, she had secured the chain, and when Noah had pleaded to know why, her voice had been cold but patient, reminding him of his transgression a week prior—caught masturbating in the lavatories. “This is to keep your hands where they belong,” she had said, promising to remove the chain by morning. Bound and unable to reach his cock, Noah lay wide awake, his pulse a relentless drumbeat, knowing Tyran’s revenge was inevitable after their chow hall clash. The air was thick with the snores and rustles of the ten-man cage, but beneath it, a sinister tension coiled, and Noah braced for what was coming.

As the clock struck 2 a.m., a sudden commotion erupted in the dark, shadows lunging from the bunks as Tyran’s thugs descended on Noah, their hands clawing at him in a frenzied struggle. His chained wrists, tethered tightly to his collar, left him nearly defenseless, his arms straining uselessly as rough fingers seized his pants and yanked them down, exposing his bare thighs to the cold air. Grunts and muffled curses filled the cell, the darkness a chaotic blur of limbs as Noah thrashed, his legs kicking wildly, but the weight of multiple men pinned him to the thin mattress. Tyran’s hulking form loomed over him, his heavy body pressing down, his cock rubbing sadistically against Noah’s bare ass cheeks, the coarse friction a violation that churned Noah’s stomach. A cold blade grazed Noah’s cheek, Tyran’s knife glinting faintly in the dim light, its edge biting just enough to draw a thin line of blood. As the struggle stabilized, the thugs held Noah immobile, and Tyran’s voice hissed close to his ear, low and venomous. “Make one wrong move, and I’ll paint your face with my knife, how’s that, hmm?” He bit Noah’s ear, a sharp, sadistic nip that sent pain shooting through him, his breath ragged. “You’re getting fucked tonight,” Tyran growled, “by me.”

But the moment Noah felt Tyran’s intent, a primal surge of survival erupted within him. With a scream that tore through the cell, Noah twisted violently, his chained hands swinging with desperate force, the metal cuffs smashing into Tyran’s temple, knocking him senseless. Using his legs, Noah shoved Tyran’s limp body off the bed, the thug crashing to the floor with a dull thud. The other thugs lunged, fists aiming for Noah’s exposed lower body, but his piercing screams had already pierced the night, summoning the female guard. Her flashlight beam sliced through the darkness, her sharp command halting the attack as she stormed into the cell, baton raised. The thugs scattered, Tyran still sprawled unconscious, and Noah, panting and trembling, lay exposed, his pants tangled around his ankles, saved once again by his predatory instincts and sheer chance. As the guard restored order, Noah watched, his breath ragged, as she and the thugs knelt beside Tyran, shaking him gently to rouse him from his deep stupor. The guard’s stern facade cracked, her lips curling into a laugh as she wagged her finger at the stirring Tyran, her voice teasing, “Shame, shame, shame, Tyran, don’t do that ever again.” Noah’s stomach twisted as he caught her winking slyly at Tyran, a fleeting gesture that betrayed her leniency, hinting at a complicity that echoed Tyran’s boasts of female guards’ favors. Noah’s fleeting reprieve felt hollow, Tyran’s vengeance now a fiercer specter, the walls of Iron Veil closing tighter around him in a world where even the guards might bend to his foe’s sway.

The next day 11 a.m. Grace’s residence

The next day at 11 a.m., in the decadent sanctuary of Grace Kade’s bedroom at her Crimson Crest residence, Noah sat perched on a cushioned chair with his back to the sparkling vanity, transformed into an adorable vision of sissy femininity, his glossy pink satin dress—a frilly, vintage maid style with long sleeves, lace-trimmed cuffs, and a high neckline adorned with a bow—clinging to his frame, its layered ruffles flaring at the skirt. The room, a temple of soft pink and cream hues, enveloped him in its feminine embrace, silk drapes flowing like molten starlight around the four-poster bed heaped with velvet cushions, the air drenched in jasmine, fabric softener, and Grace’s raw power, while a rosewood wardrobe and a gleaming cane by the entrance stood as silent sentinels of her dominion. Noah’s long, artificial hair cascaded over his shoulders, one hand lightly touching it as he posed, his legs uncrossed beneath Grace’s weight, the pink satin of his dress mirroring the ruffled bedding and walls, creating a surreal, doll-like aesthetic. Grace, the epitome of control and femininity, sat astride his lap, her light gray skirt riding up to reveal the creamy perfection of her thighs, her crisp white blouse accentuating her radiant complexion. Her delicate fingers worked meticulously, arranging Noah’s fake eyelashes with focused precision, a hidden hobby she pursued with an artist’s intensity, her steely gray eyes narrowed in concentration, her slightly upturned lips poised in a faint, commanding smirk.

For over a week, Noah had longed for this “therapy,” the intimate ritual where Grace molded him into her sissy, each touch of her fingers a balm to his tormented soul, though it ignited a fire of conflicted desire. His hands, daringly placed on her hips, hovered near the tantalizing curve of her ass cheeks, a forbidden territory he yearned to caress, to plant kisses on her flawless face, to envelop her in a desperate embrace—male instincts raging beneath the frilly pink facade Grace had forced upon him. Yet Grace, with eloquent indifference, treated him as her sexless errand sissy, oblivious to the real man beneath, his needs simmering in a crucible of shame and attraction. “I’m telling you for the third time, keep still, my little girl, this is the toughest part,” she said, her voice a velvet command as she painted the eyelashes, her fingers brushing his cheek with maddening softness. “Next time you move, you’ll earn three lashes of the cane.” She paused, her eyes glinting with amusement. “If you’ve noticed, ever since I turned you into my sissy, I’ve been far more lenient with caning—only three lashes. Do you know why?” Noah’s voice was soft, submissive. “Because you’re more lenient with girls, your Honor.” Grace burst into laughter, her shoulders quivering as she leaned back, careful not to smudge her work, her mirth a sharp, intoxicating melody.

“Your Honor, why do you laugh?” Noah asked, his tone tinged with miserable curiosity, prompting Grace to retreat slightly, her laughter bubbling over, her body shaking with delight. “Goodness, you are so fuuun-ny,” she gasped, drawing out the word, her steely gray eyes sparkling with mischief. “When you ask me such questions so miserably, it’s just too much!” Her shoulders trembled, her prim and proper facade cracking just enough to reveal her genuine amusement, a rare glimpse of warmth that only deepened Noah’s longing. He sat still, the glossy pink satin of his dress rustling faintly, his chained heart torn between the humiliation of his sissy role and the undeniable pull of Grace’s sovereign beauty, her every touch a reminder of her unyielding control and the man he could never fully suppress, no matter how perfectly she dressed him as her adorable, pink-clad girl.

As Grace leaned back, her delicate finger grazed Noah’s cheek, pausing at a deep, jagged cut that marred his skin. “Now, what is this?” she asked, her voice a soft command, her steely gray eyes narrowing with suspicion. Noah’s heart lurched, a shock of fear gripping him as he recalled Tyran’s knife slicing his cheek the previous night, the blade’s cold bite a lingering threat. “I got cut while shaving this morning,” he lied, his voice trembling under her scrutiny. Grace’s lips curled into a skeptical smirk, her brow arching. “Little girls don’t shave, darling. Don’t sell me that story,” she said, her tone teasing yet sharp. “I understand a woman needing to shave her legs or wax them, like we just did, but don’t tell me your knife cuts that deep. What knife do you use?” Noah swallowed hard. “It’s Gillette,” he mumbled. “Tsk, tsk, tsk—such an old-fashioned man,” she chided, her fingers brushing the glossy pink satin of his frilly dress as she shifted on his lap. “Why not use Laser-Shave? Their products are so reliable.” Noah’s eyes dropped, his chained hands twitching. “They don’t allow that in prison,” he explained. Grace’s smirk widened, a playful glint in her eyes. “Oh, now I remember—you’re actually in prison. I almost forgot,” she purred, her voice dripping with mock surprise. A heavy silence fell, Noah’s breath catching as the weight of her words settled, her casual reminder of his captivity piercing the room’s jasmine-scented intimacy, where silk drapes and velvet cushions cocooned them in a world of her sovereign control.

Grace turned her attention to his eyebrows, her fingers deftly plucking with precision, her presence a blend of tender care and unyielding authority. “Who did it? Tell Mommy,” she coaxed, her voice a velvet lure, the pet name sending a shiver through Noah. “I told you—” he began, but Grace’s eyes flashed, her merciless judge’s instincts cutting through his evasion. “Do you want me to keep asking the same question in my chambers, little girl?” she asked, her tone low and dangerous. Noah’s resolve crumbled. “Okay, there’s this guy, Tyran. He’s been a bit of a nuisance,” he admitted, his voice barely above a whisper. Grace’s lips twitched with amusement, her fingers pausing. “Uh-huh, I’m sure you gave him a piece of your mind,” she said, her voice laced with sardonic approval. “Yes, your Honor,” Noah replied. Grace leaned closer, her breath warm against his ear. “You can call me Ma’am. It makes us a bit closer,” she said, her words soft but electric. “You do realize we’re a bit closer these days, don’t you?” Her voice, so intimate, so impossibly tender from a woman of such distinction, sent Noah’s emotions spiraling. His eyes welled with tears, the weight of her acknowledgment—that the exalted Judge Grace Kade considered them close—overwhelming his sissy facade, his heart aching with adoration for the woman who controlled his every breath.

“Yes, Ma’am,” Noah choked out, his voice cracking, tears brimming as he fought to contain them. Grace’s face darkened, her shoulders stiffening as she pulled back, her expression a storm of anger. “Don’t…” she warned, her voice sharp. “Don’t you dare cry.” She glared at him, her steely gray eyes blazing. “You’re destroying everything I’ve worked on!” Noah’s tears spilled over, his voice trembling. “I’m not crying, my Ma’am,” he sobbed, the lie futile as rivers streamed down his cheeks, smudging the carefully applied eyelashes. Grace snatched a cotton pad, her movements swift and frustrated, dabbing at his face to salvage her artistry. “I said don’t cry, okay? There’s nothing to cry about!” she snapped, but Noah’s emotions surged, uncontainable. “I’m crying because I love you,” he yelled, his voice raw. “I adore the ground you walk on, because you are…” His words broke into sobs, and Grace’s patience snapped. “And soon you’ll have a very good reason to cry,” she hissed, her voice a cold blade. “Now go, go to the sink and wash your face—we’ll start all over again.” She stood, her light gray skirt swaying, leaving Noah slumped in the chair, his pink satin dress rustling faintly, his heart torn between devotion and despair, knowing her command was as unyielding as the cane hanging by the door, a silent vow of her dominion in this temple of seduction and control.

2 hours later

Two hours later, in the opulent expanse of Grace Kade’s residence, Noah had been at her beck and call for two relentless hours, scurrying to fulfill her every whim, his glossy pink satin dress—frilly and vintage, featuring delicate lace cuffs and a flouncy, ruffled hem—rustling with each hurried step, the delicate fabric a stark contrast to the icy fear gripping his heart. Grace reclined lazily on a plush velvet couch, her off-white ensemble a study in effortless chic, her bare feet with white French-manicured toes resting delicately on the ivory rug, while her massive leopard, Luis, sprawled beside her, its sleek, spotted coat a predatory mirror of her untamed allure. The beast’s amber eyes glinted, muscles rippling beneath its fur, claws clicking softly on the marble as it shifted, a low growl vibrating in its throat, sending Noah’s pulse into a frantic gallop each time he passed. Grace’s jasmine and crisp linen scent wove through the room, intoxicating yet laced with menace, as she spoke leisurely through a green tooth device, her voice a low, indistinct murmur in conversations Noah couldn’t discern, his constant motion—fetching tea one moment, coffee and cake the next—keeping him too preoccupied to eavesdrop. Her steely gray eyes flicked toward him, ensuring his every move was under scrutiny, but her French-manicured fingers were busy enveloping Luis in a tender embrace, her arms wrapping around its muscled frame, her lips brushing its fur with soft kisses, cooing in languid French, “Luis, mon doux, reste calme” [Luis, my sweet, stay calm]. The leopard’s growls softened under her hypnotic touch, its lethal jaws relaxing, a primal force tamed by her dominion, offering Noah a fragile reassurance that tempered his terror, though his hands trembled as he darted past, the beast’s presence a constant threat lurking beneath Grace’s mesmerizing control.

On one of his silent, dutiful rounds, Noah emerged from the kitchen with a silver tray trembling in his hands. He was just about to approach and serve Grace and Luis when he froze—mid-step, breath caught—at the sight unfolding before him.

Lyra stood rigid before her seated mother, her youthful frame vibrating with rage. The air crackled with tension. Grace’s delicate jasmine scent mingled with the faint musk of Luis’s fur, creating an atmosphere that was both elegant and feral. Noah hadn’t heard the beginning of the argument, but from the charged expressions and Lyra’s trembling voice, he needed no context.

“Will you stop laughing in my face?” Lyra rasped, her voice sharp, rising in pitch with a fury on the verge of breaking into tears.

Grace murmured something in return—low, intimate, unreadable—but Lyra’s next outburst sliced through the hush like broken glass.

“And you think it’s funny?” Her voice cracked as her face twisted in anguish, eyes bright with restrained tears. “Do you even realize what a leopard can do?”

She flung a trembling arm toward the corner of the room, toward the St. Andrew’s Cross gleaming beneath the chandelier—its leather cuffs hanging like grim ornaments, soaked in implication. Noah’s breath hitched. He remembered that spot all too vividly. Being bound there. Luis’s massive head inches from his exposed body. The heat of breath. The weight of silence.

“His face,” Lyra said, voice shaking, “so close to Noah’s genitals?”

Grace met her daughter’s fury with a calm, unreadable smile. She said nothing. Her arms remained draped around the relaxed body of Luis, whose amber eyes drifted lazily toward Lyra, blinking as if bored by all the noise.

“These are human beings!” Lyra shouted, her voice cracking under the weight of her own disbelief. “Not debased, degraded objects! Do you hear me? Do you hear me?”

Her chest heaved. Her voice faltered. Then her gaze shifted to Noah.

And in that moment—just for a second—her rage melted.

Her eyes softened, filled with something unbearably tender and achingly sad. “He’s such a kind-hearted man,” she said, barely above a whisper. “And look at what you’ve done to him. Dressed like a woman. I’m sure he hates it. I’m sure he does. And yet you... you revel in this?”

She inhaled sharply, steadied herself, and spat the final words like a curse. “I’m so ashamed of you, Mommy. Miss Judge.”

Silence fell. Heavy. Final.

The opulence of the room—the gilded mirrors, the velvet drapes, the polished marble floors—suddenly felt small and suffocating. As if Lyra’s voice had shaken the very foundation of the place, cracking its ornate perfection.

“Decide now!” she demanded, her voice booming, thunderous. “It’s either the leopard—or me!”

Grace didn’t flinch.

Her smile remained faint, infuriatingly serene. One hand absentmindedly stroked Luis’s thick fur. His massive head lay heavy against her chest, purring softly. Unmoved.

Lyra waited.

Then, realizing she would receive no reply—not in words, not in posture—she turned. Her eyes shimmered with a grief that had nowhere to land.

She strode past Noah without a glance, his tray still trembling in his hands. The door slammed behind her with a violence that seemed to ripple through the walls. Moments later, the high-pitched whine of her flight drone’s engines pierced the night air—rising, fading, vanishing into silence.

Noah hesitated, then stepped forward carefully, each movement deliberate, eyes lowered yet flicking upward to gauge Grace’s mood. The tray trembled in his grasp—not from weight, but from the pressure. The unspoken warning. The knowing that one wrong move could shift everything.

He came to a halt before her, standing as straight as his nerves would allow.

Grace looked up from where she lounged, one arm lazily draped around Luis, her other hand stroking the sleek fur along his jaw. Her eyes locked onto Noah.

“Again,” she said sharply.

The word cracked through the silence like a whip.

Noah swallowed hard, blinking. He had thought—wrongly—that she hadn’t noticed. That he might be spared.

“Stand straight,” Grace snapped, her voice a cold, unforgiving lash that obliterated Noah’s will, each word a shackle forging his mindless submission. Her bare foot tapped rhythmically on the ivory rug, a relentless pulse that seared his nerves, its graceful arch a cruel totem of her absolute sovereignty, commanding every fiber of his being as a puppet to her whims.

“Straighter than that. And hold the tray as if it were your life.” Noah’s body obeyed without thought, muscles locking into rigid alignment, spine taut, his mind a void consumed by her decree, a tormented arousal throbbing in his veins as her steely gaze stripped him bare. Yet her eyes narrowed, a piercing judgment that his every controlled inch fell short, his trembling form quivering under her unyielding mastery.

“No, Noah. No.”

The tray wobbled in his hands at her tone.

“Come here. Put it down.”

He obeyed at once, moving toward the low table and placing the silver tray down with a soft clink. The moment it touched the surface, he dropped to his knees, the swish of his pink dress whispering against his thighs. Ruffles fanned around him like petals, the hem pooling at her feet.

Grace leaned forward slowly.

Her long legs stretched out, bare and smooth, the line of her thigh catching the chandelier’s light like polished silk. And then—quick as a snake—her hand lashed out, striking his cheek with a sharp, echoing slap.

The room went utterly still.

Noah’s head snapped sideways from the force. His cheek bloomed with heat. He dared not raise his eyes.

“What did I say about the curtsy?” she asked coldly, her voice a velvet blade.

Her French-manicured toes curled slightly in front of his face—flawless, poised, a silent, unrelenting standard. He felt the shame coil inside him like smoke.

“I’m sorry, Ma’am,” Noah choked out, his voice a shattered whisper, his mind blank under Grace’s crushing power, a trembling wreck unable to think, stress coiling like a vise as he stammered, “I forgot… I swear I’ll do better.”

“No, Noah. No!” Grace’s voice snapped like a whip, slicing through his plea. She sat up, the fabric of her off-white shirt shifting with the motion, catching the low light. Her bare legs gleamed with an almost ethereal smoothness, each subtle movement radiating unspoken power. Her scent—jasmine and something darker—enveloped him like a command.

“You’ll do it again,” she said, tone clipped, impatient. She pointed to the tray with a flick of her fingers, her white-manicured toes flexing against the rug. “Take that tray away, prepare the coffee again, and come back. Properly.”

Noah scrambled to his feet, heart thundering in his chest. The pink satin of his dress shimmered under the chandelier as he gathered the tray in trembling hands. Every motion carried the weight of two hours of ceaseless service, every step another test of his devotion.

Grace reclined again, settling with an effortless elegance that made the room bend around her. Her tailored shorts hugged the curve of her hips, her bare feet crossed delicately on the rug—gentle arches sculpted like offerings to the gods. The quiet murmur of her green tooth conversation resumed, lazy and low, a conversation he couldn’t catch. He wasn’t meant to.

Noah had no time to listen. His world was reduced to movement, obedience, precision. As he retreated into the kitchen, her jasmine-laced presence clung to him like a second skin—a fragrant leash.

And in every mirror he passed—gilded, grand, and cruel—he caught glimpses of himself: the frilly humiliation of his dress, the smudge of a tear, the breathless urgency of servitude.

He was her sissy servant.

Utterly bound.

And there was no escape from her beauty, her dominion, or the flawless precision of her control.

Noah returned to the opulent living room of Grace Kade’s Crimson Crest residence, trembling like a leaf. the pink satin of his dress making a soft sound with every step. It was frilly and vintage, the lace-trimmed cuffs brushing his wrists, the ruffled skirt swaying with each breathless movement.

Grace reclined on the velvet couch like a queen at rest, her figure draped in effortless power. With a languid flick of her hand, her white French-manicured nails catching the warm glow of the chandelier, she permitted him to approach.

Noah knelt and placed the tray on the low table with care. “Your coffee, Ma’am,” he said softly, voice trembling.

Without warning, her hand lashed out, striking his with a sharp sting.

“Not now, you clumsy oaf!” Grace snapped, her voice a velvet whip slicing through Noah’s premature announcement, her jasmine and crisp linen scent sharpening with rising irritation, a fragrant storm that unraveled his fragile composure.

Noah stammered, “Ah—yes, yes, I know, I know,” his mind blank under her crushing dominance, fingers fumbling for the napkin in a frantic blur, placing it beside her with trembling hands, the swish of his pink satin dress a helpless rustle in the stillness, each move a desperate plea to appease her wrath.

He reached for the delicate porcelain cup, lifting it carefully and setting it atop the napkin. Grace leaned in, her steely gray eyes narrowing with scrutiny, inspecting the cup’s placement. Every detail mattered.

“How many sugar cubes, Ma’am?” Noah asked, voice barely above a whisper, as he reached for the sugar bowl.

Before he could touch it, Grace’s hand lashed out again. The back of it struck his wrist with a sudden, elegant violence. The teaspoon slipped from his fingers, clattering onto the tray with a metallic crash that echoed in the room’s heavy silence.

“No!” she barked.

Noah bowed instinctively, eyes lowered in shame, mind stuttering under the weight of her dominance. Thoughts came slow, scattered—he couldn’t even remember how many cubes she liked.

Her hand struck again, a hard, stinging slap across his cheek. His skin burned.

“Now!” she growled.

Trembling, he reached again for the spoon, fingers numb. He managed to grab a sugar cube, but her hand flashed once more. The spoon clattered to the floor with a louder, final clang.

And then—stillness.

Noah remained stooped, the heat of his humiliation creeping up his neck. He dared to look up.

Their eyes met.

For a beat, everything hung in exquisite suspension—his humiliation, her power, the perfume-thick air between them.

Grace’s lips twitched. Just slightly.

And in her eyes—those cold, calculating gray eyes—there was a glint. A shimmer of restrained laughter.

A cruel, amused flicker. Not of mockery, exactly, but of possession. A private pleasure in the confusion she sowed, the devotion she demanded, the submission she sculpted.

“Now,” Grace said softly, her voice like silk drawn taut, a smirk tugging at the corners of her lips as she leaned back. Her long, smooth legs stretched out languidly, their creamy expanse glistening faintly in the chandelier’s glow—a silent, effortless assertion of her dominion.

Noah’s eyes widened. Realization flickered across his face like the sudden strike of a match.

“Oh. Okay... okay. Your coffee, Ma’am,” he repeated, his voice shaky but resolute, correcting himself with all the eager sincerity of a student desperate to please.

Grace gave a slow nod—just once. Her approval, brief and elusive, passed over him like sunlight behind gauze. Her toes curled slightly on the ivory rug, white-manicured and flawless, their graceful arches resting like sculpted declarations of power. She said nothing.

And then the front door chimed.

The sound—delicate, melodic—sliced through the room’s tension like a glass shard through water. Both Noah and Grace stilled, their attention shifting as the air thickened with the weight of the unknown.

At the entryway, Mathew swung the door open with crisp efficiency.

On the threshold stood two hulking female guards—rugged, grim, a jarring contrast to Sovrana’s polished elegance. They were statues carved from iron, their broad shoulders straining beneath dark uniforms. Between them sagged the broken form of Tyran.

One guard gripped a bloodied bullwhip, its dark leather coiled in her hand like a resting viper. The other clutched a worn leather strap, its surface darkened with years of use—bastinado’s cruel tool. Her knuckles were white from how tightly she held it.

Tyran couldn’t walk.

Barely conscious, his body slumped forward as they dragged him by the armpits, his feet skidding lifelessly across the marble. His head hung, his bloodied face turned toward the floor. Crimson streamed from a shattered nose. Both eyes were swollen shut, buried beneath purpled, bruised lids. His orange prison uniform was in tatters—shredded by the whip, its fabric barely clinging to him. Raw, bleeding welts striped his exposed skin.

The guards stepped into the grand foyer with mechanical precision, lowering him like dead weight.

One of them spoke, her voice gravel-rough but respectful. “Judge Grace, this is Tyran.”

Grace moved forward slowly, her steps deliberate, her white shorts pristine as she kept her distance from the trail of blood. Her scent—jasmine and crisp linen—drifted through the space, commanding attention without a word.

She looked down at him, impassive.

Noah hovered behind her, silver tray still in his hands, fingers trembling around the polished handles. His heart pounded. The satin of his frilly pink dress whispered around his legs with each nervous step, its vintage ruffles a stark contrast to the grotesque wreckage laid before him.

There he was.

Tyran.

Once the tormentor—now silent, broken, barely breathing. Nothing in his slumped, ruined form hinted at the man who had once sneered, mocked, loomed. Nothing, except the fear that now hung heavy in the air.

Noah’s throat tightened.

He didn’t feel vengeance.

He felt something deeper, stranger.

Safety.

A new understanding of Grace’s world, and the price of crossing her.

She didn’t simply protect. She punished.

And he, trembling in lace and satin, was not the weak one in the room.

“Yes, but I can see you were quite lenient with what used to be Tyran,” Grace remarked, her voice a silken taunt. She stood poised, her steely gray eyes glinting with cruel amusement as they swept over the crumpled, bloodied figure at her feet.

Noah’s breath caught.

Shock, astonishment, and something darker twisted inside him. Tyran—once towering, once terrifying—now lay ruined, dragged to Grace’s home like discarded prey. Why had he been brought here?

Then the truth struck like lightning.

It was his offhand comment. The mention of Tyran’s harassment. Grace had listened. Grace had acted.

Noah stared at her in awe, his confusion hardening into a terrible clarity. Despite the harshness, the relentless demands, the frilly humiliation she layered onto his body like ritual—she had defended him. Not with words. Not with lectures. But with wrath.

Her kind of protection wasn’t warm. It was fire. It scorched.

And now, that fire had burned Tyran to ash.

His chest swelled with something perverse—something he couldn’t name. A twisted gratitude. A warped pride. The pink satin of his dress no longer felt like shame. It felt like armor. A humiliating badge of her favor.

“Oh, we did our best to keep him alive,” one guard said dryly, her bullwhip dangling ominously from her side. “Told him this was just the appetizer.”

Grace’s lips curled into a satisfied smirk.

“Yes, indeed. Thank you, guards,” she said smoothly. “Mathew, clear this rubbish and store him in the basement.” A pause, then: “In fact—prepare him for the main course.”

She turned without waiting for a reply, gliding toward the grand staircase, her silhouette framed by the cascading velvet drapes and golden sconces. Each step was deliberate. Regal. Deadly.

“Sissy,” Grace called over her shoulder, her voice a velvet beckon, rich with promise and command, igniting a surge of arousal that propelled Noah to obey, her words a sacred summons binding him to her will. “Come undress me.” He flinched, then rushed to comply, the silver tray trembling in his hands as he hurried after her, the pink satin of his dress swishing with frenzied urgency, its ruffles quivering with each step, a silken testament to his cherished submission. His pulse thundered, a drumbeat of dread and awe, each thud forging a deeper bond, her fierce protection a blazing shield that enveloped him in safety and devotion.

From the corner of his eye, he glimpsed the “toilet slave,” a wiry figure in a tattered smock, darting down the hallway toward the guest bathroom, ever-ready to serve Grace’s basest whims. Noah felt no envy, only a flicker of fear at the depths of servitude in her world, yet Tyran’s brutalized form—broken and bloodied—etched a clearer truth: Grace’s punishments were a message, carved in flesh and bone, that her property was sacred. She owned him, body and soul, and this ownership, unyielding and fierce, wove a bond so profound it consumed him, a holy surrender that pulsed with erotic fulfillment.

As he followed her up the grand staircase, the Crimson Crest residence enveloped him like a silken cage, its gilded mirrors reflecting his frilled humiliation, the velvet drapes muffling every whisper of doubt. Each step drew him higher into Grace’s realm, where beauty entwined with cruelty, and power bloomed in her radiant smile. Here, she reigned absolute, her dominion a tapestry of silk and iron, weaving Noah into its threads as her cherished sissy, utterly enslaved yet safe beneath her protective wrath.

Noah climbed, his satin-clad form trembling with need, chained not by cuffs but by awe, by the irresistible pull of a soul surrendered to her sovereign seduction. Grace’s destruction of Tyran had sealed their bond, a sacred covenant of ownership that surged with fulfillment, drawing him ever closer to her divine will, where every command, every punishment, was a testament to her cruel, perfect love—a love that owned him utterly in Sovrana’s merciless hierarchy.



30 minutes later

In the opulent foyer of Grace Kade’s Crimson Crest residence, Noah moved gracefully through his assigned duties, a feather duster in hand. The soft plumes whispered across the edges of pristine shelves and ornate picture frames, stirring the silence with gentle swishes. His glossy pink satin dress—fancy and old-fashioned, with lace-trimmed cuffs and a ruffled skirt—swayed delicately with each measured step, each motion a performance of obedience and ritual.

The air still held a trace of Grace’s signature fragrance—jasmine and crisp linen—like a whispered memory of her presence. Though she was elsewhere in the house, her absence only made her influence more potent. Noah could picture her clearly: off-white tailored shorts hugging the curve of her hips, the subtle stretch of her button-up shirt enhancing her composed authority. Every detail, every echo of her elegance, pulsed like a command through the space she ruled.

Noah’s task was simple: to erase every speck of dust from the grand hall. But to him, it was sacred. A quiet, trembling devotion. He moved with painstaking precision, his hands careful, his breath shallow. His mind still reeled from what he had witnessed—the wreckage of Tyran, dragged in like discarded meat, the proof of Grace’s wrath. Her vengeance hadn’t been theatrical. It had been final. Tyran was a warning, and Noah had heard it loud and clear.

As he dusted the rosewood cabinet near the entrance, his gaze drifted upward to the katana mounted on the wall.

It hung in reverent stillness, its lacquered black saya gleaming under the crystalline glow of the chandelier like polished obsidian. The 70-centimeter blade, forged by Muramasa in 1542, shimmered with a silent, blood-thirsty grace. Its tsuba was a work of ancient mastery—a dragon coiled around a chrysanthemum, each scale etched with obsessive care, each petal of the flower caught in a dance between serenity and menace.

A relic acquired in 1998 from a Kyoto swordsmith’s last living descendant, traded for a priceless jade heirloom—an exchange that, like everything Grace touched, carried weight, legacy, and control.

Noah paused.

The duster remained still in Noah’s gloved fingers as his breath caught in his throat. He stared, transfixed, at the blade. It wasn’t just beautiful. It was terrifying. Not for its sharpness, but for what it symbolized.

He was so captivated by the katana’s intricate craftsmanship—the faint, watery ripples of the hamon forged through centuries-old secrets, the subtle grain of the saya whispering of Kyoto’s sacred forges—that he remained unaware of the violin’s mournful music drifting up from below. A haunting melody, soft but piercing, had begun weaving through the grand foyer, winding between the gilded mirrors and heavy velvet drapes like a lament for something already lost.

Only a tap on his shoulder tore him from the trance.

He turned with a start.

It was Mathew—the “door slave”—his title cruelly etched on the brass plate that hung from a leather strap around his neck. His expression was unreadable, carved from duty and silence.

“The Madam requires you to join her in the basement,” Mathew said, his voice low, almost apologetic. He gestured toward the heavy oak door at the far end of the hallway, then stepped ahead to open it. The hinges groaned, their creak thin and fragile against the silence.

“This way.”

Noah descended the dimly lit stairs into the basement of Grace Kade’s Crimson Crest manor, each step muffled by the soft rustle of his dress. His glossy pink satin—frilly and vintage, with embroidered cuffs and a ruffled skirt—swished gently around his legs, catching the faint flicker of aging bulbs overhead. The air grew colder with each step. Damp. Sour. Saturated with the stench of rust and mildew. Overhead, corroded pipes twisted like vines, dripping steadily, each drop echoing in the gloom.

The concrete walls, cracked and stained, closed in tight. Along one side, three small cages held naked men, their limbs contorted to fit the claustrophobic space. Around their necks hung metal plates engraved with the words Domestic Chores, a mocking brand of their reduction. Across the room, larger cages held others labeled Useless, some clothed in tattered remnants, others completely bare, their gazes all fixed forward—forced spectators to what transpired at the chamber’s heart.

Music drifted through the heavy air—Vivaldi’s Winter—haunting and sharp, played on a violin by a naked man kneeling on a raised platform. A plate around his neck read Violin Slave. His bow moved with frenetic precision, drawing out icy violence from the strings. The basement pulsed with the music’s storm, the oppressive atmosphere thick with tension and control.

Noah’s heart pounded in his chest.

His attire marked him—a frilly emblem of humiliation, of femininity imposed and ritualized. And yet, beneath the shame, a thrill coursed through him. A strange, trembling gratitude. For here in this domain of cruel symmetry and exquisite order, Grace’s power shielded him. He was hers.

At the center of the room stood Grace.

A vision of absolute, ruthless elegance.

She was clad in a glossy black leather catsuit, its second-skin surface catching the scattered light and accentuating the dangerous curves of her body. Her hips, her breasts, the commanding line of her shoulders—she was sculpted dominance. Strapped to her pelvis, thick and unmistakable, was a two-inch rubber dong—an emblem, not of sexuality alone, but of authority—bold, absurdly large, and gleaming with brutal intent.

Tyran lay naked and cuffed to a bench, completely immobilized, the thick dong already thrust deep into his mouth. His face was flushed, eyes wide with a mix of humiliation and choking obedience. His ass bore fresh, raw welts—testament to the violence already inflicted. Grace had stripped him—again—not just of clothes, but of defiance.

Now she indulged in her twin pleasures: sex and classical music.

The violin swelled in tempo, sharp notes like lashes in the air, as Grace moved with ritualistic grace.

“Yes,” she murmured, her voice like silk over steel. “That’s good. Now suck it. Let me see the spit.” She held Tyran’s head in place with clinical precision, her movements deliberate, cold, and devastating.

The men in cages watched, unmoving, breath held. They were not voyeurs—they were witnesses.

Noah stepped forward in silence.

He couldn’t remain standing in her presence. Not here. Not now.

He dropped slowly to his knees beside her, the satin of his dress pooling around him, ruffles sighing against the stone floor. His gaze remained low. She didn’t acknowledge him. She didn’t need to.

Her back was turned to him—a wordless gesture of trust.

It undid him.

Inside, his heart flooded with emotion—a storm of awe, of excitement, of weeping gratitude. She had done this for him. She had avenged him. Protected him. Crushed his tormentor with the elegance of a queen and the fury of a dragon.

Here in this shadowed sanctum, she taught all who watched that her sissy was sacred.

Grace turned slightly, the glossy leather of her catsuit creaking with her movement, and addressed Noah over the rising tempest of the violin’s chattering runs. Her voice lifted with perfect projection, carrying above the fury of Vivaldi’s Winter, as if she were delivering a lecture in a candlelit salon, not presiding over a grotesque tableau of ritualistic torment.

“This is Winter,” she said, her tone scholarly, almost indulgent. “Composed by Antonio Vivaldi in 1720. A masterpiece of Baroque virtuosity.”

Noah blinked. His breath hitched.

The rubber dong was still jammed deep in Tyran’s throat. The naked man writhed on the bench, bound, cuffed, brutally striped—and Grace was talking about Vivaldi.

She continued, her French-manicured hand gesturing with the poise of a music historian. “Its frenetic strings evoke the biting cold and violent storms of nature’s wrath. A sonic portrait of man’s struggle against the unforgiving world.”

She turned toward the violin slave—the trembling figure kneeling in his cage, naked but for the plate around his neck, hands shivering as they drew the bow with frantic desperation. “Vivaldi’s sonnet,” she added, her voice softening to something almost reverent, “speaks of ‘teeth chattering in the extreme cold’ and ‘running to stamp one’s feet against the frost.’”

Her lips curled slightly.

“A fitting anthem for those who defy order,” she said. “Only to face retribution’s icy sting.”

She looked back at Noah then—briefly. Her gaze was calm, merciless. As if she believed every word with the conviction of a priestess conducting a sacrament.

“In Winter, we hear the triumph of justice,” she continued, her voice now resounding over the violin’s violent swells. “The storm that purges weakness. Just as I maintain harmony here.”

Noah could only stare—kneeling in his pink satin, frills trembling, his dress a soft whisper of helplessness in the hard chamber air. The opulence of her words, the poetry she drew from cruelty, stunned him. It didn’t lessen the horror—it elevated it. Cloaked it in culture, in brilliance, in something that dared to call itself beauty.

How could she speak of sonnets while violating a man’s throat?

How could her perfectly enunciated lecture intertwine with the wet gurgle of Tyran’s obedience?

It was absurd.

It was terrifying.

It was Grace.

And somehow, amid the horror, Noah felt a shiver of awe run down his spine. A twisted, reverent thrill. Because this wasn’t just brutality. It was vision. It was order. It was justice delivered in high heels and Baroque flourishes.

Grace gently patted the naked violinist, signaling him to stop playing. The room fell into a tense silence as she turned her attention to Tyran, who was restrained on a raised bench, her strap-on buried deep in his mouth.

“Well, Tyran,” she said, standing tall and composed, “I must insist—this is your final chance to ask Noah for forgiveness.”

She tilted her head slightly, a smirk playing on her lips. “I mean, you really don’t want to experience my wrath,” she added with a low, amused laugh. “Not recommended.”

Tyran tried to respond, but the fullness in his mouth reduced his words to strained muffles. He coughed, attempted to speak again, but still couldn’t form coherent sounds.

“I’ll take that as a no,” Grace said flatly.

But through the garbled, desperate noises, something finally broke through—just enough to decipher:

“Noah... I’m begging for your mercy.”

Grace slowly pulled the dong from Tyran’s mouth, ending with a distinct pop as it came free. Without missing a beat, she retrieved a transparent nylon bag and slipped it over his head, securing it tightly. His breathing stopped instantly.

Then, with deliberate grace, she turned away from his gasping form and crouched beside the kneeling, visibly overwhelmed Noah. Gently—almost tenderly—she wrapped her arms around him in a soft embrace.

“Take your time, Noah,” she whispered, her voice low and calm. “But I do need to know—do you forgive Tyran?”

As she lingered there, drawing out each second with measured poise, Tyran thrashed weakly against his restraints. The struggle grew sharper, more panicked. Oxygen was vanishing. Time was slipping.

Noah, ever the soft-hearted one, blinked rapidly, nodded, and blurted out, “Yes—of course I forgive him!”

Grace rose immediately, her movements sharp and decisive. She removed the bag from Tyran’s head, allowing him to suck in air with a ragged, desperate gasp.

“You heard that?” she said, her voice clear and commanding now. “Noah forgave you. And what’s required of you now is simple: when you’re back in your cell, you will behave. You will make sure no one—and I mean no one—makes Noah’s life miserable.”

She stepped closer, her tone dropping into something cold, precise.

“Because if they do—if you do—you’ll find yourself right back here. Same position.”

A pause.

“And next time?” Her smile vanished.

“I won’t be able to forgive you.”

That evening, 7:00 p.m., Iron Veil Penitentiary’s chow hall

At 7:00 p.m. that evening, the chow hall of Iron Veil Penitentiary hummed with a restless undercurrent, the low murmur of inmates’ voices weaving a tapestry of coarse whispers, clinking tin trays, and muted laughter, the air thick with the sour tang of gruel and the stale sweat of confinement. The scarred metal tables, etched with years of despair, bore the weight of men hunched over their meager meals, their spoons scraping in a rhythmic dirge, while the flickering fluorescent lights cast a sickly pallor over the cracked concrete walls. Yet the usual raucous edge was absent, a void left by Tyran’s absence, his hulking presence no longer looming at the central table where his thugs once jeered. Those few who had spoken to him before he slipped into unconsciousness on his bunk, battered and broken, had spread hushed tales of his fate—a brutal reckoning for daring to cross Noah. As Noah stepped into the chow hall, his tattered orange prison uniform—frayed at the seams, its dull hue clinging to his lean frame—shifting softly with each step, a profound hush fell over the room, the hum of voices dissolving into a taut silence. Hundreds of eyes, wary and fearful, tracked his every move, their gazes heavy with a mix of dread and reluctant reverence, as if beholding a figure both fragile and untouchable.

Noah’s heart thudded, his steps tentative on the grimy floor, the weight of their stares a paradox of shame and newfound power. The inmates knew little of what had transpired at Grace Kade’s Crimson Crest residence, only that Noah belonged to her, marked by her singular summons to her opulent domain, a privilege none other shared. Her jasmine and crisp linen scent seemed to linger in his memory, a ghostly echo of her presence, as did the image of her in her glossy black leather catsuit, her curves commanding the basement’s gloom, her French-manicured fingers orchestrating a ritual that had shattered Tyran’s defiance. They understood, with primal clarity, that Grace had chosen Noah, her sissy, and that any slight against him—any whispered jest about his cross-dressing—would invite her merciless wrath. The lesson was etched in Tyran’s absence, in the whispered rumors of his bloodied, broken form, a warning that rippled through the penitentiary’s iron heart. Noah, once a target of scorn, felt an unfamiliar surge of respect, a mantle he’d never worn in his fifty-two years. The shame of his secret, the cross-dressing he’d guarded since childhood behind locked doors and shuttered windows, had always loomed as a specter of ruin. Yet here, in this brutal crucible, it had transformed. He had confessed his truth to the right person—a woman, an icon, a dominant force perched on an unassailable pedestal, who had not only spread his secret but wielded it as a shield, her fierce protection a fortress around him.

As Noah took his seat at a remote table, the tray trembling slightly in his hands, the silence gave way to a cautious murmur, the inmates resuming their meals but casting sidelong glances, their fear tempered by a grudging acknowledgment of his status. The faded orange of his uniform caught the dim light, a stark emblem of his imprisonment, yet now imbued with an aura of Grace’s favor, no longer a mark of vulnerability but a badge of her protection. He spooned the gluey mash, its taste ashen, yet his heart swelled with a quiet triumph, a melody of resilience rising within him. The chow hall, with its rusted pipes and flickering shadows, seemed less oppressive now, its walls no longer closing in but bearing witness to his transformation. Grace’s dominion, her cultured cruelty and unyielding strength, had rewritten his story, turning his deepest vulnerability into a strange, radiant power. He was her chosen, cherished yet chained, a man who had bared his soul to a goddess and found not ruin but redemption. As the hum of voices grew, a fragile chorus of survival, Noah sat taller, the weight of their eyes no longer a burden but a crown, his place in Iron Veil forever altered by the woman who stood behind him, her shadow a promise of protection, her will an unbreakable vow. The chapter closed on this moment, a tableau of fear and respect, where a cross-dresser’s shame became his strength, and the penitentiary’s grim heart beat, for once, in awe of Noah’s quiet, defiant grace.


The Meeting That Never Took Place

After a week, 6:00 p.m. Grace Kade’s home, Crimson Crest, Sovrana

The week that had passed since his last formal summons had been an ordeal beyond anything Noah had expected. Each day, he was extracted from the prison and delivered to Grace’s home under the pretense of domestic service. But what awaited him there was far stricter than any routine cleaning or cooking. Dressed each time in the same humiliating sissy uniform, he was subjected to relentless drills—rehearsals. Over and over, he was made to practice the rituals of service: how to bow, how to serve coffee versus tea, how to greet a woman of high standing, how to handle a tray, how to offer food. And each deviation, each error, even the most minute, earned him swift punishment.

Unlike the treatment she meted out to other male slaves—those she whipped or caned without hesitation—Grace reserved for Noah a singular method: the over-the-knee spanking. Brutal. Bare. Repeated. His ass cheeks barely had time to heal from one session before the next mistake—placing a fork on the wrong side of a plate—brought him back across her smooth, commanding thighs. Her lap became his altar of pain and shame.

He tried his best. God, he tried. But nothing was ever enough. He felt as if even his breathing needed permission—each motion, each glance, each breath scrutinized and dissected under her cool, merciless gaze. She mocked him, stripped him of dignity, and then required of him some mock display of worship. He found himself on his knees, kissing her feet, sucking her toes, pleading for leniency—only to find himself hauled back into position for yet another humiliating spanking.

By the end of the week, Noah no longer belonged to himself. He was exhausted, aroused, confused, and utterly frayed. Back in his ten-man cell, the others gave him space. No one mocked him. No one dared. They had seen what happened to Tyran, who had been hauled into her courtroom in a wheelchair, offered a stipulated judgment he couldn’t refuse, and left with his sentence doubled. She had filed her nails right after she read his verdict, barely even glancing at him as he was wheeled out again, back into the ambulance and back into prison.

Noah’s dreams were flooded with arousal. He could no longer think clearly, let alone sleep without waking hard and desperate. All he could see, all he could feel, was her. He was terrified of her, yes—but more than that, he was in love with her. Deeply. Hopelessly. Unforgivably. 

At precisely 6 p.m., the opulent sprawl of Grace Kade’s Crimson Crest living room pulsed with the hushed intensity of Sovrana’s ruling gynarchs. Reclined on a velvet chaise the color of dried blood, Grace was the picture of composed dominance—her tailored white suit a nod to vintage couture, her blonde waves cascading with curated ease. Opposite her, lounging barefoot on a matching couch, sat Lydia Marrow, Prime Minister of Sovrana, clad in a form-fitting black suit that radiated precision and power. Her glossy stilettos rested neatly beside her, silent artifacts of authority temporarily set aside. Her bare feet extended imperiously toward Ardon, who lay face-down on the ivory rug between them, his lips moving reverently over her toes in a liturgy of devotion. Ardon was Grace’s foot slave—distinct from Noah, her sissy, who had been sent to the kitchen earlier.

Between the women, a low wooden table gleamed in the filtered evening light. Its polished surface held only a single object: a slender cane, its lacquered length catching the sun like a whisper of steel.

Their conversation—subtle, sharp, and drenched in political undertones—was momentarily interrupted by Lydia’s amused yet exacting tone. “You can’t just obsess over my big toe, Ardon,” she murmured, her voice a silk-laced reprimand. “Repetition dulls the edge of pleasure. Surely you know that.”

Ardon either failed to register the warning or chose to ignore it, his tongue lingering mindlessly. A flicker of impatience crossed Lydia’s immaculate features. With practiced ease, she caught his collar and hauled him to his knees. Her hand struck his cheek in a single, decisive slap—its echo slicing the room like a blade through satin. His head snapped to the side, a bloom of crimson blooming on his skin, yet he remained voiceless, his eyes lowered.

Grace’s conversation halted mid-sentence. Her steely gaze cut to the scene, irritation tightening her expression. Wordlessly, she leaned forward and grasped the cane with fingers tipped in pale pink polish. Rising, her movement fluid and predatory, she circled Ardon like a tigress disturbed. Without ceremony, she brought the cane down on his buttocks—once, twice, three times. Each strike landed with crisp precision, drawing a shudder from his prone form.

“Are you hearing what the Prime Minister is telling you, Ardon?” she asked, her voice low and lethal—a velvet blade slicing cleanly through the silence.

Lydia, momentarily taken aback by the swiftness of Grace’s intervention, reclined deeper into the velvet cushions. Her fierce gaze softened into wry amusement. “Well, I suppose you’re right, Grace,” she murmured, crossing her legs with slow, deliberate grace.

As she did, her black skirt slid upward, just slightly—revealing the faint, tantalizing edge of her pale lace panties. The glimpse was unintentional. Effortless. Devastating.

Ardon, crouched at her feet like a dog, couldn’t help himself. His eyes flicked upward. Just for a second. Just long enough to see what he would never touch, never smell, never wear. A tremor passed through him. The hunger to worship, to submit, to press his face against that forbidden silk—it overwhelmed him. But he knew it was impossible. The lace was sacred. It belonged to her.

“You little pervert,” Lydia spat.

The slap came without warning—sudden and vicious. Her palm struck his cheek with a sharp crack, his head snapping sideways, breath stolen from his lungs.

“Did you really think you had the right to look?” she said coldly. “At my panties?”

Ardon dropped his gaze instantly, burning with shame. The sting on his face was eclipsed only by the ache of denial, the punishment of proximity. He didn’t answer. He didn’t dare.

Lydia adjusted her skirt with slow nonchalance and gestured lazily toward him with her gleaming white-painted nails. “This may indeed be the only appropriate response to such insolence,” she repeated, her voice now laced with satisfied cruelty.

Lydia exhaled softly, as though the slap had cleared the air. Her composure returned instantly—cool, regal, untouched by emotion. Ardon, humiliated and trembling, was already forgotten.

“Where on earth did you find him?” she asked, her tone smooth and vaguely curious, as if the correction she’d just delivered were no more remarkable than swatting away a fly.

“Oh, I found him at Walmart, if you can believe it,” Grace replied, her steel-gNoah eyes gleaming with dry amusement. She sank back into the couch’s plush embrace, her white blazer catching the evening light—its peplum flare accentuating her hourglass silhouette with architectural precision. One hand toyed idly with the strand of pearls at her throat, her French-tipped fingers tracing their smooth curve as her golden hair framed a face sculpted in predatory elegance.

“I was tempted by the sign,” she continued. “End-of-season sale. Only fifty DOMs.”

Lydia blinked, her lips parting in amused disbelief. “They sell those in Walmart now?” Her tone hovered between sarcasm and fascination as she shifted on the opposing sofa, her black peplum blazer hugging her form like a second skin. The soft tendrils escaping her updo lent her an air of calculated softness, a foil to the authority that radiated from her posture. Her white-painted nails rested on her knee while Ardon, still prone on the ivory rug, continued his servile task. A narrow metal plate etched with the words Foot Slave dangled from his collar, clinking faintly each time his tongue met skin.

“Oh yes, at least in Crimson Crest,” Grace said, her voice curling into a velvet purr. “Go straight from the entrance to the back. Past the garden section—pots, flowers, ornamental trees.”

She waved a hand vaguely, a silver bracelet chiming at her wrist.

“Ah, yes. That aisle,” Lydia interjected, leaning forward slightly. “Though I thought it was mostly dogs back there?”

Grace’s smirk deepened. “That’s where you're mistaken. You haven’t been in the past two years, have you?” She tilted her head, eyes narrowing. “The cages are still there, yes. A few dogs remain. But most of the enclosures now house these… males. Or whatever we’re calling them.”

Her gaze drifted lazily to Ardon, whose tongue had taken on a more vigorous rhythm, the “Foot Slave” tag swinging in humiliating counterpoint to his movements.

Lydia’s brows arched, her smile wry. “Well, I guess that’s not the best way to buy this stuff. Locked in a cage, how can he demonstrate how good he is at cleaning toes?” She adjusted her pencil skirt, her legs recrossing with deliberate grace, prompting Ardon to falter briefly.

“Indeed, it’s a problem, but I trust my instincts,” Grace said, her piercing eyes narrowing as she watched Ardon’s efforts improve, his tongue now weaving between Lydia’s toes with renewed vigor. “And from my experience, he wasn’t bad at all so far. I even threw away his predecessor.” Her tone was casual, but the words carried a chilling edge.

Lydia’s eyes snapped to Grace, her expression earnest. “Threw away? You mean you shot him, yes?” she asked, her voice tinged with sincere curiosity, her hand pausing mid-gesture.

Grace laughed, a sharp, uncomfortable sound that echoed off the marble floors, her fair complexion flushing slightly. “Oh, no, no, of course not,” she said, waving a hand dismissively, her nails gleaming. “I just jail them in my basement for future use. I mean, I have tons of unused stuff—books I never have time to read, cables, computer parts. The place is a junkyard.” She leaned back, reveling in Ardon’s improved licking, her jasmine-linen scent mingling with the room’s opulent air.

Lydia nodded, leaning back from her prim posture, her fierce eyes softening as she savored Ardon’s ministrations, the “Foot Slave” plate glinting under the light. “Oh, I concur, I have tons of such stuff in my basement too,” she agreed, her sophisticated scent—floral with a hint of musk—wafting faintly. “I always tell myself I should give it to charity, but as Prime Minister, I have no time for this.”

Grace nodded, her smirk deepening, though her claim of being “super busy” belied her one-to-two-hour workday. “Yes, I’m too busy working, no time for this,” she said, her voice dripping with mock sincerity. “But I plan on having a garage sale to get rid of his predecessor and a few more.”

Lydia’s gaze wandered upward, taking in the room’s intricate molding and crystal-lit opulence. Her eyes caught on something above the fireplace—a gleaming katana displayed against deep crimson silk.

“You know,” she murmured, “you really do have taste. This place is... exquisite.”

“Why thank you, Madame Prime Minister,” Grace replied with a slow, amused tilt of her head.

“I mean it,” Lydia said, her voice warming. Her gaze locked on the sword. “That blade... is it real, or just for show?”

Grace’s eyes lit with quiet pride.
“Oh, it’s real,” she said, standing smoothly, her cream-toned heels clicking against the marble. She moved toward the weapon with a grace that suggested both reverence and menace. “Very real.”

She reached the wall, pausing for a breath before lifting the katana from its mount. Her French-manicured fingers traced the ornate tsuba—an etched dragon entwined with a chrysanthemum.
“This,” she began, her tone softening into something near-sacred, “is a samurai sword. The dragon symbolizes power, protection, and the ungoverned spirit. My grandmother acquired it in 1998 during a pilgrimage to Kyoto. She traded a jade heirloom for it—believed it would protect our bloodline.”

With fluid precision, Grace drew the katana from its lacquered saya. The steel sang as it emerged, a perfect arc of polished death glinting under the chandelier’s shimmer.
“Crafted in 1542 by Muramasa,” she said, turning back toward Lydia with the blade balanced delicately in her hand. “Blades like this were tested on condemned samurai. One stroke—clean decapitation.”

She smiled, not cruelly, but with the serene self-assurance of someone who understood legacy and wielded it without apology.
“I once cut my palm on it. Just brushed the edge. It sliced clean through. The bleeding wouldn’t stop. I was rushed to the ENE hospital—still have the scar.”

Lydia’s brows arched, genuinely impressed.
“And you keep that just... hanging on your wall?” she asked, lips parted slightly in admiration.

Grace returned to her seat, the katana still in hand, though held casually now—as if it were a mere accessory to her power.
“Of course,” she said. “It’s a reminder. Of my lineage, and of restraint.”

She glanced down at Ardon, still groveling at Lydia’s feet.
“Not everything that can cut… should.”

Lydia straightened abruptly, forcing Ardon to pause mid-lick. Her foot withdrew from his tongue with an air of disdain. He remained kneeling, uncertain, gazing up at her with a hopeful, submissive expression.

She turned her head toward him with sudden sharpness.
“What are you looking at me with those cow eyes like this for?” she snapped—and with a fluid motion, she slapped him hard across the face.

The crack reverberated off the marble and velvet surfaces, and Ardon’s head snapped to the side, a red bloom rising on his cheek.

It was a jarring contrast to the carefully cultivated image of Lydia Marrow—the calm, commanding stateswoman whose poised portrait adorned nearly every public building in Sovrana. But here, in the hush of Grace’s private sanctuary, stripped of cameras and curated optics, the cruelty beneath her charisma was laid bare.

“I’m sorry, Ma’am,” Ardon whispered.

Without a word, Lydia seized his hair and yanked him forward until his lips were once again pressed to her feet.

“Kiss,” she ordered flatly.

As he resumed, humiliated and obedient, she looked up at Grace with perfect composure.

“That’s a very... interesting explanation,” she said, as if nothing had occurred.

A moment of silence followed, heavy with unspoken thoughts.

Then Lydia asked, smoothly:
“And where is Lyra? Your daughter?”

Grace let out a short, amused laugh.
“Oh, you remember her?”

“Of course I do. She was such a sweet little girl when I last visited—what was it, 2050?”

Grace nodded. “Yes, yes. Well, that sweet little girl has turned into quite the stunning woman.”

“She would,” Lydia replied with a faint smile. “She has the right genes.”

“Thank you,” Grace said, though a flicker of tension crossed her features. “But it’s not just beauty. She has this... fire in her. You know the type. Feisty. Always standing up for the poor, the weak, the males. All the things young women romanticize before they know better.”

Lydia tilted her head slightly, interest sharpening in her eyes.

“She’s grown more... opinionated, then?”

“Oh, you have no idea,” Grace muttered. “She’s joined a new political movement. Calls itself the Alliance for Sentient Equality and Ecological Reform—ASEER, they say.”

Lydia blinked. “ASEER?”

“Yes.” Grace’s lips tightened. “A bleeding-heart coalition. They want equal rights for men, interspecies protections, anti-domestic hierarchy laws. It’s madness.”

Lydia exhaled through her nose, gaze narrowing.
“She’s what?”

Grace leaned forward, eyes cold and unreadable.
“Yes. That’s what she’s doing. Leading public protests. Arguing on feeds. Spreading literature. She confronted me just last week—screaming at me over how I ‘dehumanize’ male beings. She called me a relic of the past.”

Lydia’s voice dropped to a hush.
“So... she left?”

Grace looked away for a beat, then back at Lydia with a smile too thin to be warm.

“She stormed out of the Crest a week ago. Said she wouldn't return until I apologized. Until I changed. As if I’m going to beg forgiveness for treating property like property.”

Lydia nodded slowly, absorbing the gravity of it.
“Well... now it explains a lot.”

Grace’s manicured nails tapped lightly against the hilt of the katana resting languidly in her lap.

“She thinks she’s leading a movement. I think she’s walking straight into a war.”
She smiled thinly, then stood with slow, luxurious poise. “Let me show you.”

Turning toward the hallway, her voice slipped into a sultry murmur—French delivered like silk through teeth:
“Luis, viens ici.” [Luis, come here.]

Lydia sat up straighter, her brow tightening. “Wait—what was that?”

Then came the unmistakable sound—claws clicking softly on marble, a padded presence stalking into view.

A full-grown leopard slinked into the room, its coat a rosette-patterned mirror of Grace’s dominion. The feline’s amber eyes glowed like molten gold, and its muscles rippled with each deliberate step as it closed the space between them.

Lydia jumped to her feet, nearly knocking over her wine glass.
“Grace—what is that? Are you out of your mind?!”

Grace chuckled, calm as glass. “Oh, Lydia. He’s harmless. I’m telling you—he’s such a nice, gentle cat.”

“Gentle?! That’s a wild leopard, Grace!” Lydia’s voice, stripped of its polish, cracked with genuine fear as she backed behind the velvet armchair, heels slipping slightly on the smooth floor, seeking protection from the terror Grace’s commanding presence unleashed.

Grace remained composed, slowly lowering herself to her knees beside the beast.
“Luis, viens, viens à maman.” [Luis, come, come to mommy.]

Luis padded to her side and nuzzled her thigh with his massive head. Grace ran her French-manicured fingers through his coat, combing lightly through his thick fur with the same precision she might apply to a prized pashmina.

“Mon beau garçon... tu es parfait.” [My beautiful boy… you’re perfect.]

She whispered as though sharing a secret, her hand lingering behind the leopard’s ears.

Only after a long minute of this intimate display—Grace whispering in French, grooming him with reverent care—did Lydia ease back into her seat. Her body was still tense, knuckles pale where she gripped the armrest.

Grace smiled indulgently. “See? He’s very well trained.”

“I can’t believe you live like this,” Lydia muttered, eyes flicking between Grace and the beast.

Grace gave her a slow, feline grin. “It’s all about trust. And power.”

Then, as Luis lay curled at her feet like a throne guardian, Grace exhaled with a nostalgic sigh.

“Well… a week ago, Lyra stood right there,” she said, pointing to the center of the room. “She was yelling. Loud. Furious. About human rights, about the way I treat slaves. About Luis—because he almost bit a slave’s genitals.” She shrugged. “She screamed: ‘It’s either the leopard or me.’ Then she stormed out.”

“And?” Lydia asked.

“That was it. Haven’t heard from her since.”

Lydia shook her head, voice lined with exasperation.
“Yes, that’s the kind of people who join the extreme left parties. Passionate, naïve, disloyal. Sadly, there’s always an opposition. But I suppose we’ll have to continue living with it.”

“Yes, it’s ridiculous,” Grace agreed smoothly.

“They want to give equal rights to creatures like this one,” Lydia said, tilting her head downward toward Ardon, who knelt before her, diligently licking her toes, his subservience a pathetic display that mocked any claim to equality. “What did you say his name was? Ardon? Or is it Hard-On?” Her mocking tone dripped with contempt, stripping him of dignity and fueling the arousing thrill of his debasement, as Grace’s laughter joined hers, their shared scorn a delicious torment that reveled in his desperate, unfulfilled need.

Ardon flushed scarlet, yet he continued, tongue working desperately between Lydia’s toes, his “Foot Slave” plate clinking softly with each movement.

“And the best part,” Lydia said, eyes sparkling with cruelty, “is that he still understands English. And he understands what he is.”

“Oh, absolutely,” Grace purred. “Right, Ardon?”

“Yes, Ma’am,” he murmured, voice barely audible.

Lydia leaned back with a smirk. “And tell us—do you have a hard-on, Ardon?”

“No, Mistress.”

“And why is that?”

“Because… I’m wearing your chastity device, Mistress.”

Grace grinned. “Correct.”

She leaned forward, addressing him like a naughty child.

“And when was the last time you had an erection, hmm?”

“It… it was on my birthday.”

Both women laughed again, their unabashed scorn a piercing blade that thrilled Ardon’s submissive soul, his shame igniting an exquisite, unattainable arousal as their freedom to indulge in any sexual pleasure mocked his caged, desperate denial.

“Oh?” Lydia asked, eyes gleaming. “And when was that?”

“Three months ago,” Ardon whispered, shame coloring every syllable.

“Bravo,” Lydia purred. “And when’s your next birthday?”

“In nine months.”

Grace winked at Lydia, her knowing glance savoring Ardon’s helpless squirming under their absolute dominion. “Correct. And it’s then—if you’re on your very best behavior—that I might let you cum,” she said, her voice a patronizing taunt, mocking his slim hope of release in nine months—a privilege she could revoke at whim, there was nothing that he could do about it, absolutely nothing, thrilling his submissive core with exquisite dread.

Lydia gave him a patronizing pat on the head. “Quite a system you’ve got going, Grace.”

Grace chuckled, stroking the leopard’s neck again. “Well, he was my gardener originally—if you can believe it. For five months, he wasn’t even allowed inside. Worked in the sun all day. Slept in a doghouse.”

Lydia blinked. “So how come he’s here now?”

“Oh, accidentally,” Grace said airily, her tone laced with knowing amusement. “One afternoon, I caught him kissing the toes of my riding boots, Lydia, and I saw it clear as day—the desperate need in inferior males, inherent, primal, to worship a woman’s boots, unlike women who’d never stoop so low. That’s when I discovered how good he was. He’s not creative, mind you, but obedient and quiet, molded perfectly to a woman’s will, alive only under our command.”

Lydia studied him, lowering her hand to caress his cheek.

“Yes. Yes, he is,” she said softly.

Tears welled in Ardon’s eyes, his heart trembling at Lydia’s rare compliment and fleeting touch, a fleeting glimpse of dignity from Sovrana’s supreme Prime Minister, Lydia Marrow. In that moment, he felt the ache of his inherent craving, molded by women’s superior will, his quiet, obedient soul alive only in serving their divine command, a truth that stirred his submissive core with both shame and ecstatic surrender.

Ardon’s mouth moved to her instep, his kisses becoming softer, almost worshipful. His lips traveled along the gentle arch of her foot, planting careful, deliberate kisses that sent the faintest shiver up her spine. From there, he moved to the sides, nuzzling slightly as his tongue traced the contours with increasing enthusiasm. Every touch seemed to reflect his reverence, the gleam of her polished toes never leaving his vision, as though they were his guiding star.

Grace, observing from her chair, let out a low chuckle, her amusement evident. “One thing you can’t say about Ardon,” she said, her lips curling into a sly smile. “You can’t say that he doesn’t learn.”

“Oh, true, true,” Lydia added, her tone rich with amusement as she wiggled her toes ever so slightly, causing Ardon to flinch and adjust his approach. “The minute you tell him to innovate, he’s right on it, isn’t he?” Her laughter was low and indulgent as she crossed her other leg lazily, settling back into her throne-like posture.

“Oh, true, true,” Lydia agreed, her laughter light but genuine. “The minute you tell him to be innovative, he’s like, ‘Okay, I’m innovative!’” She shifted her foot slightly, pressing her toes to Ardon’s lips again. “See? Look at him now.”

“Absolutely,” Grace said with a smirk, her eyes flicking toward the doorway.

She gave a lazy, dismissive flick of her fingers. “Yes, yes—come in.”

It was now clear that Noah had been waiting just outside, silently and obediently, for permission to enter. The moment she gestured, he stepped forward—carefully, submissively—his heels clacking faintly on the marble floor, bells chiming with each nervous movement.

“Unlike this specimen,” Grace added, pointing at him with theatrical disdain. Her voice dripped with mockery, and both women burst into uncontrollable laughter, the sound cascading through the room, their stomachs clutched in mirth as Noah shuffled forward, his expression carefully neutral, eyes locked on the ground. In his mind, their scorn scorched his submissive soul, igniting an exquisite, desperate arousal—his body trembling with the aching need to climax, a truth he knew he was born for, yet forever denied under their cruel, thrilling dominion.

Noah cut a pitiful, exquisite figure as he shuffled forward with a slow, deliberate gait, clutching a damp yellow cloth in one trembling, feminized hand. His outfit was a masterpiece of enforced degradation—an absurdly short, frilly pink maid’s dress adorned with layers of lace and frothy petticoats that flared out with every motion, exposing smooth, freshly shaved thighs that gleamed under the chandelier’s gaze. Beneath the dress, a pair of tight blush-pink satin panties framed his humiliation, their ruffled trim and dainty front bow accentuating his forced femininity with cruel precision. His white stockings clung tightly to his legs, the nylon whispering against his skin with every movement, pulled taut by dainty pink garters that bit gently into his thighs.

Around each leg, delicate elastic bands jingled with tiny silver bells, announcing his every pathetic step. The heels—towering, glossy, impossibly pink—forced his hips to sway clumsily, exaggerating the sway of his skirt and turning each wobble into a spectacle of helpless femininity. His lace apron cinched tightly around his midsection, giving him a comically rounded, feminine silhouette, while a matching lace cap perched atop his bald head, its soft ribbons brushing his ears, heightening his awareness of every humiliating detail.

He was a walking parody of girlhood, a symphony of rustling petticoats, clinking bells, and clattering heels. The room echoed with peals of mocking laughter from Grace and Lydia, each note laced with sadistic delight. Their eyes devoured his appearance, their smiles gleaming with cruel pleasure. And as Noah bent at the waist to polish the low table—his skirt lifting scandalously with the motion—it became impossible not to notice the final indignity: a pair of delicate, frilly pink panties peeking from beneath the dress, so girlish, so humiliating, they might as well have been stitched with the word property.

Lydia tilted her head, her lips curling into an amused grin as she observed him. “Oh, so this is the one from the prison?” she asked, her tone rich with delight.

Grace rolled her eyes dramatically, her smirk deepening. “Uh-huh—straight from Iron Veil Penitentiary,” she laughed.

“And I trust this is not the prison’s uniform?” Lydia laughed, eyes sparkling.

“Oh no, no. I spent hours arranging him,” Grace said with mock despair. “And still, he looks horrible.”

Lydia’s laughter joined hers, low and mocking, echoing elegantly off the high walls. “No, no—it’s perfect,” she said, crossing her legs with queenly ease, her gaze lingering on Noah. “He looks utterly ridiculous. We should put him in a Join Sovrana, Join the Navy commercial.”

Yet even the absurdity of Noah’s appearance—his frilly maid’s dress, the lace cap perched on his bald head, the jingling bells at his thighs—was eclipsed by the storm gathering within him. His heart pounded with a new, terrifying awareness.

Seated across the room—legs crossed, perfectly composed, sipping wine as if nothing were out of place—was Lydia Marrow. The Prime Minister. Sovrana’s supreme authority.

Her face had loomed over every hallway in Iron Veil; by law, any wall wider than four feet displayed her portrait. He had learned to avert his eyes in prison—learned that her gaze, even in paint, could reduce a man to dust. And now she was here. Real. Alive. Watching him.

The humiliation hit like a tidal wave. My God, he thought. I’m serving not just one—but two of the most powerful women in Sovrana.

In this ridiculous costume, this parody of femininity, I must look like a joke—no, not even that. A doll. A spectacle. An owned thing.

The soft rustle of his petticoats, the tickle of ribbon against his ears, the faint jingle with each trembling movement—every sound reminded him of his place. Every glance from Grace and Lydia carved him smaller, more absurd, more exposed. The weight of their silent, knowing amusement threatened to unravel him. It was too much. Too deep. Too complete.

He couldn’t endure this forever.

Noah’s chest tightened with anxiety, and he did the only thing he could: he ignored her. He buried his head in the proverbial sand, hoping against all logic that Lydia Marrow wouldn’t address him. His eyes stayed downcast, his movements stiff and mechanical, his mind clinging desperately to the task of scrubbing the already pristine surface of the low table before him. The small, repetitive circles he made with the cloth were methodical, almost robotic—a reflection of exhaustion and a desperate urge to disappear.

Despite the howls of laughter ringing around him, Noah remained stoic, pretending not to hear the cruel remarks or Lydia’s unmistakable voice among them. His focus on the table became his only shield—flimsy, pathetic, but all he had left.

“Noah!” Grace’s voice sliced through the room like a whip. Abrupt, commanding, final.

He froze.

The cloth stopped mid-wipe.

“Come here,” she ordered, her voice cracking through the room like a whip—short, sharp, unrelenting.

The sound froze Noah in place for half a second. Then he moved—automatically, urgently. His limbs obeyed without thought. Not from duty. Not from training. From fear.

His hands clutched the damp cloth in a death grip as he scurried toward her, head bowed, every muscle tense with dread. He attempted a curtsy—an awkward, trembling dip—but the heels nearly betrayed him. He wobbled badly, almost fell, the lace cap slipping sideways on his scalp, ribbons brushing his ears like mockery.

Grace hadn’t raised her voice. She hadn’t needed to. That single, curt command carried the weight of absolute power—and he knew, with horrifying clarity, that he could not resist her.

He was powerless to resist.

Not just because he was dressed like this. Not just because of shame. But because he was afraid. Afraid of her. Afraid of what she might do.

She could make him do anything—crawl, beg, strip, humiliate himself in front of the Prime Minister—and he would do it. Not because he wanted to. Not even because he had to.

But because her voice alone had severed his will.

“My God, look at you,” Grace said, her voice dripping with mockery. “Almost tipping over—you could fall and injure me, you oaf.” The disdain in her tone was sharp enough to cut, and the corners of her mouth twisted into a smirk as she watched him struggle to balance.

Noah gave a helpless shrug, a small, submissive gesture that did nothing to shield him from the growing weight of humiliation.

“On your knees,” Grace commanded, her words slicing through the air like a whip.

The tone was absolute—cutting, lethal, devoid of hesitation or ambiguity. It was not a suggestion. It was law.

Noah dropped instantly, as if struck. His knees hit the floor with a dull thud, the frilly pink fabric of his maid’s dress bunching around his trembling thighs. The garters tugged at his skin. The bells chimed faintly. His body moved not from thought—but from reflex. Fear and obedience had fused into one.

Grace didn’t need to raise her voice. Her presence alone was enough to strip him of volition. She stood above him like a sovereign force, unshakable, composed, terrifying in her casual control.

And there he was: small, absurd, kneeling in pink lace before her. The contrast between her supreme authority and his pathetic display carved through him. He felt humiliated to the core.

But it was worse than that. Lydia was watching.

The Prime Minister reclined nearby, sipping her wine, her eyes gleaming with cold amusement as she observed his collapse. Her gaze didn’t need to speak. It simply watched—and that watching magnified everything.

Noah’s humiliation spiraled into something unbearable, something inescapable. And yet, within that spiral, his need only deepened. Her power—their power—was a force he could neither resist nor survive without. They had reduced him to this trembling, ridiculous figure. And he would fall to his knees for them a thousand times more.

For a brief, forbidden moment, his eyes betrayed him. They flicked upward—just for a heartbeat—to her chest.

Grace’s dress was a vision of restrained opulence: a tailored white sheath of fine silk, sleeveless and unforgiving, clinging tightly to her curves. The fabric shimmered faintly under the chandelier’s glow, every movement of her body making the material shift like poured milk. Her full, sculpted breasts pressed against the thin bodice, the neckline deep but precise, suggesting more than it revealed. Below, her thighs—thick, powerful, and smooth—were crossed with deliberate elegance, the skin gleaming like polished marble under the warm light.

The moment didn’t last.

Grace’s palm cracked across his face with stunning precision. The sound rang out—a brutal, echoing report that sliced through the air like a gunshot.

Heat bloomed across his cheek as his head snapped violently to the side. For a moment, the world tilted. He tasted shame in his mouth.

“How dare you not address the Prime Minister?” she snarled, her voice sharp with fury, trembling with righteous indignation. “How dare you?!”

The slap hadn’t just stung his flesh—it had stripped something deeper. It was invasive, intimate, humiliating. Not a punishment. A reckoning.

In that instant, he felt utterly exposed—like a child being corrected, a servant being broken, a doll being realigned by its owner. The sting on his cheek pulsed like a brand. And beneath the pain, deeper still, burned the twisted certainty that she was right to strike him. That it was more than he deserved.

And the worst part—he felt thankful.

“I—I’m sorry, Ma’am,” Noah stammered, trembling, shame flooding him.

“Don’t tell me how sorry you are,” Grace snapped, pointing sharply toward Lydia with a French-manicured finger. “Express yourself. Grovel properly in front of Lady Lydia Marrow.”

Noah bowed deeply, his bells chiming faintly with the motion, then turned to face Lydia. The shift was clumsy, trembling, his knees buckling slightly as he sank fully to the floor. He extended his arms toward her in abject supplication—the only position a male could take before such a figure in Sovrana.

He had seen her face on every prison wall. Her expression—stern, composed, imperial—had unnerved him even then. But here, seated casually in Grace’s decadent living room, she was something else entirely.

The flesh-and-blood Lydia Marrow radiated power and sensuality in a way no portrait ever could. If she had loomed above him in state-issued posters, here she was utterly astonishing.

“Ma’am, I am so sorry to have ignored you,” Noah said, his voice quivering as he prostrated himself before her. “I humbly—seriously—apologize.”

Lydia’s lips curled into a slow, satisfied smile, her gaze never once leaving his trembling form. She was savoring it—him—like a connoisseur admiring the final touch on a masterpiece.

The sight of Noah groveling before her—knees spread, head bowed, garters tight around his thighs beneath the swish of a ridiculous pink maid’s dress—sent a ripple of dark, simmering pleasure through her. He wasn’t just kneeling. He was offering. He was hers.

She let the silence stretch deliberately, drinking in every detail: the jingling bells at his ankles, the absurd lace cap perched on his head, the pathetic way his hands clasped in supplication. It was theater—and he was the fool at its center.

Her gaze flicked toward Grace—just briefly. Their eyes met, two sovereigns sharing unspoken amusement. Grace’s smirk was quiet, knowing. Lydia’s smile deepened.

Then her eyes returned to Noah—still kneeling, still waiting, still breaking.

And he could feel it. They were enjoying this together. His humiliation was not private. It was a shared delight.

His throat tightened. Tears threatened. And all he could think was: She’s relishing my torment… and I am giving it to her completely.

“Her name is Lydia, Noah,” Grace interjected coldly, her voice slicing through the hush like a scalpel.

Noah stiffened, his humiliation compounding as he scrambled to amend his words. His voice broke slightly as it tumbled from his mouth, the desperation unmistakable. “Ma’am—Lydia—I mean, Prime Minister Lydia—I’m so sorry, and I humbly apologize for ignoring you. It wasn’t my intention. I’m… I’m new to this, I—”

He paused, swallowed hard, and coughed to steady himself. “May I please kiss your hand to signal my humble apology?”

Lydia arched a perfectly shaped brow, her smile deepening into something both amused and predatory. She leaned back into the velvet cushions, exuding effortless command.

“Of course not,” she said smoothly, her tone rich with disdainful amusement. “You haven’t earned that yet.”

Her gaze dropped to her thigh, lingering there for just a moment.

“Kiss my thigh,” she commanded, her voice both firm and honeyed—casual, as though asking for a cushion, not a man’s submission.

Noah hesitated for only a breath before crawling forward on all fours, his limbs shaking slightly as he positioned himself between her knees. Lowering his face to her skin, he pressed his lips against her thigh in a reverent, almost trembling kiss. Her skin was impossibly smooth, warm, and supple beneath his lips—power and sensuality made flesh.

“Prime Minister Lydia,” he murmured as his lips lingered, “I am so, so very sorry.”

Lydia tilted her head, her smile softening into something close to indulgence. “It’s okay, Noah,” she said, her tone teasing, though not without a trace of warmth.

Noah looked up—just for a heartbeat—then dropped his gaze again, terrified to hold her eyes too long.

“Now,” Lydia said, her voice breezy and offhand as she elegantly crossed her legs, the movement sensual and deliberate, “go fetch us drinks, Noah.”

“Yes, Ma’am,” Noah replied. He lowered his head once more, then slowly unfolded his limbs, pushing himself upright with a clumsy rustle of lace and petticoats. Rising on wobbly heels, he scuttled away toward the kitchen, bells jingling with each hurried step, his cheeks burning with humiliation and arousal.

As he moved toward the kitchen, his mind raced, the memory of her smooth, trim thigh still vivid against his lips. My God, her thighs felt so smooth, so trim. What a woman, he thought, his pulse quickening. Why is it that every woman makes me so hard? How come I’m always so excited about… new blood? His thoughts spiraled as he prepared the drinks, eager to return—yet terrified of what might come next.

Noah shuffled into the kitchen, the soft jingle of the bells strapped to his legs accompanying every step. The humiliating sound reminded him that, no matter where he went in the house, Grace could track his movements. Each delicate chime was a signal—a punishment, a proclamation: inferior, observed, owned.

The kitchen gleamed—steel, glass, lemon wood polish—all perfection, all judgment. The air was clinical, and it made his every step feel like a trespass. The weight of his task pressed down on him: not merely to serve, but to serve impeccably.

He reached for the coffee pot, hands trembling, cock caged and twitching under layers of satin. He poured the dark liquid into delicate porcelain with near-worshipful focus. A touch of sugar. Stirred with precise elegance. No granules. No forgiveness.

Next: the cheesecakes. Two flawless slices beneath a dome, placed like relics on china. A garnish of berries. A kiss of cream. Everything must be beautiful. Everything must say: I’m trying, Ma’am. Please don’t punish me.

He assembled the tray with compulsive care—saucers and silver spoons aligned with sacred geometry. Every inch cried out for approval. Every ounce of him begged not to be noticed—and yet desperately hoped that Grace would.

His bells jingled again as he shifted in the pink heels, a cruel ballet of shame. With the tray balanced, his breath shallow, he turned and headed back.

The bells announced him like a disgraceful fanfare before he even crossed the threshold.

Grace and Lydia sat in silence—still, composed, regal. Their eyes followed him with quiet intensity, unmoving, unreadable. He could feel their gaze like heat against his skin. It burned through his thin pink dress, through flesh and bone, down to the raw fear in his gut. Their presence was suffocating: two sovereigns, calm and cruel, radiating effortless control from their velvet thrones.

Noah’s heart thundered in his chest as he stepped toward the low table, every jingle from his leg bells cutting the hush like a confession. His hands shook as he set down the tray, beginning with Grace’s side—coffee, then cheesecake, then spoon and sugar dish—all aligned with trembling care. Each movement was a prayer for approval, each placement a desperate attempt to mask his dread.

But the silence remained. And it grew.

He moved to Lydia’s side, his breath quickening. Her faint smirk and gleaming eyes unraveled his composure. He mirrored the arrangement perfectly—every dish, every line—but still, no word.

When he finished, he stepped back and bowed, the tray clutched against his chest like a shield that couldn’t protect him. The air felt poisoned. He couldn’t breathe. The silence pressed in with cruel weight.

Something was wrong.

His vision swam. He could feel the mistake before he could name it. Grace’s narrowed eyes. Her thin, furious mouth. The silence wasn’t neutrality—it was the countdown to judgment.

He stood paralyzed, heart pounding like a trapped animal. The tray trembled in his hands. Panic rose like bile in his throat. His knees locked.

He wanted to run. He wanted to cry. He wanted to disappear.

But he stood, frozen, a shamed little maid before the tribunal of women who owned him.

Finally, she spoke.
Her voice cracked like a whip. “You know, Noah, I am astonished at how rude a man can be. Just astonished.”

Noah’s heart plummeted. A wave of cold panic broke over him, frigid and suffocating. “Why?” he whispered, his voice cracking like glass.

Grace leaned forward, her tone thick with venom. “You arranged my coffee and cake first... and then served the guest?” Each word dropped like a stone, deliberate and brutal. “Where were you born, exactly? Is that how your mother raised you?”

The accusation hit like a slap. Shame surged, scorching him from the inside out. His mouth went dry. His throat seized.

He had done everything right. Everything. And still—this.

Shame tore through him, vicious and bright, his breath catching in his chest. Every detail he’d obsessed over now mocked him. He had aligned the plates perfectly. Balanced the tray with reverence. Remembered the berries. The cream.

It didn’t matter.

Grace’s judgment was final, and the rule she upheld—serve the guest first—was sacred. And he had failed.

His knees buckled slightly. He fought to stay upright. The tray clutched to his chest was now an emblem of his collapse.

The word unfair screamed in his head. Not as protest—but as truth.

Two divine women lounged in regal silence while he suffered in lace and bells, drowning in expectation, always falling short. Every movement he made twisted into error. Every act of devotion repaid with contempt.

And still—he craved it. Craved her. Craved her power even as it crushed him.

His face burned. His vision blurred. A sob lodged in his throat like a stone.

He was being broken, remade. Reduced to the essence of what she required: trembling, grateful, desperate to suffer.

This was how she claimed him. Not with whips. With disappointment.

And he loved her for it.

Grace let the silence stretch. Her gaze was steady, cold, predatory. Noah squirmed under it, unable to speak, drowning in the unbearable quiet.

She stirred her coffee, the spoon clinking softly against porcelain—an ordinary sound, yet cruel in its indifference. That languid gesture, that slow motion of elegance, aroused him far more than any touch.

He was unraveling.

And then, with a smile that chilled and thrilled him in equal measure, Grace turned to Lydia.

“Would you like to punish him, Lydia?” she asked, tone breezy, as if offering a second cup of tea.

Lydia raised her eyes, unhurried, taking in the steam curling from her cup. She sipped. She savored. Her tongue slid over her lower lip with languorous grace.

“Oh, I love this coffee,” she said, genuine delight in her voice.

Grace laughed softly, her eyes locked on Noah, who stood trembling like a guilty child awaiting sentence. The bells on his ankles chimed, mocking his nerves.

Lydia let the pause stretch. She glanced at Grace. Then at him. Then, with slow precision, she lifted her fork, sliced into the cheesecake, and murmured—too lightly to be casual, too sharp to be innocent:

“Oh yes.”

A pause. The blade of silence gleamed.
“Of course.”

Grace’s voice cracked like a lash.
“Go to my bedroom and fetch my hairbrush—now.”

Noah bolted. The bells on his legs jingled in chaotic alarm, skirts flaring as he fled toward the stairs, heart thudding like it wanted to escape his chest.

Her hairbrush. That word landed like a blow.

It’s just a brush, he told himself. Just a wooden handle. A woman’s tool for grooming. Not a whip. Not a cane. Not… pain.

But the knot in his gut told a different story.

He had never felt it before—never felt its bite—but every fiber of his body recoiled in instinctive dread. That flat, hard back. The sting. The shame.

It’s just wood, he whispered inside his mind. Just bristles. But even his fantasies betrayed him now.

He climbed the stairs like a man ascending the scaffold. Each step echoed with the finality of submission.

Grace’s bedroom greeted him with soft scent and silken threat. The brush waited on her dresser.

Larger than he imagined. Sleek. Glossy.
The back gleamed like lacquered judgment.

His hand reached out. It felt heavy. Heavy with history it hadn’t yet written. The wood was cool—almost cold—against his skin. As though it anticipated its role in his humiliation.

Clutching it, he turned, dizzy.

His thoughts scattered. The walk back became a descent into judgment.

He could already hear the first crack. Feel the burn. Smell the shame.

His breathing was shallow. His legs shook. The staircase blurred beneath him.

The hairbrush—just wood and polish—was now the most terrifying thing he’d ever held.

When he returned, the sight awaiting him shattered his last grip on composure.

The room had become a stage—spare, quiet, and merciless. A theater of judgment.

At its center: one chair. Singular. Intentional. A throne of discipline.

Lydia sat upon it like it had been made for her. Her black satin dress shimmered with restrained menace, flowing like poured ink across her crossed legs. The light licked her curves with reverence. Her posture radiated authority—not showy, but sovereign. Power at rest.

Ardon knelt beside her in perfect stillness, head bowed, his clasped hands forming a statue of obedience. He was there, yet invisible. His serenity only deepened Noah’s sense of exposure.

Noah hesitated on the threshold.

Then stepped forward.

The hairbrush in his grip felt like a verdict. Its weight had become unbearable. The bells tied around his gartered legs gave off the softest chime—like chains dressed in silver.

Each step forward rang his humiliation through the quiet room.

He was the center of this scene. A condemned man in a courtroom of velvet.

He halted beside Lydia, trying to stand at attention, though his body trembled. His posture was rigid, his breath shallow, his eyes fixed to the floor. Lydia lifted her gaze slowly, measuring him with a detached coolness. Her lips curled—not in kindness, but possession.

“Do you know why you’re being punished, Noah?” she asked, her voice as smooth as cream and sharp as bone.

He swallowed hard. “It’s because I served Mistress Grace first… instead of the guest,” he whispered. “It was thoughtless, Ma’am. Disrespectful.”

“Correct.” Her tone was flat, instructional—like a teacher confirming a mistake just before issuing the consequence.

Then she leaned back, hands resting lightly on the arms of her chair. No change in her tone. No warning. Just the next command, direct and inescapable:

“Dress down. Let me see your little wee-wee.”

Noah’s cheeks flared. His breath caught—but there was no resistance. Only obedience.

With shaking hands, he lifted the frilled hem of his pastel pink sissy dress, each inch exposing more of his pale, trembling thighs wrapped in sheer white stockings. The delicate bells around his gartered legs jingled, an unbearable accompaniment to his shame.

Up came the petticoats. The apron. The lace.

And then it was revealed.

The pink chastity device shimmered in the soft light—tight, inescapable, obscene.

The gleaming metal cradled him like an insult, locking away not just his arousal, but his manhood, his autonomy, his hope.

The sight shattered him.

A wave of electric torment surged through his body, not from pain—but from everything else.

Unrelieved desire. Total exposure. The judgment of two goddesses.

His thoughts disintegrated. His humanity frayed.

He wasn’t thinking anymore. He was responding. Reacting. Needing.

The arousal was no longer erotic—it was spiritual. A fever of helpless devotion.

He felt himself dissolve into the moment: a creature of lace, bells, and caged lust.

A frenzied thing panting in front of supreme power. Wanting only to kneel. To belong. Forever.

Lydia’s laugh rang out—rich, delighted, vicious in its elegance—as she tilted her head back, her amusement echoing like victory bells.

“Oh, you put prison property in a chastity device?” she said, grinning as she turned toward Grace.

“Of course I did,” Grace replied with an indulgent smirk. She leaned back with idle grace, her power effortless, her cruelty precise. “I wouldn’t let a specimen like that wander around free.”

And then—casually, cruelly—she crossed her legs.

The anklet caught the light. A delicate gold chain circled her flawless, sun-kissed ankle. And from that chain hung a key.

Not just any key.

The key.

The key to Noah’s manhood. To his orgasms. To his freedom.

It dangled just above the arch of her pampered foot—glistening, intimate, forbidden.

Noah’s breath hitched. His vision tunneled.

The symbolism scorched through him like flame: Grace, bare-legged and sovereign, utterly free to take pleasure wherever and whenever she wished—while he, locked in pink, writhed in futile need, denied even the right to ache in peace.

She flexed her foot, just slightly. The key swung.

“You see that?” she murmured, her voice a slow, cruel blade. “The key to your freedom. Right there. So close… yet so impossibly far.”

Noah nearly collapsed.

The sight—the key, the ankle, the smirk—reduced him to a trembling relic of manhood. That key was no longer metal. It was an idol. A curse. A monument to his enslavement.

And the foot it adorned? Sacred. Unreachable. Divine.

Lydia’s gaze lingered on the key, the corners of her mouth twitching with delight.

Grace let the silence stretch—then, with venomous sweetness, she added, “And do you realize how many times this little pervert’s been caught jerking off in the prison lavatory—on his knees—chanting Grace, Grace, Grace and spurting all over the floor?”

Lydia exploded with laughter, her voice laced with sheer amusement. The image—so pathetic, so grotesque—was exactly the kind of public disgrace she savored.

Noah’s world collapsed inward. His head dropped, his entire body crumpling under the weight of shame. His face burned, his ears rang with their laughter. It wasn’t just embarrassment—it was annihilation.

The sound of their mirth wrapped around him like silk noose. Perfumed. Luxurious. Fatal.

And then—humiliation deepened.

He dared a glance.

There was Ardon—still kneeling, still poised, still immaculate. He hadn’t flinched, hadn’t trembled. His posture radiated a serene, monk-like grace.

While Noah...

Noah was a wreck. Shaking. Exposed. Ridiculous.

He saw it now. Every tremor in his limbs. Every quiver in his voice. Every inch of pink lace and jingle bell.

He wasn’t a man.

He was a disgrace.

Noah glanced at her dress-covered knees, his heart sinking as a familiar, helpless thought crossed his mind: Goodness, this is the place I’m going to be—there’s no way around it. No escape. No matter what he did, he always ended up here: over the knees of women.

His arousal surged the moment Lydia’s eyes locked onto him. Her gaze was a command in itself—slow, heavy, unreadable. And then, with elegant finality, she began to fold the hem of her dress—deliberately, sensually—exposing her perfectly tanned knees and the toned, silken curves of her upper thighs.

The sight hit him like a tidal wave.

Her bare skin—smooth, golden, sun-kissed—radiated an erotic power that made his knees go soft. The way her thighs curved, strong yet impossibly feminine, was overwhelming. Too vivid. Too raw. Too deliberate. The image was indecent in its confidence, in its sovereign sensuality.

His cock throbbed against the cage with sick longing. His arousal twisted into nausea—an erotic vertigo that blurred the line between dread and desire. Not this, he thought. Not again. Not so vulgar, not so irresistible.

Then her voice came.

“Over my knees,” she said.

The words sliced through him—measured, calm, inevitable. It wasn’t correction. It wasn’t even punishment. It was ritualized domination—sexual, psychological, total.

His knees buckled.

Time and again, no matter what path he took, no matter how hard he resisted, this was where he always ended up: trembling across the laps of powerful women, bare and broken, the object of their amused disdain. And now—Lydia. The Prime Minister of Sovrana. Her thighs would be his new altar of shame.

They looked impossibly strong. Unyielding. He knew they’d hold him without effort. And worse, he knew they’d enjoy it.

He froze, trembling. The bells gave a delicate, damning jingle. His cock throbbed in its steel prison.

Then, with his breath shallow and shame flooding every cell of his body, he stepped forward—and surrendered.

Slowly, he draped himself across her lap, the plush softness of her thighs pressing against his bare skin like silk over steel. The contact was electric—too intimate, too exposing. His caged cock brushed against the curve of her leg, a pitiful emblem of his need rubbing against her indifference. The sensation seared into him, humiliating and ecstatic, and shame surged like heat through his body.

His head hung low. His cheeks burned. His fingers twitched uselessly in his lap as Lydia’s hand came to rest lightly on his back—an effortless gesture that sealed his position. The moment felt terminal. Final. He was no longer being judged. He was being possessed.

She began to pat his exposed backside.

Soft. Rhythmic. Mocking.

Each tap landed like a countdown—deliberate, cruel, and knowing. Not punishment. Not yet.

A tease. A warning. A claim.

He wasn’t being corrected.

He was being owned.

And he was nothing more than a trembling child across the thighs of a Prime Minister—waiting, squirming, humiliated.

From his lowly position, he could hear Grace’s voice slice through the tension like a razor.

“Going to be a good little boy for Miss Lydia, aren’t you?” she asked, her tone lilting with a syrupy mockery that dripped venom.

The words hit him like lashes—every syllable a deliberate cut, stripping away the last frayed threads of his dignity. Her voice wasn’t loud, but it carried weight. It echoed inside him.

His throat clenched. His limbs trembled. His cock, trapped in its cage, throbbed with helpless arousal even as his heart thudded with dread.

The power in her words—her total disregard—reduced him utterly.

“Yes, Mistress,” he whispered, barely audible, each syllable laced with a desperate attempt to hold himself together.

But inside, he was already breaking.

Lydia didn’t wait another second.

The first blow landed hard—sharp, clean, and devastating. The crack of the wooden back of the brush against his bare flesh ricocheted through the room like a gunshot. Noah flinched violently, a hiss tearing from his throat. Before he could process the fire seared into him, the second strike followed—cruelly identical, mercilessly precise.

Then came the rhythm.

The blows rained down with punishing discipline.

Lydia struck not with fury, but with icy control—each strike calculated, her motions efficient and deliberate. The sound of wood on flesh filled the space in jagged bursts, sharp and echoing. The bells on his ankles chimed with every recoil, a humiliating accompaniment to his writhing.

Noah’s body bucked, each strike forcing a new wave of pain through his nervous system. His muscles tensed. His hands clawed at empty air.

It’s just a hairbrush, he told himself—but the illusion shattered. This wasn’t some household trinket. In Lydia’s hand, it became a sovereign’s weapon, a cruel scepter of correction.

His skin screamed. His cock pulsed in its cage.

And then—something more dangerous—he began to hover on the edge.

The pain, the rhythm, the bells, the exposure. It was overwhelming. Despite the cold steel that trapped him, his arousal surged into a desperate, impossible peak. His orgasm wasn’t building—it was detonating, choked off by the cruel precision of Grace’s lock.

He gasped, back arching, chest heaving, humiliation pouring from his pores.

He wasn’t being punished.

He was unraveling.

“Please, Mistress Lydia,” he cried, voice cracking as he writhed across her lap. “I can’t take it, Ma’am! Please! It’s too much!”

Lydia paused.

She tilted her head ever so slightly, her eyes gleaming with detached amusement.

“Oh, I see,” she murmured, voice like silk stretched over a blade. “You think begging will save you? How pathetic.”

The next strike came fast and hard, landing with punishing finality. Noah’s breath caught in his throat.

“You will take this punishment in silence,” she said with arctic calm, “or I’ll double it. Do you understand?”

“Yes, Ma’am,” he whimpered, his voice a broken whisper as he bit down on his lip.

“Good.”

And she resumed.

No hesitation. No mercy.

The brush rose and fell with cruel precision—steady, mechanical, inevitable. The sharp reports of wood on flesh echoed like clockwork through the room.

Each crack stole more of his breath. Each pause, each reset of her wrist, felt like a countdown to another searing lash.

Noah trembled violently, the chime of his ankle bells twisted into a mournful music. His breath came ragged, his body strung tight.

He dared not speak again.

She had him.

Grace watched in silence, her eyes gleaming with approval.

Her posture remained relaxed, composed. One leg crossed elegantly over the other, her fingers curled around the porcelain cup, lips parting ever so slightly as she took another sip.

Lydia’s discipline was methodical and unrelenting, her hand moving with the precision of someone who had elevated spanking to a refined art.

“Pathetic,” she said softly, her voice more dangerous for its calm. “You can’t even manage something as simple as serving coffee in the correct order. Do you know how absurd you look right now? Dressed like that—jingling like some ridiculous court jester—and still completely incompetent.”

Each word was a lash, flaying him in tandem with the hairbrush.

Noah’s shame was no longer a feeling—it was an atmosphere. He breathed it in. He drowned in it. Her insults blurred with the sting of every strike, the sensations fusing into a single, consuming wave.

His cock throbbed in its cage. His mind unravelled. The world narrowed to the sounds of her scorn and the relentless rhythm of polished wood on raw flesh.

And all he could do was endure—silently, obediently, desperately.

Finally, after several more strikes, Lydia paused, her chest rising and falling as she caught her breath. She glanced at Grace, who gave her an approving nod, before speaking again. “What must you say, Noah?”

“I... I’m truly sorry, Mistress Lydia,” he stammered, his voice thick with shame. “Thank you for disciplining me. I promise to do better.”

“And?” she prompted, her tone sharp and expectant.

“And… I am grateful for the lesson, Ma’am,” Noah added quickly, his voice trembling with sincerity and desperation.

Grace, who had been observing the scene with her usual cool detachment, interjected. “Now, go to the fridge, fetch an egg, and stand in the corner holding the egg with your forehead,” she commanded, her voice calm yet firm, leaving no room for hesitation.

Noah’s bells jingled faintly as he rose, his movements stiff and awkward, his reddened skin a painful reminder of the punishment he’d just endured. He shuffled toward the kitchen, each step a symphony of humiliation. Opening the fridge, he hesitated for a moment, his trembling hands selecting a single egg. The coolness of the egg against his fingers contrasted sharply with the warmth radiating from his punished flesh. He returned to the room, his head bowed, the bells on his ankles jingling softly with every movement.

Reaching the designated corner, Noah adjusted his stance carefully, lowering his head to press the egg gently against the wall with his forehead. His frilly sissy maid uniform hung awkwardly around his torso, the skirt bunched up around his waist, leaving his reddened backside completely exposed. His hands were clasped tightly in front of him, the indignity of his position sinking deeper into his consciousness with every passing second.

“OK,” said Grace, brushing an invisible speck from her lap. “Now that this untrained sissy is out of our way—what was it you wanted to discuss? I assume you didn’t come here just to reminisce about my daughter.”

Lydia straightened up, her demeanor shifting to something far more serious. With a sharp kick to Ardon’s side, she said coolly, “Go to the kitchen, darling. Wait there until we call you.”
Ardon didn’t hesitate—he disappeared in an instant.

Lydia turned to Grace. “Look,” she said, her tone clipped and direct. “I’m running into problems with the new law.”

Grace’s brow arched. “Which one exactly?”

“Oh, come on—you know the one,” Lydia said, exasperated. “The statute that allows any woman to detain her male partner without providing formal justification.”

Grace’s eyes lit up with recognition. “Ah. Yes, of course. I’ve been on a full media blitz about it—CNN, NBC, ARD, BBC, France 24, Al Jazeera, and Sky News. I’ve had to explain it again and again. It’s… difficult.”

“It is,” Lydia agreed. “Just imagine how it looks to someone sitting in the UK, watching the headlines. ‘No trial, no charge—a woman just calls the police and her husband is jailed.’ Why? Because he forgot to buy cottage cheese. It sounds absurd. They’re framing it like it’s the fall of democracy.”

“I get it,” Grace replied, folding her hands in her lap. “But we’ve got the votes. We’ll win the parliamentary challenge.”

Lydia gave a sharp shake of her head. “You don’t get it. There are now two opposition parties rallying around ‘human rights,’ ‘men’s rights,’ ‘animal rights’—the whole circus. They’ve said it publicly: vote all you want, they’re taking this to court.”

Grace’s expression shifted. “The Supreme Court can overrule a law passed by vote… yes.” She paused. And then, slowly, realization dawned on her face. Her lips curled into a small smile.

Lydia was already smiling back.

“I see what you’re getting at,” Grace murmured, her voice tinged with excitement. “But I’d rather not say it aloud.”

“Well, if you don’t say it, how can we be sure we’re thinking the same thing?” Lydia replied, eyes gleaming with conspiratorial glee.

Grace leaned in slightly. “These parties—these so-called defenders of liberty—are all male-led. They can’t take the case to the Supreme Court.”

“Exactly,” Lydia whispered.

“They can only go to the appellate court,” Grace continued. “And when that happens, the case is routed through my jurisdiction. I assign the panel. I write the stipulated order. I rule. And if needed—” she smiled, her eyes cold and bright, “—I fine, I jail, and I summon. Right here.”

Lydia exhaled, delighted. “Perfect. Just perfect.”

“Yay, yesssss,” Lydia said, her tone brimming with excitement. “Of course, without your jail and summon—that’s entirely your decision...” She paused, locking eyes with Grace. “But the most important thing is that they will not be able to kill this law.” She leaned forward slightly and spoke slowly, meaningfully: “T H A T I S S O I M P O R T A N T for me.” She nodded once, emphatically, and glanced at Luis, who sat nearby breathing hard, his muscles tense, still unmoving. Then she looked back at Grace.

There was a silence.

“Will you be able to help me with this?” Lydia asked, her voice low, serious.

“Yes, of course,” Grace replied without hesitation.

“Then it’s all settled,” Lydia said with finality.

“It is, Lydia. It is.”

“Now, the most important thing is that this stays between us. Nobody must know about our little agreement.” Lydia gave her a conspiratorial smile.

“Yes, don’t worry about it,” Grace said smoothly. “This conversation never happened.”

“Good,” Lydia said, raising her head, visibly satisfied.

And then—she noticed him.

Noah.

Standing just three feet away, silent, facing the wall, the egg still balanced on his forehead.

She leaned slightly closer to Grace and whispered, “He heard…”

Grace looked at Noah, then back at Lydia. “Well… maybe. But you should have been more careful.”

“Now it’s too late,” Lydia said, straightening.

Grace’s brow furrowed. “Too late for what?”

“I guess… we’ll have to get rid of him,” Lydia said under her breath.

“Get rid of him?” Grace’s voice spiked. “Lydia, are you serious?”

Lydia backed off slightly, flustered. “Well, you’re stressing me out! I mean, if this creature walks out that door, drives to the prison, and repeats what we just said—then what? We’re finished. Both of us.”

Grace held her gaze. “Nobody’s walking out of anywhere.”

“You’re sure?”

“Yes,” Grace said, more calmly now. “We’ll arrange it so he stays here. Where we can keep an eye on him.”

“But he’s a prisoner, no?” Lydia asked.

“Well… that’s where you come in,” Grace said, her voice cooling again into its familiar, confident edge.

“Oh…” Lydia said, blinking. “How silly of me.” She let out a short laugh. “Of course.” She reached for her phone and dialed. “Lillian, hi—it’s Lydia. Yes, thank you. Listen—prisoner...” She glanced up at Grace.

“8325206,” Grace supplied smoothly.

“Yes,” Lydia said into the phone. “Please issue a pardon for prisoner 8325206.”
A pause.
“What do you mean why?” Lydia’s voice hardened. “Because I said so.”

Another pause. Then came the quiet hum of approval from the other end.

“Okay. Done.” She ended the call and looked up at Grace. “He’s free now. Doesn’t have to go back to jail.”

Grace laughed, delighted. “So nice. You mean I can keep him all to myself?”

“Yes,” Lydia replied with a grin. “Just make sure he never leaves the house. You know the drill—chains, electronic handcuff, the works.”

Grace smirked. “Yes, yes.” Then, raising her voice: “Noah! Come here.”

Noah scuttled from the corner, where he had stood with an egg pressed to the wall by his forehead, his sissy maid uniform swishing about his knees, the bells around his legs chiming with every frantic step.

“Did you hear that?” Grace asked, her voice mock-sweet. “You’re no longer a prisoner. You’re now going to live here, permanently, under my tender care.”

She laughed, and Lydia joined her.

“Yes, Ma’am,” Noah replied hesitantly. “But I still have my toothbrush there and also—”

Grace cut him off. “Which reminds me—you need to brush your teeth and go to sleep.”

“But Ma’am, it’s not even seven p.m.,” he protested, confused.

“You’re going to sleep now, and that’s final,” Grace said coolly.

Lydia nearly choked trying to suppress her laughter, covering her mouth as her shoulders shook.

The finality in Grace’s voice slammed into Noah like a wall. That calm, steel-edged authority made him feel utterly diminished—like a small, disobedient child before two towering adults. His cheeks flushed hot with embarrassment. And yet… beneath the shame, something stirred in him. A hunger. A longing to obey. To belong. To please.

“Go brush your teeth and change into your pajamas,” Grace instructed, her tone smooth and matter-of-fact. “Then sleep on the mattress beside my bed, tucked under your Princess blanket with a baby bottle for water.” Noah’s body quivered with desperate arousal at her command, the humiliating bedtime routine igniting his senses, his need to obey her every word pulsing like a heartbeat, binding him ever tighter to her intoxicating dominion.

She paused, letting her gaze fall over him. “Oh wait,” she added with a smirk. “After you’ve brushed and changed, come here to say good night.”

“Yes, Ma’am,” Noah mumbled, bowing his head low.

He turned and padded back toward his corner of the house, the bells at his ankles jingling with each step. Once alone, he peeled off the pink maid’s uniform with trembling fingers. The frilly lace, the stiff petticoats, the high collar—all of it came off in a slow, silent release. He let out a long breath, feeling the air finally hit his skin again. It wasn’t freedom, not really—but for one brief, delicate moment, he felt just a little more human.

He reached for his little girly pajamas, the only option left to him. The set was absurd in its own way—pink fleece, printed with tiny cartoon unicorns and rainbows, trimmed with white lace along the sleeves and pant cuffs. A small satin bow was stitched to the collar of the top, and the elastic waistband of the bottoms gave the whole ensemble a toddler-like snugness. It was the kind of outfit a six-year-old girl might wear to bed, not a grown man of fifty-two.

Slipping into the pajama top and bottoms, he allowed himself a fleeting moment of warmth—soft fabric against cold skin—before heading to the bathroom to brush his teeth.

Standing before the mirror, he scrubbed diligently, the minty foam bubbling up as he stared at the reflection: Noah, a 52-year-old former lawyer turned taxi driver. Five words: gaunt, gray-streaked, calloused, hollow-eyed, broken. A man who once stood tall in a courtroom now hunched in obedience under the fluorescent bathroom light, wearing absurdly infantilizing sleepwear. His face—lined with stress, humiliation, and chronic fatigue—stared back at him, and even he couldn’t help but wince at the ridiculous figure he cut.

He rinsed his mouth, wiped the sink, and tugged the pajama top into place. Then, smoothing the front of his shirt, he exhaled and turned toward the living room.

As Noah entered, the two women were seated with casual elegance, deep in conversation. Grace exuded effortless command, her fingers lazily twirling a lock of hair, while Lydia sat reclined, wine glass in hand, a knowing smirk tugging at her lips. Neither of them turned as he approached, but the silence around his presence was pointed.

He stood before them, head bowed, hands folded. The pajama set—pink, frilly, childlike—clung to him awkwardly, the hem of the top rising just a bit too high, the pants pulled slightly too tight across his hips, drawing attention to the chastity device still caging him. The fabric was soft, innocent; the context, humiliating.

Grace finally looked up, her eyes narrowing in amusement.

“Well, look at you,” she said slowly, her voice cool and amused. “Don’t you look like my precious little girl in your little pajamas?”

Noah swallowed hard, his face flushing bright crimson. He nodded slightly but said nothing. His silence was submission, and it pleased her.

“You’re here to say good night, aren’t you?” Grace said, her tone syrupy and condescending. “Like a good little girl.”

“Yes, Ma’am,” Noah managed to whisper, his voice trembling.

“Come closer,” Grace commanded, gesturing lazily for him to approach.

He shuffled forward, head bowed, the bells on his ankles betraying every hesitant step with their delicate jingle. The sound, absurdly soft, seemed to amplify the weight of his humiliation.

When he stood directly before her, Grace leaned forward slightly, her gaze sharp and unyielding. “Kiss my cheek,” she said, pointing to her right cheek, her tone firm yet casual—like it was the most natural request in the world.

Noah hesitated for a fraction of a second before leaning in. His lips brushed her skin with reverence. The faint scent of jasmine and the warmth of her cheek made the moment feel intimate to the point of unbearable. Reverent. Humbling. Crushing.

“Good girl,” Grace said softly, her words laced with mockery as she gave Noah a gentle pat on the head, her soft hands dripping with cold, diminishing authority that thrilled his submissive core. “And now say your good night to Mommy.”

“Good night, Ma’am,” Noah mumbled, his voice trembling.

“Tsk, tsk, tsk—no, say it properly like you should,” Grace chided, her tone sharp with expectation.

Noah hesitated, shame flooding him at the thought of uttering the words before Lydia, whose gleaming eyes fixed on him with amused scrutiny. “Good night, Mommy,” he whispered, his cheeks burning as both women burst into mocking laughter, their delight deepening his debasement.

“Now, off to bed with you,” Grace continued, waving her hand dismissively. “Upstairs. To the foot of my bed, under your Princess blanket with your baby bottle. You’ve had quite enough excitement for one day.”

“Yes, Ma’am,” Noah murmured, his voice barely audible as he backed away, the bells jingling with each retreating step.

He cast one final glance toward the room as he turned to leave. Grace and Lydia had already resumed their conversation, their laughter light and unrestrained. It echoed like something from another world—a world of adults, of agency, of effortless control. A world Noah no longer belonged to. Only watched. From the foot of the bed.

As he climbed the stairs, the humiliation settled deep in his bones. Each step felt heavier, the bells on his legs echoing his shame with soft, inescapable chimes. When he reached Grace’s bedroom, he found the small mattress already laid out on the floor at the foot of her grand bed.

“She knew I would stay for the night,” he thought. Then, a deeper realization struck him like a blow to the chest. “What she did downstairs… that was a performance. She manipulated the Prime Minister. She made sure I heard every word—knowing Lydia would panic. Then she reeled her in. She orchestrated the whole thing… just to win me.”

Tears welled in his eyes, hot and fast. “I cannot love a person more than I love her,” he told himself, almost in disbelief. “I just can’t. I am in total awe of how smart she is… how strict she is with me… how she’s unearthed every secret I tried to hide. And now—now she has me locked in chastity, trembling with arousal, drowning in obedience.”

He lowered himself onto the mattress carefully. His pajamas—pink, childish, soft cotton adorned with tiny clouds and smiling moons—brushed against the fabric as he lay down. Curling onto his side, he pulled the blanket up to his chest. The faint scent of Grace’s perfume lingered in the room, tender and commanding, like her.

The humiliation of the day pulsed in his body as he closed his eyes, the muffled murmur of the women’s voices still drifting upstairs. Despite everything—or perhaps because of it—a deep, delicious heat curled in his stomach. His comfort did not come from pride or closure, but from the overwhelming reality of his submission. It was absolute. It was intoxicating. He had been exiled from the adult world and remade—remade into this small, servile thing that now lived only to please.

And yet…

A new thought crept in.

Why did Grace really want him here? Why spare him? The more he thought about it, the more something gnawed at him.

There was a conspiracy—one he had witnessed too closely. Something between Grace and Lydia. Political. Dangerous.

What if someone finds out?

His eyes fluttered open, suddenly dry. What if Lyra comes home?

The thought made his breath catch in his throat.

Lyra. Grace’s daughter. That kind, strong, impossibly beautiful young woman—who had once offered him a cup of tea without laughing at the way he bowed his head. Who believed in justice. Who spoke softly to male servants and asked their names. Who had, once, asked about his name.

What will I do if she asks me what I heard? he thought, panic blooming.

How could he ever lie to a woman like her?

And even worse—how could he ever conceal the truth from someone so kind?

He curled tighter under the blanket, his childish pajamas rustling softly. The perfume in the air no longer comforted him—it unsettled him. His world was no longer only about obedience and desire. There was something else now. A secret. A dangerous one.

And he was the only one who knew it.


He Did it His Way

After a week, 11:00 a.m. Grace Kade’s home, Crimson Crest, Sovrana

The morning sun filtered through the emerald velvet drapes in slanted shafts, casting dappled patterns across the marble floor and the ivory rug. At precisely 11:00 a.m., the Kade residence was as serene as it was terrifying—a temple of sensual discipline, wrapped in silence so thick it seemed afraid to breathe without permission.

Grace reclined on her plush velvet couch like a panther at rest, the deep black of her sheer lace lingerie melting into the darkness of the upholstery, so that her body seemed sculpted from shadow and temptation. The floral lace traced along her skin like whispered threats, the thin straps and plunging cut revealing the swell of her breasts and the subtle contours of her abdomen with unapologetic elegance. Her long legs stretched across the cushions, bare and golden, her toes immaculately French-manicured, glinting like delicate weapons. One arm rested atop the sleek, restless form of Luis, her leopard, who had not yet eaten. His muscles twitched beneath his spotted coat, claws tapping the marble with rising agitation—a hunger Grace had deliberately ignored until her nails were done.

And then there was Noah.

Kneeling on a velvet cushion before her, his posture trembling with tension, he wore the same blush-pink satin chemise she had chosen for him all week. The garment clung to his slender frame in soft, slippery folds, its high hem exposing the tops of his shaven thighs, its cut unmistakably feminine—a design never meant for a man. The fabric glistened under the morning light, highlighting every nervous shift of his body, every anxious breath. Beneath it, the cruel press of the chastity device was inescapable, grinding against him with every minor movement. His knees sank into the ivory rug, thighs parted just enough to obey, just enough to display. His fingers quivered as he uncapped the bottle of nail polish base coat, the weight of her gaze—and the presence of the unfed leopard—bearing down on him like a vice.

Grace’s right hand already rested on the velvet pillow across Noah’s thighs, her fingers still and perfectly poised, the pointing finger extended like a living sculpture of judgment. He had completed the earlier steps—buffing, cleaning, anchoring her hand—each motion rehearsed, each mistake remembered with the sting of last week’s spankings. Now, brush in hand, he hovered just above her nail, the first stroke of polish imminent, when her voice cut cleanly through the air.

“Did you practice?” she asked.

Noah hesitated, his eyes rising instinctively to meet hers. That was his first mistake.

“Practice, you mean, Ma’am,” he corrected himself, face flushing. She said nothing. The silence cut deeper than rebuke.

I mean... when did I have time to practice? I mean until about a week ago, already at 5 p.m. the guard came to pick me up—back to jail.

Her voice was unrelenting. “I asked you a question. Did you or didn’t you practice?”

He dipped the brush into the bottle with care, scraping the excess from one side of the stem, hands trembling.

“I suppose I didn’t,” he murmured, just as he poised the brush above the center of her nail.

“You suppose?” she echoed.

The brush nearly touched her nail, but he paused—she was watching him. Not casually. Not indulgently. She was studying his hand like a sniper studies a scope. Her gaze followed every movement with surgical intensity.

Noah swallowed. Her discipline over the past week had conditioned him to associate every deviation, every misjudgment, with punishment. Over-the-knee spankings so relentless, so precise, they had become a second language between them.

“I didn’t practice,” he confessed, voice small as he began the first stroke—center line, careful, even, slow.

“Okay. In jail, you couldn’t paint your nails—I understand that,” she said. Her voice was flat, emotionless. That made it worse. “But you have been now living with me for a week, haven’t you?”

“Yes, Ma’am,” he answered, as he steadied her finger, aligning her hand for the left-side stroke. His pinky floated off the brush, elegant, deferential.

“So you could find some dead hours to practice—”

“Yes but that’s the thing—” he interrupted, flustered. “I have an endless list of chores—”

Her hand, resting idly on Luis’s flank, snapped through the air and smacked his cheek with a force that sent a hot sting radiating through his jaw. His vision blurred. For a moment, he wasn’t sure his teeth were still in place.

“Never,” she said coolly, “never break me in the middle of me forming a sentence.”

The silence returned. Luis shifted restlessly, muscles rippling beneath his sleek coat, his claws tapping the marble in a sharper, more insistent rhythm. He hadn’t eaten his breakfast—Grace had decided he could wait until after the painting session—and both she and Noah knew it. The air was thick with unspoken threat, each movement of the beast like a living punctuation to Noah’s fear.

Grace returned her hand to the pillow with surgical calm, as if the slap had never happened. “So you mean now you come here to paint my nails without practicing.”

“Ye… yes, Ma’am,” Noah stammered, the brush still frozen in his hand. He forced his attention back to her nail, brushing the right side now, the final stroke, but his hands betrayed him—a tremble, a wobble. The polish pooled unevenly at the cuticle, forming a tiny bump. He felt it before he saw it.

“And you think it’s okay?” she asked.

He didn’t dare answer. Her tone had shifted to quiet disapproval. The worst kind. She was watching him like a surgeon with a flawed apprentice.

“For example—here. Look.” She lifted her hand abruptly, forcing him to pause mid-motion. “Do you see this?”

Noah leaned in, terrified.

“Look closer,” she demanded. “It’s not even. There’s a little mountain here. You didn’t brush it out. It’s unbelievable that I even allow you to use me as a test canvas.”

Their eyes locked.

Noah’s heart pounded. He was paralyzed, exposed, deeply ashamed—and yet, somewhere in the pit of his belly, the painful crush of his chastity device reminded him that he was aroused by this. Ruined by her. Owned.

Her smirk was soft, but unmistakable. She was toying with his soul, and he knew it.

Then, with lethal gentleness, she said: “Get the hairbrush.”

Noah froze.

His breath hitched. His stomach dropped. That phrase—that phrase—was more feared than any shouted command.

He scrambled to his feet, stumbling slightly as he turned and made his way upstairs. Grace’s bedroom, her sacred domain of silk and punishment, awaited. So did the smooth curve of her lap, and the wooden sting of the brush against his bare skin. Again.

It was inevitable.

He would find himself crying, pleading, begging like a child. And she—she would hold him firmly, without pity, refining him through pain, her perfect nails gleaming beneath the morning sun.

By the time Noah returned with the brush in hand, the atmosphere in the living room had shifted.

Grace was no longer lounging on the velvet couch. She had moved, now seated upright in a high-backed, armless chair she’d clearly chosen for function over indulgence—the function being his punishment. Her back was straight, her legs elegantly crossed, and the hem of her black lace garment rode high on her thighs, revealing the round, sculpted fullness of her ass cheeks, framed perfectly beneath the sheer fabric. She looked like something carved from temptation itself—a seductress in judicial form.

Noah froze.

Even though he knew what was coming—even though escape was impossible—his cock swelled painfully inside the chastity device, pressing against the unforgiving steel. Her mere presence, the way she sat with precision and power, twisted his shame into arousal. His ears burned. His face flushed. He stood at her side, head bowed in disgrace, the brush clutched tightly in both hands.

Grace’s eyes followed him with calm command. “Do you know why I’m going to punish you today?” she asked, her voice clear and confident, almost amused.

“Yes, Ma’am,” he replied, eyes locked to the floor. “Because I didn’t practice on my nails before painting yours, Ma’am.”

“Correct,” she said, her tone smooth and unhurried.

He trembled like a leaf. His backside was already sore from the week’s previous spankings, never given enough time to heal. And yet here he was again, brought back for another correction, another ritual degradation. She punished him for everything. For nothing. For her pleasure.

“Ma’am,” he whispered, barely audible, “please have mercy on me.”

She glanced up slowly, her expression unreadable. “If you’re going to mumble,” she said coolly, “you wouldn’t expect me to be able to hear you.”

He swallowed, the dryness of his throat betraying him. “Ma’am—” he coughed, then steadied himself. “Please have mercy on me.”

Grace nodded slightly, her gaze sharpening. “Have mercy,” she echoed with a hint of amusement. Then, after a pause: “What happens when you disobey me, Noah?”

He knew she loved this part—the forced recitation of her protocols, the ritual of verbal submission. It was foreplay to her. He saw the flicker of pleasure behind her eyes.

“I… I’m being spanked,” he answered, voice low and brittle.

“Spanked where?”

He swallowed hard. There was no dignity left to protect.

“On the bot-bot,” he said.

Grace burst into laughter, throwing her head back in genuine amusement. She had invented that childish word herself, had already used it multiple times, and still it delighted her.

“Correct,” she said, wiping a tear from her eye as the laughter softened to a grin. Her gaze returned to him—sharp, commanding, warm with something that twisted the knife of his shame even deeper.

As they locked eyes, she reached for the hem of her already short lace attire, fingers toying with the edge, then lifting it higher up her thighs, exposing smooth, flawless skin. She made a space—a throne of flesh and satin—the place where his pain would happen. Her legs parted slightly, not indecently, but enough to frame him in erotic tension. Her thighs, her oiled skin, her arched feet—all of it overwhelmed him. The chastity cage bit down against his arousal like a cruel joke.

“Raise your chemise,” she said quietly.

Noah obeyed, lifting the pink satin with both trembling hands, exposing his shaven groin and the gleaming device locked mercilessly around his cock and balls. There was nothing left of his pride—just a parody of femininity, trembling and desperate for the very woman who reduced him.

She patted her bare knee. “Over my knee,” she said.

Noah obeyed.

He lowered himself slowly, trembling, and rested across her smooth, commanding thighs. Just the feel of her skin against his own sent divine shivers into his locked groin. The black lace of her lingerie whispered against his side, and her bare knees, warm and impossibly soft, cradled him like a throne of judgment. Even now—especially now—he was helpless to resist her. His fear mixed with desire. She was the most powerful, most erotic woman he had ever known. There was no point in denying it anymore. She owned him—mind, body, soul.

As he settled, heart pounding, Noah’s thoughts spiraled. Please, not again, he thought. His ass was still tender from the last session, the bruises never given time to fade. But Grace didn’t seem concerned with healing—only with perfection. Even the smallest infraction earned him this position: naked, exposed, draped over her flawless thighs, his body humiliatingly arranged, every bit of dignity stripped away.

She placed her hand on his bare ass, cold and casual. Just the soft tap of her fingers sent sparks of arousal racing up his spine.

Then her hand was gone.

He braced himself.

The first strike landed with a brutal crack. Then another. And another.

There was no mercy, no warning, no rhythm to lull him—only sharp, punishing impacts that seared through his body. By the fifth, he was crying out.

“Ah—ah! Ma’am! Please—please! I’m sorry, I—”

But the spanking continued, harder now. She didn’t slow. She didn’t speak. Her hand was relentless, striking with the kind of fury that made his voice shake and his thoughts unravel.

“Ma’am, please! I can’t—I can’t take it! It’s too much!”

Finally, she paused. The sudden stillness was almost worse than the pain.

Her voice sliced through the air like ice.

“Noah. Enough.”

He whimpered, still sobbing, still gasping.

“You do not speak during punishment. You do not plead. Do you understand?”

He nodded frantically, cheek pressed to her thigh, tears spilling freely. “Yes, Ma’am,” he managed.

“You will take your discipline in silence now,” she said, tone flat and absolute. “If you cry out again, I’ll fetch the cane.”

Noah froze. The cane. It’s been a while since she used it on him—the threat alone paralyzed him. He bit his lip, tensed his muscles, and prepared for the next wave.

She resumed.

Her hand crashed down again and again, each blow more punishing than the last. He buried his face into her thigh, holding in the sobs, trying to be good, trying to please her. The room was filled with the rhythmic, brutal sound of her palm against his flesh, and the scent of jasmine and leather that surrounded her.

She took her time. She always did. Grace believed in methodical correction, and she wasn’t just punishing the act—she was punishing the attitude. The oversight. The disrespect. The weakness. She was shaping him.

When he was finally limp over her lap, his breathing shallow, the tears staining her thigh, she stopped.

There was silence.

Then her fingers grazed the curve of his ass again, this time with a strange tenderness—almost possessive.

“Now,” she said, her voice silk and steel, “what must you say?”

Noah hesitated, his voice shaking. “I’m truly sorry that I didn’t practice before painting your nails.”

“And?”

“Thank you for taking the time to discipline me.”

She raised an eyebrow.

“And?” she prompted, her tone laced with warning.

He swallowed hard. “And for… for training me. For helping me become better.”

She smiled faintly, a dangerous softness curling her lips.

“Correct.”

Then, her gaze sharpened again. “And what else?” she asked, as her lubricated finger drifted toward his vulnerable entrance. The contact was featherlight—just a tease at his rosebud—but it was enough. His breath hitched; one inch more and he would have exploded, right there, over her perfect, silken thighs.

The tension surged. He was spiraling. Her finger traced slow, deliberate circles at the edge of him, never entering, but dragging him to the brink with each motion. She remained composed, almost distracted, as if his helplessness were routine—expected.

He moaned, the sound escaping him high-pitched, almost girlish. The subspace swallowed him whole, and everything narrowed down to that one elegant, merciless touch. His world was Grace. Her hand. Her voice. Her rules.

“My God, Ma’am, you’re asking… so many—” His words broke into gasps, each one softer than the last, each syllable a surrender.

“I do?” she mocked, her voice light, amused, and merciless. Her eyes sparkled with mischief as her finger danced closer, deliberately brushing against the threshold of his shame.

Noah stopped caring. Dignity had long since abandoned him. She already knew he was hers, already named him her girl, her sissy. His moans rose into a soft soprano whine, each sound more pathetic, more beautiful in its brokenness.

And then—Luis stirred.

The great leopard, silent until now, suddenly rose with a low growl. His tail lashed once, then again, faster—a sign of rising agitation. Noah froze, the heat of his pleasure instantly curdling into terror.

“Luis, ne bouge pas.” [Luis, don’t move.]
Grace’s command was sharp, stern, fluent French delivered like a whip crack.
"Tu auras ton petit-déjeuner quand je l’aurai décidé." [You will get your breakfast when I decide.]

Luis stilled. Like magic. Like power incarnate.

But Noah could hear the beast’s breath, feel its discontent vibrating through the floor. The fear was immediate, total—a cold flash through his lust-fogged mind.

Grace, always attuned to his emotional shifts, gently patted his reddened ass, the gesture more possessive than comforting.

“You know what to do,” she said calmly.

Her voice was low, crisp.

“Go stand in the corner.”

He hesitated, and her tone sharpened.

“Hands above your head. And don’t you dare scratch or touch your ass,” she added, her voice iron-wrapped silk. “Or you’ll be back over my knees.”

Noah scrambled up, limbs trembling. He shuffled to the far corner of the room, lifted the hem of his pink chemise above his waist, and raised his arms overhead like a scolded schoolboy. His red, glowing ass was fully exposed to the open space behind him. His caged, painfully erect cock jutted forward, pointing straight at the wall.

He stood there, humiliated, aroused, terrified—and desperately in love.

With that, Grace stood, smoothing the lace of her short dress down over her hips with practiced elegance.
Luis growled suddenly—low, sharp, wrong.
Noah tensed. The air thickened.
He could feel it—Luis was not calm today.

“Shut up,” Grace snapped at the leopard, her voice sharp. “You’ll get your food when I see fit—”

She never finished the sentence.

Luis lunged.

The massive cat sprang with terrifying speed, colliding with Grace and sending her crashing to the marble floor. She screamed as his claws tore across her shoulder, his jaws clamping viciously around her neck, a savage, primal snarl rising from deep within his chest.

Without thinking, Noah rushed forward.

He threw himself at Luis, wrapping his arms around the animal’s ribcage, trying to haul him back. But Luis twisted violently and turned on Noah. A single furious slash ripped across Noah’s chest. The pain was blinding. Blood poured down his body like a torn bag of wine.

Still, he didn’t stop.

Staggering backward, Noah turned toward the wall—where the katana hung.

Everything blurred. His fingers, slick with blood, found the lacquered saya. He drew the blade in a ringing whisper of steel. It gleamed in the sunlight—curved like a question mark carved in vengeance.

Luis had turned back to Grace.

The leopard lunged again, jaws locking deeper into her neck. Blood spurted.

Noah struck.

With a scream of agony and fury, he slashed the katana across Luis’s throat. The blade moved like lightning. A hot ribbon of blood sprayed the rug. The beast collapsed, convulsing in a twisted sprawl of muscle and dying growls.

But his teeth were still embedded in Grace’s neck.

Noah dropped the katana, grabbed Luis’s jaws, and with trembling strength, pried them open. Grace gasped as her body was freed. She clutched her neck—blood coating her chest—but her eyes were alert. She was alive.

“Call an ambulance!” Noah roared at Mathew, the Door Slave, as he tore his own pink satin chemise and pressed it hard against her neck. The cloth soaked instantly, but he held it there, trembling, bleeding, not caring.

His own chest was shredded, blood flowing freely, but his hands wouldn’t stop. They clamped over the torn fabric, desperate, as if sheer will could keep her alive.

Then suddenly, she pushed him off.

Her voice was hoarse, shaking with fury.

“How dare you!” she screamed, her eyes blazing. “You killed Luis!”

He stared at her, still pressing the cloth to her neck. “Ma’am—he was killing you—he—”

“How dare you kill my beautiful cat!” she sobbed. Her body trembled—from pain, from shock, from grief.

But Noah didn’t flinch. Blood poured from him, streaking his stomach, dripping to the marble—but he didn’t care.

All he cared about was her.

To live without Grace was not life. If she hated him forever, so be it. But she had to live.

“Mathew,” she snapped, swaying slightly, “store this stupid Noah in the basement. Put him in A3. Now.”

Mathew hesitated. Noah was still kneeling, still pressing the cloth to her neck.

“Mathew!” she screamed.

He and the Toilet Slave moved forward.

“Don’t touch her, she’s bleeding—she needs help—please—” Noah begged, clutching her tighter.

“Get him off me!” Grace roared.

Two men weren’t enough. Noah fought like a wild animal, frantic, still trying to protect her even as her fury lashed at him. Two more joined. Four of them wrestled him down, blood smearing as he struggled, screamed, cried.

He didn’t want to fight. He only wanted to help her.
But they didn’t understand. No one did.

Then—amid the chaos—Grace stood.

Still clutching the torn chemise to her bleeding neck, she rushed toward them in a blur of rage and pain. But in that instant, she saw it: the deep gashes in Noah’s chest, the blood. For a breathless moment, their eyes locked.

And in that glance—brief, wordless—he saw something flicker in her gaze. Not rage. Not pride.

Recognition.

Compassion.

That elusive, devastating thing about her that he could never explain. Even when she stripped him of his dignity, even when he ceased to be human beneath her command—he had always known, in some hidden place, that she cared.

And it was that quiet certainty — not her cruelty, not her punishment — that unstrung him most.

But she was too proud to undo what she’d commanded.

“Ma’am, I think he’s wounded. Severely so. Should we still put him in the basement, in the cage?” Mathew asked, his face smeared with blood.

Grace narrowed her eyes. “Do I have to say everything twice, Mathew? I said cage him. So cage him.”

“Yes, Ma’am. As you wish.”

A pause. Then, coolly: “And call a second ambulance—and Lyra. Tell her Grace said to stop playing her childish games, because Luis is dead and Mommy is bleeding to death.”

Even now, half-dying, she was still commanding the world — and thinking of her daughter. It struck Noah like a blow: her strength wasn’t just power. It was care, veiled and ironclad.

It was only then that Noah understood: she knew. She had seen. She was shaken.

“And hurry up,” she added, turning away, “because I’m still bleeding.”

They dragged Noah down to the basement—his limbs heavy with blood and heartbreak—and shoved him into cage A3. The iron door slammed shut behind him with finality.

He clutched the bars, chest heaving.
The katana’s memory still burned in his hands.
Grace’s blood was still warm on his skin.

And in his mind, a single, broken prayer echoed:

Please let her live. Please. I’d die a thousand times if it means she lives.



10 Minutes Later

Noah lay motionless in the cage, locked beneath the earth in darkness thick as breath. The basement was damp and forgotten, its walls lined with sweating stone and rusted pipes. Somewhere, water dripped in a slow, hollow rhythm—like the house itself counting down his final moments.

Above, faintly, he heard the high whirring of the ambulance drone. A soft whine. A song of hope.

He smiled.

They made it. They got to her. She’s safe.

The noise faded. Silence returned. Heavy. Absolute.

Only then did the pain settle in.

Noah touched his chest. Fingers trembling. Torn flesh. Hot blood.
The iron scent filled his lungs.

“Ayyy…” he groaned.

He pulled the fraying blanket from the cage corner, pressing it against his wound. But the cloth soaked too fast. He could feel it—life draining, beat by faltering beat.

This was the end.

No help was coming. No one even remembered he was down here.

And yet... peace.

It was my fault, he thought. I shouldn’t have used the blade. Grace was right. Grace is always right.
I caused her pain. She loved Luis. I could’ve saved her without killing him. Maybe. Maybe not. But still... I was wrong.

His fingers grew slack. His thoughts slowed.

And as death crept in, he smiled.

Not with bitterness. Not with fear.

But with joy.

Because—just beyond the dark—a soft light bloomed.
Two figures emerged, hand in hand.

“Come, our son,” his father said, voice gruff and kind. “Spend some time with the old fox. Stop chasing women for once.”

“Oh, Daddy,” Noah whispered, his voice cracking with awe. “She’s not a woman you chase.”

His father chuckled. “Whatever you say, son.”

His mother smiled, the way she had when he scraped his knees as a boy. Safe. Eternal.
They took his hands.

“Wait till you meet her, Daddy,” Noah murmured. “She’s not just a woman… she’s God. Pure God. Sent to me. I gave everything for her. Everything.”

“Well,” his father said with a wink, “until you met us again.”

“I didn’t know you were waiting,” Noah said softly.

“We were,” his mother whispered. “There’s a place for you. Reserved.”

“But what about Grace?” His voice was tight.

The sound of helicopter blades thudded above them. Sirens blared.

“I can’t hear you,” his father shouted. “Too loud!”

Then, as the quiet returned, his father leaned close, voice soft:

“Grace is safe.”

Noah looked at him.
His father nodded, slowly, with warmth in his eyes, confirming beyond doubt.

Grace is safe, Noah told himself.
If Grace is safe… then nothing really matters.
To me.
He closed his eyes.

He felt his body being lifted, placed on a stretcher.
He no longer cared.
The pain had vanished.
Only the silence remained.

Oh… don’t let them pull me out of here, he thought. Let me sleep… just a bit more.

To be continued.
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She didn’t need to.

And yet her posture was a spectacle—an offering, an execution, a command.



Order Queen Grace Now!

Do you want to see what happens next? Don’t wait—order Queen Grace now and see exactly who is claimed and now.

Click here to continue the journey:
Order Queen Grace Now



[image: ]

Click the cover to pre-order Green Grace on Amazon now!

Thank You for Reading

I hope you enjoyed this journey as much as I loved crafting it. Each character, each scene, and every emotion has been meticulously woven to make you feel, connect, and immerse yourself in the narrative.

Your Feedback Matters

If this tale resonated with you, or even if it didn't, please consider leaving an honest review. Your insights will help others discover this story and enjoy it as much as you did.

Review on Amazon!



Did You Spot a Mistake?

If you happen to find a typo, mistake, or have suggestions on how to enhance specific scenes, I'd be grateful to hear from you directly. Please email me at

elarastone@zohomail.com. Your constructive feedback is invaluable.

Join my Tribe

Sign up to receive email alerts about new books, a quarterly newsletter, and the opportunity to read my books for free by joining my ARC (Advance Reader Copy) team.

Join my tribe here.

Begging for a Bonus Chapter?

Did Judge Grace ignite your imagination and leave you craving just a little more? For those who can’t resist, I have an exclusive treat — a bonus chapter filled with word in French.

This special chapter is available only to those who are ready to join my tribe.

To claim your bonus chapter, simply click here and include this exact phrase in your message:

"You haunt my dreams, Ma'am. Please, Ma’am, I am begging you. Could you send me the Judge Grace bonus chapter?"

Remember, precision is key. Deviate from this phrase, and your request will be ignored.

Don’t let this chance slip through your fingers. Join my tribe now and indulge in the next unforgettable chapter of Judge Grace.


Other Works by Elara Stone

The Isabella Series

Embark on an exhilarating journey up the corporate ladder with the exceptionally dominant, charming, and irresistible Isabella Turner in the 'Isabella' series. 

Book 1, 'Office Femdom': Unveil the humble beginnings of a fresh MIT recruit stepping into the complex world of Vortex Innovations as a software developer. Isabella isn’t just any recruit; her captivating beauty, unparalleled intellect, and dominant nature pave the way for a meteoric rise that's anything but ordinary. 

Buy on Amazon

Book 2, ‘Department Femdom’: Continue from where Isabella, now a group manager overseeing 60 employees, nearly ensnares Maxwell, her direct supervisor. The book tracks her ascent and her intricate relationships not only with Maxwell but also with his superior, Walter, and others. Her commanding aura and strategic acumen, combined with her imposing physical presence, make her a formidable force. The interactions reveal her mastery in dominance and emotional manipulation, showcasing a complex character that balances compassion with ruthlessness. 

Buy on Amazon

Book 3, ‘Divisional Femdom’: Starts with Isabella already a director at Vortex, commanding 250 employees. Yet, she aspires for more, aiming for the highest echelons of corporate power. With at least four additional dominant women, some friends and some foes, prepare for the ride of your life as no man can avoid falling to his knees in her presence. 

Buy on Amazon

Book 4, ‘Corporate Femdom’: Begins with Isabella holding a managerial position in R&D, overseeing 3,000 individuals in her early 30s. She plucks Ethan, a project manager from the lower ranks of Vortex, using him for her amusement and ambitions. 

Buy on Amazon

The 'Isabella' series is not merely about corporate ascension; it is a rich narrative that explores psychological depth, sensuality, and the power dynamics within a high-stakes corporate environment. Each book is a tribute to Isabella's indomitable spirit, her ability to command respect, and the profound influence she wields over those fortunate enough to cross her path. 

You can buy all the series in one discounted box set 

Buy on Amazon


The Francesca Series

Thomas Reed, a 32-year-old shy and unnoticed cleaner at his brother’s casino, dreams of escape from his mundane life. Opposite him stands Francesca Rossi, the ruthless 32-year-old head of the Italian Mafia, known for her beauty and feared for her iron-fisted control. She indulges in sadistic pleasures, breaking and commanding the men under her rule. When Francesca, surrounded by eager followers, inexplicably chooses Thomas, it sets the stage for a dramatic unraveling of power, desire, and liberation. Discover why Francesca singles out the unassuming Thomas in this intense narrative. 

Book 1, 'Las Vegas Femdom': In this book Thomas is being abducted. By whom? Why? Who comes to his rescue? I shall leave it to the reader to find out. 

Buy on Amazon

Book 2, ‘Dubai Femdom’: This book is considered as Thomas redemption. Redemption in what sense? Who participate in this? 

Buy on Amazon

No matter who you are and what you are doing for a living, these books shall trigger uncontrolled arousal. It’s inevitable. 


The Beatrice Series

Beatrice Sterling commands a world where dominance meets psychological depth, reshaping the lives of those drawn to her. Known for her beauty and formidable control, she captivates and transforms the men who enter her orbit. Beatrice isn’t simply a dominant woman; she’s a masterful manipulator of the human psyche, using her keen insight to unlock her submissives’ deepest desires and fears.

Book 1, Femdom Therapy: David Townsend’s dull life spirals into obsession the moment he sees his new neighbor, Beatrice. Her commanding presence awakens in him a yearning that goes beyond admiration, pulling him into her world of female-led power.
Buy on Amazon

Book 2, Femdom Obsession: Jasper’s life takes a dark turn when his urge to stalk Beatrice leads him to become her ‘pet.’ Under Beatrice’s control, he discovers that her dominance goes far deeper than her striking looks, forcing him to confront his own submissive nature.
Buy on Amazon

Book 3, Femdom Plucked: Months have passed since David first crossed the street and surrendered to Beatrice’s rule. Now locked in chastity and bound by ritualized servitude, he finds his days consumed by longing and his nights haunted by dreams he can’t control. Beatrice hasn’t just taken his release—she’s taken his sense of self, and David finds he doesn’t miss it. This is a story of what happens when submission becomes obsession, and when a man’s need for approval turns into a beautiful, unbearable torment.
Buy on Amazon

No matter who you are or what you do, these books will pull you in and keep you under Beatrice's spell—resistance is futile.


The Downward Spiral Series

Immerse yourself in the intoxicating unraveling of Nathan Whitmore, a wealthy businessman ensnared by the radiant beauty and unyielding dominance of his young wife, Taylor, and the escalating web of submission that consumes his pride and identity. This series explores the raw interplay of power, desire, and betrayal, delving into the psyche of a man spiraling into servitude under the spell of commanding women.

Book 1: Femdom Infatuation: She Hasn’t Cheated on Him, Or Has She?
Nathan Whitmore, a 45-year-old millionaire, finds his world reshaped by his 18-year-old wife, Taylor, whose stunning beauty and subtle control reduce him to a sexless errand boy. As Taylor and her friend Destiny lounge poolside, Nathan dives to fetch her toys, his devotion deepening with each humiliating task. Her tender affection binds him tighter, yet her flirtations with others spark doubts that fuel his cuckolded anguish. Elara Stone’s masterful storytelling weaves a tale of manipulation and arousal, pulling Nathan—and readers—into a vortex of submission.
Buy on Amazon

Book 2: Femdom Claimed: Can One Couple Own Another?
Nathan’s descent intensifies when he and Taylor encounter Rich Carter, a charismatic billionaire, and his commanding wife, Tatiana, whose mature allure and sharp spankings enslave Nathan further. Trapped between Taylor’s radiant dominance and Tatiana’s erotic mastery, Nathan grapples with his wife’s pursuit of Rich, a betrayal that shatters his heart. As he fights to reclaim his dignity and marriage, the dual servitude tightens its grip, pushing him deeper into submission. Elara Stone crafts a provocative narrative of desire and power, igniting readers’ deepest yearnings.
Buy on Amazon


About Elara Stone

[image: ]

Elara Stone crafts tales that resonate with those who crave raw emotional intensity and deep character development. Dive deep, feel, and surrender to the myriad emotions her stories evoke.

Prepare to be aroused!

cover.jpeg





OEBPS/image_rsrc2JW.jpg





OEBPS/image_rsrc2JV.jpg
The ies - Book 2

'S L)






OEBPS/image_rsrc2JU.jpg
Get a FREE Boo\k Copy
By joining my tribe!
Click here or go to
Elarastone.com and join.





