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INTRODUCTION
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On the mist-shrouded northern edge of the Sovereign Isle of Dominia lies the Foreign Detainee Re-Education Facility — a place whispered about in European capitals but never officially acknowledged. While the rest of the world clings to the illusion of human rights and due process, Dominia operates by a different set of rules. Here, men who have exhausted every second chance on the mainland are sent to be reshaped. Broken. Remade.

European courts, bound by treaties and public opinion, can no longer hand down the harsh sentences their citizens demand. So they send their worst offenders across the North Sea under a quiet agreement: in exchange for exclusive access to Dominia’s rich uranium deposits, the United Kingdom and its allies turn a blind eye to what happens inside these walls. The prisoners who arrive here are never expected to return the same. Most never return at all.

The facility itself is a fortress of concrete and steel rising from the rocky cliffs. Inside, the air is always cold, the lights always harsh, and the screams of the undisciplined echo through the corridors at all hours. This is not a prison in the traditional sense. It is a crucible. A place where male identity is stripped away and rebuilt according to Dominian standards — standards that demand complete, unquestioning submission to female authority.

Every man who enters these gates is fitted with a collar and dressed in the standard white bra and panties that mark him as property. From the moment he arrives, he is reminded that his body no longer belongs to him. His pleasure, his pain, his very will — all of it is now subject to the women who rule here.

And among those women, none command more fear and respect than Officer Jacklene Fernandis.

Towering at six feet one inch, with powerful thighs encased in skin-tight black leather and a voice that can make grown men tremble, Jacklene has earned the nickname “Big Daddy” for good reason. She is the facility’s most effective re-education officer — and its most ruthless. While other officers rely on psychological tactics or long-term conditioning, Jacklene prefers a more direct approach. Ball-busting. Prolonged edging. Brutal, merciless pegging. She breaks men the old-fashioned way — by making them understand, deep in their bones, that they are no longer in control of anything.

Her reputation is legendary. Prisoners who survive her training speak of her in hushed, terrified tones. They say she can make a man thank her for destroying his balls. They say she once edged a detainee for six straight hours until he was sobbing and begging to be allowed to serve her for the rest of his life. They say that when Big Daddy decides you’re hers, there is no escape — only surrender.

But even legends have their exceptions.

When a new transport arrives carrying four fresh detainees from Europe, Jacklene is already waiting in the processing hall, baton tapping against her thigh, leather creaking with every step. Three of the men are exactly what she expects — hardened criminals with defiance in their eyes and violence in their blood. She deals with them the way she always does: swiftly, brutally, and without mercy.

But the fourth man is different.

Theo Lang.

His file says petty theft. His eyes say something else entirely. There is no guilt in them. Only fear, confusion, and a strange, fragile innocence that Jacklene has not seen in years. While the others curse and fight, Theo stands quietly, trembling but compliant, as if some part of him already understands that resistance is pointless.

Something shifts inside Jacklene the moment she looks at him.

For the first time in her career, she feels the dangerous pull of possession. Not the cold, professional ownership she feels toward the other prisoners — but something warmer. Something personal. Something that makes her want to protect him even as every instinct screams at her to break him like the rest.

She tells herself it’s nothing. A momentary weakness. She will train him the same way she trains every other man who passes through these gates. She will strip him of his pride, reshape his desires, and turn him into a perfectly obedient toy for whichever high-ranking woman eventually claims him.

But as the days turn into weeks, and Theo’s submission deepens into something far more intimate, Jacklene begins to realize the truth she has been fighting:

This one is different.

This one is hers.

And when the time comes for him to choose between freedom and the woman who has claimed every part of him — body, mind, and soul — Theo Lang will make a decision that changes both of their lives forever.

Welcome to the Re-Education Facility.

Welcome to the world of Big Daddy.

Welcome to The Prison Protocol.


The Mistake
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The transport van's doors slammed open with a metallic clang that echoed through the floodlit courtyard like a gunshot. Cold Dominian air rushed in, carrying the sharp scent of disinfectant, wet stone, and something heavier — the unmistakable tang of fear and anticipation. Four men in faded orange jumpsuits stumbled out in single file, their wrists and ankles shackled, chains clinking with every uncertain step.

Theo Lang was second in line, his heart hammering against his ribs like it wanted to escape. At twenty-four, he had never been outside his small European port city, never imagined he would end up here — in the one place the rest of the continent whispered about in horrified fascination. Dominia. The matriarchal nation where women ruled without mercy and men who crossed the line were sent for "re-education."

"This is a mistake!" Theo shouted the moment his feet hit the ground, his voice raw from hours of pleading in the van. "I didn't do it! I was framed! You can't just send innocent people here!"

A thick-necked Dominian guard spun around and drove the butt of his baton into Theo's solar plexus. The air exploded from Theo's lungs. He doubled over, gasping, the chains pulling taut as the man in front of him — a hulking Russian with neck tattoos — kept walking.

"Shut your fucking mouth, detainee," the guard growled. "In Dominia, every arrival is guilty until a woman decides otherwise. And we don't decide often."

The processing center loomed ahead — a long, windowless concrete building with harsh fluorescent lights buzzing overhead. Inside, the air was colder, clinical, reeking of industrial cleaner and the faint, acrid smell of sweat and urine that no amount of bleach could erase. Four metal chairs waited in a row beneath a sign that read, in both English and the local script: MALE DETAINEE INTAKE — STRIP. COLLAR. PRESENT.

A female processing guard with cropped blonde hair and a leather vest stood beside a table piled high with white garments. She smirked as the four men were herded forward.

"Strip," she ordered, her voice flat and bored. "Everything off. Bras and panties are standard issue for all male detainees. You'll wear them until your owner says otherwise — or until you earn the right to go naked for her pleasure."

Viktor Kozlov, the Russian, spat on the floor. "Fuck you and your women's underwear. I'm not putting that shit on like some pathetic sissy."

The blonde guard's eyes flicked to something behind them, and a slow smile spread across her face. "Oh, you're going to have fun with this one, Officer."

Theo's stomach twisted as he began unbuttoning his jumpsuit with shaking fingers. Around him, the other men hesitated too — Marco Rossi, the lean Italian car thief, stood frozen with his jaw clenched; Liam O'Connor, the red-haired Irish brawler, cracked his knuckles like he was considering swinging first and asking questions later. But the guards' batons were already tapping against their palms in clear warning.

Theo shrugged out of the jumpsuit, standing naked in the cold fluorescent light. His skin prickled with goosebumps. He had never felt so exposed in his life — not even during the cavity search at the European holding facility. When the blonde guard shoved a white bra and a pair of high-cut white panties into his chest, his face burned crimson.

"I've... I've never worn anything like this," he muttered, the words tumbling out before he could stop them. "This is humiliating. Please, there has to be another way."

"First time in feminine garments, sweet boy?"

The voice that spoke was nothing like the blonde guard's. It was deeper, richer, laced with dark amusement and unmistakable authority — and it came from the far end of the hall where the heavy double doors had just swung open with a dramatic creak.

Officer Jacklene Fernandis strode into the processing center like a storm given human form.

She was six feet one inch of pure, unapologetic authority. Her black leather uniform jacket was short-sleeved, the silver buttons straining slightly over full, heavy breasts that shifted with each step. A wide black belt with a heavy silver buckle cinched her narrow waist, and skin-tight black leather pants creaked softly with every stride, the material stretching and shining over powerful, muscular thighs that looked like they could crush a man's skull without effort. Tall, polished black boots clicked on the concrete floor like a countdown. In her right hand she carried a polished black baton, tapping it rhythmically against her thigh — tap... tap... tap — the sound somehow more threatening than any shout. Her dark hair was pulled back in a severe ponytail that swung with each confident step, and her gray eyes swept the room with the cold precision of a predator deciding which prey to toy with first.

The leather of her pants creaked again as she stopped in front of the line, close enough that Theo could smell the rich scent of conditioned leather mingled with something warmer — a subtle, expensive perfume that made his head swim.

"Welcome to the Dominian Foreign Detainee Re-Education Facility, boys," she said, her voice carrying effortlessly through the hall. It was a voice made for giving orders and extracting confessions — low, smoky, with just enough edge to make every man in the room stand straighter. "My name is Officer Jacklene Fernandis. Some of you will learn to call me 'Big Daddy' before this week is over. Here, we don't waste time with European human rights bullshit. You will be broken. You will be reshaped. You will become useful to the women who claim you. Or you will suffer until you beg for the privilege of serving."

She began to pace slowly in front of them, the leather creaking with every step, the baton tapping a steady, hypnotic rhythm against her thigh.

"First rule: Every woman here is addressed as 'Ma'am,' 'Mommy,' or 'Daddy' — depending on what she prefers. I personally enjoy 'Daddy' from boys who know their place. Second rule: Your bodies no longer belong to you. They belong to the women who own you. Your cocks, your asses, your mouths — all of it is ours to use as we see fit. Third rule: Resistance is not only pointless — it is punished. Severely. And I do enjoy punishing resistance. I enjoy it very much."

Viktor couldn't keep his mouth shut. He squared his shoulders, trying to look intimidating despite standing naked. "This is bullshit! You can't treat us like animals! We're human beings, not your fucking toys!"

Jacklene stopped directly in front of him, tilting her head as if studying an interesting specimen under glass. A slow, dangerous smile spread across her face, revealing perfect white teeth.

"Oh, are we going to have a problem already, big man? I do love it when they talk back. It gives me an excuse to make an example."

She moved so fast Viktor didn't have time to brace. Her knee drove upward with brutal, practiced precision, connecting squarely with his testicles. The sound was a thick, sickening thud that made Theo's own balls draw up in instinctive sympathy. Viktor's eyes bulged. A strangled, animal sound tore from his throat as he dropped to his knees, then curled onto his side on the cold concrete, clutching himself and gasping like a landed fish.

"That's for talking back," Jacklene said calmly, as if she had just corrected a minor spelling error in a report. She tapped the baton against her palm, the sound sharp. "Next time, I use this. And I don't stop at one strike. I keep going until you're sobbing and begging me to stop — and even then, I might not. Understood?"

Viktor could only whimper, tears already streaking down his flushed, contorted face. "Y-yes... Ma'am... fuck... please..."

Jacklene's smile widened. "Good. You're learning already. Now get up before I decide to demonstrate the baton anyway."

Theo watched in horror, his stomach churning. His mouth went dry. "Please... Officer Fernandis... I didn't do anything. This is all a mistake. I was set up by—"

Jacklene's gaze snapped to him like a whip crack. For three long seconds she simply stared, her gray eyes boring into his with an intensity that made his knees weak. Then something shifted in her expression — a flicker of curiosity, perhaps, or recognition. She stepped closer, the leather of her uniform filling his vision, the creak of her pants loud in the sudden silence of the hall.

"Name?" she asked. Her voice had changed — still commanding, but quieter now, almost intimate, as if they were the only two people in the room.

"Theo Lang, ma'am. Please, you have to listen to me. I was framed. The man who set me up works for a crime boss back home. His name is Gregor Petrov. They planted the watch and the money in my apartment. I tried to tell the courts, the judge, everyone who would listen. But they said I was going to Dominia no matter what. They said it would 'make a man out of me.' I don't need fixing! I'm not a criminal!"

She held up one gloved hand, cutting him off. The leather of the glove was soft black, the fingers long and elegant despite the obvious strength in them. "I will listen, Theo Lang. Every word. But first, you will strip and present like the others. All of you. Now. I want to see what I'm working with."

The four men moved with varying degrees of reluctance. Marco was the first to fully comply, his lean body flushing pink as he pulled on the white bra, fumbling with the unfamiliar clasps before managing to fasten it behind his back. The cups sat oddly on his flat chest, the straps cutting into his shoulders. He stepped into the panties next, the soft white fabric stretching over his muscular thighs and barely containing his cock, which had begun to harden despite — or perhaps because of — the humiliation.

Liam followed, cursing under his breath in a thick Irish accent as he pulled on the bra and panties. "Fucking hell... this is degrading... treating grown men like... like dolls..."

Theo's hands shook harder as he pulled the bra on. The cups were padded, pressing against his nipples in a way that made him hyper-aware of every breath, every heartbeat. The panties were worse — high-cut, the back riding up between his cheeks, the front doing nothing to hide the way his body was beginning to betray him with a reluctant, confusing arousal that made his face burn even hotter.

Jacklene watched him the entire time, her head tilted slightly, that same curious, almost predatory expression on her face.

"First time wearing women's underthings, sweet boy?" she asked again, her voice softer, almost gentle. "The color suits you. White against your skin... it makes you look innocent. Vulnerable. Exactly how a good boy should look."

Theo nodded, unable to meet her eyes, his voice barely above a whisper. "Yes, ma'am. It... it feels wrong. Humiliating. Like I'm not a man anymore."

"Good," she said simply, stepping closer. "Humiliation is the first step toward understanding your true place in Dominia. The bras remind you that your chests are for a woman's pleasure, not your own. The panties keep you soft, accessible, and constantly aware that you are no longer in control of your own body. In Dominia, men wear what women decide they should wear. Or nothing at all, if that's what pleases us. Do you understand, Theo?"

He swallowed hard, the words lodging in his throat. "I... I think so, ma'am. But I'm not... I'm not like the others. I didn't do what they said I did."

Jacklene's lips curved into that slow, knowing smile again. "We'll see about that. Now present. All of you. Feet shoulder-width apart, hands behind your heads, chests out. I want a good look at what Europe sent us."

The four men obeyed, the position forcing their bodies into humiliating display. Theo's erection was now fully visible, tenting the white panties obscenely. He wanted to die of shame — but at the same time, a part of him he didn't understand thrilled at the way Jacklene's eyes lingered on him.

She moved down the line, inspecting each man with clinical detachment that somehow felt more intimate than any touch. When she reached Viktor — still on his knees, breathing in ragged gasps — she nudged his thigh with the toe of her boot.

"On your feet, or the next strike lands twice as hard. And this time, I'll make sure you can't walk for a week."

He struggled upright, face streaked with tears, the white panties already damp where he had leaked in pain and fear.

For Marco, she ran a gloved finger along his jaw, tilting his head up to meet her gaze. "Quiet one. You'll break beautifully. I can already see it in your eyes — the surrender waiting to happen. By the end of the month, you'll be begging to suck my strap-on in front of the entire facility."

For Liam, she grabbed his chin hard, forcing him to meet her gaze, her fingers digging into his jaw. "Defiant eyes. I like breaking defiant ones most. They scream the loudest when they finally surrender. And you will surrender, Irish. They all do."

Then she was in front of Theo again, closer this time, her body heat radiating against his nearly naked skin. She took his file from the blonde guard, flipping through the pages quickly. Her eyes narrowed slightly as she read, then flicked back to his face with that same searching intensity.

"Petty theft. European courts sent you here because they couldn't be bothered with proper rehabilitation. But..." She stepped even closer, close enough that he could feel the warmth radiating from her body, smell the leather and the faint trace of her perfume. "Your eyes don't match the file, Theo Lang. There's no guilt there. Only fear. And something else. Something... innocent. Something worth protecting."

Her gloved hand came up and rested on his chest, right over the white bra. The leather was cool at first, then warmed quickly against his skin. She ran her finger slowly down the center of his chest, tracing the edge of the bra cup, then lower, over his stomach, stopping just above the waistband of the panties where his cock strained visibly.

Theo's body betrayed him instantly. Despite the terror, despite the humiliation of standing half-naked in front of this terrifying woman and her guards, he felt himself hardening further, a bead of precum soaking into the white fabric.

Jacklene's lips curved into a slow, knowing smile. "Interesting," she murmured, her voice low enough that only he could hear. "Already responding to me. Most men take hours — sometimes days — to show that kind of reaction. But you..." Her finger traced the outline of his erection through the panties, not quite touching, just close enough to make him twitch and leak more. "You're different, aren't you, sweet boy? Already hard for Daddy."

Theo's face burned so hot he thought he might combust. His voice came out as a strangled whisper. "I... I don't know what's happening to me, ma'am. Please... this is all wrong. I was framed. The man who set me up — his name is Gregor Petrov. He works for the Sokolov crime family. They planted the watch and the money in my apartment. I tried to tell the police, the judge, everyone. But they said I was going to Dominia no matter what. They said it would 'make a man out of me.' I don't need fixing! I'm not a criminal! I just... I just want to go home."

Jacklene listened without interrupting, her gray eyes never leaving his face, her gloved hand still resting possessively on his lower abdomen. Behind her, Viktor was being dragged toward the cells by two guards, still whimpering and clutching himself. Marco and Liam stood frozen, watching the strange interaction with a mixture of confusion, envy, and dread.

Finally, she spoke, her voice carrying to the entire room. "Sergeant, this one stays with me. The others go to the general population cells. Start their re-education immediately. I want Viktor broken by morning — full ball-busting protocol, then pegged until he can't walk. Marco and Liam can share a cell — let them hear each other suffer through the night. No release for any of them. Not until I say."

The blonde sergeant blinked, clearly surprised by the order. "Officer Fernandis? This one is flagged as high-value. The European authorities paid extra for full re-education protocol. Are you certain you want to—"

"I said he stays with me," Jacklene repeated, her voice hardening into steel. "Or do I need to explain myself to Director Voss personally? Because I will. And she will agree with me once she sees his file and his eyes."

The sergeant paled slightly. "No, ma'am. Understood. The other three to general population. This one... with you. Effective immediately."

Jacklene's attention returned to Theo. She reached for the tray and picked up a collar — not the standard thick metal one the others wore, but a softer, more supple black leather collar with a small silver tag already engraved with a single word: MINE.

She stepped behind him. Theo could feel the heat of her body against his back, the creak of her leather pants as she moved, the soft brush of her breasts against his shoulder blades as she reached around him. Her gloved fingers brushed his throat — gentle, almost reverent — as she fastened the collar around his neck. The leather was warm from her hands, supple, and it smelled of her — rich leather and that subtle perfume that made his head spin.

"This collar marks you as mine, Theo Lang," she said, her voice low and intimate against his ear. "Do you understand what that means? Really understand?"

He swallowed hard, feeling the collar move with the motion, the tag cool against his skin. "I... I think so, ma'am. It means I belong to you now. That I'm... your responsibility. Your... property."

"Good boy," she praised, and the words sent a rush of confusing, shameful heat straight to his already aching cock. He felt himself throb visibly in the white panties. "Already learning faster than most. Most men fight the collar for weeks. They beg, they cry, they try to run. You accepted it in seconds. Why is that, Theo? Why aren't you fighting me like the others?"

He turned his head slightly, meeting her eyes over his shoulder. His voice was barely above a whisper, but it carried the weight of truth. "Because... because for the first time since they arrested me, I feel like someone might actually listen. You looked at me and saw... something. Not just another criminal. I don't know how to explain it, ma'am. But I trust you. Even though I shouldn't. Even though you're... terrifying."

Jacklene's eyes darkened with something that looked like satisfaction and hunger all at once. She leaned in and pressed a single, soft kiss to the side of his neck, just above the collar, her lips warm against his skin.

"Good boy," she murmured against his skin, her voice thick with emotion. "Now come. Your re-education begins tonight — but it will be nothing like what your friends are about to experience. No ball-busting. No public edging until you sob in front of an audience. No forced pegging while the others watch and laugh. At least... not yet. First, we talk. Really talk. And then... we'll see what kind of boy you really are."

She attached a thin black leather leash to the ring on his collar and gave it a gentle, almost affectionate tug.

Theo followed her, the leash slack between them, his heart pounding so hard he was sure she could hear it. The white panties did nothing to hide his persistent, aching erection — if anything, the soft fabric rubbing against him with every step only made it worse. Or better, depending on how he looked at it.

As they walked away from the processing area, he heard Viktor cursing in Russian as the guards dragged him down a corridor, the sound of a baton striking flesh echoing behind them. Marco and Liam were being led in another direction, both of them casting glances back at Theo with expressions that were equal parts envy and dread.

Theo glanced back once, then turned forward — toward whatever awaited him with this terrifying, strangely gentle woman who had decided, for reasons he didn't understand, that he was different.

For the first time since the nightmare began, he felt something like hope.

***

And something far more dangerous: the beginning of trust.

Jacklene led him through a series of corridors that grew progressively quieter and more private. The fluorescent lights gave way to warmer, softer illumination from wall sconces. The air smelled less of disinfectant and more of leather polish, wood oil, and something floral. They passed other officers — women in varying degrees of leather uniform — some leading collared men on leashes, others carrying batons or riding crops. A few nodded to Jacklene with respect; none questioned why she had a new detainee on a leash so soon after intake.

Finally, they reached a heavy wooden door marked with a simple brass plaque: OFFICER J. FERNANDIS — PRIVATE QUARTERS.

Jacklene unlocked it with a key she wore on a chain around her neck and pushed it open, tugging Theo inside with a gentle but firm pull on the leash.

The room was nothing like the cold processing center. It was warm, dimly lit by a single floor lamp with a red shade, with a large bed covered in black silk sheets, a leather couch that looked well-used, and a wall of implements that made Theo's breath catch in his throat — paddles of various sizes, crops, floggers, canes, and an array of strap-on harnesses with dildos of varying sizes and shapes. One of them was massive, easily ten inches long and thick as his wrist, veined and with a pronounced, flared head that looked designed to stretch and claim.

But what surprised him most was how... lived-in it felt. There were books on a shelf — philosophy, military history, a worn copy of a romance novel with a cracked spine. A half-empty glass of amber liquid sat on the nightstand beside a framed photograph of a younger Jacklene in military uniform standing beside an older woman who shared her sharp cheekbones and gray eyes.

"Sit," Jacklene said, pointing to the edge of the bed. She unclipped the leash but left the collar on, her fingers lingering on the leather. "We need to talk, Theo Lang. Really talk. Because if I'm going to protect you from what the others are about to endure — and I am going to protect you — I need to know exactly who you are. And whether you're worth the risk I'm taking by claiming you so soon."

Theo sat carefully on the edge of the bed, the white panties still tented obscenely, his heart racing so fast he felt lightheaded. Jacklene pulled the leather chair from her desk and sat facing him, close enough that their knees almost touched. She leaned forward, elbows on her thighs, studying him with those piercing gray eyes that seemed to see straight through every defense he had ever built.

"Tell me everything," she said quietly, her voice gentle but firm. "From the beginning. Don't leave anything out. Every detail, every name, every lie they told you. And Theo..." She reached out and placed one gloved hand on his bare knee, the touch both reassuring and possessive, her thumb stroking slow, absent circles on his skin. "If you lie to me, I will know. And the consequences will be... unpleasant. Do you understand me, sweet boy?"

He nodded, swallowing hard, his voice steady despite the tears that threatened. "Yes, ma'am. I understand. I'll tell you everything. I just... I need you to believe me. Because if you don't... then no one ever will."

Jacklene's lips curved slightly, that rare real smile flickering across her face. "Then start talking, sweet boy. I'm listening. And I promise you this — if your story checks out, I will move heaven and earth to keep you safe. You have my word."

And for the next hour, in the warm, leather-scented privacy of Officer Jacklene Fernandis's private quarters, Theo Lang told her everything — about growing up poor in the port district, about the one time he stole food as a desperate sixteen-year-old, about how Gregor Petrov had approached him with a "simple job" that turned out to be a setup, about the planted evidence, the corrupt judge who took a bribe, the European court's decision to outsource his "rehabilitation" to Dominia rather than investigate his claims of innocence.

Jacklene listened without interrupting, her gloved hand never leaving his knee, her thumb stroking slow, soothing circles on his skin that somehow made the words come easier. When he finished, tears were streaming down his face, but he hadn't broken. Not yet. He had told the truth — every ugly, humiliating detail — and now it was in her hands.

She was quiet for a long moment after he stopped speaking, her gray eyes searching his face like she was memorizing every line, every freckle, every flicker of emotion. Then she stood, towering over him, and cupped his face in both gloved hands, forcing him to look up at her.

"I believe you, Theo Lang," she said simply, her voice rough with something that sounded like emotion. "And that makes you very, very dangerous to me. Because now I have to decide whether to let the system have you... or to keep you for myself. And I already know which choice I'm going to make."

Theo's breath caught in his throat. "Keep me? Like... as your prisoner? Or as... something else? Something more?"

Jacklene smiled — that real, rare smile again — and leaned down until her lips were inches from his, her breath warm against his mouth.

"As mine, sweet boy. Completely. Body, mind, and soul. And if you serve me well... perhaps one day, as something more than a detainee. Something permanent. But first, you have to prove yourself. Can you do that, Theo? Can you be my good boy? My sweet, innocent thing that I protect from the world?"

He didn't hesitate. The answer rose from somewhere deep inside him, a place he hadn't known existed until this terrifying, magnetic woman had claimed him with nothing more than a collar and a gentle touch.

"Yes, Daddy," he whispered, the word slipping out before he could stop it, natural and right in a way that made his chest ache. "I'll be your good boy. Your loyal dog. Whatever you want me to be. I promise. Just... please don't send me back out there with the others. Please keep me."

Jacklene's eyes darkened with something that looked like triumph and tenderness all at once. She leaned in and pressed a single, soft kiss to his forehead — the first gentle, affectionate touch he had received in months — her lips lingering against his skin.

"Good boy," she murmured against his skin, her voice thick with emotion. "Now... let's begin your real re-education. The kind that doesn't leave bruises on the outside. The kind that teaches you exactly who you belong to — and why that's the safest place you've ever been."

She straightened, her leather uniform creaking softly, and reached for the buckle of her belt, her eyes never leaving his.

Theo's heart pounded. He had no idea what was coming next — only that for the first time since his arrest, he wasn't afraid.

He was exactly where he was supposed to be.


Demonstration
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The main training hall was a cavernous, windowless space that smelled of polished leather, sweat, and the sharp, metallic tang of fear. Harsh overhead lights cast long shadows across padded benches, steel restraint points bolted into the walls, and a raised central platform equipped with a sturdy wooden bench fitted with heavy leather straps. The floor was concrete, scuffed from years of boots and knees. Along one wall hung an array of implements — crops, paddles, canes, and several thick strap-on harnesses with dildos of intimidating size. The air was warm, almost humid, and carried the faint echo of past screams and moans.

Jacklene led Theo into the hall on the thin black leash attached to his collar. He was still wearing only the white bra and panties from intake, his cock half-hard and visibly tenting the soft fabric. She stopped at the edge of the platform, turned, and pointed to the floor directly in front of her boots.

“Kneel, sweet boy. Right here. Face the platform. You will watch every second. And you will not look away unless I give you permission. Understood?”

Theo dropped to his knees immediately, the concrete cold against his skin. His face was now level with her powerful thighs, the leather of her pants creaking softly as she shifted her stance. The scent of her — leather, perfume, and something distinctly feminine and dominant — filled his nostrils. His own cock twitched painfully in the white panties.

“Yes, Daddy,” he whispered, the word still new and electric on his tongue.

She smiled down at him, one gloved hand briefly stroking his hair. “Good boy. Stay exactly like that. This demonstration is for you as much as it is for the others. I want you to understand what happens to undisciplined men in Dominia. And I want you to see exactly what you are being spared… for now.”

The three other new arrivals were already in the hall, guarded by two female officers in leather vests. Viktor stood with his head down, still pale from the earlier ball-bust. Marco’s eyes were wide and darting. Liam glared with defiant fire. All three were naked except for their standard metal collars and the white panties, which did nothing to hide their fear or their reluctant arousal.

Jacklene stepped onto the platform, her boots clicking, the baton tapping against her thigh. She addressed the room in that rich, commanding voice that made every man stand straighter.

“Welcome to your first real lesson, boys. I am Officer Jacklene Fernandis — Big Daddy to those who earn the privilege. Today I will show you what happens when you resist, when you talk back, when you think your body still belongs to you. Each of you will be broken in a different way. And my sweet Theo here…” She glanced down at him with a possessive smile. “…will watch every moment so he understands how fortunate he is to be mine.”

She pointed the baton at Viktor. “You first, big man. Since you like to talk back. On the platform. Now.”

Viktor hesitated for half a second. One of the guards jabbed him forward with a baton. He climbed onto the platform, breathing hard, his thick cock already half-hard despite his fear.

“On your knees. Hands behind your head. Legs spread wide. Present those balls like the animal you are.”

Viktor dropped heavily, wincing as his knees hit the wood. He laced his fingers behind his head, chest heaving, the white panties stretched tight over his heavy balls.

Jacklene circled him slowly, the leather of her pants creaking with each step. She stopped directly in front of him and looked down with cold amusement.

“Tell me why you’re here, Viktor.”

“For… for fighting. Ma’am.”

“Wrong answer.” Her knee shot up again, connecting with brutal precision. The thud was sickening. Viktor’s eyes bulged and a guttural scream tore from his throat as he folded forward, clutching himself.

“Wrong answer,” Jacklene repeated calmly. “Try again. Why are you here?”

“B-because I resisted… Daddy,” he gasped, tears already forming.

“Better. Now thank me for correcting you.”

“Thank you, Daddy… for correcting me,” Viktor choked out.

She didn’t give him time to recover. Her gloved hand shot out and slapped his balls hard — once, twice, three times. Each strike made a sharp, meaty sound. Viktor howled, rocking on his knees, but kept his hands behind his head as ordered.

“Thank you, Daddy! Thank you for punishing my balls!”

“Again.” Another hard slap. “Louder.”

“Thank you, Daddy! Thank you for destroying my balls!”

Jacklene grabbed his balls in one powerful gloved fist and squeezed slowly, twisting. Viktor’s mouth opened in a silent scream, his whole body shaking.

“Beg me to stop, boy. Beg your Daddy.”

“Please, Daddy! Please stop! I’ll be good! I’ll never talk back again! Please, my balls… they’re yours! Just stop!”

She released him only to deliver one final, vicious knee that dropped him flat on the platform, sobbing. The front of his white panties was soaked with precum and tears.

“Drag him to the side,” Jacklene ordered the guards. “Let him watch what happens to the quiet ones.”

Viktor was hauled away, still whimpering “Thank you, Daddy…” under his breath.

Jacklene’s eyes found Theo. He was trembling on his knees, his own cock rock-hard and leaking steadily into the white panties. A dark wet spot had formed at the tip. She noticed. Her smile was slow and knowing.

“Already leaking, sweet boy? Good. Keep watching.”

She turned to Marco. “Your turn, quiet one. On the bench. Face up. Strap him down.”

Marco didn’t fight. He climbed onto the padded bench and lay back, arms and legs spread. The guards secured thick leather straps around his wrists, ankles, and waist until he was completely immobilized, cock pointing straight up, already twitching.

Jacklene pulled on fresh black gloves with a deliberate snap that echoed through the hall. She picked up a thick, vibrating wand and a bottle of clear lube.

“An hour, Marco. Maybe more. You will not come. Every time you get close, I will stop. And you will thank me for denying you. Do you understand?”

Marco’s voice was hoarse. “Y-yes, Daddy.”

She started slowly — gloved fingers stroking his cock with long, firm pulls while the vibrator hummed against the head. Marco’s hips jerked against the straps.

“Oh fuck… Daddy… that feels… too good…”

“Too good?” Jacklene laughed softly. “Then we slow down.”

She eased the pressure, edging him for long minutes until his breathing turned ragged and his balls drew up tight. Just as his cock began to pulse, she stopped completely, pulling her hand and the vibrator away.

“No! Please, Daddy! I was so close!”

“Thank me for stopping,” she ordered.

Marco’s voice cracked. “Thank you, Daddy… for stopping me…”

She started again. Slower. Crueler. Gloved fist pumping, vibrator circling the sensitive underside. Marco moaned, begged, thrashed against the straps.

“Daddy, please! I can’t… I’m going to—!”

She stopped again. And again. And again.

For over an hour she kept him on the razor’s edge — bringing him to the brink with expert hands and the relentless vibrator, then denying him every single time. By the end Marco was a shaking, sobbing mess. His cock was purple, leaking a constant stream of precum that pooled on his stomach. His balls were swollen and tight. His voice was hoarse from begging.

“Please, Daddy… please let me come… I’ll do anything… I’ll suck your cock… I’ll take anything… just please…”

Jacklene leaned over him, gloved hand gripping his chin. “Not today, boy. Maybe not this week. You come when I decide you’ve earned it. Not before.”

She wiped her gloves on his chest and stepped back. “Take him away. Next.”

Marco was unstrapped and dragged off the platform, still whispering broken thanks.

Jacklene looked down at Theo again. His face was flushed, his cock visibly throbbing in the ruined white panties. A string of precum had soaked through and was dripping onto the concrete between his knees.

“Still hard, sweet boy? Still leaking for Daddy while you watch them suffer?”

Theo’s voice was barely audible. “Yes, Daddy… I… I can’t help it. I’m sorry.”

“Don’t be sorry. Just keep watching. The last one is the best.”

She turned to Liam. “Irish. On the bench. Face down. Ass up. This is going to hurt.”

Liam fought. He cursed and struggled as the guards forced him onto the bench and strapped him down — wrists, ankles, waist, even a thick strap across the back of his neck. His muscular ass was presented high, the white panties pulled down just enough to expose him completely.

Jacklene stepped into a heavy leather harness and selected the largest strap-on — the massive ten-inch black dildo with the flared head. She slicked it generously with lube, the wet sounds loud in the quiet hall.

“You fought the hardest, Liam. So you get the hardest lesson.”

She positioned herself behind him, one gloved hand gripping his hip. Without warning she drove the massive head against his hole and pushed. Liam roared in pain and rage.

“Fuck you! You fucking bitch! Get that thing out of me!”

Jacklene laughed and thrust harder, seating half the length in one brutal stroke. Liam’s curses turned into a broken scream.

She fucked him hard — deep, punishing strokes that made the bench creak and his body jolt against the straps. Every thrust forced a guttural sound from his throat.

“Still fighting?” she taunted, slamming in to the hilt. “Still think you’re a man? Look at you — taking Daddy’s cock like a whore.”

Liam thrashed, cursed, spat threats. But slowly, horribly, his body betrayed him. His curses turned to groans. His hips began to push back against her thrusts. His cock, trapped against the bench, leaked steadily.

Jacklene felt the change. She slowed for a moment, then slapped his ass hard enough to leave a red handprint.

“You dirty boy,” she growled. “You’re starting to enjoy it. Pushing back on Daddy’s cock like you want more. This is punishment, not pleasure. Do you understand?”

She slapped him again, harder. “Say it!”

“I… I understand, Daddy,” Liam gasped, even as his hips rolled back to meet her next thrust. “It’s… it’s punishment…”

“Wrong.” Another vicious slap. “It is punishment. You do not get to enjoy it. You suffer. You break. You thank me for breaking you.”

She picked up the pace again, pounding him mercilessly until Liam was sobbing — real, broken sobs — and pushing back shamelessly, begging with every thrust.

“Please, Daddy… harder… I’m sorry… I’m yours… fuck, I’m yours…”

Jacklene leaned over him, one hand fisting his hair, yanking his head back. “That’s right. You’re mine now. All of you. And you will never forget this lesson.”

She fucked him through one final brutal orgasm that left him shaking and empty, then pulled out slowly. Liam collapsed against the bench, tears streaming, whispering “Thank you, Daddy…” over and over.

“Take him,” Jacklene ordered. “All three of them. Let them heal in their cells. Let them remember what Big Daddy does to boys who don’t behave.”

The guards dragged the three broken men away — Viktor still clutching his balls, Marco shaking and leaking, Liam barely able to walk. Their sobs and whimpers echoed down the corridor until the heavy doors closed.

The training hall fell silent except for the creak of Jacklene’s leather pants as she stepped off the platform and walked back to where Theo still knelt, trembling.

She stopped in front of him, towering over his kneeling form. His cock was painfully hard, the white panties completely soaked through, a puddle of precum on the concrete between his knees. His face was flushed, eyes wide with terror and something else — awe, hunger, desperate need.

Jacklene crouched down, bringing her face level with his. One gloved hand reached out and gently stroked his hair, fingers threading through the sweat-damp strands with surprising tenderness.

“You won’t get that, sweet boy,” she whispered, her voice soft now, almost loving. “Not the ball-busting. Not the endless edging until you lose your mind. Not the brutal pegging that breaks you in front of an audience. Not unless you ask for it. Not unless you earn it. Do you understand?”

Theo nodded, tears in his own eyes — not from pain, but from the overwhelming mix of fear, relief, and a strange, aching gratitude.

“Yes, Daddy,” he whispered. “I understand. Thank you… for not doing that to me. For… for keeping me different.”

She smiled — that real, rare smile — and leaned in to press a soft kiss to his forehead, just like she had in her quarters.

“Good boy. My good, sweet boy. You’re already learning. Already craving my approval. I can see it in your eyes. In the way your pretty cock leaks for me even after watching all that.”

Her gloved hand slid down and cupped his aching erection through the soaked panties, squeezing gently. Theo moaned, hips jerking.

“You want to be good for me, don’t you, Theo?”

“More than anything, Daddy,” he breathed. “Please… let me be good for you. Let me earn it.”

Jacklene stood, tugging lightly on his leash.

“Then come, sweet boy. Your real training starts now. And I promise you this — it will be nothing like what you just saw. It will be ours. And it will be perfect.”

She led him out of the training hall, his knees aching, his cock throbbing, his heart full of something terrifying and wonderful all at once.

He was beginning to understand.

And he was already addicted to her approval.


The Reward
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Two weeks had passed since Theo Lang first knelt in the training hall and watched three men be broken in front of him. In that time, his world had narrowed to the sound of Jacklene’s voice, the creak of her leather, and the constant, aching need to please her.

Every morning she woke him with a gentle tug on his leash and a soft “Good morning, sweet boy.” She trained him in her private quarters — long sessions of strap-on worship where he learned to take her thickest dildo down his throat without gagging, hours of edging where she brought him to the brink again and again with her gloved hand while whispering how proud she was of him. She taught him to come on command, to thank her for every denial, to present his ass the moment she walked into a room. She never hurt him the way she hurt the others. Instead she praised him, stroked his hair, called him her good dog, her sweet boy, her perfect little thing.

And Theo had fallen completely.

He lived for her approval. For the rare, real smile that transformed her severe face. For the way she sometimes pulled him into her lap after a session and let him rest his head on her breasts while she told him how well he was doing. He had stopped thinking about escape. He had stopped thinking about home. All he thought about was Daddy.

***

Now, on a quiet afternoon two weeks later, Jacklene sat behind her large wooden desk in her private office, signing reports and marking files with a silver pen. The room smelled of leather polish and the faint scent of her perfume. Sunlight filtered through half-closed blinds, casting stripes across the floor.

Beneath the desk, hidden from view, Theo knelt between her spread thighs.

He was naked except for the soft black collar around his neck and the white panties she sometimes made him wear. His lips were stretched wide around the thick black dildo of her strap-on harness. He sucked slowly, steadily, just the way she had taught him — tongue swirling, cheeks hollowed, eyes lifted to watch her face even though she couldn’t see him.

Wet, obscene sucking sounds filled the quiet office.

Jacklene signed another document, her gloved hand steady, but her breathing had grown slightly heavier. The base of the harness pressed perfectly against her clit with every subtle shift of her hips. She had been using Theo’s mouth like this for nearly twenty minutes — letting him worship the cock while the pressure built between her legs.

A soft moan escaped her as she signed the last page and set the pen down.

“You have been so good for Daddy these past two weeks, sweet boy,” she said, her voice low and warm. “So obedient. So eager. Every single day you wake up and the first thing you do is look at me like I hung the moon. You take everything I give you without a single complaint. You thank me for denying you. You beg so beautifully when I edge you for hours. Daddy is very, very pleased with you.”

Theo moaned around the thick shaft in his mouth, the vibration making her hips twitch.

Jacklene reached under the desk and stroked his hair gently. “Look at you. On your knees under Daddy’s desk, sucking her cock like it’s the only thing you’ve ever wanted. Such a perfect little cock-sucker. My perfect little cock-sucker.”

She pushed her chair back slightly and looked down at him. Her gray eyes were dark with arousal.

“Enough of the toy for now. Daddy wants something else.”

She stood, unbuckled the harness with quick, practiced movements, and let it drop to the floor. Then she hooked her thumbs into the waistband of her tight black leather pants and slowly pushed them down her long, powerful legs. She wore nothing underneath. Her pussy was bare — smooth, glistening, the lips already swollen and slick from the constant pressure of the harness base. The scent of her arousal filled the space between them, rich and heady.

Jacklene sat back down, spread her legs wide, and rolled the chair forward until her bare pussy was inches from Theo’s face. She reached down, gripped his hair, and guided him forward.

“Eat Daddy’s pussy, sweet boy. Not the toy. Me. Use that pretty mouth the way I taught you. Lick me. Suck my clit. Get your tongue inside me. I want to feel you worship the real thing.”

Theo didn’t hesitate. He leaned in and dragged his tongue slowly from her entrance all the way up to her clit, tasting her for the first time. She was wet — soaking — and the flavor was musky, sweet, addictive. He moaned against her and dove in.

Jacklene’s head fell back against the chair. A long, low moan tore from her throat.

“Fuck… yes. Just like that. Good boy. Such a good fucking boy for Daddy.”

Theo licked her with long, flat strokes, then focused on her clit, sucking it gently into his mouth the way she had shown him during their private lessons. Her thighs trembled on either side of his head.

“Oh god, Theo… your tongue feels so good. Better than any toy. Keep going, baby. Don’t you dare stop.”

She gripped his hair tighter, holding him exactly where she wanted him.

“Two weeks,” she gasped, hips rolling against his mouth. “Two weeks of watching you kneel so pretty. Two weeks of teaching you how to suck cock, how to take my fingers, how to come when I say the word. And you’ve been perfect. Every single day. Not one complaint. Not one hesitation. You just… you just want to please me, don’t you?”

Theo moaned his agreement against her pussy, the vibration making her cry out.

“Fuck! Yes. Say it. Tell Daddy while you eat her cunt.”

He pulled back just enough to speak, lips shiny with her wetness. “I want to please you, Daddy. More than anything. I love being your good boy. I love making you feel good. Please… let me make you come.”

Jacklene’s laugh was breathless and filthy. “Then do it, sweet boy. Make Daddy come all over that pretty face. Drink every drop. I want you to swallow it all like the greedy little thing you are.”

She pulled his face back between her legs and ground against him. Theo licked and sucked with renewed desperation — tongue fucking her entrance, then sealing his lips around her clit and sucking hard while two fingers slid inside her and curled against that perfect spot.

Jacklene’s moans grew louder, more desperate. She stopped caring about being quiet.

“That’s it… oh fuck, Theo… right there… suck Daddy’s clit just like that… such a good fucking boy… my perfect little pussy-eater… god, I’m going to come so hard in your mouth…”

Her thighs clamped around his head. Her whole body shook. She came with a long, broken cry, her pussy pulsing against his tongue as she flooded his mouth. Hot, sweet wetness coated his lips, his chin, and he drank it down greedily, sucking and licking through every wave until she was twitching and oversensitive.

Jacklene slumped back in the chair, breathing hard, one hand still tangled in his hair.

“Clean me up, baby,” she murmured, voice hoarse. “Every drop. Don’t leave a single bit of Daddy’s cum anywhere but inside that pretty mouth.”

Theo obeyed instantly. He licked her slowly, thoroughly — long strokes cleaning her folds, gentle sucks around her clit, tongue dipping inside to gather every trace. He was meticulous, worshipful, until she was glistening but spotless and he had swallowed every drop.

Only then did he pull back, lips shiny, eyes glassy with devotion.

Jacklene looked down at him and smiled — that rare, real smile that made his chest ache.

“Such a good boy,” she whispered. She reached down and wiped a bit of her wetness from his chin with her thumb, then brought it to his mouth. He sucked it clean without being asked.

She stood on slightly shaky legs, picked up her leather pants, and slowly pulled them back on. The creak of the leather seemed louder in the quiet room. She buckled her belt, adjusted her jacket, and looked every inch the terrifying Officer Fernandis again — except for the soft, satisfied glow in her eyes when she looked at him.

She clipped the leash back onto his collar and gave it a gentle tug.

“Come on, sweet boy. Daddy’s tired now. But tonight…” She leaned down and kissed the top of his head, her voice dropping to a husky promise. “Daddy is going to give you something very good tonight. Something you’ve been earning every single day for two weeks. You’ve been so patient. So perfect. Tonight you get your reward.”

Theo’s cock, which had been painfully hard the entire time, twitched visibly in the white panties. “Thank you, Daddy,” he whispered, voice thick with emotion. “Thank you for letting me serve you. Thank you for… for keeping me.”

Jacklene’s expression softened even more. She stroked his cheek with one gloved finger.

“You’re mine, Theo. Completely. And I take care of what’s mine.”

She led him out of the office and down the long corridor toward the general population wing. Other prisoners — the ones who had arrived with him and newer ones — were being marched back from afternoon training. When they saw Theo walking calmly at Jacklene’s side, collar gleaming, lips still shiny from her cum, their faces twisted with jealousy and resentment.

Viktor, still walking with a slight limp from his ball-busting session, glared openly. Marco looked away quickly, but not before Theo saw the envy in his eyes. Liam, the once-defiant Irishman, stared with open hatred.

One of the newer prisoners — a tall, cocky man named Derek — muttered loud enough to be heard, “Fucking teacher’s pet. Probably sucking her cock every night while we get the baton.”

Jacklene stopped. The entire hallway went silent.

She turned slowly, one eyebrow raised, and looked directly at Derek. Then she laughed — a low, rich, genuinely amused laugh that made several men flinch.

“Oh, you poor, stupid boys,” she said, voice carrying easily. “You really don’t get it, do you? You think being broken the hard way makes you strong? You think suffering makes you worthy?” She stepped closer to Derek, towering over him. “Theo is better than all of you combined. He doesn’t fight what he is. He doesn’t pretend to be something he’s not. He serves. He obeys. He worships. And because of that, he gets Daddy’s favor. He gets the gentle hand. He gets the rewards. He gets to sleep in my bed instead of a cell. He gets to eat my pussy instead of getting pegged until he cries.”

She looked around at all of them, her gray eyes cold.

“If any of you want even a fraction of what he has, then stop being stupid, stubborn animals and start being good boys. Maybe — just maybe — Daddy will show you a little favor too. But I doubt it. Because none of you are him.”

She turned back to Theo, cupped his chin, and kissed him right there in the middle of the hallway — slow, deep, possessive. When she pulled away, she smiled at the stunned, jealous faces around them.

“Come on, sweet boy. Let’s go home. Daddy has plans for you tonight.”

She tugged the leash and led him away, leaving a corridor full of silent, humiliated men behind them.

Theo walked taller than he had in weeks.

He was hers.

And for the first time in his life, that felt like everything.


The Night
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The bedroom was warm and dimly lit, the only light coming from a single lamp on the nightstand that cast a soft golden glow across the black silk sheets. Jacklene’s private quarters felt like another world compared to the cold concrete halls of the facility. Here, the air smelled of leather, her perfume, and the faint musk of arousal that had been building between them for two weeks.

Theo stood at the foot of the bed, still wearing only the white panties and his collar, his cock already half-hard from the walk back through the corridors and the promise in her voice. Jacklene closed the door behind them with a soft click and turned to face him.

“Take those panties off, sweet boy,” she said, her voice low and husky. “Daddy wants to see all of you tonight.”

Theo hooked his thumbs into the waistband and pushed the soft white fabric down his legs. His cock sprang free, already thickening, the head flushed and glistening with precum from everything that had happened in her office. He stepped out of the panties and stood naked before her, the black collar the only thing left on his body.

Jacklene smiled — that rare, real smile that made his stomach flip — and began to undress. She shrugged off her leather jacket first, letting it fall to the floor with a heavy creak. Then she unbuckled her belt and slowly pushed her tight leather pants down her long legs, revealing the smooth, bare skin beneath. She wore nothing underneath. Her full breasts swayed slightly as she moved, nipples already tight. Her pussy was still slightly swollen and glistening from the orgasm he had given her under the desk less than an hour ago.

She was completely nude now, tall and powerful and breathtaking.

“Come here,” she murmured, holding out her hand.

Theo stepped forward. She pulled him into her arms and kissed him deeply, her tongue sliding against his, claiming his mouth the way she had claimed every other part of him. When she pulled back, her gray eyes were dark with hunger and something softer.

“Two weeks,” she whispered against his lips. “Two weeks of training you, teasing you, denying you, making you the perfect boy for me. And you’ve been so good. So patient. So fucking perfect. Tonight, Daddy is going to reward you properly.”

She guided him onto the bed and climbed on top of him, straddling his hips but not yet taking him inside. Her bare pussy hovered just above his cock, warm and wet. She leaned down and took one of his nipples into her mouth, sucking hard, her tongue flicking over the sensitive peak.

Theo gasped, his back arching. “Daddy… oh fuck…”

She switched to the other nipple, sucking and biting gently while her hand slid down his stomach and wrapped around his cock, stroking him slowly.

“You like that, sweet boy?” she asked, lifting her head to look at him. “You like Daddy sucking your pretty nipples while she plays with your cock?”

“Yes, Daddy,” he moaned. “It feels so good… I’ve been so hard all day thinking about you.”

She laughed softly and sucked his nipple again, harder this time, while her hand pumped his shaft with slow, teasing strokes. “Good. I want you desperate for me. I want that pretty cock leaking all over my hand before I even let you inside me.”

She sat up slightly, her full breasts swaying above him, and reached for something on the nightstand. A single black leather glove. She slid it onto her right hand, the soft, supple leather creaking as she flexed her fingers. Then she wrapped that gloved hand around his cock again and started stroking him with long, firm pulls.

“Oh god, Daddy…” Theo groaned, hips bucking.

“Shhh,” she whispered, leaning down to kiss him while her gloved fist worked his cock. “Just feel it. Feel Daddy’s leather glove on your pretty dick. So smooth. So tight. I bet it feels better than anything you’ve ever had, doesn’t it?”

“Yes… fuck, yes…” he panted. “It’s so soft but… so firm… I’m already so close, Daddy…”

She slowed her strokes immediately, teasing the head with her thumb, spreading his precum over the sensitive skin. “Not yet, sweet boy. Daddy’s not done playing with you. Look at this cock… so hard for me. So desperate. Two weeks of edging you and you still haven’t come inside me yet. That changes tonight.”

She leaned down and took his nipple back into her mouth while her gloved hand continued its slow, filthy torture — twisting on the upstroke, squeezing on the downstroke, her thumb rubbing circles over the leaking head.

“You’re going to come so many times tonight,” she murmured against his chest. “First inside my pussy. Then later… when I’m buried deep in that tight little man-pussy of yours. And every single time, you’re going to thank Daddy for letting you come. Aren’t you, good boy?”

“Yes, Daddy,” Theo gasped, trembling. “I’ll thank you… I’ll be so good… please… I need to be inside you…”

Jacklene smiled against his skin and finally released his cock. She shifted her hips, reached down, and lined the head of his throbbing erection up with her slick entrance.

“Watch, Theo,” she ordered. “Watch Daddy take you.”

She sank down slowly, inch by inch, her tight, wet heat enveloping him. Theo’s head fell back against the pillows with a broken moan as her pussy swallowed every inch of his cock until she was sitting fully on him, her ass resting on his thighs.

“Fuck… Daddy… you’re so tight… so wet…”

Jacklene braced her hands on his chest and started to move — slow, deep rolls of her hips, riding him in a sensual cowgirl rhythm. Her breasts bounced with every movement. Her eyes never left his.

“That’s it, sweet boy,” she moaned. “Feel how wet Daddy is for you? Two weeks of watching you be perfect and this is what you do to me. You make my pussy drip. You make me want to ride this pretty cock until you fill me up.”

She picked up the pace, bouncing on him now, the wet sounds of their bodies filling the room. Theo’s hands gripped her hips, but she slapped them away gently.

“No touching unless I say,” she panted. “Just lie there and take it. Let Daddy use your cock. Let Daddy fuck herself on you like the good boy you are.”

Theo moaned helplessly, completely at her mercy. “Yes, Daddy… use me… please use me…”

Jacklene rode him harder, her clit grinding against his pubic bone with every downward stroke. Her dirty talk grew filthier, more breathless.

“Look at you… lying there letting Daddy fuck herself stupid on your cock… such a good little fucktoy for me… I’m going to come all over this dick, Theo… and then I’m going to fuck your man-pussy so hard you forget your own name…”

Her pace became frantic. She leaned down, bracing her hands on either side of his head, and kissed him deeply while still riding him. Their tongues tangled. She moaned into his mouth as her orgasm hit — her pussy clenching rhythmically around his cock, her whole body shaking.

“Fuck… Theo… I’m coming… I’m coming on your cock… good boy… such a good fucking boy…”

Theo couldn’t hold back. The feeling of her coming around him, the sound of her voice, the two weeks of denial — it all crashed over him at once. He came with a broken cry, his cock pulsing deep inside her, filling her with hot spurts as she continued to roll her hips, milking every drop.

They stayed like that for a long moment, breathing hard, foreheads pressed together.

Jacklene finally lifted herself off him with a soft, wet sound and collapsed beside him on the bed. She pulled him into her arms, stroking his hair as they both came down.

“Two weeks,” she murmured against his temple. “Two weeks of being so good for me. And look at you… coming inside Daddy on the very first try. I’m proud of you, sweet boy. So fucking proud.”

Theo nuzzled into her neck, still trembling. “Thank you, Daddy… thank you for letting me… for letting me come inside you. I’ve wanted that so badly.”

She kissed the top of his head. “I know. And you earned it. Every single day. But we’re not done yet, baby. Daddy still has plans for that tight little ass of yours.”

She gave him a few minutes to recover — stroking his chest, kissing his neck, whispering how perfect he was — before she sat up and reached for the nightstand again. This time she pulled out her heavy black leather strap-on harness and the thick, girthy black dildo that had become so familiar to him during training.

Theo’s cock, which had started to soften, twitched back to life at the sight.

Jacklene smiled as she stepped into the harness and tightened the straps around her powerful thighs and waist. The massive dildo jutted out obscenely from her body, gleaming in the low light.

“On your back, sweet boy,” she said, her voice dropping into that commanding tone he loved. “Legs up. Daddy’s going to fuck that man-pussy of yours now. And I’m not going to be gentle.”

Theo obeyed instantly, rolling onto his back and pulling his knees up toward his chest, exposing himself completely. Jacklene crawled between his legs, the heavy dildo bobbing with every movement. She slicked it generously with lube, the wet sounds loud and filthy, then pressed the thick head against his entrance.

“Deep breath, baby,” she murmured. “Take Daddy’s cock like the good boy you are.”

She pushed forward slowly at first, letting him feel every inch as the massive girth stretched him open. Theo moaned, his head falling back, but he didn’t resist. He took it — all of it — until she was buried to the hilt inside him, her hips flush against his ass.

“Fuck… Daddy… it’s so big…” he gasped.

“I know,” she purred, leaning down to kiss him deeply. “And you’re taking it so well. Such a perfect little slut for Daddy’s cock.”

She started to move — long, deep strokes that made the bed creak. Every thrust punched the air from his lungs. She kissed him constantly, swallowing his moans, taking his breath away with deep, possessive kisses that left him dizzy and desperate.

“You feel that?” she growled against his lips between thrusts. “That’s Daddy’s cock in your man-pussy. Stretching you. Owning you. This hole belongs to me now. Say it.”

“It’s yours, Daddy,” Theo moaned, voice breaking as she fucked him harder. “My man-pussy is yours… only yours… please… fuck me harder…”

Jacklene grinned and slammed into him, the wet sound of skin meeting skin filling the room. She reached down between their bodies and wrapped her still-gloved hand around his leaking cock, stroking him in time with her thrusts.

“That’s right, sweet boy. Take it. Take every inch while Daddy strokes your pretty dick. You’re going to come again for me. You’re going to come with Daddy’s cock buried in your ass and my hand on your cock. And you’re going to thank me for it.”

She kissed him again, stealing his breath, her tongue fucking his mouth in rhythm with her hips. Her dirty talk grew filthier, more intense.

“Look at you… getting fucked stupid by Daddy’s big black cock… leaking all over my glove while I wreck this tight little hole… you love it, don’t you? Love being Daddy’s personal fucktoy… love having your man-pussy stretched and used…”

“Yes, Daddy… I love it… I love you fucking me… I love being yours… please… I’m so close…”

Jacklene’s pace became brutal, the bed slamming against the wall. She stroked his cock faster, her gloved fist tight and perfect.

“Come for me, Theo,” she ordered, her voice rough. “Come on Daddy’s cock. Come while I’m balls-deep in your man-pussy. Do it now, baby. Come for Daddy.”

Theo shattered. His orgasm hit like a freight train — stronger than anything he had ever felt. His cock pulsed in her gloved hand, ropes of cum painting his stomach and her glove while his ass clenched rhythmically around the thick dildo still buried inside him. Jacklene kept fucking him through it, kept stroking him, kept kissing him until he was sobbing with pleasure and overstimulation.

Only when he was completely spent did she slow down, then gently pull out. She removed the harness, wiped them both clean with a warm cloth from the nightstand, and pulled him into her arms again.

Theo was shaking, tears of overwhelming pleasure in his eyes.

Jacklene kissed his forehead, his cheeks, his lips. “That’s my good boy,” she whispered. “My perfect, perfect boy. You came so beautifully for me. Both times. Daddy is so proud of you.”

Theo buried his face in her neck, breathing her in. “Thank you, Daddy… thank you for everything… for tonight… for keeping me… I love you.”

Jacklene went very still for a moment. Then she tightened her arms around him and pressed a long, tender kiss to his temple.

“I love you too, Theo Lang,” she said softly, the words simple and true. “You’re not just my trainee anymore. You’re mine. Completely. And I’m never letting you go.”

They lay tangled together in the warm darkness, the sounds of the facility far away. For the first time since he had arrived in Dominia, Theo felt completely safe.

He was exactly where he belonged.


Choice
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The night after their most intense session yet, Jacklene lay awake in the dark, staring at the ceiling while Theo slept curled against her side, one arm draped possessively over her waist. The collar around his neck gleamed softly in the moonlight filtering through the blinds. She had given him everything tonight — her body, her cock, her praise, her love — and still it wasn’t enough to quiet the voice in her head that had been growing louder for days.

He was innocent. She had known it from the moment she read his file in the processing center two weeks ago. And every day since, that knowledge had become heavier. Dominia’s system didn’t care about innocence when it came to foreign detainees. Once you were sent here, you stayed until the women in charge decided otherwise. Theo’s European court had paid a premium to have him “re-educated.” They would expect results. And when they didn’t get them, they would demand he be returned.

She couldn’t let that happen.

Jacklene slipped out of bed carefully, pulled on a pair of black leather pants and a simple black tank top, and walked to the small safe in her closet. She opened it, removed a set of women’s clothing — one of her own tailored black shirts, a pair of fitted trousers, and a long dark wig she sometimes used for undercover work — and laid them on the chair. Then she returned to the bed and sat on the edge, watching him sleep for a long moment.

Finally, she reached out and gently unlocked the collar around his neck. The soft click seemed deafening in the quiet room.

Theo stirred immediately, eyes fluttering open. The moment he realized the collar was gone, panic flashed across his face.

“Daddy?” His voice was hoarse with sleep and sudden fear. “What’s happening? Did I do something wrong?”

Jacklene shook her head, her expression unreadable. “No, sweet boy. You did everything right. That’s why I have to do this.”

She stood and picked up the clothes from the chair, holding them out to him.

“Put these on. The shirt, the trousers, the wig. You’re going to run.”

Theo sat up slowly, confusion and dread warring in his eyes. “Run? Run where?”

“Into the forest,” Jacklene said, her voice steady but tight with emotion. “There’s a service road on the far side that leads to a small fishing village on the northern coast. From there you can find a boat. Or walk. I don’t care how. Just get out of Dominia. Get back to the mainland. Disappear.”

Theo stared at her like she had slapped him. “You’re… you’re sending me away?”

“I’m setting you free,” she corrected, though her voice cracked on the last word. “You’re innocent, Theo. We both know it. The European courts sent you here by mistake, and the system here doesn’t care. On the last day of the month, they’re going to process you for return to the mainland. You’ll be thrown back into their prison system with a record that says you were ‘re-educated’ in Dominia. Your life will be ruined. I won’t let that happen.”

She stepped closer, cupping his face in both hands.

“Run, Theo. Run and never look back. Be free. Find somewhere safe. Start over. You deserve that.”

Tears filled Theo’s eyes. “But… but I don’t want to leave you. I love you. I love being yours. I love—”

“I know,” Jacklene whispered, her own eyes shining. “And that’s why you have to go. Because if you stay, they’ll take you from me anyway. And I would rather lose you on my terms than watch them destroy you.”

She pressed the clothes into his hands.

“Get dressed. Now. Before I change my mind.”

Theo’s hands shook as he pulled on the trousers and shirt. They were slightly too big on his lean frame, but with the long dark wig covering his hair and shadowing his face, he could almost pass for a female officer if no one looked too closely. Jacklene adjusted the collar of the shirt, then stepped back.

“You look like one of us,” she said quietly. “The guards at the outer perimeter won’t question a woman leaving the facility at night. Walk calmly. Don’t run until you’re in the trees. Once you’re in the forest, keep moving north. Don’t stop.”

Theo stood there in her clothes, the wig making him look like a stranger, tears streaming down his face.

“I can’t,” he whispered. “I can’t leave you.”

Jacklene’s face hardened. She grabbed his shoulders and gave him a firm shake.

“You will. Because I’m ordering you to. And because if you don’t, I will personally escort you back to the processing center and have you shipped out on the next transport. Do you understand me, Theo Lang?”

He nodded, sobbing now. “Yes, Daddy… I understand.”

She pulled him into a fierce, desperate kiss, pouring every ounce of love and pain into it. When she pulled back, her voice was rough.

“Go. And know that no matter where you end up, you were the best thing that ever happened to me.”

Theo turned and walked to the door on shaking legs. He looked back once, the wig hiding half his face, and then he was gone.

Jacklene stood in the middle of the bedroom for a long time after the door closed, staring at the empty space where he had been. Then she sank onto the bed, buried her face in her hands, and let herself cry for the first time in years.

Two days later, Jacklene sat in the Director’s office, standing at attention while Director Voss and two senior Council members tore into her.

“Three high-value detainees gone in less than forty-eight hours,” Director Voss snapped, slamming a file onto her desk. “And the only common thread is you, Officer Fernandis. First the three from the intake group vanish during transport — which we wrote off as an unfortunate escape. But now this. Theo Lang. The one you personally claimed. The one you kept in your private quarters. The one you refused to put through standard re-education protocol. And now he’s gone. Wearing what appears to be women’s clothing and a wig, according to the perimeter guards who thought they were waving through one of our own female officers.”

Jacklene kept her face blank, her voice calm. “I have no explanation, Director. Perhaps he overpowered a guard. Perhaps there was outside help. I trained him, yes. But I did not help him escape.”

One of the Council members — a sharp-eyed woman named Councilor Reed — leaned forward. “You expect us to believe that? You were seen kissing him in the corridor two days ago. You were heard calling him ‘sweet boy’ and ‘mine.’ You suspended standard protocol for him. And now he’s gone. Either you helped him, or you were so distracted by your attachment that you became negligent. Either way, you are responsible.”

Director Voss stood. “Officer Jacklene Fernandis, you are hereby suspended from active duty for a period of three months, effective immediately. Your salary will be docked for the cost of the lost detainee. You will surrender your badge, your uniform, and your access codes. You are confined to your private residence until the suspension is lifted. If there is any further incident, the suspension will become permanent and you will be stripped of rank.”

Jacklene saluted stiffly. “Understood, Director.”

She turned and walked out of the office without another word, her boots echoing down the corridor. The moment she was outside the main building, she let out a long, shaky breath and headed straight for her residence.

The house was quiet when she entered. She closed the door behind her, leaned against it, and closed her eyes. Three months. No uniform. No authority. No purpose. And Theo was gone. She had done the right thing — the only thing she could do — and it had cost her everything.

A soft sound from the living room made her eyes snap open.

Theo stood in the middle of the room, still wearing her clothes and the dark wig, his face streaked with dirt and tears from two days in the forest. He looked exhausted, hungry, and terrified — but he was there.

Jacklene’s breath caught. “Theo… what the fuck are you doing here?”

He took a shaky step forward. “I couldn’t do it. I got to the edge of the forest. I saw the road. I could have been free. But I… I turned around. I came back. Because I couldn’t leave you. I love you, Jacklene. More than freedom. More than anything.”

She crossed the room in three strides and grabbed him by the front of her own shirt, yanking him against her.

“You stupid, stubborn, beautiful boy,” she whispered, voice cracking. “I gave you everything. I risked everything to set you free. And you came back?”

Theo nodded, tears falling. “Because this is where I belong. With you. Even if it means prison. Even if it means danger. I choose you.”

Jacklene stared at him for one long, suspended moment. Then she crushed her mouth to his in a kiss so passionate it stole the air from both their lungs. It was desperate and furious and loving all at once — teeth and tongues and the taste of salt from their tears. She backed him against the wall, hands fisting in the borrowed shirt, kissing him like she was trying to crawl inside his skin.

When she finally pulled back, both of them were breathing hard.

“You’re an idiot,” she said, but her voice was thick with emotion. “A beautiful, reckless idiot. They suspended me for three months because of you. They think I helped you escape. And now you’re here, in my house, wearing my clothes, telling me you love me.”

Theo smiled through his tears. “Then we’re both idiots. Because I’m not going anywhere. Not without you.”

Jacklene kissed him again, slower this time, deeper, her hands sliding up to cradle his face. When she spoke, her voice was soft but fierce.

“Then we face whatever comes together. You’re mine, Theo Lang. And I’m yours. Suspension or not. Prison or not. We’ll find a way.”

She pulled him into her arms, holding him so tightly neither of them could breathe for a moment. Outside, the Dominian night was quiet. Inside, two broken people who had chosen each other over everything else finally let themselves believe they might have a future.


Forever
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Three years had passed since the night Thea Stark — once known as Theo Lang — chose to return to Jacklene instead of freedom. The world had changed for both of them in ways neither could have imagined.

After the suspension ended, Jacklene had quietly requested a transfer out of active training and into the Academy’s documentation and archival division. She wanted stability. She wanted to be home every night. She wanted to build something real with the person she loved. The Council had granted it without question — partly because of her spotless record before the “incident,” and partly because no one wanted to risk another high-profile escape on her watch.

Theo had been officially “reclassified” as a mainland girl named Thea Rowe who had come to Dominia seeking work and fallen in love with a high-ranking officer. The paperwork was flawless. To the outside world, she was simply Jacklene’s beautiful, soft-spoken fiancée from Europe. Only a handful of people knew the truth, and none of them would ever speak it.

They had married quietly on the northern cliffs overlooking the sea, Thea in a simple white dress, Jacklene in a tailored black suit. A year later, their daughter Rowan was born — a healthy, loud, dark-haired little girl who had inherited her mother’s sharp gray eyes and her other mother’s gentle heart. Thea stayed home with her during the day, cooking, cleaning, and raising their child while Jacklene worked her new desk job. In the evenings, when Rowan was asleep, they reclaimed each other with a hunger that had only grown stronger over time.

Tonight was no different.

Jacklene unlocked the front door of their modest but beautiful home in the Upper District just after six. She looked every inch the professional — sharp black pantsuit, crisp white blouse, black heels that clicked on the hardwood, dark hair pulled into a sleek bun, and a leather briefcase in one hand. The three years behind a desk had softened some of her edges, but the power in her posture remained. She was still Big Daddy. She would always be Big Daddy to the woman waiting for her inside.

The smell of garlic and herbs filled the air. From the kitchen came the sound of soft humming and the clink of dishes.

“Thea?” Jacklene called, setting her briefcase down. “I’m home, baby.”

“In the kitchen!” came the bright, feminine voice that still made Jacklene’s chest tighten with love.

She walked in and stopped in the doorway, a slow smile spreading across her face.

Thea stood at the stove, stirring a pot of pasta sauce. She was wearing one of Jacklene’s old button-up shirts — the sleeves rolled up — tucked into a short black skirt that hugged her hips and flared just enough to show off her smooth legs. The skirt had ridden up slightly while she cooked, revealing the lacy tops of her thigh-high stockings. Her long dark wig (they had upgraded from the cheap one she escaped in) was pinned neatly, and subtle makeup made her look every bit the elegant mainland girl she pretended to be.

Rowan was in her high chair nearby, happily smearing mashed carrots across the tray and babbling to herself.

Jacklene crossed the room, heels clicking, and slid her arms around Thea’s waist from behind. She pressed a kiss to the side of her neck.

“Smells amazing,” she murmured. “But not as good as you.”

Thea laughed softly and leaned back into her. “Rough day at the archives?”

“Long,” Jacklene admitted, her hands sliding lower. “But worth it to come home to this.” Her palms slipped under the hem of the short skirt and cupped Thea’s bare ass — no panties, just like Jacklene preferred. She gave both cheeks a firm squeeze. “No underwear again, Mrs. Stark? Such a naughty girl.”

Thea gasped, the spoon clattering against the pot. “Jacklene… Rowan’s right there—”

“She’s two. She doesn’t understand,” Jacklene whispered, voice dropping into that low, commanding tone Thea had never stopped loving. “But you do. You knew exactly what you were doing wearing this tiny skirt and no panties while making dinner for your daddy.”

She spun Thea around, lifted her effortlessly onto the kitchen counter, and stepped between her spread thighs. The briefcase and the day’s stress were forgotten. All that existed was the woman in front of her — the one who had chosen her over freedom, who had given her a daughter, who still looked at her like she hung the stars.

Jacklene kissed her hard, one hand fisting in the wig while the other slid up under the skirt to tease her already hardening cock. Thea moaned into her mouth, legs wrapping around her waist.

“I thought about you all day,” Jacklene growled against her lips. “Sitting at that desk, signing reports, and all I could think about was coming home and fucking my beautiful bride senseless. I’ve been wet for hours thinking about this tight little pussy waiting for me.”

Thea’s breath hitched. “Then take it. Please, Daddy… take what’s yours.”

Jacklene didn’t need to be told twice. She scooped Thea off the counter in one smooth motion — princess carry, just like their wedding night — and carried her down the hallway to their bedroom. Rowan was safe in her high chair with the baby monitor on; they had learned to be quick and quiet when needed.

The bedroom door clicked shut. Jacklene laid Thea on the bed and stepped back, slowly unbuttoning her blazer. She shrugged it off, then unbuckled her belt and pushed her tailored trousers down her long legs.

What she revealed made Thea’s eyes widen.

Underneath the formal pantsuit, Jacklene had been wearing her favorite strap-on harness all day — the thick, girthy black dildo she usually saved for special nights. But this one was different. It was double-sided, with a curved internal vibrator that pressed perfectly against her own clit and G-spot. The base had been buzzing on low all afternoon, keeping her constantly on edge while she sat at her desk thinking about her bride.

“Fuck, Jacklene…” Thea whispered, propping herself up on her elbows. “You wore that to work?”

“Every time I shifted in my chair, it reminded me of you,” Jacklene said, voice rough. She kicked off her heels and climbed onto the bed, the heavy dildo bobbing between her thighs. “I’ve been thinking about bending you over and fucking you raw since nine o’clock this morning. Now spread those pretty legs for your Daddy.”

Thea obeyed instantly, hiking her skirt up around her waist. Jacklene didn’t even bother removing the rest of her clothes — she just pushed Thea’s thighs apart and lined the thick head of the strap-on against her entrance.

“Still so wet for me,” she murmured, pushing in slowly. “Even after three years and a baby, this pussy still opens up so perfectly for Daddy’s cock.”

Thea moaned loudly as the full length slid inside her. Jacklene started fucking her in long, deep strokes — not gentle, not slow. Raw. Possessive. The double-sided vibrator hummed to life inside her own body with every thrust, and she groaned at the dual sensation.

“God, I love this,” she panted, gripping Thea’s hips. “Love fucking my pretty little wife. Love that you chose me. Love that you’re mine forever.”

She flipped Thea onto her stomach and pulled her up onto her knees — doggy style — and slammed back in. The new angle made Thea cry out, fingers clawing at the sheets.

“Jacklene—! Harder— please—!”

“You want it harder, baby?” Jacklene growled, pounding into her. “Want your wife to wreck this tight little hole while our daughter’s in the next room? Such a filthy girl. Such a perfect, filthy girl for me.”

She reached around and stroked Thea’s cock in time with her thrusts, the leather of her remaining glove still on one hand from work. The combination of the thick dildo stretching her ass and the firm grip on her cock had Thea shaking within minutes.

“I’m close— Daddy, I’m so close—”

“Come for me,” Jacklene ordered, slamming in deep. “Come on your wife’s cock. Do it now.”

Thea came with a broken sob, her cock pulsing in Jacklene’s gloved hand while her ass clenched rhythmically around the strap-on. The sight and feel of it pushed Jacklene over the edge too — she came hard, the internal vibrator sending waves of pleasure through her as she filled her wife with every inch.

They collapsed onto the bed, breathing hard. Jacklene gently pulled out, removed the harness, and rolled Thea onto her back for round two.

This time it was missionary — slow, deep, face-to-face. Jacklene kissed her the entire time, whispering how much she loved her, how beautiful she was, how lucky she felt every single day.

“You gave up everything for me,” she murmured between kisses. “You could have been free. Instead you came back. I’ll never stop being grateful for that.”

Thea wrapped her legs around her waist and pulled her deeper. “I didn’t give up anything. I chose everything I ever wanted.”

They came together this time — quiet, intense, foreheads pressed together — Thea’s cock spilling between their bodies while Jacklene shuddered through her second orgasm of the night.

Jacklene rolled off and pulled her wife into her arms. They lay tangled together, sweat cooling on their skin, the sounds of Rowan babbling happily through the baby monitor in the background.

Thea reached up and pulled off the long dark wig, tossing it onto the nightstand. Her natural hair — shorter now, but still dark and soft — was matted with sweat. She ran her fingers through it and sighed.

“I’ve been thinking,” she said quietly. “About growing my hair out. Not being good boy, but your good girl permanently. What do you think?”

Jacklene smiled and kissed the top of her head. “I think that’s a wonderful idea, my love. I’d love to see you with long hair again. You’d look even more beautiful. My perfect boy.”

Thea looked up at her, eyes shining. “You still call me ‘good boy’ sometimes. Even after all this time.”

“Because you are,” Jacklene whispered, pulling her closer. “First you were a good boy, but now. You are the best girl. The best wife. The best mother. And I’m going to spend the rest of my life making sure you know it.”

They kissed again — slow, deep, and full of everything they had survived to reach this moment. Outside, the Dominian night was quiet. Inside their home, a former prisoner and the woman who had once been ordered to break him had built something stronger than any protocol, any collar, or any system could ever touch.

Love.

And it was theirs forever.
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