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"Imagine a world where you don’t have to worry about leery men hitting on you or making moves or anything even more unsavory. Imagine men not even being able to have erections, let alone sex, unless someone else–a woman–pushes a button and gives him permission. Imagine having him have to earn that permission. What do you think he’d be willing to do?"

Madam Director Katja


The Estate

At 24 years old, Sadako Tachikawa is the youngest female CEO in Japan’s history. Not that she wants to be. Her mother, Miwa Tachikawa, was a once in a generation mind, a force of sheer will and determination that built up Tachikawa Industries into a global leader in electric batteries, self-operated vehicles, and natural language AI models, and Sadako would happily trade her CEO title for Miwa still being here to challenge, berate, and–in her mother's own way–love her.

But some things are not meant to be.

Sadako shouldn't blame Oliver Armstrong, the man Miwa remarried, for her loss but she does. From the start, he was more interested in Tachikawa Industries than in Miwa, and Sadako blames his incessant needling over the future of the company for her mother's sudden and rapid decline. Since then, Sadako has wanted less and less to do with her namesake corporation and, as Oliver’s ingratiated himself with the board in a way Sadako has never been able to, she's considering leaving it all behind.

Then comes the call from a high-ranking representative of the United Queendom of Artemisia and Cassiopeia. It’s from Aubrey Shepard, the Aubrey Shepard, technological wunderkind and longtime idol of Sadako’s. Her pitch is simple: “Come for a day. See our vision for the future. Then you can decide whether or not you want to be part of it.”

Like most, Sadako knows the broad strokes about the United Queendom, aka the UQ, aka the so-called “Fempire”: History’s first superpower matriarchy, tons of natural resources, intimidatingly advanced tech sector. Impressive for sure, but their attitude towards men’s rights has put a target on their back by what’s left of the old world patriarchies who still believe they have a monopoly on shaping the global order.

Sadako’s so sick of men. For as long as she can remember, men have wanted to control her, influence her, and take credit for her hard work. She’s been raised in a nation where no one even questions that men come first, where culture, entertainment, and sex are all for men. The thought of the opposite is almost unthinkable to her–almost.

But this much is certain: Aubrey’s invitation is not unwelcome and a trip to the United Queendom, whether Sadako buys into their sales pitch or not, is just the kind of change she needs from stuffy board meetings, Oliver Armstrong’s endless corporate schmoozing, and the homeland that despite its attitudes towards women couldn’t hold back the brilliance of Miwa Tachikawa.

◆◆◆

Aubrey Shepard is not part of Sadako’s welcoming committee. Instead there's an older regal woman in her mid-40s who has blue eyes, golden blonde hair, and is dressed in a black-and-gold military uniform. She introduces herself as Katja and nothing else, but Sadako knows she has titles–and infamy–beyond that.

“I'm glad you came,” Katja says, as they zip away from the airport in a luxury SUV with tinted windows. “I know you're a busy woman.”

“I know what this is about, even if Dr. Shepard wouldn’t say it on the phone,” says Sadako. She stares out the SUV window at a glittering city in the distance; Gaiana, the United Queendom’s capital. It reminds her of Tokyo, only denser and taller. “Uchuu.”

Katja’s lips quirk into a smile. “Uchuu? Is that a Japanese word?”

“There are three big players in the reusable rocket space right now,” says Sadako, toying with her long, black silky hair. “Icarus, Slingshot, and Tachikawa’s Uchuu–though we’re definitely in third place, for the moment. But from your perspective–the perspective of the United Queendom–Icarus and Slingshot might as well not exist. One is ex-American and the other is basically the WRA’s pet project. Both want next to nothing to do with you, which leaves you with one option if you don’t want to hit the exospheric glass ceiling: Uchuu.”

“You’re a smart woman. I can see why Aubrey’s interested in you,” says Katja. She shifts strangely in her seat, but Sadako can’t make heads or tails of why. “But to be clear, we don’t want Uchuu–we want you.”

The SUV takes an exit that leaves Gaiana slipping further into the distance and their destination somewhere in the lush, verdant hills ahead. Sadako tries to hide her confusion. Surely they were going to meet at one of the government administrative buildings in the city proper, weren’t they?

Sadako tries to change the subject: “I heard about you,” she says. The Blue-eyed Bitch, they call you. You are credited with single-handedly winning the Battle of Cassiopeia.”

Sadako has done her homework. 15 years ago, the territory now known as Cassiopeia was in dispute between the Fempire–then just Artemisia–and Great Quebec. It was mostly bluster at first, but as skirmishes broke out and a full-on hot war neared, it was Katja who led a group of Artemisian soldiers behind enemy lines and kidnapped a Brigadier General to use as a bargaining chip. When they returned him naked and walked on all fours by Katja like a dog in the freezing cold of Cassiopeia for dozens of war reporters and journalists to see, the resulting PR damage was enough to shut the conflict down in a matter of weeks. The move was heralded as a bloodless way to assert dominance and Sadako can still picture the famous shot of Katja in her black-and-gold garb and fur stole around her neck with the leash gripped tightly in her gloved hand and the Brigadier General at her side. Perhaps the most damning part of the photo wasn’t just that the Brigadier General was naked, but that he sported a huge, hefty erection the entire five minute walk across the DMZ, making it look like he wanted to be treated that way.

Who knows, maybe he did.

“There were seven other women with me who snuck into that camp,” Katja is quick to say. “And regardless, there were thousands of other women who made that moment possible. There’s no way I can take all the credit. Plus…” Katja looks out the SUV window with a smirk. “...the Brigadier General crawled all by himself.”

They weave through the hills, slowly ascending on long, sinuous roads with gentle, scenic curves. Were she in another country–maybe even her own–Sadako might be afraid that she was being led to some unmarked, unofficial black site to be at best cajoled or at worst straight up interrogated about Uchuu. But not in the United Queendom–for all the enemies they’ve made of the WRA and the Eastern Bloc and all the other great powers of the world, they’ve been very clear they are women-first that ideal is one they have no intention of breaking. Sadako catches glimpses of the hilltop estate. It’s a great, big, sprawl of classical architecture and greenery and Sadako feels at peace merely looking at it.

As they near it, Katja locks her piercing blue eyes on Sadako and says: “You’re aware of the plan to oust you from the board of Tachikawa, yes?”

Sadako blinks. “What? Impossible. No way.”

“Not impossible at all,” says Katja. The SUV slows as it pulls up to the estate’s gatehouse and then to its tall, royal blue double doors. Katja signals the driver to wait. “Oliver Armstrong has been gathering votes ever since your mother passed. He’s whispering in people’s ears that you’re too young and too inexperienced to lead the company and if our information is correct, he’s just two votes away from kicking you out.”

“With all due respect, Tachikawa is a Japanese company,” Sadako says in a mix of defensiveness and anxiety. “We Japanese, we still have outdated beliefs towards foreigners. The idea of a white man–no offense–being head of a Japanese company is… it’s unthinkable.”

“Have you considered that your country finds the idea of a woman being in charge more unthinkable than a foreigner?” asks Katja.

Sadako breathes out an angry sigh through her nose. “Keshite owarukoto wa nai,” she says under her breath in Japanese. “It never ends, does it?”

“It’s been a long war so far,” admits Katja with a sad smile. She shifts strangely in her seat again, as if her pants are too tightly fitted. “But we’re making progress.”

“I assume you have proof?” asks Sadako, seething. “I can’t defend against a move like that without proof.”

“We do. But let’s save that for later, shall we? I believe after all the work you’ve done in your mother’s stead, you deserve a little R&R, UQ-style. What do you say?”

Men. Fucking men, thinks Sadako. Why can’t they just leave well enough alone? Why do they have to constantly think they know what’s best? Mother was right: The greatest men are leashed by even greater women to keep them from destroying themselves. If she were still here, Oliver would never have tried to pull a stunt like this. Goddamnit!

“That sounds great,” Sadako says, suppressing her anger as best she can. “I must warn you though, with the news you shared I feel like I have a little bit of steam to let off…”

“Well, then I think we’ve come to the right place,” says Katja.

◆◆◆

In Japanese, Sadako’s name is written “貞子” which translates to “chaste child”. And like so many other Japanese girls, “chaste” is exactly how Sadako was raised: Always impeccably dressed, with reserved makeup, modest hairstyles, and a demure aura of virtue and obedience. Under that perfect facade though, a different Sadako took shape, one that was inspired by her mother’s brilliance and boldness and that was quick to realize that her chaste upbringing didn’t have to be an obstacle–it could be a weapon too, a kind of camouflage that caused men and women–though mostly men–to drop their guard around Sadako. As she learned English, Sadako discovered her name was like another word, one that suited the young woman far more.

Sadist.

For years, Sadako has kept her sadistic side in check, pouring her energy instead into Tachikawa and into Uchuu as well, which started as Sadako’s brainchild and the first time her mother ever recognized Sadako as brilliant in her own right.  But now she’s ready to let that side come out and play again.

Sadako is no stranger to opulence, but even she must admit the estate’s entryway parlor room is exquisite. High-ceilings with crystal chandeliers, massively tall windows, tufted leather couches in rich hues set a backdrop for the smattering of women spread throughout the expansive space. Katja leads Sadako to a nook in the corner and almost immediately a man appears, wearing nothing but a black bow tie around his neck and a gleaming silver ring around his penis and testicles. His body looks carved from stone and he is prodigiously hung, his cock bigger than any Sadako has ever been with. He gets down on his knees before them.

“May I prepare a beverage or perhaps a snack for either of you wonderful ladies?” he asks.

“Yes, I think a couple glasses of champagne are in order for us,” says Katja. She glances at Sadako. “Do you smoke?”

Sadako nods. “Yes, though I prefer something on the lighter side. I liked Mild Sevens before they stopped making them and also like BlackStone vanilla.”

“You heard her,” Katja tells the man. “Get to it.”

“Yes, of course Miss, it would be my pleasure, Miss,” the servant says with a bowing head nod before he rises and scuttles off to procure the ladies’ requested items. Sadako eyes his firm, tight haunches as he leaves. She looks around the parlor and sees several other similarly dressed and fit men attending to other women.

“Dr. Shepard really has a type, doesn’t she?” asks Sadako with a soft laugh.

“Oh, this isn’t Aubrey’s estate,” says Katja. “Though hers is nice too. This is the Stein estate. Big name in semiconductors, big–”

“They developed the first sub-100 picometer chip,” Sadako says, unable to hold back her excitement. “Mother tried to buy from them for years, but they refused to export anything smaller than 500 pm…”

“We do have a bit of a Queendom-first mindset here,” says Katja. She points toward the other side of the room. “Do you see that girl over there? In the sunglasses?”

Sadako turns around and sees three girls in their late teens or early twenties around another muscular servant in a bow tie. One of the women, who has her dark hair pulled back into a tight ponytail and is wearing mirrored aviator sunglasses despite being indoors, is pushing a gloved finger between the servant’s tight buttocks as her friends observe his cock like dutiful scientists. The girls giggle and shriek with laughter as the finger disappears deeper into the man’s behind, his cock slowly inflating.

“That vicious little 19-year-old is Petra Stein,” says Katja. “She’s like you, an heir to her family’s accomplishments. Though I can’t say how interested she is in the family business right now.”

“I can’t say it was my first priority when I was 19 either,” says Sadako, watching the antics across the room with a nostalgic half-smile.

The manservant returns with a silver tray, on which there are two flutes of champagne, a pack of genuine authentic Mild Sevens, and a gold lighter. The man carefully gets to his knees to not spill anything, but before he can transfer everything to the wooden table in front of the women, Katja stops him.

“You stay here and be our table,” she says, picking up the pack of cigarettes and handing one to Sadako while keeping one for herself. She offers a light to Sadako. “And our ashtray.”

The women light up and Sadako is stunned by how fresh and light the Mild Sevens taste. Surely this can’t be a recently manufactured pack, but it sure tastes like one. A cache of international goods, perhaps? Or something procured especially for Sadako, on the off chance she would request it?”

“So tell me,” says Katja as she takes a long drag of her cigarette and blows the light blue plume in the manservant’s face. “What was your first priority when you were 19? What did teenage Sadako Tachikawa get up to in her spare time?”

Sadako sips the champagne. It too is exquisite, and though she’s no expert, she swears it’s Dom Perignon.

“There was one thing I used to really like to do,” says Sadako slyly, slipping into a warm memory. “I would pick up guys at bars, sometimes clubs. Not guys my age either–I went for older ones, ones who seemed completely shocked that a girl my age was talking to them.”

“Oh, I like where this is going already,” says Katja as she shifts in her seat. She takes another drag of her cigarette and points its cherried tip towards the manservant’s mouth. He opens his lips and Katja ashes her cigarette into him nonchalantly, leaving him to eat her discarded ash.

“I’d always convince them to take me to some Love Hotel, acting like I was this shy little flower who had never been with a man before,” continues Sadako. “We would get a room, go upstairs, and somewhere along the way I would ask to try something I’d only ever heard of. I’m not sure if you’ve been to a Japanese Love Hotel, but there’s all sorts of standard kinky things there, like vibrators and anal toys… and handcuffs. Silly ones, but they did the job. Anyway, I’d ask the man to let me handcuff him to the bed. Usually he’d be okay with this, sometimes I’d need to sweeten the deal by saying he would ‘go first’, even though I knew my turn was never, ever coming.”

Seeing the dark ashy column of her own cigarette, Sadako holds it out towards the man with a hint of trepidation. She’s never done anything like this before, but the man makes it easy for her, opening his mouth as she nears so that it only takes a quick little flick of her finger to deposit the ash in his mouth. He swallows it down and Sadako feels a familiar surge of pride and power.

“So, I would cuff him to the bed–usually just his wrists, convincing someone to let me cuff their wrists and ankles always put them on edge–and then I would tease him. Get him really hard and then sit over his face. I…” Sadako looks at her champagne flute. It’s nearly empty. “I’m drinking this really fast.”

“Go on, finish your story,” says Katja, ignoring Sadako’s self-consciousness.

Sadako finishes the last of her champagne and takes a deep inhale of her cigarette, so deep that it makes her a little dizzy. After a long pause, Sadako says: “I would piss on their face. I’d usually make sure to have a few beers beforehand so there was a lot too and it would soak them and the pillow and the bed. Then I would leave and they would have to wait for whatever poor housekeeper showed up to find them cuffed to the bed, naked, stinking of piss.”

Katja huffs a laugh. “Brutal. I think you and Petra would get along just fine. But let me ask you: Why did you do it?”

It takes Sadako a minute to think about her answer. “I don’t know what life was like for you growing up, but for as long as I can remember, men have looked at me like… like I’m food. Something to eat, to have, to possess. Doing that with men who should’ve known better than to hit on a 19-year-old girl, it was a way of getting back at them, if that makes sense. I knew they’d never been able to tell that story, not without being judged, and I loved knowing they would spend the rest of their lives thinking about me and my pussy just inches away from their face before the spray started and how they had no choice but to lie there and take it.”

“Power is the most potent drug,” Katja says.

“It wasn’t about power,” says Sadako. “Or at least not power in the way people usually think about it. This was about humiliating them. Making them feel small and embarrassed and outmaneuvered. I didn’t care who those men were or if they knew who I was, I just cared that I took something away from them–their confidence that they could pick up a 19-year-old girl and actually expect to get to fuck her without it going horribly wrong.”

Katja’s eyes soften slightly. “Can I ask you a question?”

Sadako nods.

“Your mother’s second husband, Oliver Armstrong… did he ever make a move on you/?”

Sadako is statue still. How can Katja know such a thing?

“How… do you have intelligence agents in Japan? If so, they aren’t unauthorized to operate there,” says Sadako, more out of needing to say something other than “Yes”.

“Sad to say, the point of intelligence agents is that they operate regardless of authorization,” says Katja. “But regardless, I don’t need intelligence agents to know such a thing. You’re the very spitting image of your mother and Oliver Armstrong is, well, a man. Being in charge of your company, having a younger, less powerful version of the woman he married… it’s not hard to put the pieces together.”

“I didn’t let him anywhere near me,” Sadako is quick to say.

“Of course you didn’t,” says Katja. “You’re too strong-willed for that. If I had to wager, I’d say that’s why he’s decided to oust you from Tachikawa so soon rather than take his time to avoid his machinations getting noticed. A man spurned, and all that.”

“Fucking men…” hisses Sadako under her breath.

Katja says nothing. She lets the moment linger and then snubs out what’s left of her cigarette on the tray the manservant’s holding. She flicks a finger up, beckoning him to stand.

“Watch this,” she tells Sadako.

She reaches for the ring around the man’s cock and balls and twists it gently. Before Sadako’s eyes, the man’s large shaft begins to stiffen and then rise and then it’s jutting straight out, surging with excitement. Katja turns the ring again, this time a big turn the other way, and as quickly as his cock grew, it deflates, until it’s hanging quietly between his legs again. She turns the ring again as she did before to make him hard and throbbing again.

“Just a little something Aubrey and her teams have been playing around with,” explains Katja. “Imagine a world where you don’t have to worry about leery men hitting on you or making moves or anything even more unsavory. Imagine men not even being able to have erections, let alone sex, unless someone else–a woman–pushes a button and gives him permission. Imagine having him have to earn that permission. What do you think he’d be willing to do?”

Katja snaps her fingers. The sound is loud and sharp.

“The soles of my boots need cleaning,” she says to the manservant.

With lightning quick reflexes, the man places the tray down on the floor and scrabbles to his hands and knees. Katja barely moves an inch and the man is left to push his face close to the ground to get under her boots so he can run his tongue along the worn, dirty soles. He licks like his life depends on it and Sadako watches the man’s taut musculature flex and bulge as he works, his cock remaining completely hard the entire time. Katja watches for a moment with a sneer and then turns to Sadako.

“The future is ours,” she says. “We just need to take it.”

Sadako is feeling very warm watching the well-hung man grovel at Katja’s boots. The way she’s dressed–in an haute couture version of a Japanese schoolgirl uniform, with thigh-high black tights, a pleated dark navy skirt, and a matching dark navy blazer with a decorative red bow and sleeveless blouse on underneath–makes it so she can feel the warmth of her own excitement hot against her thighs. She squirms slightly, until she realizes Katja is watching her.

“Petra looks like she’s getting ready to go inside, probably to the Studio, knowing her,” says Katja. “We should join her. It’ll be quite the show–and maybe you two can talk semiconductors too.”

Sadako nods absent-mindedly. She’s grateful to have something to take her mind off the handsome man with his now-black tongue slavishly licking at Katja’s boots.

“Sure, I just need to use the restroom first,” says Sadako.

For whatever reason, that puts a smile on Katja’s face. “There’s one on the way,” she says. “I think you’ll enjoy it.”


Brat Life

Sadako and Katja follow behind Petra and her entourage, which has grown seemingly out of nowhere since she was sitting in the parlor. The group walks slowly, the entire throng immersed in loud conversation punctuated by the occasional shriek of laughter. Katja hasn’t explained what the “Studio” they’re going to is, but based on 19-year-old Petra’s behavior before and her rich girl jubilance now, Sadako imagines there’s more than a little euphemism in the name and that there will be no art easels or canvases there.

Katja steers Sadako off the grand hallway and towards a subdued branch that ends in three tall doors edged in gold. She points to the one on the left.

“Guest restroom is there,” she says. “I’ll wait for you in the hallway, on one of the chaises. Enjoy.”

Sadako thinks “Enjoy” is an odd way to leave her, but after she goes through the two doors that lead to the spacious, private guest restroom, Sadako understands. Fine marble, gold accents, and warm, flattering lighting make the space feel more like a cushy nightclub than a restroom, and rather curiously there is both a Western toilet and a traditional squat toilet. But the most curious part is the men who are already inside the guest restroom.

There are two, one on either side of the warmly-lit marble-and-gold room. Both are naked except for rings around their cock and balls–like with the manservant–ornate, golden collars around their necks that are chained to the walls, and blindfolds with lettering across them, their hands bound behind their backs. One of the men’s blindfolds reads “DEODORANT”, the other reads “TISSUE”. As Sadako puzzles out their purpose, she notices a small placard on the wall ahead of her, placed between both the Western and the Japanese toilets. She steps quietly forward to read it.

“Courtesy of cutting edge experiments at Shepard Labs, we at the Stein Estate are pleased to offer our guests a unique, exhilarating experience with these ‘freshen-up’ attendees. To your left is the Deodorant Attendant, who has been administered supplements so their salivary glands produce a clean, floral-scented deodorant-like substance that can be easily applied under the arms or anywhere else that needs freshening. To your right is the Tissue Attendant, who can be used to clean your nether regions after you’ve relieved yourself with no complications to him thanks to a regimen of microbiome-boosting eukaryotes and supplements that naturally sterilize his mouth as he salivates. We encourage you to try both experiences and share your thoughts with us!”

Sadako isn’t sure what to think. On the one hand, this is completely gonzo, much more so than even the bow tie wearing manservant with his controlled erections and boot licking. On the other hand… she is intrigued. None of her work or her mother’s dealt with manipulating the human body, but such feats seem to be specialty of Aubrey Shepard’s and creating such an “experience” for guests seems to both be a flex of her towering talent and a way to experience unheard of technology in a private, intimate way.

Why not? thinks Sadako as she pulls her panties down and sits on the Western toilet to relieve herself. It takes her a moment to relax with the two men present–even with their blindfolds–but soon she’s at ease and before long has taken care of what she needs to. Having taken off her panties completely and hiking up her skirt, she steps over to the Tissue Attendant and pushes her crotch towards him.

“Go on,” she says softly.

The way the man licks is not intimate, nor does it suggest at all that he is thinking beyond his station as an object to be used. He licks up her lips, cleaning the drops there, and then licks his way back down dutifully, with long, flat strokes so he doesn’t miss anything. Sadako steps away from him and bends down carefully so she can reach the ring around his cock and balls. Just as Katja did, she gives it a twist to the side, making his cock hard and pulsing. Then she stands back up and turns around, presenting her bottom to him.

He does not need to be told to lick this time.

His tongue is warm and wiggly as it flicks up between Sadako’s backside. It’s ticklish, at first, but as she gets used to the sensation, it becomes luxuriating and servile, enough to make her forget this isn’t some fancy bidet or jacuzzi jet, but a human being’s tongue–the tongue of a man who kneels in this room all day without sight and without the use of his hands and has to lick the pussies and asses of whoever enters. The idea that he has no way to know who these women are makes the experience all the more thrilling for Sadako, enough that she’s able to push the taboo, bizarrity of what’s happening out of her mind to instead enjoy being served by human toilet paper. She allows him to lick long after her ass is clean and begrudgingly pulls away. She then sheds her blazer so she’s just in her sleeveless white blouse and hiked up skirt and walks to the Deodorant Attendant.

Turning his cock ring to leave him hard and denied, Sadako puts one armpit in his face and then the other. She’s surprised to catch a clean, floral whiff as he licks her pits, and notes that his spit seems just a little thicker than usual, though it doesn’t seem to leave behind any trace the way a stick of deodorant might. When she’s satisfied with her armpits, she makes him lick her pussy and then, just for good measure, her ass as well, now beginning to feel a slight, almost minty tingle where the man has licked her. Vaguely, she wonders what the experience is like for him, having to get in the stink of all these unknown women to freshen them up. Does it stay with him, at the back of his throat and in his nose? Does he think about when he sleeps and wakes, wherever the hell that is in this sprawling estate?

Sadako puts her blazer back on and then her panties, fixing her look in the restroom mirror. She’s had her fair share of using men–even beyond her Love Hotel antics–but this is on a completely different level. And yet, despite her initial surprise, she’s found it disarmingly easy to use these men this way. Is this what the United Queendom really is deep down? Is this kind of thing why it’s been nicknamed the Fempire?

A few months back, Sadako was told a rumor about Aubrey Shepard. It was about a secret, underground film being made about her, a biopic that supposedly chronicles Aubrey’s journey to the United Queendom and involves her getting revenge on her ex in twisted, sadistic ways. At the time, Sadako assumed it was just some smear gossip intended to discredit her but now, seeing the kinds of things Shepard Labs has done, she’s not so sure.

She finds Katja lounging in the hallway on a chaise lounge, admiring the fit of her black military uniform. When she sees Sadako approaching, she flashes her a grin.

“Feeling refreshed?” she asks.

“What is this place?” asks Sadako. “Not the estate, this country, these things you’re doing here… do you know how the rest of the world would lose their minds if they knew about those things back there?”

“Things? You mean the men?” Katja asks with a hint of teasing in her voice.

“You know what I mean. These men here are talked about as servants and attendants,” says Sadako. She lowers her voice. “But this… this is slavery.”

Even though Sadako looms over Katja, the taller woman remains seated and relaxed, not looking at all threatened by their conversation. “How honest do you want me to be?” she asks.

“Completely,” says Sadako.

Katja takes a big breath in and slowly lets it out. “Men have had their time. And they squandered it. The things they did to women like you and me in that time were barbaric, far more gruesome and unthinkable than making a man lick an ass or some armpits. And when we’ve enslaved them all–and we will, believe me–we will still treat them better than they ever treated us. Yes, some will need to endure severe treatment to act as a lesson and reminder for the others, but those that obey will be treated more like pets than slaves.”

“Enslave them all? In the United Queendom?” asks Sadako.

“In the world,” Katja says calmly.

Sadako lets out an exasperated laugh. “You’re going to take over the entire world?”

“Come now, you’re smarter than that. Half the world is female.”

“That still leaves the other half,” says Sadako, her mind spinning with the possibilities of a shift in the global order. “And that half is on average larger, stronger, and angrier–and they sure aren’t wearing rings around their genitals willingly, that’s for sure.”

Katja shifts on the chaise, opening and closing her legs as she adjusts her position. “Imagine this: A brilliant scientist of the United Queendom designs, say… a virus or maybe a fungal spore or even some substance containing tiny little nanomachines. For the sake of argument, let’s call it a ‘bug’. Now, imagine this bug has a curious effect that only happens to men, something like a mix of sudden onset erectile dysfunction mixed with, I don’t know… an insatiable, addiction-level need for certain feminine pheromones and secretions, that just so happens to be the only thing that can cure their new ED problem. How quickly might the balance of power shift in a nation when its men can’t even get hard without worshipping a woman in the most debasing and humiliating of ways?”

“What the…” Sadako is stunned. What Katja’s describing sounds straight out of some dystopian science fiction novel. “Have… have you made this already? Has Dr. Shepard?”

“We’re working on it,” admits Katja. “Right now it’s much more localized and in a much larger form factor than could be transmitted in the kind of bug I was describing.”

It’s then that Sadako puts the pieces together.

“Uchuu. You do need it. That or some other way to transmit that ‘bug’ all around the world, but unless you were to try to build your own rockets–and really piss off the world–Tachikawa’s the only option you’ve got.”

Katja leans her head to the side and smiles. “I meant what I said when I said we want you. Uchuu or any other rocket company would be a huge liability without a leader that’s aligned to our worldview.”

“So I was invited here so you could… what? Convert me?” asks Sadako.

Now it’s Katja’s turn to laugh. “I think you and I both know you don’t need converting,” she says. She puts on an air of mock innocence. “Or do we need to tie some 40-year-old man down to a bed so you can piss on his face to remind you?”

Sadako furrows her brow, debating how to respond.

“Listen,” continues Katja. “You wouldn’t have come here if you were opposed to our way of thinking. But I understand–in this world, it’s a lot easier for you to express your feelings towards men in private, secret settings where you don’t have to worry about retaliation or judgment. I know that even extends to places like this, where you’ll never have to worry about such things, because to express yourself openly means admitting how you feel and admitting how you feel means you need to live your life accordingly… or be a phony. We want you to embrace the true Sadako, not the quiet, polite young girl about to be kicked off the board of her own company, but the hungry, cunning, unapologetic empress you are inside. That’s why we invited you here. That honest enough for you?”

All Sadako can do is nod. Katja’s words feel like a spotlight that’s been shined on her, revealing a truth she always knew but struggled so hard to articulate. She feels both a little giddy with the freedom of it all and deeply anxious about what such a truth means for her and her future.

“I think I need a moment,” she says.

“No, no, no,” says Katja. “What you need is to join Petra in the Studio. Come on. I’m sure the fun’s already started.”

◆◆◆

When they arrive at the Studio, it occurs to Sadako that the “attendants” in the restroom were as much Petra’s idea as they were Aubrey Shepard’s. A dozen or so women are gathered in a half circle around a naked man who is cuffed and collared, with his hands strung up over his head and connected to a rope that hangs from the ceiling. He is red-faced and trembling as Petra approaches him in her mirrored shades and tight ponytail.

“I’m s-s-sorry,” he babbles.

“I d-d-don’t c-c-care,” Petra says, mocking his nervous stutter. “That was my favorite glass you broke, you klutzy oaf. Clearly you can’t be trusted with anything precious again, which begs the question: What use do I have for a house servant who can’t be trusted with my GODDAMN HOUSE?”

Petra’s swing comes out of nowhere, her hand catching the man hard on the cheek, making a sharp, cracking sound that echoes off the Studio’s walls. The art hanging on those walls actually does give the Studio a bit of apropos naming, though the huge canvases on them depict tawdry, hedonistic scenes of women asserting power over men that Sadako thinks would be rare to find in an actual art gallery. Petra stalks back and forth, the women around her giving her space; Katja uses the opportunity to nudge Sadako forward so that they have a front row view of the action.

“I can see two options,” says Petra, running her hands down her body-hugging beige pants. They, along with her riding boots and crisp white long-sleeved shirt, give her a classical, equestrian look. “One, I use you for my next art project. I’m thinking I’d like to work with needles next, or maybe this new little handheld branding tool I picked up. Maybe I’ll use both and make a map of the estate on you with pins for points of interest.”

The man whimpers in terror, trying to shrink away from Petra but unable to due to his strung-up, cuffed hands. Petra grins at his fear.

“Or… you could audition to be my new dog. I got bored of my last one after I had him fixed,” she says.

Sadako isn’t sure how much of that is truth or jest.

“What will it be?” Petra asks the man.

With quivering lips, the man makes a squeaky barking noise. Petra and the rest of the women burst into laughter.

“Well then, let’s start the audition!” Petra cries. She nods to two of the other women and together they take the man’s wristed cuffs off from the rope’s hook and shove him brusquely to his hands and knees. Petra goes to a squat, wide metal cabinet, the sort with many deep drawers used to hold drafting equipment. She opens one up and pulls out a stack of colored rings, from red to blue that go from small to large.

“Any dog of mine just has to be good at fetch,” says Petra, readying the large blue ring. “So fetch!”

She tosses the ring over the man and across the studio, sending it clattering onto the floor to land by a woman’s feet. The man–still with his ankles and wrists cuffed together–scrambles after it, all the women cheering and shouting. He bends down and works to grab the ring in his mouth before shuffling around and noisily crawling back to Petra. She takes the ring from him with a smug, bared teeth smile and from this angle, Sadako can see the age difference between the two clearly, Petra in all her 19-year-old gleeful cruelty and the man easily in his 30s, maybe even his 40s, acting like an animal to amuse this teenage girl.

“Let’s try another,” says Petra, taking a slightly smaller green ring. “But I want you to be faster this time. I don’t want a slow, old dog who can’t play. I want an energetic puppy!”

She looks around the room, feigning her throw, and notices Sadako and Katja, acknowledging both with a slight nod. She then throws the ring fast and low, so it slides along the floor and into a throng of women close to the door. The man rushes after it as fast as he can with his cuffs, his body jiggling and shaking with the labored movement. Just as he’s about to get to the ring, a girl Petra’s age in chunky combat boots slams her foot down on the ring.

“Ut oh!” says Petra dramatically. “Looks like puppy’s going to have to do some tug of war!”

The man bites down on the ring and tries to pull it out from under the girl’s boot, but she pushes her foot down to hold it in place, making him have to tug hard on it. She squats down and goes in a taunting, singsong voice: “You can’t have it, na-nana-nanaa-nah!” Veins bulge by the man’s temples as he yanks the green ring with his mouth as hard as he can, and he’s just about to slide it out from under the boot; however, with the woman squatting down, she loses her balance and falls backwards onto her ass. Not knowing what he should do, the man hurries back to Petra to deliver the ring.

“Puppy!” she says disapprovingly as she takes the ring. “You can’t play that rough! Sasha, are you okay?”

The girl in the combat boots–Sasha–is still on the floor and is rubbing her ass through her stretch denim jeans. “Your dog almost made me break my ass!” she says.

With the green ring, Petra smacks the man upside his head. “Bad puppy! Bad, bad!”

The man plays his part, shrinking down against the floor like a beaten mutt as Petra whacks him again.

“Go apologize to Sasha,” Petra tells him.

He crawls back to Sasha, who’s still on the floor, his head hanging low and his movements far less excited. He whines before her and for a second it looks like she’s going to kick him in the face with her boot, but she stops herself. Instead she gets up on her knees and points at her ass.

“Kiss it and make it better.” she says.

The man plants a flurry of kisses on Sasha’s denim-clad ass, a few of the nearby women going “Awwww” as he demonstrates his obedience. Petra takes the smallest of the rings, the red one, and calls out to the man.

“Catch, puppy!” she calls.

He turns just in time to see her getting ready to throw the ring at him. Her aim is good and the throw is easy and slow enough that the man has time to lunge out to try to catch it in his mouth. He misses and lands hard on the floor instead, getting another huge laugh from Petra and the women. The ring lands on its side and rolls its way unpredictably, coming to stop right between Sadako’s feet. Barely missing a beat even though he’s got to be winded from his fall, the man picks himself up and crawls to Sadako, but before he can pick up the ring, Petra stops him.

“Wait right there, puppy,” she says, flashing a smile in Sadako’s direction. “That ring landed in front of a very special guest. Sadako, right?”

Sadako nods.

“Puppy… I think you should say hello to our guest by kissing her shoes,” says Petra.

The man leans his head down and kisses Sadako’s patent leather Mary Jane’s.

“Now,” continues Petra. “You should beg her to see if she’ll give you a treat. Who knows, if you’re good maybe she’s let you taste her spit.”

The man looks up at Sadako and attempts to put on puppy dog eyes, holding his hands up in front of him in an imitation of paws. He opens his mouth and pants, his tongue stretched out as far as it will go, and makes a whining whimper as he begs Sadako to spit in his mouth.

“It’s up to her, puppy. Either you get your treat, or…” Petra opens up another drawer from the metal cabinet and takes out a long rattan cane. “You get punished.”

With everyone watching her, Sadako wonders what to do. Not knowing this man for more than ten minutes, she has no outright desire to hurt him, though she can feel that Petra’s hoping things go that way. Which isn’t to say Sadako feels bad for the man either–watching him humiliate himself so eagerly has actually left her a little repulsed by him, like she’s seen how weak he is and want to make him look weaker still. She thinks about what Katja said: We want you to embrace the true Sadako, not the quiet, polite young girl about to be kicked off the board of her own company, but the hungry, cunning, unapologetic empress you are inside.

Sadako gathers up a mouthful of spit and lets it dangle towards the man, the women all around her clapping and hooting as the fat droplet lands on his tongue.

“Looks like you got lucky this time,” Petra says. “But everyone’s luck runs out sooner or later, puppy.”

Petra leaves the other women to play with her new “dog” and walks over to Sadako.

“Helllooo Madam Director,” she says to Katja. “And nice to finally meet you, Miss Tachikawa. Having fun so far?”

“You know, I think I am,” says Sadako, the laughter and partying in the room infectious. “Thank you for having me here.”

Petra waves away the thanks. “Oh, my pleasure. Please, make yourself at home here–I love it when the estate is buzzing with activity. Speaking of…” She looks to Katja. “Is Aubrey here yet?”

“If you read the schedule, you’d know she doesn’t get in for a little while,” says Katja, her arms folded across her chest. The dynamic between the two women feels a bit like aunt and niece or maybe a much older sister. “Now if you young ladies will excuse me, I need to go see a woman about a rooster.”

Katja excuses herself with a nod and steps out of the studio as Petra laughs to herself.

“She loves to do that,” Petra says.

“Do what?” asks Sadako.

Petra shakes her head. “Don’t worry about it. Inside joke. So… what do you think of my family home?”

“About that,” says Sadako, feeling emboldened by Petra’s raucous, unabashed energy. “With everything that happens here and everything Katja was, uh, telling me about… what is your relationship with you, um… with Mr. Stein?”

“Mr. Stein? You mean father?” asks Petra, confused. “Hasn’t anyone told you how it goes here, with families like mine?” Clearly no one has, and Petra doesn’t make Sadako wait before she explains: “The DNA that made me was carefully selected and tested, but the man that provided it was a donor from a stock of men the UQ maintains.”

“You mean a breeding stock?”

“Hah, yes. Fit, intelligent, attractive men who provide all the upper echelon DNA. My ‘father’–the man I grew up with did not have a role like what happens out there, in the rest of the world. He was… well, her servant.”

“Slave, you mean,” says Sadako.

“I see you and Katja have been chatting… but yeah, her slave. And when I was old enough, he started to serve me too,” Petra says.

“That isn’t weird?”

Petra shrugs. “Like I said, it’s different here for families like mine. His presence and relationship to me was more like a butler or an employee or something. And that’s how I treat him.”

Curious, Sadako leans in close to ask: “What do you have him do?”

“These days? I just like to watch him squirm,” says Petra. “Have him massage my feet while I’m sitting there in a skirt with no panties on, have him clean up after I’m with my studs, maybe ask him which outfit or lingerie looks better on me, that kind of thing.”

“Why?”

“Because I know he’s attracted to me and I know that if my mother found out, she’d take his nuts,” Petra says plainly. “You’d be surprised what a man is willing to do to keep his precious balls–even when he’s not free to use them or his cock as he wants. Watch.”

Petra turns towards the group and raises her voice over them.

“PUPPY! Get over here!”

The other women take their cue to quiet and the man clambers forward; he looks tired and his hair is beginning to get matted with sweat. Petra flicks a finger at him to stand. When he does, she snatches his balls in her hand and glares at him.

“Sadako here thinks I should get you fixed now, before you learn some bad puppy behaviors,” she says. The man’s eyes go wide. “I think getting one of those old-fashioned vintage chastity cages is enough, the sort that don’t even let you get hard. That way I don’t have to worry about you humping or anything and I can still lead you around by the balls when I feel like it. Give me one bark for getting you fixed and two for the permanent chastity.”

The man hesitates for a moment, perhaps trying to understand just how serious Petra is. Then he barks twice, two little yappy unsure barks.

“Sasha, go take him down to the fitting room downstairs,” Petra says. She glances at the man’s crotch. “Small size, all metal, urethral plug. Welded shut.”

“Got it,” Sasha says cheerfully, sidling up to the man. He gives Petra a pitiful, mercy-begging look.

“And make sure you test that it works,” adds Petra. “Maybe fuck his ass or make him eat you out or something.”

“Can I plug him? I was going to relax a bit with a drone,” says Sasha. “There’s a handsome one I’ve been eyeing.”

“Perfect,” says Petra. “You can have him clean you up when you’re done so he gets some ass play, pussy, and a snack all at once.”

Sasha marches the man out of the Studio, a defeated and depressed look on his face. When they’re gone, Petra smirks and turns back to Sadako.

“His cock will never see the light of day again and his nuts will only be a weakness for him and yet… you saw the choice he made,” she says. “Moments like that are why I know girls will inherit the Earth.”


Hello, Again

With the “puppy” gone, the Studio crowd disperses, leaving Petra and Sadako to wander through the estate, Petra highlighting room after room–the billiards room, the meditation lounge, the taekwondo dojo–like she’s showing pictures from an island vacation. When they cross from one wing of the estate to another, passing under a massive chandelier that is the centerpiece for a winding, dark wood spiral staircase, Sadako asks another question that’s been on her mind.

“This might be inappropriate, but you know, my mother always wanted to form a partnership with Stein Semiconductors…”

“Ugh, I hate talking work,” says Petra. “We do the rocket thing and I’m sure you’ll get all the semis you want. Just gotta be quiet about it.”

Even with everything Katja had shared, Sadako never thought it would be this easy to make a deal with the Stein family. She was ready to pitch the value of, to make a case of why they would need the technology long before any of the wild plans Katja shared with her, but now she’s almost caught off guard, with nothing else to say.

“What’re your thoughts on it all?” Sadako blurts out. “The ‘bug’ plan that Katja and I assume Dr. Shepard have in mind.”

Petra gives Sadako an odd look. “What plan?” she asks.

Shit. Petra doesn’t know. “I don’t really know,” lies Sadako. She plays a dangerous card: “Don’t be upset, but I asked because I thought you might tell me more.”

There are a few tense moments of silence before Petra says, “Heh. Sneaky. I shouldn’t like that, but I do. Well, if Katja’s mentioning clandestine secrets to you and all, it makes why she had that delivery come in for you last night that’s downstairs.”

Sadako quirks an eyebrow. “Delivery? For me?”

“Two can play the secrets game,” says Petra, humming to herself and now Sadako isn’t sure if Petra knew Sadako was lying or not. That seems to be a theme with the girl, that she likes keeping people on their toes, and Sadako decides not to push her luck any further. Thankfully for Sadako, Petra’s attention is drawn to some commotion at the far end of the wing that they’re about to enter. She claps her hands together excitedly and says, “Ooo, look!”

Without waiting for Sadako, Petra hurries forward, leaving Sadako to rush behind her. As they near the commotion, Sadako spies a woman in an olive-green military jumpsuit with insignia similar to the markings on Katja’s uniform. The woman has tanned skin and wavy blonde hair, her eyes so green they glitter in light filtering through the hallway’s overhead dome windows. Behind her, with a leash around his ring-bound testicles, is a man who looks in an even more sorry state than the ones Sadako has already encountered. His head and body are completely shorn and a severe black muzzle is strapped across his head, sealing off his mouth, the leather straps digging into his skin. While his body is muscled, the muscle looks labor-earned rather than through vanity, and as Sadako and Petra get even closer, Sadako can see faded scars and old brand marks across his skin in a haphazard, chaotic way, like he was just a piece of scrap paper someone used to doodle aimlessly. The woman yanks the leash around his testicles sharply.

“Get on your hands and knees, maggot!” the woman barks at him. “Your Goddess is on her way.”

“Aubrey’s here!” Petra tells Sadako, completely nonplussed by the scene in front of them.

“That’s not Aubrey…” says Sadako. Though she’s never met the woman, she’s seeing pictures and knows her to have a fair complexion and dark chestnut hair, unlike the lady before them.

“Not her,” says Petra. “That’s Thalia. Kind of like an assistant, I think. And the man is one sorry son of a bitch, I can promise you that. Reid–her ex.”

“That story is true?” asks a surprised Sadako.

Petra nods just as another woman arrives from outside. She’s dressed elegantly–pearls, pinned up hair, sky blue a-frame dress–and Sadako doesn’t need to be told that it’s the one and only Aubrey Shepard. Petra runs to greet her with a hug, the two demonstrating a similar aunt-and-niece relationship like Petra and Katja. Sadako isn’t one to get nervous about people, but she is indeed a little jittery as she walks up to Aubrey to introduce herself.

“Sadako Tachikawa,” she says demurely, extending out a hand.

“Yes, I know,” says Aubrey with a reassuring smile. “I’m so, so glad you’re here.”

“Aren’t you early?” asks Petra. “Katja said…”

“...that you don’t read the schedules anyway so there’s no point including you when they’re updated,” says Aubrey. She gives the man–Reid–a sharp kick to his haunches. “This one was supposed to last longer at my home lab, but I had to end early because he kept breaking. He’s going to pay for it later though, don’t worry.”

Petra smirks. “What were you doing with him?” she asks with eager curiosity.

“Peptide bonding,” Aubrey says with no further explanation, even though it’s clear Petra has no idea what she’s talking about “It’s been kind of a nightmare to get right. I’m sure Sadako knows the headaches of a scientist well.”

“I, well… my mother did most of the 0 to 1 developments,” Sadako says.

“Doesn’t make 1 to 10 any easier,” says Aubrey. She stretches her arms over her head and then sits down on Reid’s back none too gently. “Petra, Thalia dear… can you excuse us?”

Thalia nods squarely and rests the end of Reid’s leash on the back of his neck while Petra gives Sadako an unexpected half-hug and walks off with the blonde woman, Petra’s chatty energy a contrast to Thalia’s stern demeanor.

“Funny how for private conversations you have to dismiss the people you actually respect, while others…” Aubrey squeezes a bit of muscle at the top of Reid’s back hard, like she’s trying to tear it away; he winces but remains steady. “...don’t even rank high enough to warrant worrying about. I think you’ll understand that soon enough, actually. You’ve chatted with Katja, yes? She messaged me that she was rather open with you at your request.”

“I have and yes, she was,” says Sadako. “I’ll admit… it’s intriguing.”

“And not batshit insane sounding?” asks Aubrey with a slight laugh.

“‘Batshit insane’ is taking on a new meaning for me after spending a little while here, to be honest,” says Sadako.

“Oh, this is just rich, powerful girl luxury,” says Aubrey. “Things are fairly tame in comparison to the rest of the country–for now. Now if you saw one of my research facilities… well, let’s just say there’s a reason all visitors and staff have to sign a dozen different NDAs. They’d probably try to send me to some global tribunal and have me hanged if they knew what I was up to there.”

“Dr. Shepard…”

“Aubrey.”

“Okay, Aubrey–everyone’s been very open with me, but I haven’t signed a single piece of paper yet. I’m getting on with everyone, yes, but there’s still nothing stopping me from leaving and leaking all of this to the press. Aren’t you… concerned?”

“Not at all,” says Aubrey. “Because I have a gift for you, something I think you’re going to want very much and something that I believe will endear you to the United Queendom if you aren’t already.”

More secrets, suggestions, and hints, thinks Sadako. Are they going to do this to me all day?

“I suppose I’ll have to wait to find out what it is?” asks Sadako.

Aubrey slowly shakes her head. “I understand he’s been waiting for you downstairs.”

“He? He who?”

“Why don’t you guess?” asks Aubrey with a mischievous smile. “What would be the best present for a smart, enterprising young woman who is dealing with a pesky, would-be usurper of her own company?”

Sadako’s mouth drops open. “Oli–” She stops herself and looks down at the muzzled Reid, mindful that his ears are very much uncovered. Aubrey notices her glance and grips a hand across Reid’s shaved skull, squeezing her nails into it.

“I told you, you don’t have to worry about him,” Aubrey tells her. “For all intents and purposes, he’s basically somewhere between a house pet and a piece of furniture now. Aren’t you, sweetie?” With her clawed grip on Reid’s skull, Aubrey making him nod his head up and down. “But yes, Oliver Armstrong is waiting for you downstairs. Although waiting for ‘you’ might be a bit presumptive. He knows he’s waiting for something down in that dingy little cell in the Stein estate dungeon, naked and hungry and terrified. I’m very eager to see his face when he lays his eyes on you.” She stands up and grabs Reid’s leash. “Shall we go see him now?”

◆◆◆

To get downstairs, they have to take a wood-doored elevator that’s hidden under the spiral staircase and requires a keycard to access which, naturally, Aubrey has. They ride down with no indication of how far they’re going, but Sadako figures they descend three, maybe four floors. When the doors open again, it is like they’ve traveled to a different location entirely, one more like the catacombs of Paris or the grim insides of some Russian gulag, all brick and concrete. The winding hallways of this prison-like level are lined with metal doors with sliding slots at their base and at eye-level. Sadako hears the occasional moan or whimper but aside from that it’s merely the sound of their footsteps on the ground, echoing off the endless sprawl of compact bricks.

“Welcome to Hotel Artemisia,” quips Aubrey, keeping a tight hold on the leash as Reid scrambles behind her on all fours. “You can check in, but you can never ever leave…”

Sadako has many questions: Why does this level even exist in the estate? Was it always here or built after at some point? Are the servants from upstairs kept here and, if not, who is? But she thinks better of asking questions she’s not entirely sure she wants the answers to. After several turns, they come to a door at the end of one branching hallway.

“Head to floor,” Aubrey tells Reid, dropping the leash without even looking his way. The man obeys and shoves his face into the dusty, gritty concrete floor, his hands kept behind his back. Aubrey turns a crank on the outside of the metal door and there’s the sliding sound of a mechanism being unlocked. She pushes her way inside and beckons Sadako to follow.

There is Oliver Armstrong. As Aubrey said he is naked, though Sadako is not ready for the rest of what she sees: His cheeks are gaunt and he looks sickly pale, with red rings around his eyes. He looks afraid–very afraid–and as his eyes slide from Aubrey to Sadako, that fear turns into something much more nauseating for him and for a split second it looks like he’s going to be sick. Somehow he manages to hold himself together though and when he speaks, his voice is dry and croaking.

“Sadako!” he cries. “You have to help me!”

It’s how pathetic and needy and desperate he sounds that sets Sadako off and, just like that, she feels something inside her flare up, as if a tiny spark of dying kindling suddenly became a raging inferno inside her.

“No,” she says.

“W-what…? You’re… you’re like my stepdaughter. You… you have to help me,” begs Oliver.

“Is that what I am now?” Sadako asks coldly. “How about when you were inviting me up to your penthouse? Or when you were putting your hands on my shoulders? Or all those endless comments you made to me about being ‘pent-up’ and ‘heavy down there’? How about the votes you’re trying to get together to kick me out of my own company?”

Realization passes over Oliver’s face and with it, dread.

“You can’t trust these people,” Oliver says, still trying to find some angle to play. “They’re crazy lunatics, extremists. What did they promise you? Help with the company? They’ll take it right from you, absorb it into this… whatever the fuck they’re doing here that they keep hidden from the rest of the world,”

Aubrey reaches down the front of her dress and takes out a small black column that hangs from a thin chain around her neck. She speaks into the end of it and says, “Slap your face and shut yourself up.”

Like magic, Oliver delivers a slap to his own cheek, quieting him. He begins to shake and inch away from Aubrey, even though he’s already in the corner of the cell, and as he does Sadako sees that around his cock and balls is not a silver ring like with the other men of the estate, but something like an elastic wristband that has the unpolished design of a prototype.

“Mr. Armstrong is wearing one of Shepard Labs’s work-in-progress devices,” says Aubrey. “I’ve been calling it the Easy-Safe, but we’ll probably call it something pithier once it’s ready to go to market. If you’ve seen the rings on the men upstairs, then you can think of this as a cousin of sorts to those, one both simpler and with more functionality, in that very special way that happens with the evolution of technological devices. The Easy-Safe does three things…”

Aubrey presses a small black button on the column she’s holding and Oliver jerks suddenly, yelping in pain.

“First, it allows for remote shocks to be delivered straight to the testicles, allowing for encouragement or correction. Second…” says Aubrey. She lifts the column to her mouth again and says: “Punch yourself in the balls.”

Oliver watches in horror as he balls up his fist and drives it right into his own crotch, doubling over from the pain.

“It has neural induction command capabilities, albeit limited ones. In other words, you speak and Mr. Armstrong here obeys. For the most part. Lastly, there’s a bevy of small sensors in that elastic band that are monitoring Mr. Armstrong’s pulse, body temperature, acceleration, and more. The net result is should Mr. Armstrong, say, lunge at you aggressively, he’ll receive the strongest shock the band can deliver, stopping him in his tracks.” Aubrey takes the necklace and black column off from around her neck and hands it to Sadako. “So you can amuse yourself with him to your heart’s content without any fear of retaliation.”

The column feels smooth and heavy in Sadako’s hand.

“Go on, give it a try,” urges Aubrey.

Sadako’s mind is blank. There’s a million things she can speak into it and yet, precisely for that reason, she doesn’t know which of them to say. Feeling unsure–and still surprised from seeing Oliver here–she goes with what Aubrey had already commanded him to do and says, “Slap your face again.”

Oliver’s hand flies up and cracks himself across the face with his other hand. Sadako laughs. That was so easy and so effortless that she feels an adrenaline rush of power that sends her mind reaching into its darkest, most sadistic depths. She kicks off her glossy Mary Janes.

“Smell my shoes,” she says into the column.

Oliver lurches forward, crawling slowly but uncontrollably towards Sadako’s patent leather shoes. He sniffs at the leather and their insides.

“Bigger,” says Sadako. “Huge, big inhales.”

The sound of Oliver sucking in deep breaths fills the cell as he inhales the air inside Sadako’s warm, sweaty shoes. She chuckles to herself.

“That a girl,” says Aubrey, patting her on the back. She moves towards the door. “I’ll let you two catch up for a bit. When you’re done, follow the signage back towards the elevator. I’ll post up in one of the rooms nearby and have a little ‘chat’ with Reid about making me have to adjust my schedule today.”

And with that, Sadako is alone with Oliver Armstrong.

“I don’t want to have to use this,” Sadako says to Oliver, holding up the column. “So I’ll make you a deal, ‘stepdaddy’–do what I say on your own and I won’t. Got it?” To illustrate her seriousness, Sadako hits the button on the column and gives Oliver’s balls a shock that makes him leap in place like a scared cat. Sadako snorts with laughter.

“Okay,” he says, his panic continuing to build even as he tries to hold himself together. “I’ll… I’ll do what you say, alright? Just… please, consider not leaving me here. Do you know what they do to their enemies here? Have you heard the rumors?”

Sadako’s done more than that. She’s seen those rumors in the flesh.

“Tell me–and be honest–do you want to fuck me?” asks Sadako.

Oliver hangs his head in shame.

“I’m waiting,” Sadako says sternly, feeling her blood boil.

“Yes,” says Oliver in a voice that is little more than a whisper.

“Get on your back,” says Sadako.

Oliver lies back on the floor of his cell with a nervous look on his face as Sadako steps towards him, feeling the cold ground through her black, thigh-high stockings. She lifts a foot over Oliver’s face and puts down on his nose and mouth, moving so that he’s given a view up her pleated skirt, to her white cotton panties. She rubs her foot in slow circles on his face.

“Smell me,” she says.

He takes a few breaths in and, as he does, Sadako watches between his legs. His cock twitches to life.

“Bigger breaths,” she tells him. “I want you to get a nice, big whiff of how sweaty and damp my feet must smell by now.”

Oliver’s cock continues to grow as he breathes Sadako in and stares helplessly up her skirt, until he’s rock hard and pulsing. She pushes her stocking-clad toes between his lips.

‘Take my stocking off–and you’d better not tear it.”

Fumbling with getting the fabric between his lips, Oliver struggles to get a grip on the black stocking, eventually finding purchase by bringing Sadako’s big toe into his mouth. He tugs a half inch at a time and is painstakingly slow as he pulls the stocking down, down, down her thigh and then calf and then off her foot. When’s done, she doesn’t give him a moment of rest before she presents the other foot and when he’s completely finished getting both off, he is huffing and puffing from the tedious, strenuous effort. Sadako kicks the stockings aside and shoves her moist, wet foot in his mouth, fitting in all of her dainty little toes as far as they will go; she can readily smell the stink of her own feet, wrinkling her nose at the pungent twang of her own aroma. Oliver remains as hard as he’s ever been in his life and his breathing gets tight, hot puffs of air tickling the top of Sadako’s foot.

“Lick between my toes,” says Sadako. “Clean all the gunk out from there.”

The feel of Oliver’s obedient, slippery tongue darting between Sadako’s sweat-soaked toes adds to the ticklish sensation and Sadako doesn’t hold back her giggle, indulging herself in the ridiculous look on Oliver’s face as he worships her foot while staying hard and wanting.

“Were you plotting against me with the board?” asks Sadako.

Oliver pauses his worship and says, “Yes… but I’m sorry. You don’t understand, I–”

Interrupting him, Sadako asks, “Are you going to stop?”

“Yes! I swear!”

Sadako removes one foot and puts the other in Oliver’s mouth, giving him fresh stink and sweat to lap up.

“I’m not sure I believe you,” says Sadako. “Maybe I should let the experts at the Fempire help me sort it out. They can cover up your disappearance and meanwhile you can be my… personal foot licker? My toe sucker who I feed my sock lint and foot dust to?”

Even though Oliver whimpers at the very suggestion, Sadako sees that his cock and balls have other thoughts on the matter. She takes her foot out of Oliver’s mouth and uses it to bat his erection, making it bounce back and forth. Then she grabs him between her toes and slowly starts to stroke him. A smile creeps across her face as his heavy breathing gets heavier still.

You don’t know what this is, do you? she thinks, holding back a derisive laugh. You think I’m even remotely interested in you when nothing could be further from the truth…

She lets go of Oliver’s cock and with him watching in anxious excitement, she reaches under her pleated skirt to peel her panties down her creamy thighs. Taking the panties off, she tosses them on Oliver’s face and then puts her foot down on top, rubbing the fabric against him. He breathes her in without having to be told and Sadako can see the fabric sucking up against his nose, chin, and cheeks with greedy, deep inhalations.

“Are you enjoying smelling my pussy?” she asks him. “And my ass? I bet you’ve wondered about those smells for a long time, haven’t you?” Oliver nods against the cradle of Sadako’s foot and continues huffing her underwear. “Maybe you want the real thing…”

Oliver nods even more enthusiastically and muffles a “Yesfh” through the white cotton panties.

Sadako plucks them off his face with her toes and brings herself to her knees with her legs straddling Oliver’s face. Very slowly, she teases up the hem of her skirt, until she’s baring herself at him. He looks stunned, unsure what to do, and simply stares up at Sadako’s pussy reverently, his tongue slipping out between his lips slightly.

“Close your eyes,” she tells him. “And show me how you’d lick me.”

Oliver’s eyes close and with Sadako’s pussy still a foot above him, he licks the air with long, sensual strokes. His mouth opens wide as he does and Sadako waits a few beats–1, 2, 3, 4, 5–before she relaxes her bladder and releases a spray of piss on Oliver’s face. He’s confused at first and then shocked and then horrified when he opens his eyes as much as he can to find Sadako grinning down at him sadistically. She picks up the column and speaks into it.

“Drink! Every drop!”

Unable to resist, Oliver Armstrong gulps down mouthfuls of her hot, splashing urine, his eyes widening as his drinking turns to taste and a grim, demeaning fullness in his belly. Sadako doesn’t have much for him after her time in the guest restroom and soon stands, pointing down at the floor.

“Lick up what spilled,” she says, not making use of the column. When Oliver hesitates though, she picks it up and glares at him. “Would a shock to the balls help motivate you?” she asks.

With panic and fear, Oliver gets up on his hands and knees and begins to lick the cell floor clean. Malevolent images pass through Sadako’s mind of what she will do with him, but the one that is the clearest is the one she suspects she may have been primed for, an image of the guest restroom’s Japanese squatting toilet but, instead of a drain, having the lower half of Oliver Armstrong’s face there so that he’s forced to be a receptacle for her without even getting whatever simple pleasure he might from looking at her naked pussy.

Sadako pulls her panties back on, along with her stockings and shoes. “I haven’t decided what to do with you yet,” lies Sadako–at least in the sense of allowing Oliver to hold onto the illusion of his freedom. “I might need a few more days here to figure it out. You don’t have a problem with that, do you?”

He looks up at her, his face contorted into a grimace and his hair wet with her piss. “No,” he says, knowing he has no other choice.

“No,” repeats Sadako in a musing tone. “It sounds so rude all by itself, that one little word. You speak Japanese well enough, you know about keigo honorific language. Why don’t we try something a little more… fitting for our new relationship. Why don’t you call me… Jousama.”

As the double meaning hits Oliver, Sadako smirks. On the surface, Jousama means “queen”, but it’s common, secondary usage is closer to the title for a domineering, sadomasochistic Mistress.

“Go on. Say it.”

“Jousama,” says Oliver quietly.

“I like the sound of that,” says Sadako. “Your Jousama has to go now but I’ll see if I can’t have them send you some food in a bit. Maybe whatever leftovers I have. I might even pre-chew them for you since I’m sure they won’t allow you utensils down here.” She gives him a cutesy, ironic wave. “Bye bye.”


Feeding Time

After the day she’s had, it’s a no-brainer decision for Sadako when she’s asked to stay for dinner. As expected from the Stein estate, dinner is served in a massive, handsome dining room, with women seated all along a heavy and imposing dark hardwood table. Katja, Petra, Aubrey are all there, of course, along with Sasha, Thalia and another 15 women Sadako hasn’t met yet. The mood is jubilant and wine-fueled, with huge bottles of red wine set up on the table at strategic points nestled between plates of authentic prime rib and roast chicken and suckling pig, not to mention plate after plate of verdant vegetables and savory, starchy dishes like mashed potatoes and truffled macaroni and cheese.

Unlike the prim and proper settings Sadako is used in Japan, the women here eat with abandon, even more ravenously and unashamedly than the men back home. Sadako has to be mindful not to stare as women older and young alike rip meat from the bone and belch into the air and scratch themselves in all sorts of places. It is immensely freeing and it doesn’t take long for Sadako to join in the revelry.

The women are served by the same men who worked the parlor earlier, still just in as little dress as before. As the group goes through the towering wine bottles–which are replaced before they’re even empty–the women grow even bolder, using any excuse to grab and grope the manservants’ genitals and buttocks. In the grand scheme of what she’s seen so far, Sadako considers these manservants the lucky ones–their bodies are unmarked, their attitudes almost cheerful, and the attention they receive–while aggressive–is much more positive than what she’s seen other men put through here at the estate.

It probably helps that there are other men who present to suffer the abuse of the female guests, though even their treatment is a far cry from what she’s seen Reid or Petra’s new “puppy” go through. Between each pair of women is a kneeling man chained to the table and the use of the men varies from pair to pair. The man between Petra and Sasha for example is involved in an escalating game where he must keep morsels of food balanced on his nose as the girls take turns jabbing him in the sides with their salad forks, punishing him with a slap in the face or a mean kick should he fail. Meanwhile, Katja and Thalia remain more reserved, making the man between them beg for scraps that they then drop to the floor for him to eat off the regal–if musty–huge rug that sits under the dining room table. Yet another pair of women that Sadako doesn’t know that consists of a dark-skinned woman with light eyes and a woman with a stoic, stony face practically ignore their male, using him instead as a human table that they set hot plates on so they can make room for additional gourmet goodies.

Sadako is seated next to Aubrey and the man between them looks younger than the rest, likely within a year of Sadako’s own age. He still has youthful, boyish charm and a semi-fashionable haircut and she notices his eyes looking around constantly, as if trying to read the room for cues on how to behave. After the way she’s treated Reid, Sadako is surprised to see Aubrey being downright kind to the young man, allowing him to eat tender cubes of beef and pork straight from her hand.

“Feeling good about your Tachikawa board?” asks Aubrey in between bites of her food.

“Much better,” says Sadako, not realizing just how relieved she is until she speaks the words out loud. “But won’t they wonder what happened?”

“This isn’t our first rodeo,” Aubrey says. She dangles a succulent piece of chicken over their male’s mouth and smiles as he opens his mouth wide before dropping it in. “In Armstrong’s case, we’ll fake an accident probably. Plane crash, auto crash, something like that. You’ll have the most focus on you so we’ll connect you with a coach to sell the story to the public. Honestly, your board probably won’t buy it, but they don’t need to–if they’re aware Armstrong was going against you and he wound up like that, that’ll be enough for them to back down.”

Sadako is breathless from the ease with which Aubrey schemes.

“And how will we work together?” asks Sadako. “There’s a small bloc of people I completely trust at Tachikawa, but definitely not enough for what I think you have in mind.”

“It’s all about time horizon. If this was something we needed to do in years, then yes, it would be quite difficult. But this is a matter of decades and that gives us enough time to slowly hire loyalists and groom new ones.”

“Decades,” repeats Sadako. She’s not sure how to broach the next part, but the wine helps: “You’re… in your mid 30s?”

“36,” corrects Aubrey. “Good guess.”

“What if it takes 40, 50, even 60 years to get everything right?” asks Sadako. “Won’t you… aren’t you worried about not being able to enjoy the fruits of your labor?”

Aubrey savors a private smile. “The world flourishes when women plant trees that they'll never sit in the shade of. But we'll see. You never know how these things go.” She strokes the man’s hair tenderly and looks down at him, like she’s studying a creature out in the wild. “You’re new, aren’t you? I haven’t seen you before.”

The man nods. “Yes, Miss,” he says.

Aubrey signals for one of the manservants ferrying food and wine to the tables.

“You,” she says to one of them. “Take this man up to my chambers. Hood and tether him.” She looks down at the man again. “I’ll give you more to eat later,” she promises.

Like chattel, the man is unchained from the table and led away by another man who is every bit a servant and slave as he is. The nonchalance of the whole thing is enough to cut through Sadako’s wine and food haze and reminds her that Oliver Armstrong is still in the dungeon level below.

“Shoot, I need a bowl,” says Sadako. She flags a servant down to ask for one.

“Hm?” asks Aubrey.

“I told Oliver I’d give him some leftovers,” says Sadako.

“Careful,” says Aubrey. “Speaking from experience, you don't want to spoil them. Going in harsh is the best way to set the time for who is in charge.”

The servant brings Sadako an empty bowl. “Don't worry,” she says, chewing on some roasted potatoes that she spits into the bowl. “I won't.”

“Hah, I can see, though I think we can do better than that,” says Aubrey. “When you're done, ahem, ‘prepping’ his food, I'll show you what I mean.’

Along with the potatoes, Sadako adds some chewed-up beef, carrots, broccoli, and rice to the bowl, enough that it would make a respectable–if modest–meal on its own, if it were served intact, anyway. Seeing that Sadako’s filled her bowl, Aubrey calls over a manservant, the very same one that attended to Sadako and Katja in the parlor earlier. Aubrey reaches for the ring around his cock and balls and turns it to make him throbbingly erect. She wraps her hand around his shaft.

“Get the bowl ready,” she tells Sadako.

A few of the women nearby turn their attention towards Aubrey as she begins to stroke the man off. His big chest rises and falls with shallow breaths and his big balls begin to tighten after just a minute or two of Aubrey’s rhythmic, practiced stroking. It’s odd to imagine the esteemed doctor being so skilled at such a thing and it makes Sadako what Aubrey gets up to at her estate and at Shepard Labs itself. While she pumps him, Aubrey smiles innocently up at the man.

“You’re going to cum for me on my count,” she says to him, her strokes getting faster, making his balls bounce and his head swell. “Or I’m going to take your balls and keep them in a jar on my desk. Understood?”

“Yes,” the man says in a strained voice.

“5,” counts Aubrey. Her fist around his cock becomes a blur, her strokes lingering at his head for the slightest extra beat. “4, 3, 2… 1. Cum. Now, slave.”

It’s the first time Sadako’s heard the word “slave” uttered out loud and the way Aubrey says it is strong and sharp and even a bit sensual, and something about it seems to trigger a deep reaction in the manservant. He grits his teeth and groans before he begins to spurt into the bowl of half-eaten food, Aubrey’s pumps working now to squeeze out jet after jet of thick, viscous semen. When the squirting slows and there’s nothing left to pump out of him, Aubrey lets go of the manservant’s cock and dismisses him with a wave of her hand. She picks up a spoon from the table and mixes the cum into the food.

“Now this is a meal fit for your stepfather,” Aubrey says. She sets it down on the floor. “Let’s let it get nice and cold before we give it to him. It will have been a full 24 hours by then since he’s eaten and no matter how repulsed he might be, he won’t have any choice but to wolf the slop down.”

As the women who turned to watch go back to their food and conversation, it’s Katja who comes over to comment on the show Sadako and Aubrey just put on. Her pale face is flushed pink from drink.

“Giving away handjobs now, are we?” she asks Aubrey teasingly, kicking her feet out into a wide stance. “I wish I’d known.”

With Katja standing and Sadako still seated, she has a direct line of sight view to Katja’s crotch and finally, after wondering all day what seemed off, she sees it: A bulge where there shouldn’t be one, a familiar packed swell that can only mean one thing.

“Wait… what?” asks Sadako. She looks from Katja’s crotch to her face and back down again. “How… what?”

Aubrey rolls her eyes at Katja. “Madam Director, you know that’s still Level 0 classified, right?”

“Oh come on,” says Katja, her words slurring slightly. “You don’t have to worry about her. Plus…” She grabs her crotch. “It’s not exactly classified when it’s between your legs all the time.”

“Maybe I need to up your testosterone inhibitors,” wonders Aubrey.

Katja leans down and puts one arm around Aubrey, the other around Sadako, drawing both close. “But the testosterone’s the best part!” she says. Along with wine, Sadako can smell liquor on the woman’s breath. “You see Sadie–can I call you Sadie?–when you’ve got a cock everything looks like an opportunity to fuck. A wet mouth, a tight ass, a…” Katja sighs, collecting herself. “Maybe you’re right, Aubrey. The urges are getting stronger. Sorry.”

“It’s okay,” says Aubrey. “We knew your transformation would take some maintenance.” She looks over at Sadako. “Katja volunteered for a very special procedure a few years ago and, well, it has some side effects.”

Sadako says in a whisper, “You have… a penis?”

“And balls,” says Katja with a smirk. “Big ones. If you want to see–”

“It’s one of my moonshot plans,” says Aubrey, speaking over Katja. “Imagine the psychological impact if it were women who had the cocks in this world instead of men.”

“Instead of?” asks Sadako. “Meaning…”

“Look who’s spilling classified information now,” teases Katja.

Aubrey sighs. “Yes, it’s what you think,” she says to Sadako, only leaving the insinuation of her words without confirmation of the truth behind them that Dr. Aubrey Shepard has, in fact, set her sights on changing men so that instead of a cock and balls between their legs they have a pussy.

For the umpteenth time that day, Sadako’s mind reels with new, taboo information. And with it–an idea.

“Think the food’s cold enough yet?” Sadako asks Aubrey, pointing at the bowl on the floor. “Because I’m thinking maybe after he eats it, he can have something a little… warmer.” Sadako turns towards Katja.

Katja smirks. “It would be my pleasure.”

“In more ways than one,” Aubrey says under her breath. “Very well, but I say we make things a little more interesting than just that. Katja, can you have Mr. Armstrong brought to Petra’s Playroom? He’ll need to be hooded so we can info control for our cover story, but I think that’s a small price to pay for having an audience witness his humiliation–and Sadako’s triumph over him.”

◆◆◆

When Aubrey said “Playroom”, Sadako figured it was yet another euphemism and that it would be yet another lavish, wealthy socialite space like in the rest of the estate. But when they arrive at the loud, pink, prissy circular room on the estate’s third floor that is filled with oversized stuffed animals, huge throw pillows, and more frilly, satiny fabric than Sadako’s ever seen in her life, she realizes the name is very much literal.

For the most part. Noting the teddy bears with ball gags in their mouths and scattered pink, purple, and white dildos and vibrators laying around the space, Sadako sees that Petra’s perverted nature is still lurking below the otherwise saccharine scene. Oliver is already up here, though now there’s a black leather hood on his head with cutouts for his eyes and mouth, and he is sitting under the bright Playroom’s lights, struggling to adjust to their brightness–and the slowly-building crowd of women who are streaming in from dinner, glasses of wine still in hand. Sadako’s brought the bowl of food-and-cum that is as cold as it’s going to get now and she’s directed towards Oliver by Aubrey, who gently nudges her forward with a hand on your back.

Oliver looks at her pitifully through the cutouts in his leather. “What is this…?” he asks softly, trying to speak only to Sadako.

“I brought you food,” she says cheerfully as she sets the bowl down in front of him. What little she can see of his face pales as he looks its contents. “Eat up.”

Sadako has since given the column back to Aubrey, but even without it, Oliver can read the tone of the room and can surmise Sadako’s words are a command, not a suggestion. He lowers his face towards the bowl with a disgusted grimace.

“I chewed it myself,” says Sadako. She waits a beat before she adds: “But the cum came from one of the house servants.”

Oliver’s disgust deepens as he realizes what the food is mixed with. He looks up at Sadako again, misery in his eyes.

“Or you could skip your meal…” she says.

Of course Oliver can’t do that. 24 hours with no food or drink is hell to go through for anyone, let alone someone who has just found their life as they know it is over, never to return. Then again, Oliver hasn’t technically gone without drink–courtesy of Sadako–though she doubts that was terribly thirst-quenching for him. He puts his face in the bowl and with gagging, retching sounds, begins to eat the slop.

Sadako’s not too interested in watching closely and so she focuses on his reaction: The grimacing face; the tight, strained muscles; the coughs and gags; the sight of him on his hands and knees with his face in the bowl. So much for taking over Tachikawa, she thinks with more than a little malice. You won’t be missed. Not by me, anyway.

All around are the sounds of drunken laughter and heated conversation, the crowd occasionally checking in on Oliver to let out a cry of disgust or mockery. Sadako stays standing right in front of him the entire time. She wants him to catch glimpses of her shoes and legs, knowing he’s already had to worship both but more to cement the harsh reality that he now inhabits, one where Sadako is the master–the Jousama–of his universe.

Sadako isn’t content until Oliver’s licked the bowl clean, holding it steady and shoving it in his face so he can reach every last spot. After he’s done, Katja comes close and hands Sadako a wet towel.

“Wipe him down before I fuck him, please,” she says to Sadako.

At first, Oliver looks a little pleasantly surprised, perhaps some subconscious layer of his brain thinking he’s about to get a real fuck in the sense he’s used to before his higher order thinking kicks into gear and he knows there’s no such possibility in a place like this. As Katja undoes her belt and unbuttons her skintight black military leggings to reveal a hefty bulge cradled by sheer white underwear, Oliver’s pleasant surprise quickly melts into horror.

So much for classified information, thinks Sadako, wondering how many of the other gathered women already know about Katja’s secret.

Katja reaches into her panties and pulls herself out. Her balls are big, big to match her thick, uncut shaft and the wild tangle of blonde pubic hair she keeps. She’s already semi-hard and a few lazy strokes is all it takes to get her all the way there, her erection jutting out to an easy 7 and change inches. She talks towards Oliver.

“We can do this the easy way or the hard way,” she says, getting some ooo’s and hoots from the crowd. “Come over here and suck my sweaty cock and I won’t drill your ass first before I make you suck it anyway.”

Sadako steps back to enjoy the antics, sidling up next to Petra and Sasha. They shriek excitedly and with great delight as Oliver crawls towards Katja to service her, Katja’s hands on her hips the entire time as she deigns not to give him a single bit of help. He looks to have no idea what he’s doing and Katja is quick to berate, smack, and slap him, peppering in comments like “No teeth!” and “Open your throat!” and “Suck my balls!”. When she finally gets tired of his sloppy beginner’s technique, Katja takes her hands off her hips and grabs Oliver’s head so she can face-fuck him properly, which she does with no regard for his ability to breathe, let alone his gag reflex. Tears run down his beet red face and his eyes bulge in terror as he gags on the length of her, Katja’s spit-wet big balls pressed right up against Oliver’s chin, dripping with his saliva that is thick and heavy thanks to all his choking and coughing.

Katja doesn’t ask about spitting or swallowing before she cums and, when she does, there’s so much of it and it’s so forceful that it squirts out Oliver’s nose. That’s when he breaks, crumbling backwards in a suffocated panic with cum bubbling out his nose and the sounds coming from him like a clogged drain. Petra and Sasha point and laugh so hard they’re on the verge of crying and Katja makes sure to pump whatever’s left in her balls right down onto Oliver’s prone body.

Through the chaos, Oliver locks eyes with Sadako. There’s no more begging now, nor seeking mercy or respite. No, his bleary eyes are full of one thing only: Resignation.

The rest of the women, now emboldened by both Sadako and Katja’s performance–and way too much wine–descend on Oliver. For almost two hours they have their way with him, using the Playroom’s “toys” to take his mouth and his ass as they treat him like their own personal doll, and just like all dolls, he serves as a canvas for the girls’ cruelty and creativity.

Sadako decides to remain an observer. This is entertaining in its own way–and in some ways even more than being the one observed–and as she herself has too much wine, she finds herself feeling optimistic about the future for the first time in oh so very long.


Epilogue

Weeks Later

The weeks that follow are hectic and full of change. As Aubrey predicted, the cover story about Oliver Armstrong’s disappearance does not land with the board whatsoever, but they keep their qualms to themselves, deciding instead to bend the knee to Sadako when she announces leadership and organizational changes to Tachikawa Industries that puts Uchuu front and center as the next growth opportunity for the company.

Oliver remains in the United Queendom after Katja advises Sadako that the risk of him being discovered in Japan is simply too great to take chances. Though she has her own busy schedule, she is sure to send Sadako more “feedings” that she gives him when she can and, in the meantime, has a peer of Thalia’s courtesy of Aubrey that tends to him most of the time, which as far as Sadako can tell is an even worse fate than having to deal with Katja’s urges.

Petra holds up her end of her verbal promise and connects Sadako with her most trusted staff at Stein Semiconductor to discuss how Uchuu and Tachikawa can begin to receive cutting edge semiconductors. They can’t be used, not right away, so instead Sadako works to have them integrated into prototypes to understand their efficacy at a later date. That’s as far as Petra seems interested in the family business though, contacting Sadako instead with new, sadistic ideas for how she can torment Oliver during her next visit back to the Fempire.

Aubrey continues her work and shares with Sadako the opening of her latest research center, inviting her to take a tour of it sometime. Although Aubrey does not mention the work going on there, she does send the occasional self-deleting picture and each one manages to be more shocking and unexpected than the last. A wild-eyed, young doctor is in many of the pictures–in some cases even posing with the male subjects under extreme duress–and Aubrey says this woman is exactly the sort who she is planting trees for that will not provide shade for decades to come.

Sadako feels more like herself than she has in years, finally striking a mix between her sharp-minded, strong-willed work ethic and her hedonistic and indulgent sadism. She is ruthless as Tachikawa’s CEO, much more than her mother ever was, and she rides her employees to their breaking point. Some flame out quickly but others–women especially–soldier on, giving her ideas for who she might look to as future loyalists.

And the rest of the world moves on as if nothing has changed. They know nothing about the shift in Tachikawa’s allegiances or the purpose of the investment in Uchuu or the real reason behind Oliver Armstrong’s disappearance. Everyone goes on with their lives, thinking things will always be the way they’ve been, with no idea that while it may take years and decades and lifetimes, eventually the global order will change and the future will at last be female.

THE END
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—————————————

For a Fempire origin story full of revenge and sadism...
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Get it on Amazon

—————————————

Revenge is a dish best served cold. Aubrey Shephard is a Fempire elite, a wealthy political donor who moved to the United Queendom ten years ago. She enjoys the finer things in life–champagne, caviar, and getting what she wants, and what she wants most is Reid Fairbanks, her ex-college boyfriend who dumped her in the most humiliating way possible. This time it’s Reid’s turn to be humiliated… and for him to learn that in the Fempire, there’s a very specific hierarchy and women are at the top of it.


—————————————

M.L. Paige's full catalog can be found on Amazon
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