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Chapter 1: The Sovereign of Montrose

	 

	"Silence!" The crack of Lupita Davis’s gavel echoed through the vaulted ceiling of the Montrose Superior Court like a gunshot. She did not look at the gallery, nor did she acknowledge the court reporter. Her eyes, dark and sharp as obsidian blades, were fixed entirely on Dontrell X.

"Your Honor, the defense must insist - " Dontrell began, his voice smooth and practiced. He was a man who moved through the world with the unearned confidence of a predator, his silk suit tailored to perfection and his smile a fraction too wide for a house of law.

"You will insist on nothing in my presence, Mr. X," Lupita interrupted, her voice dropping to a low, dangerous register. She leaned forward over the mahogany bench, the black silk of her robes billowing around her like the wings of a vengeful deity. "Mr. Rothschild is facing charges that could dismantle his entire estate. If you continue to treat this pre - trial hearing like a performance at a social club, I will hold you in contempt faster than you can adjust that ridiculous gold tie."

Adrian Wallace, the prosecutor, leaned back with a satisfied smirk, crossing his arms over his chest. He knew better than to poke the lioness when she was in a hunting mood. Ezekiel Rothschild, the defendant, shifted uncomfortably in his seat, his usual aura of billionaire invincibility crumbling under Lupita’s icy stare.

"My apologies, Judge Davis," Dontrell said, though his eyes still sparked with a defiance that Lupita found delicious. It was a spark of arrogance that she intended to extinguish, or perhaps, refine into something more obedient.

"Chambers. Now," Lupita commanded. She stood, her height commanding immediate, reflexive silence from everyone in the room. "Mr. Wallace, we are in recess for one hour. I suggest you use that time to find a more compelling argument for why I shouldn't throw out your third motion."

The walk to her private chambers was short, but for Dontrell, it was a gauntlet. Lupita did not look back to see if he was following. She knew he was. He was drawn to her power like a moth to a blowtorch, his pride anchored to the very woman who sought to sink it.

Inside the soundproofed sanctuary of her office, the door clicked shut with a finality that made Dontrell flinch. Lupita moved behind her heavy desk but did not sit. She stripped off her robes, revealing a tailored, charcoal - grey suit that hugged her curves with lethal precision. She looked every bit the sovereign of Montrose.

"On your knees, Dontrell," she said. It was not a request. It was a simple statement of reality.

Dontrell blinked, his mouth opening to offer a witty retort, but the words died in his throat. The sheer weight of her authority was a physical pressure in the small room. "Lupita, surely we can discuss the Rothschild motion without this - "

"I said on your knees," she repeated, her voice vibrating with a command that bypassed his brain and went straight to his nervous system. "You have spent the morning trying to dominate my courtroom with your peacocking. Now, you will learn who truly holds the gavel in this city."

Slowly, his pride warring with a burgeoning, desperate need to please her, Dontrell sank to the plush carpet. He looked up at her, and for the first time, the arrogance was gone, replaced by a raw, naked longing.

Lupita walked around the desk, her heels clicking rhythmically until she stood directly over him. She reached out, her fingers tangling in his hair, pulling his head back to expose the line of his throat. "You have so much potential, Dontrell. But you are undisciplined. You think your intellect makes you my equal. It does not. It only makes you a more interesting project."

She reached into her desk drawer and pulled out a small, sleek remote and a vibrating ring, its surface cold and metallic as she held it before his eyes. "You will wear this under your suit for the remainder of the Rothschild proceedings. You will not find release today, nor tomorrow. You will remain on the brink, a prisoner of your own body, until I decide you have earned the right to come. Every word you speak in court will be spoken through a haze of frustration. Do you understand your new reality?"

Dontrell’s breath hitched as she began to unfasten his belt with practiced, clinical hands. The humiliation of being handled like a disobedient child by the most powerful woman in the legal circuit sent a jolt of heat through him that he couldn't hide. "Yes, Mistress," he whispered, the title slipping out as if it had been waiting in his heart all along.

"Good," Lupita smiled, a slow, predatory curve of her lips as she forced him to accept the device. "The training of the sovereign’s most loyal subject begins now. You will argue for Ezekiel’s freedom while I control every inch of your pleasure from the bench. If you falter, if you stutter, if you lose your focus for even a second, I will ensure you stay on the edge for a month."

She stepped back, looking down at the broken man at her feet. He was no longer a high - priced defense attorney; he was a man begging for the crumbs of her attention. "Straighten your tie, Mr. X. We have a court to run."

	 


Chapter 2: Contempt of Court

	 

	Adrian Wallace slammed the document onto the defense table, the sound echoing like a gunshot through the vaulted ceilings of the Montrose courthouse. "Your Honor, the prosecution has just received proof of witness tampering involving Mr. X and the Ezekiel Rothschild case. This letter from the Bar Association demands an immediate stay of proceedings and a full investigation into Dontrell X’s conduct."

Dontrell felt the blood drain from his face as he looked up at the bench. Lupita Davis sat there, her expression unreadable behind her designer spectacles. Underneath his expensive wool trousers, the metal cage she had locked him into earlier that morning felt cold and heavy, a constant reminder of his new reality. He tried to speak, but his throat was dry.

"Mr. Wallace, that is a very serious accusation," Lupita said, her voice smooth and dangerous. She didn't look at the prosecutor; her gaze was fixed entirely on Dontrell. "Mr. X, do you have a response to these allegations from Mr. Pendleton and the board?"

Dontrell stood, his legs trembling. He could feel the small, remote - controlled vibrator Lupita had tucked inside his cage beginning to hum at a low, agonizing frequency. She was doing it right there, in front of the entire gallery, including Mason Wright and Natalie Harrington, who were watching with predatory interest. 

"I - I have no knowledge of such things, Your Honor," Dontrell managed to say, though his voice cracked.

Lupita leaned forward, her eyes flashing with a mix of professional disdain and private hunger. "Your incompetence is becoming a matter of public record, Dontrell. I will see both counsel in my chambers. Immediately."

The door to her private office clicked shut with a finality that made Dontrell’s stomach flip. Lupita didn't go to her desk. She sat in her high - backed leather chair and pointed to the floor in front of her. 

"Kneel," she commanded.

Dontrell dropped to his knees, his hands trembling on his thighs. "Lupita, the Bar Association - "

"You will address me as Judge Davis or Mistress," she interrupted, her voice a whip. She reached into the pocket of her robe and pulled out a small, black remote. With a flick of her thumb, the vibration in his crotch intensified. 

Dontrell gasped, arching his back as the intense stimulation hit his sensitive, restricted flesh. "Please - Mistress - I didn't do what Adrian said."

"It doesn't matter what you did or didn't do," Lupita said, leaning down so her face was inches from his. The scent of her expensive perfume filled his senses. "What matters is that I am the only thing standing between you and a prison cell. Adrian Wallace wants your head. Victoria Baker wants you ruined. I am your only protector, and my protection has a price."

She increased the power on the remote. Dontrell’s breath came in ragged sobs as he was pushed toward a peak he was not allowed to reach. The cage prevented any real movement, trapping the blood and the heat until he felt like he would burst.

"You are going to be my personal project, Dontrell," she whispered, her hand reaching out to tilt his chin up. "You will go back into that courtroom and you will apologize to the court for your conduct. You will accept a formal reprimand. And for the next week, you will remain in that device. I will keep you on the very edge of release. You will work for me, you will eat when I tell you, and you will learn that your law degree is worthless compared to my whim."

"Yes, Mistress," he groaned, his eyes rolling back in his head. 

"Good boy," she said, suddenly cutting the power to the device. The sudden loss of sensation was almost as painful as the stimulation itself. "Now, straighten your suit. We have a charity gala tonight at Victoria Baker’s estate. You will be attending as my guest, though your role will be far more functional than social."

The gala was a sea of silk and power. High - profile figures like Tasha White and Pharrell St. Claire moved through the ballroom, discussing the Rothschild trial in hushed tones. Lupita looked radiant in a floor - length crimson gown that commanded the room. Dontrell followed two steps behind her, his head bowed, the hidden device still humming at a steady, distracting pulse that kept him in a state of constant, desperate arousal.

"Lupita, darling, you look divine," Victoria Baker said, gliding over with a glass of champagne. She glanced at Dontrell with a smirk. "And you’ve brought your little defender. He looks a bit stressed, doesn't he?"

"He’s learning his place, Victoria," Lupita said, her hand resting heavily on Dontrell’s shoulder. "He’s been a bit high - strung lately. I find that a rigorous schedule of service helps calm the nerves."

Lupita led them toward a private lounge area where Adrian Wallace and Reggie Ramirez were already seated, nursing scotches. As they sat, Lupita didn't offer Dontrell a chair. Instead, she pointed to the plush carpet at her feet.

"My legs are tired from standing all evening," Lupita remarked to the group. "Dontrell, be a dear and provide some support."

The humiliation was a physical weight. Under the watchful, mocking eyes of his professional rivals, Dontrell dropped to all fours. He positioned himself so that Lupita could rest her silver - heeled feet on his back. He felt the sharp point of her stiletto dig into his spine, a delicious agony that mingled with the constant throb of the cage.

"As I was saying, Adrian," Lupita continued, sipping her drink as if Dontrell weren't even a human being beneath her. "The Rothschild case requires a certain... delicate touch. I believe Mr. X here finally understands the gravity of the situation."

Adrian chuckled, leaning forward to look at Dontrell’s sweating face. "He certainly looks more focused now. Tell me, Dontrell, is it hard to breathe down there, or is that just the weight of your impending disbarment?"

Dontrell couldn't answer. Lupita’s heel pressed harder, a silent command for him to remain still. She adjusted the remote in her evening bag, and the vibration flared to life again, a high - speed buzz that centered entirely on the head of his trapped member. He let out a muffled whimper, his chest heaving against the floor.

"Silence," Lupita hissed softly, though her eyes were shining with affection for his suffering. 

The evening was a blur of voices and laughter above him. Dontrell functioned as a piece of furniture, a living testament to Lupita’s absolute sovereignty. Every time he thought he would lose his mind from the edging, every time he thought he would scream from the degradation, Lupita would reach down and stroke the back of his neck, a brief, tender touch that promised him he was hers.

Hours later, in the back of her private limousine, Lupita finally let him sit on the floor at her feet. She looked down at him, her expression softening into something that looked dangerously like love.

"You did well tonight, Dontrell," she said, her voice low and husky. She reached out and turned the remote to its highest setting. Dontrell cried out, his body convulsing as he hit the ceiling of his endurance, the cage preventing the very release his body screamed for.

"Please," he gasped, grabbing her knees. "Mistress, please. I can't... I need..."

"You need nothing but me," Lupita said, her fingers tangling in his hair. "Do you understand? You are no longer an attorney of the court. You are a subject of my heart. Your pleasure, your career, your very breath belongs to me."

"Yes," Dontrell sobbed, pressing his face into the silk of her gown. "I am yours. Please, never let me go."

Lupita smiled, a look of pure, triumphant Romanance. "I won't, my darling. We have so much more training to do."

	 


Chapter 3: A Summons to Chambers

	 

	The mahogany doors of the Montrose courthouse used to feel like the gates to my kingdom, but today they feel like the entrance to a gilded cage. I can still taste the copper of fear in the back of my throat as I walk down the marble hallway, the weight of the chastity device beneath my bespoke suit a constant, agonizing reminder of who truly owns me. There is no going back to the man I was. That Dontrell X - the one who argued before the bench with a smirk and a silver tongue - is being systematically dismantled. The anxiety is a physical thing, a cold knot in my stomach that tightens every time I think about the life I am leaving behind. I am no longer a peer to the likes of Adrian Wallace or Mason Wright. I am a creature of Lupita Davis’s design, and the terror of that realization is only matched by the sick, desperate thrill of her total ownership.

I passed Adrian Wallace near the clerk’s office, and for a moment, I thought he could see through my clothes. He looked at me with a predatory curiosity, his eyes lingering on the way I walked, stiff and cautious to avoid the sharp bite of the steel against my most sensitive skin. He knows I am breaking. Everyone in Montrose can sense the shift, the way my arrogance has been replaced by a frantic, wide - eyed obedience whenever Judge Davis enters a room. I wanted to turn and run, to flee the circuit and find a city where her name carries no weight, but the thought of living without the crushing pressure of her command is even more terrifying than the humiliation she demands.

The heavy door to her private chambers stood before me. I didn't knock. One does not knock when summoned by a goddess; one simply presents oneself for judgment. I stepped inside, the click of the lock behind me sounding like the final turn of a key in my own prison cell.

"Kneel, Dontrell," Lupita said without looking up from the case files concerning Ezekiel Rothschild.

She was seated behind her massive desk, her judicial robes discarded to reveal a deep crimson silk blouse that hugged her curves with lethal precision. I didn't hesitate. I dropped to my knees on the hard wood floor, my slacks straining against my thighs. The coldness of the floor seeped into my skin, but my entire focus was on her.

"You took three minutes too long to arrive," she murmured, finally lifting her gaze. Her dark eyes were devoid of mercy, shimmering with the absolute certainty of her superiority. "Did you find yourself distracted by your old life? Perhaps you were chatting with Adrian about your dwindling career?"

"No, Mistress," I gasped, my head bowed low. "I came as fast as I could. The hallway was crowded with the press for the Rothschild hearing."

"Excuses are for men who still have a voice in my court," Lupita said, standing up and walking around the desk. The click of her heels on the floor echoed like a heartbeat. She stopped directly in front of me, the scent of her jasmine perfume filling my senses. "You are here because your training has reached a new stage. Your performance in court yesterday was... adequate. But your body is still too rebellious."

She reached down, her fingers tangling in my hair to force my head back. I looked up at her, my breath hitching as I saw the remote in her other hand. My heart hammered against my ribs. I had been on the edge for three days, kept in a state of agonizing, vibrating tension that made every movement a trial.

"You think you are still a lawyer," she whispered, her voice a low, melodic threat. "But today, we strip that delusion away. You are going to remain in this office while I host a meeting with Will Pendleton and Victoria Baker. You will be under this desk, Dontrell. You will be silent. You will be naked. And you will be vibrating on the highest setting the entire time."

"Mistress, please," I whispered, the humiliation of it washing over me. The thought of those influential people sitting just inches away while I groveled in my skin was almost too much to bear. "Someone will hear. Someone will know."

"Let them know," Lupita smiled, a sharp, cruel expression that made my blood sing. "Let them see the shell of the man you were. Strip. Now."

I obeyed. My fingers trembled as I fumbled with my tie, then my shirt, and finally my trousers. I felt small and exposed in the center of her grand office, my body shaking with the combined force of the edging training and the sheer terror of my new reality. When I was finally bare before her, save for the restrictive cage she had locked me into, she nudged my shoulder with the toe of her designer heel.

"Under the desk," she commanded.

I crawled into the dark, cramped space beneath her mahogany workstation. It smelled of old paper and her expensive leather shoes. I curled myself into a ball, my knees pressed against my chest. A moment later, I felt the remote activate. The device between my legs roared to life with a fierce, unrelenting vibration that sent white - hot sparks through my nervous system. I bit my lip to keep from screaming, my fingers clawing at the carpet.

"Stay still," she warned, her voice coming from just above me as she sat back down in her chair.

The door opened. I heard the voices of Will Pendleton and Victoria Baker as they entered the room, discussing the upcoming charity gala and the legal ramifications of the Rothschild estate. I could see the hem of Victoria’s dress and Will’s polished oxfords just inches from my face. 

"Lupita, thank you for seeing us on such short notice," Victoria said, her voice bright and oblivious. "We want to ensure the gala is the event of the season."

"Of course," Lupita replied, her voice cool and professional. I felt her foot reach back under the desk, her heel pressing firmly into my chest, pinning me further into the corner. "I’ve been thinking about the seating arrangements. I have a new... assistant... who will be attending to my needs that night. He’s quite efficient at remaining out of sight."

Under the desk, I was drowning in a sea of sensation. The vibration was relentless, pushing me closer and closer to a climax that the cage would never allow. My body was slick with sweat, my muscles twitching with the effort of remaining silent while the cream of Montrose society discussed business above me. Every time Lupita shifted in her chair, her heel ground into my skin, a silent reminder that she could expose me at any moment.

I realized then, with a terrifying clarity, that I loved it. I loved the ruin of my reputation. I loved the way she erased my pride and replaced it with a desperate, animalistic need for her approval. As she spoke of law and order to her colleagues, she was systematically destroying every boundary I had ever built.

"Dontrell X used to handle these matters," Will Pendleton remarked, his voice full of casual disdain. "Whatever happened to him? He’s become quite a ghost lately."

"He found a more suitable calling," Lupita said, and I could hear the smirk in her voice. She pressed her heel harder against my collarbone, a sharp spike of pain that mixed with the overwhelming pleasure of the vibration. "He’s finally learning his place in the world."

The meeting lasted for an hour, an hour of pure, unadulterated torture that felt like an eternity. By the time Victoria and Will left, I was a sobbing, shaking mess on the floor of the footwell. The remote finally clicked off, leaving me in a deafening silence that was broken only by my ragged breathing.

Lupita pushed her chair back and looked down at me. She didn't offer me a hand. She simply watched me shiver.

"Get out from there," she said.

I crawled out, unable to stand, and collapsed at her feet. I pressed my face against her shoes, my tears wetting the leather.

"I am nothing," I brokenly whispered. "I am nothing without you."

"Correct," she said, reaching down to stroke my hair with a rare, terrifying tenderness. "And the sooner you accept that your old life is dead, the sooner I can show you what it truly means to belong to me. You are the subject of my heart, Dontrell. And I have so much more to teach you."

I looked up at her, and in her eyes, I saw my entire future. There was no law, no court, no Montrose circuit. There was only Lupita, and the beautiful, agonizing weight of her control. I was terrified of the unknown, of the depths she would take me to, but as she leaned down to press a cold, dominant kiss to my forehead, I knew I would never turn back. I was hers, utterly and completely, and the world could burn as long as I was at her feet.

	 


Chapter 4: Stripped of Professionalism

	 

	The mahogany doors of the inner sanctum did not merely close; they sealed away the world where Dontrell X was a man of stature. The air inside Judge Lupita Davis's chambers was heavy, redolent of expensive bourbon and the sterile, oppressive scent of old law books. It was a space designed to diminish the ego, a cathedral built to the glory of her absolute will. The high ceilings were lost in shadow, and the only light came from the green shaded lamp on her desk, casting long, predatory flickers across the room.

Dontrell stood in the center of the Persian rug, his expensive Italian suit feeling like a costume that no longer fit. He felt the weight of the Ezekiel Rothschild files in his hand, a reminder of the high - stakes legal battle he was supposed to be leading. But as Lupita looked up from her desk, her gaze piercing through him with the clinical precision of a surgeon, he felt his knees weaken.

"Kneel, Dontrell," Lupita commanded. Her voice was not loud, but it carried the weight of a gavel strike. "You are not here as a defense attorney today. You are here as a failing student in need of a very specific type of education."

Dontrell hesitated for a fraction of a second before the sheer force of her presence buckled his legs. He hit the floor, his palms pressing into the soft wool of the rug. "Mistress," he whispered, the word tasting like copper and submission on his tongue.

Lupita rose from her chair, her black judicial robes billowing around her like the wings of a dark goddess. She walked around the desk, her heels clicking a rhythmic, terrifying beat against the hardwood border of the room. She stopped directly in front of him, the hem of her robe brushing against his bowed head.

"The performance you gave during the preliminary hearing for Mr. Rothschild was pathetic," she said, her tone dripping with icy disdain. "You were arrogant. You were loud. You presumed to challenge my ruling in open court. You forgot that in Montrose, I am the law. And more importantly, you forgot that you belong to me."

She reached down, her gloved hand gripping his chin and forcing his face upward. Dontrell gasped at the coldness of the leather against his skin. Her eyes were dark pools of absolute authority.

"I have decided that your professional dignity is a luxury you can no longer afford," Lupita continued. "If you wish to remain on the Rothschild case - if you wish to have a career in this circuit at all - you will accept the regimen I have prepared for you. You will be stripped of your pride, piece by agonizing piece."

She let go of his chin and gestured toward a small velvet box on her desk. "Open it."

Dontrell rose shakily to his haunches and reached for the box. Inside lay a restrictive, silver device, intricate and cruel in its design. It was a chastity apparatus, but it was fitted with a series of nodes that he knew would deliver a constant, low - level hum of electricity at her command.

"This will be your constant companion," Lupita said, a slow, predatory smile spreading across her lips. "I will be the only one with the remote. You will spend your days on the very edge of release, a prisoner of your own desire. You will argue your motions while your body screams for a satisfaction I will not grant until you have earned it through total, pathetic obedience."

The humiliation began immediately. Lupita forced him to strip out of his suit in the middle of her office, mocking the way his hands shook as he fumbled with his cufflinks. She stood over him, offering no assistance, only sharp critiques of his physique and his frailty. Once the device was locked in place, the first surge of power hummed through him, a sharp, white - hot spike of sensation that made him gasp and collapse back onto the rug.

"Get dressed," she snapped. "We have a court session. Adrian Wallace is waiting to see if you have the backbone to represent your client. Let us see if you can maintain your composure while I hold your very nerves in the palm of my hand."

The courtroom felt different that afternoon. The gallery was packed with the legal elite of Montrose, including Victoria Baker, who sat in the front row with a look of sharpened curiosity. As Dontrell took his place at the defense table, he could feel the cold metal of the device biting into his skin. Every movement was a struggle, every breath a gamble.

Adrian Wallace, the lead prosecutor, leaned over toward him as they waited for Lupita to take the bench. Adrian was a man who lived for the kill, and his eyes were narrow as he studied Dontrell’s pale, sweat - slicked face.

"You look a bit peaked, Dontrell," Adrian whispered, his voice full of mock concern. "I hope you are prepared. I intend to dismantle your witness today. I’d hate for you to fall apart before I even get started."

Dontrell couldn't find his voice. He felt a sudden, sharp vibration between his legs - Lupita had entered the room, her hand undoubtedly hidden beneath her robes, thumbing the remote. He sat bolt upright, his fingers gripping the edge of the mahogany table until his knuckles turned white.

"All rise," the bailiff intoned.

Lupita swept onto the bench, her presence a crushing weight that filled every corner of the room. She did not look at Dontrell directly, but he felt the intensity of her focus. She began the proceedings with a ruthless efficiency, cutting down Dontrell’s first objection with a verbal lashing that left him stuttering in front of his peers.

"Mr. X," Lupita said, her voice echoing through the silent chamber. "Your arguments are as flimsy as your constitution. Perhaps if you spent less time preening and more time studying the precedents I have clearly laid out, you wouldn't find yourself in such a... precarious position."

The gallery tittered with laughter. Dontrell felt the heat of shame rising in his chest, joined by the agonizing, unyielding throb of the device. He looked up at the bench, seeing the cold, dominant sparkle in Lupita's eyes. She was enjoying this. She was breaking him in public, turning the brilliant Dontrell X into a stuttering, desperate mess for all of Montrose to see.

He realized then that he didn't want to fight it. The more she humiliated him, the more she exerted her absolute control, the more he felt an intoxicating sense of relief. The burden of being the great attorney was being lifted. He was becoming her instrument, her pet, a creature defined only by her will.

By the time the afternoon recess was called, Dontrell was trembling so violently he could barely gather his papers. Adrian Wallace walked past him, shaking his head with a smirk of triumph, but Dontrell didn't care. He only cared about the woman behind the bench.

As the courtroom cleared, Lupita remained in her high chair, looking down at him. She pressed the remote one more time, a long, sustained pulse that brought him to his knees right there at the defense table.

"Come to my chambers, Dontrell," she said, her voice a silk ribbon of command. "Your next lesson begins now. And bring your collar. You won't be needing that suit for what I have planned next."

He crawled toward the side door, the eyes of the remaining bailiffs and clerks on his back, feeling the beautiful, agonizing weight of his new world. He was no longer a lawyer. He was Lupita Davis’s property, and the transformation was only beginning.

	 


Chapter 5: The First Lesson in Silence

	 

	Dontrell slammed the heavy oak door of the judge's private chambers behind him, his breath coming in ragged, desperate gasps. He didn't wait for a command to drop. His knees hit the plush crimson carpet with a heavy thud, the vibration from the device Lupita still held the remote for sending a fresh jolt of electricity through his core. He was a mess of sweat and ruined pride, his expensive silk tie loosened and his heart hammering against his ribs like a trapped animal.

Lupita Davis did not look up immediately. She sat behind her massive mahogany desk, still draped in the black robes of her office, looking every bit the sovereign of the Montrose legal circuit. She was reviewing the latest motions for the Ezekiel Rothschild case, her fountain pen scratching rhythmically against the parchment. The sound was deafening in the silence of the room.

"I did not give you permission to make noise, Dontrell," Lupita said, her voice a cool blade that sliced through his panic. She finally looked up, her dark eyes filled with a terrifying, beautiful authority. "In this room, your voice belongs to me. Your breath belongs to me. Even your pleasure is a currency that only I am allowed to spend."

"Please," Dontrell whimpered, his head hanging low. "Lupita, I - "

The remote in her hand clicked. The vibration surged to its highest setting, a brutal, high - frequency thrum that forced a choked scream from his throat. He arched his back, his hands clutching at the carpet as his vision blurred. Just as he reached the precipice, just as his body screamed for the release he had been denied for forty - eight hours, she cut the power.

The silence that followed was agonizing. Dontrell slumped forward, his forehead resting on the floor, shaking uncontrollably.

"You will address me as Judge Davis, or you will address me as Mistress," Lupita commanded, rising from her chair. She walked around the desk, the heels of her boots clicking with predatory precision. "And you will never interrupt me again. Do you understand your first lesson, or do I need to let Adrian Wallace in here to see the great defense attorney weeping on my rug?"

"I understand, Mistress," he whispered, the words tasting like ash and honey.

Lupita stood over him, the hem of her robes brushing against his cheek. She reached down, her fingers gripping his chin and forcing him to look up into her cold, regal face. "Good. Because your career in Montrose is a fragile thing, Dontrell. One word from me to the bar association, one hint to Victoria Baker that her favorite legal mind is actually a groveling pet, and you are finished. You are only a lawyer because I allow it. You only breathe because it pleases me."

She let go of him, moving toward a mahogany cabinet. She pulled out a simple, elegant leather collar, the silver D - ring glinting in the soft light of the chambers. "Strip. I want every reminder of your perceived status removed. The suit, the shirt, the watch. Everything. You will learn the silence of a creature who has nothing but his obedience."

Dontrell’s fingers fumbled with his buttons. He felt the weight of her gaze, a heavy, physical pressure that made his skin flush. He stripped under her watchful eye, his clothes falling in a discarded heap until he stood naked and trembling before her. He felt exposed, his body showing the clear, painful signs of the edging training she had put him through. He was engorged, leaking, and utterly at her mercy.

Lupita stepped close, her scent - a mix of expensive perfume and old paper - filling his senses. She buckled the collar around his neck, the leather snug and authoritative. 

"From this moment on, you are on silence training," she murmured, her hand trailing down his chest to hover just above his aching heat. "You will not speak unless spoken to. You will not touch yourself. You will remain on the brink of your climax until I decide you have earned the right to spill. If you fail, if you so much as moan without my leave, I will make sure the Rothschild case is the last one you ever touch. You will be nothing but a silent shadow in my courtroom."

She didn't touch him where he needed it most. Instead, she sat back down in her chair and pointed to the space beneath her desk.

"Position yourself," she ordered. "You are my footstool for the next three hours while I finish these briefings. If I feel a single movement from you, if I hear a single sound of discomfort, the remote stays on for the rest of the night."

Dontrell crawled into the small space, his body cramping, his mind reeling from the transition. He settled beneath the desk, feeling the weight of her feet as she rested them on his back. The humiliation was a thick, sweet wine, intoxicating and terrifying. He was the most powerful defense attorney in the city, and he was currently being used as furniture by the woman he secretly adored.

As Lupita returned to her work, the only sound in the room was the scratching of her pen and the steady, rhythmic thud of Dontrell’s heart. He lay there in the dark, his nose inches from her boots, learning the true meaning of devotion. He was no longer a man of law. He was a silent instrument of her will, and as the ache in his loins flared with every shift of her weight, he realized he had never felt more alive. He was falling, deeper and faster than he ever thought possible, into the absolute control of Judge Lupita Davis.

	 


Chapter 6: Lupita Davis Demands Order

	 

	Lupita Davis leaned back in her high - backed leather chair, the rhythmic scratch of her fountain pen the only sound in the room besides the muffled breathing of the man beneath her feet. Dontrell X was a brilliant legal mind, a man who had built a reputation on his silver tongue and his ability to dismantle a prosecution with a single, devastating cross - examination. Now, he was tucked into the footwell of her desk, his expensive suit jacket discarded, acting as a human ottoman. 

She considered the danger he represented. It was not a physical threat, but a psychological one. Dontrell was a variable she had not properly accounted for in her long - term plans for the Montrose circuit. If she allowed him to maintain his arrogance, he would eventually undermine the absolute order she had established in her courtroom. Yet, if she broke him too completely, she might lose the very fire that made him such an intriguing adversary. More dangerously, she realized with a cold prickle of awareness that the sight of him crawling at her command stirred a hunger in her that was far from professional. He was a threat to her heart because he was the only man she had ever met who seemed to truly deserve the weight of her heel. 

Dontrell, move, Lupita commanded, her voice like velvet - wrapped steel.

He scrambled out from beneath the desk, his face flushed and his eyes downcast. He stood before her, his hands clasped behind his back, waiting. The remote control for the device he wore remained on her desk, a small, silver reminder of the control she held over his very biology.

The hearing for Ezekiel Rothschild begins in one hour, Lupita said, standing up and smoothing her robes. You will represent him with the brilliance you are known for, but you will do so while remembering your place. If I see even a flicker of that former insolence, if you dare to raise your voice or challenge my rulings with anything less than total deference, I will use this remote. Do you understand?

Yes, Judge Davis, Dontrell whispered, his voice trembling.

Lupita stepped closer, forcing him to maintain eye contact. His pupils were blown wide with a mixture of fear and arousal. She had kept him on the edge of release for thirty - six hours, only allowing him short bursts of stimulation before cutting it off, leaving him in a state of constant, aching desperation.

Say it properly, Dontrell, she prompted.

Yes, Mistress, he corrected, his throat bobbing as he swallowed hard.

Good. Now, get your things. Adrian Wallace is the prosecutor today, and he is looking for any sign of weakness in you. Do not give it to him.

The courtroom was packed. The Ezekiel Rothschild case was the talk of Montrose, a high - stakes drama involving corporate espionage and old money. Adrian Wallace sat at the prosecution table, looking sharp and predatory. He watched as Dontrell entered the room, noting the slight stiffness in the defense attorney’s gait. 

Lupita took the bench, her presence commanding immediate silence. She watched Dontrell as he arranged his papers. He looked pale, his focus intense. She knew why. Every time he sat down, the restrictive harness he wore beneath his trousers reminded him of her ownership. 

Mr. X, you may begin your opening statement, Lupita announced.

Dontrell stood, but as he began to speak, Lupita’s thumb hovered over the remote hidden beneath her bench. She pressed the button just as he reached the crux of his argument. Dontrell gasped, his hand gripping the edge of the mahogany podium until his knuckles turned white. He stumbled over his words, his breath hitching.

Is there a problem, Mr. X? Lupita asked, her voice dripping with mock concern. You seem distracted.

No, Your Honor, Dontrell managed to choke out, his eyes pleading with her. I apologize.

Adrian Wallace leaned over to his assistant, whispering something with a smirk. He could smell the blood in the water. Dontrell was failing, and everyone could see it. For the next two hours, Lupita toyed with him, using the remote to punctuate his legal arguments with waves of overwhelming sensation. She mocked his motions, overruled his objections with stinging rebukes, and watched with clinical satisfaction as the great Dontrell X was reduced to a stuttering, desperate mess in front of his peers.

By the time the session adjourned for the evening, Dontrell looked shattered. But his training was only beginning. 

That night, the elite of Montrose gathered at the sprawling estate of Victoria Baker for her annual charity gala. The air was thick with the scent of expensive perfume and the sound of a string quartet. Victoria, ever the gracious host, greeted Lupita with a kiss on each cheek.

Lupita, darling, your courtroom performance today was legendary, Victoria purred. Poor Dontrell looked like he was about to collapse.

He is learning the value of silence, Victoria, Lupita replied, her eyes scanning the room until they landed on Dontrell. 

He was dressed in a tuxedo, looking every bit the successful lawyer, but he followed three paces behind Lupita, his head bowed. When they reached a semi - private lounge area where several colleagues, including Mason Wright and Natalie Harrington, were discussing the latest legal reforms, Lupita took a seat on a plush velvet sofa.

Dontrell, she said softly.

Without a word, he dropped to his knees in front of her. He positioned himself perfectly, his back flat, his head tucked down, becoming a living footstool. Lupita rested her designer heels on the small of his back, shifting her weight to ensure he felt every ounce of her authority.

Victoria raised an eyebrow, a small smile playing on her lips. I see you’ve found a way to make him truly useful, Lupita.

He has many talents, Victoria, Lupita said, accepting a glass of champagne from a passing waiter. But his greatest talent is his obedience. Isn’t that right, Dontrell?

A muffled, muffled Yes, Mistress, came from beneath her feet. 

Natalie Harrington chuckled, sipping her drink. I never thought I’d see the day. He used to be so loud.

He’s learned that my voice is the only one that matters in Montrose, Lupita said, her gaze dropping to the man beneath her. 

As the night wore on, the weight of her boots and the casual humiliation of being used as furniture in front of the city’s elite worked a strange magic on Dontrell. The desperation he had felt in the courtroom transformed into something deeper, something more permanent. He no longer cared about his reputation or the Rothschild case. He only cared about the pressure of her feet and the sound of her voice. He was falling in love with the absolute certainty of her control, finding a terrifying peace in the shadow of her superiority. 

When the gala finally ended and they were alone in the back of her car, Lupita looked at him. He was still on the floor of the vehicle, his face pressed against her boots.

You did well tonight, Dontrell, she said, her voice softening for the first time. 

She reached down and pressed the remote one final time, sending a surge of sensation through him that finally allowed him the release he had been denied for days. He let out a low, broken cry, his body shuddering against her legs. 

Lupita ran a hand through his hair, a rare gesture of affection that felt more powerful than any legal victory. In her world, romance was not found in equality, but in the total surrender of one soul to the absolute will of another. She had demanded order, and in the broken, devoted man at her feet, she had found it.

	 


Chapter 7: The Regimen Begins
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