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The evening light in Seraphina's quarters had softened to a pale gold, filtering through the
sheer white curtains like a reluctant blessing. She sat at the small marble table near the
window with Celeste, the three tiaras heavy on her head as they reviewed the daily planner.
Rows of anonymous holographic profiles hovered before them — donors reduced to
genetic metrics, surrogates listed only as vessels with uterine efficiency ratings.

"No one meets them?" Seraphina asked quietly.

Celeste hesitated. "No one in leadership has ever met the donors or the surrogates.
That's... the function of the system. Detachment ensures purity of selection. Emotional
interference is considered a risk to the bloodline."

Seraphina felt a hollow ache bloom in her chest. "It saddens me. The babies are
detached from the beginning. I don't want that. I want to experience it. The pregnancy. The
carrying. The... reality of it."

Celeste looked up, surprised. "Seraphina... no one in leadership has carried a child to
term. That's what the surrogates are for. The tiaras, the duties — your body is meant to
remain the unbroken vessel of command. The risk is too great."

The words landed like cold instruments in an examination room. Seraphina opened her
mouth to respond, but the room tilted violently. Nausea slammed into her, followed by
crushing dizziness. The data streams sharpened into needles behind her eyes — corrective
stimuli. The crowns were reacting.

She swayed. "Celeste—"

Celeste caught her arm. Seraphina staggered to the bed and collapsed onto the white
silk sheets. With trembling fingers she removed the tiaras one by one — Genetic Legacy,
Purity, Authority — placing them on the bedside table. The pressure vanished. Her mind
cleared. For the first time since the coronation, she felt quiet inside her own head.

Celeste knelt beside her. "They're doing something to you, aren't they? Even when
you're not wearing them, they—"

"Not like this," Seraphina breathed. "When they're on... it's more than data. It's

watching. Correcting. Like the system itself is inside me."



CHAPTER 7: THE FIRST RECOIL

No one knew it at the time, but Seraphina had just discovered something the architects
of the lulligarchy had hidden even from their own successors. The tri-tiara interface was a
living governor, designed across generations to protect the system from the leader as much
as the leader from the world.

Celeste's voice was urgent. "We keep this between us. I'll look into the old schematics
tonight — quietly."

Seraphina took her hand. "I won't be their perfect vessel forever."

A sharp alert chimed through the compound's internal network. In the Council chambers,
Councilwoman Voss's tablet flared red. The tri-tiara interface had registered a full
disconnection. Moments later, Voss's voice cut through the air outside the quarters. "Stand
aside!"

Commander Reeves blocked the door briefly before yielding. The door slid open and
Voss entered like a storm contained in white robes, her silver hair severe under the lights.
Her eyes flicked to the tiaras on the bedside table, then to Seraphina's bare head.

"My lady," Voss said, voice low and urgent, "you cannot proceed down the path you
have ventured. The tiaras are designed by the ancient architects to punish as well as
reward."

Seraphina's stomach tightened. "Reward? How?"

Voss's gaze was unflinching. "Return the tiaras to their rightful place. You'll find out.”

Seraphina hesitated only a moment. The weight of expectation — Voss's presence, the
system's invisible pull — pressed on her. She reached for the crowns and placed them back
on her head one by one. The moment the Authority tiara locked into place, completing the

circuit, it hit her.
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A flood of targeted stimuli surged through her nervous system. It began as heat — low,
insidious, blooming from the base of her spine and spreading outward. Her heart raced. Her
breath caught sharply in her throat. Her untouched body responded with terrifying
immediacy. Muscles tightened. A slick warmth gathered between her thighs. Pleasure, raw
and mechanical, surged through her in waves.

She gasped, doubling forward on the bed. One climax hit her without warning —
sharp, overwhelming, ripping a choked cry from her lips. Then another. And another. Wave
after wave crashed through her, each one stronger, her body convulsing helplessly as the
crowns fed reward signals directly into her pleasure centers.

She had never felt anything like this. She hadn't even known such pleasure existed.

Celeste moved instantly to support her, but there was nothing she could do except
witness. Seraphina's cheeks burned with shame and unwanted ecstasy, her white gown
damp with sweat, her legs trembling.

Voss stood at the foot of the bed, watching with clinical detachment as Seraphina rode
the final ripples of the forced orgasms. The younger woman's chest heaved, tears of
confusion and overstimulation streaking her face.

"Yes, my child," Voss said calmly, her voice carrying the same cold precision as every
medical verification Seraphina had ever endured. "That is the reward. Once felt, you'll
never be able to break its spell. It traps you. It ensnares you. Forever. Wrong thinking
triggers punishment. Right thinking earns reward. You choose."

Seraphina tried to sit up, but her limbs felt liquid. "What... what did you do to me?"

Voss tilted her head slightly. "The tri-tiara system is not merely administrative. It is
behavioral. Generational refinement. Your neural patterns are now guided. I'm not here to
coddle you. I'm not tasked with such functions. Emotional responses are inefficient. The
system provides what is necessary for optimal leadership: physical reinforcement."

Seraphina met Voss's eyes and saw only the same profound emotional detachment she
had grown up with. Voss, like her mother, like every leader before her, had lived under

these crowns for decades. She didn't know what emotional intimacy felt like either. The
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tiaras offered only physical control dressed as care.

Seraphina's body still tingled with aftershocks. Part of her — some treacherous,
exhausted part — almost wanted the next wave if it meant escaping the crushing weight of
fear and loneliness for even a moment. That realization terrified her more than anything.

"I won't let it own me," she whispered, though her voice shook.

Voss's lips curved in the faintest, coldest smile. "Many have said the same, child. The
system is patient. It has generations of data on how to shape a Weiss heir. The choice is
yours... until it isn't."

With that, Voss turned and left, the door sealing softly behind her.

The room fell quiet except for Seraphina's ragged breathing. Celeste helped her lie
back against the pillows, her hand a silent anchor on Seraphina's shoulder.

"We'll find the override," Celeste murmured fiercely. "I swear it. Whatever they buried
in those schematics... we'll burn it out."

Seraphina stared at the three tiaras, now glowing faintly as they hummed their gentle
reminder. Her body ached with phantom pleasure. Her mind already dreaded the next

corrective pulse.

A heavy silence settled between them. Celeste's gaze drifted to the tiaras resting on the
bedside table, their platinum surfaces still faintly glowing, as if alive and listening.
Something shifted in her expression — a mix of concern, curiosity, and something deeper,
almost yearning.

Before Seraphina could speak, Celeste rose slowly and moved toward the table.

"Celeste... what are you doing?"

"I need to understand,” Celeste whispered, her voice barely audible. "I need to feel

what you feel. Even if just for a moment."
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Seraphina's heart lurched. "Don't—"

But Celeste's hand was already reaching out. Her fingers hovered over the Authority
tiara, trembling slightly, then made contact.

A violent crack split the air. A bright arc of electricity lashed out from the crowns,
striking Celeste's hand and hurling her backward across the room with brutal force. She
slammed into the far wall and crumpled to the marble floor in a heap.

"Celeste!" Seraphina screamed, bolting from the bed. She dropped to her knees beside
her assistant, hands shaking as she helped her sit up. Celeste groaned, cradling her burned
hand against her chest, her face pale and dazed.

"The tiaras aren't meant for you," Seraphina said, voice thick with fear and guilt. "They
corrected you. Next time... it might kill you for trying."

Celeste winced, slowly pushing herself up to a sitting position against the wall. Her
eyes, usually so steady and professional, glistened with unshed tears. "I wanted to see if I
could feel what you felt," she admitted softly, her voice breaking. "I want to feel it, too."

Seraphina's heart sank like a stone into still water. She stared at the woman who had
become her only anchor in this white prison — her witness, her confessor, her unexpected
source of warmth. What had she done? By letting Celeste in, by showing her the cracks in
her armor, she had pulled her into the system's deadly reach.

"I'm sorry," Seraphina whispered, her voice trembling. "I never wanted this for you.
I've already dragged you too deep."”

Celeste shook her head weakly, reaching out with her uninjured hand to grasp
Seraphina's. The touch was warm. Real. Human. "You didn't drag me. I chose this. But...
it's more than loyalty now. I see what they're doing to you. I feel it with you."

Seraphina's throat tightened. She helped Celeste back toward the bed, both of them
moving carefully, as if the very air might strike again. In the quiet that followed, a deeper

dread settled over her.
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Voss knew. She was certain of it. The old Councilwoman knew everything. Nothing
slipped by her. The alert had probably already reached her tablet. The system was watching.
Always watching.

Seraphina glanced at the tiaras on the table. They sat innocently now, but their message
was clear: the cage was not only for her. Anyone who came too close would be burned.

She pulled Celeste into a careful embrace, holding her tightly as the golden light
outside faded into twilight. Two women in a white room, clinging to each other while

invisible forces tightened around them.

The embrace lingered in the dimming light. Seraphina held Celeste close, careful of her
injured hand, feeling the steady beat of another heart against her own. It was the closest
thing to real warmth she had ever known. But even this small comfort felt dangerous now.

Celeste pulled back slightly, her eyes searching Seraphina's face. Her voice was soft
but urgent. "Why was intimacy kept from us? Why aren't we allowed to mingle with the
male population?" She swallowed. "My Lady... I have the same questions as you."

Seraphina's heart ached at the raw honesty in Celeste's words. She brushed a strand of
hair from her assistant's face with gentle fingers. "I'm afraid that love and emotions are
forbidden," she whispered. "Our ancestors wanted it that way. They built these walls not
just around our bodies, but around our hearts."

Celeste nodded slowly, but the sadness in her eyes mirrored Seraphina's own. They sat
together in silence for a long time, two women bound by secrets in a room designed to

erase them.
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The next morning, the white dining alcove overlooking the compound gardens felt colder
than usual. Sunlight poured through the tall windows, turning everything into sterile
brilliance. Seraphina sat at the head of the small table, the three tiaras once again locked
onto her head, their weight a constant reminder. Celeste stood at her side, her bandaged
hand hidden beneath her sleeve. Councilwoman Voss arrived precisely on time, carrying an
air of unshakeable authority as she took her seat.

Attendants served coffee in delicate white bone china — black, strong, and untouched
by sweetness. The ritual was precise. Controlled. Perfect.

Seraphina stirred her cup slowly, gathering courage. "Voss," she began, her voice
steady but laced with quiet defiance, "why are emotions, love, and intimacy forbidden? Was
it always this way?"

Voss sipped her coffee, her silver-streaked hair catching the light like polished steel.
She regarded Seraphina with that same clinical detachment, though something deeper
flickered behind her eyes — perhaps memory, perhaps calculation.

"No," Voss said at last. "Long ago, our ancestors allowed their emotions to rage
unchecked. Burning passions. Unrestrained fornication. The population exploded beyond
sustainability. Jealousy, obsession, violence — it all spiraled. They had to do something, or
existential threats would have killed them off. Their own addiction to the pleasure of the
savage beast inside them would have destroyed everything."

Seraphina leaned forward slightly, the tiaras humming faintly against her skull. "So
they engineered the society with mechanical control... to temper the savage beast and bring
the population under control.”

Voss's lips curved in the faintest approximation of approval. "Yes. That is when the
genetics began. Careful refinements that continued into the modern day. The purity
protocols. The medical verifications. The tiaras." Her gaze flicked meaningfully to the
crowns on Seraphina's head. "They are a way to incentivize the population into compliance.

A leader who would show by example."”
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The words settled heavily over the table. Celeste remained silent, but Seraphina could
feel her presence like a lifeline — quiet, watchful, loyal.

Seraphina's mind raced beneath the surface. The reward she had felt yesterday — the
crashing waves of pleasure that had left her trembling and hollow — suddenly made brutal
sense. It wasn't kindness. It was the ultimate leash. The system had replaced the savage
beast with a tamer one: engineered ecstasy for obedience.

"And what if the leader doesn't want to be an example of that kind of control?"
Seraphina asked softly, meeting Voss's eyes.

Voss set her cup down with deliberate precision. "Then the system will remind her, my
lady. Gently at first. Then... less gently. The beast must be caged. For all our sakes."

A faint pulse from the tiaras sent a warm ripple through Seraphina's body — a subtle
promise of reward for alignment. She suppressed a shiver. Beside her, Celeste's uninjured
hand brushed lightly against her sleeve in silent support.

The coffee grew cold in their cups. Outside the windows, the perfectly manicured
gardens stretched out in pristine white and green, beautiful and lifeless. Inside, three

women sat wrapped in the legacy of fear disguised as order.

The coffee meeting with Voss left a bitter aftertaste that no amount of perfect bone china
could wash away. Seraphina excused herself shortly after, the tiaras heavy on her head and
the subtle, warning warmth of the system still lingering beneath her skin. She needed air.
She needed space. She needed something real.

"Walk with me," she told Celeste quietly once they were alone in the corridor. "Just us.

Tell the detail to maintain distance."
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The gardens welcomed them with their oppressive perfection — white roses in rigid
rows, stone paths swept clean of any fallen leaf, fountains murmuring in precise rhythm.
Seraphina walked slowly, the hem of her white gown brushing the ground. Celeste stayed
close at her side, their shoulders nearly touching. For once, the security detail lingered far
behind, visible but not intrusive.

Celeste spoke first, her voice low and careful. "My Lady... Voss mentioned intimacy
isn't allowed. We've always lived with our male servants separately. Surrogates are kept
apart from the rest of the women in the population until their transactions are concluded,
then returned to repeat the process."

She paused, choosing her next words with visible courage. "I ask this: what about
intimacy with the same sex? No reproduction occurs."

Seraphina stopped on the path. The question hung in the clean, filtered air between
them. She turned to face Celeste, searching her eyes. The bond between them had grown so
quickly, so dangerously deep. She could see the hunger there — not just for answers, but
for connection.

"I don't think that kind of thinking is allowed," Seraphina said softly, though her voice
lacked conviction. "That would be considered taboo. Remember what Voss said about
runaway emotions. That was the whole point of the restraints put in place — to control the
population's overgrowth. Love, desire, attachment... they all lead to the same chaos."

Celeste looked out across the gardens, her expression distant and yearning. "It must
have been wonderful," she murmured, almost to herself. "To have a male partner. To feel
love and emotions with them. To bear children for them, not just for the bloodline."

The words struck Seraphina like a quiet blow to the chest. She imagined it for a
moment — the sailboat no longer drifting alone, but anchored beside another. Warm hands
that weren't clinical. A voice that wasn't giving orders. A body that held her not for
verification, but for comfort. For pleasure that wasn't engineered by machines.

"Yes," Seraphina admitted, her voice barely above a whisper. "But that civilization is

long gone now. And it will not be instituted again. It's too dangerous to feel."
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They stood in silence under the bright, sterile sun. Celeste's uninjured hand brushed
against Seraphina's, a tentative touch that lingered. Not the cold efficiency of attendants.
Not the invasive prodding of doctors. Just warmth. Just presence.

Seraphina didn't pull away. Instead, she turned her palm and intertwined their fingers.
The simple act felt rebellious. Forbidden. Alive.

"I'm afraid," Seraphina confessed, staring at their joined hands. "Afraid of what the
crowns will do if they sense this. Afraid of what I'm becoming. Afraid... that I want more
than what they allow."

Celeste squeezed her hand gently. "Then we want it together, my lady. Quietly.
Carefully."

A soft pulse from the tiaras traveled down Seraphina's spine — a gentle reminder,
almost a caress. Reward for composure. Warning for deviation. She suppressed a shiver and
kept walking, Celeste's hand still in hers.

The gardens stretched on, beautiful and empty. Behind them, the compound loomed
white and perfect. Ahead, the path curved into shadow beneath carefully pruned trees.

The savage beast inside them both was stirring. And for the first time, Seraphina

wondered if caging it forever was truly salvation — or just another form of slow death.
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