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The Femdom School

Part Five


The mist clung to the ancient stone walls of the Academy of Eternal Submission like a lover's desperate grasp, thick and unyielding in the pre-dawn chill of the Carpathians. November's bite sharpened the air, turning every breath into a visible plume that vanished as quickly as male pride in this forsaken place. High above the gothic spires, the first horn of the annual Hunt shattered the silence, a long, wailing cry that echoed through the valleys and set the entire mansion-castle trembling with anticipation. Omnes feminae viris superiores sunt. All females towered above males, and on this day, that truth roared louder than any storm.

In the forest beyond the iron gates, the Hunt had begun. Senior Prefects, those exquisite predators in their skin-tight black leather huntswoman outfits, mounted sleek stallions with saddles polished to a gleam. Their corsets cinched waists to waspish perfection, thrusting heavy breasts upward in defiant display, while thigh-high boots gleamed with dew and promised crushing dominance. Riding crops dangled from gloved wrists, eager for the first crack against fleeing flesh. Beside them prowled the Students, younger but no less lethal, their micro-skirts fluttering to reveal garter belts and sheer stockings, heels sinking into the mud as they laughed in high, cruel harmony. Leashed senior alphas strained at their collars, muscular bodies oiled and naked save for harnesses, forced to bay like hounds as they chased the real prey: betas and bitches scattered into the undergrowth the night before.

Screams already pierced the fog. A beta's howl as a Prefect's crop lashed his back raw, driving him stumbling through thorns. A bitch's muffled sob from beneath her rubber hood as Students pinned her down, boots grinding into her caged crotch while fingers probed sealed holes. The air thrummed with feminine triumph: whips slicing skin, bodies slamming against trees, cocks forced into unwilling throats amid giggles and commands. By dusk, the Great Hall would overflow with chained prizes, females feasting on captured meat in a public orgy of degradation. But not every male joined the chaos outside.

Deep in the new alphas' dormitory block, nestled beside the stables that still reeked of yesterday's Sorting Ceremony, Jax stirred from uneasy sleep. The 19-year-old golden-haired Adonis groaned as memory flooded back: stripped naked in the hay-strewn stables, legs spread, hands clasped behind his head while the entire female student body jeered. Senior girls in their provocative uniforms had circled like sharks, gloved hands roaming his chiseled abs, pinching nipples to stiff peaks, stroking his veiny nine-inch cock until precum dripped in shameful threads. Three Seniors had taken turns edging him, mouths hot and wet, tongues flicking his frenulum while the crowd chanted for his failure. But Jax held. No spill. No premature disgrace. Alpha.

Beside him in the narrow bunk, Kane shifted, his darker frame a wall of muscle earned from relentless gym sessions. The 20-year-old beast had endured worse: balls slapped purple by a Dominatrix's palm, cock throbbing ten inches thick as she laughed at his growls. The stables had shaken with feminine laughter, Students shouting taunts about breaking the new meat. Rhys, brooding in the corner bunk with shoulders like carved marble, had watched silently, his own eight-inch shaft twitching enviously. Cocky Liam, the pretty-boy 18-year-old from the lower bunk, had bragged all night that he could have lasted longer, his 8.5 inches already leaking at the memory. The new intake, fresh off the buses yesterday, sorted and branded in front of hundreds. Alphas spared the worst, but only just.

The dormitory door slammed open without warning. A Senior Prefect strode in, her black leather trousers hugging thighs that could crush skulls, waistcoat straining against full breasts pierced with silver rings visible through the sheer fabric underneath. Her name was Valeria, raven hair in a severe ponytail, lips painted blood-red. In one gloved hand, she held a tablet glowing with the academy's app. Temporary locks, slapped on every new alpha post-Sorting, hummed to life around Jax and Kane's balls, a faint vibration warning of worse to come.

"Rise, fresh meat," Valeria purred, voice like velvet over razor blades. Her eyes raked over the bunks, lingering on exposed morning wood tenting thin sheets. Rhys sat up slowly, Liam smirked from his pillow, but Valeria ignored them. "Jax. Kane. The Headmistress demands the Sorting stars. Now."

Jax's heart hammered as he swung legs over the bunk edge, cock swinging heavy between thighs. The lock around his sack tightened subtly, a buzz shooting up his spine. Kane growled low, standing to his full height, muscles rippling, but even he knew better than defiance. Valeria tapped her tablet. Dual shocks lanced through their balls, sharp enough to double them over gasping.

"On your feet, pets. Or do you want me to drag you by those pretty cocks?"

The dormitory erupted in envious whispers. Rhys's dark eyes burned with jealousy, fists clenched on his sheets. Liam leaned forward, pretty face twisted in a grin that hid resentment. "Lucky bastards. Headmistress's private playtime? Bet she'll have you begging like bitches by lunch."

Valeria's crop whistled, cracking across Liam's bare thigh. He yelped, cock jumping. "Silence, novice. Your turn will come when I decide you're worth her glance." She leashed temporary collars around Jax and Kane's necks with a snap, chains short and humiliating. "Move."

Out into the corridor they marched, naked feet slapping cold stone. The dormitory block emptied behind them, other new alphas peering from doors, cocks half-hard at the spectacle. Distant Hunt horns blared again, closer now, mingled with a beta's distant scream as boots pinned him for mounting. The halls echoed empty, every female outside claiming the forest, every senior alpha leashed to a Prefect's saddle or crawling as a hound.

Valeria yanked the chains, forcing Jax and Kane to trot. Their blazers and uniforms lay forgotten in the dorm; new alphas post-Sorting wore nothing until granted privilege. Cocks bobbed with each step, nine and ten inches slapping thighs, precum already beading from the ball-zaps. "Look at you two," Valeria mocked, gloved hand reaching back to slap Jax's ass hard enough to sting. "Yesterday's heroes. Endured the stables like big boys. Today? The Headmistress claims first rights on unbroken meat."

Kane's growl earned another zap, knees buckling. Jax bit back a moan, shaft twitching harder. Memories assaulted: the Sorting stage, Headmistress Evelina von Schatten arriving with Bitch-Zero crawling at her boots, rubber-encased and hooded, leash taut. Her voice had boomed over the cheering females: "Welcome, new pets. Obey, endure, or break." Then the inspections began. Hands everywhere. Mouths. The crowd's roar as betas spilled too soon, dragged wailing to cages.

Past the motto carved in blood-red Latin above archways. Omnes feminae viris superiores sunt. Etched into every wall, every soul. The private wing loomed, forbidden to males without summons. Valeria's heels clicked faster, chains rattling. Hunt cries filtered through windows: a Student's laughter as she rode a captured beta's face in the mud, another Prefect whipping a bitch until rubber squeaked with pleas.

"You know what this means," Valeria whispered, pausing at a tapestry depicting females impaling males on spikes of pleasure. Her free hand cupped Kane's heavy balls, squeezing until he groaned. "Private audience while the Hunt rages. She's in a mood. Bitch-Zero's been denied all week." A twist, and Kane's cock leaked openly. Jax's followed suit, vein pulsing along his length.

The final corridor stretched crimson-lit, chains dangling from ceilings like promises. Valeria shoved them forward, crops at the ready though none were needed; obedience drilled deep already. At the massive oak door, carved with writhing males beneath booted females, she halted. Knocked once.

Silence. Then her voice, velvet and venom, purred through the wood: "Enter, my fresh alphas. Your Hunt begins now."

Valeria unclipped the chains but left the collars, shoving Jax and Kane forward as the door creaked open. Heat washed over them, scented with leather, musk, and something darker. The office yawned like a cathedral of sin: crimson walls dripping tapestries of dominance, a massive desk etched with centuries of claw marks. And there, lounging in her throne-like chair, the Headmistress. Evelina von Schatten, 42 years of perfected cruelty, raven waves framing porcelain skin, sheer black bodysuit clinging to curves that destroyed wills. Pierced nipples strained the fabric, cunt outline visible where legs crossed.

At her booted feet knelt Bitch-Zero, glossy black rubber sealing him head to toe, hooded eyes pleading through slits, ring-gagged mouth drooling. Leash looped her wrist, tugged idly.

Jax and Kane froze in the doorway, cocks throbbing upward in involuntary salute. Hearts pounded. The true Hunt had claimed them.

Behind, Valeria bowed low and retreated, door sealing with a thud. Outside, another horn blared victory. Inside, submission awaited.

The Headmistress's lips curved, eyes devouring their naked forms. "Close the door, pets. Strip away the last illusions. You endured the stables. Now endure me."

But they were already bare. She knew. The command was deeper.

Jax stepped first, Kane beside him, into the sanctum where alphas broke. The fog outside thickened, swallowing the academy's screams. Here, new ones would rise.

The heavy oak door sealed shut behind Jax and Kane with a resonant thud that echoed through the cavernous office like the closing of a crypt. The air inside hung thick and oppressive, saturated with the mingled scents of aged leather, beeswax polish, and the faint, musky undercurrent of aroused femininity that clung to every surface. Crimson velvet draped the walls in sumptuous folds, absorbing the flickering light from wrought-iron sconces that cast long shadows across tapestries depicting ancient scenes of female conquest: booted goddesses astride writhing males, crops raised high, faces twisted in ecstatic surrender. Chains dangled from the vaulted ceiling like metallic vines, some ending in cuffs polished from use, others in hooks that had borne the weight of countless broken bodies. At the far end loomed the massive desk, carved from dark oak centuries old, its surface etched with deep claw marks and stained rings from spilled fluids of passion and punishment. Omnes feminae viris superiores sunt. The motto gleamed in gilded script above the throne-like chair behind it, a constant reminder etched into the very bones of the academy.

Evelina von Schatten lounged there with predatory grace, her forty-two years only enhancing the lethal beauty that had crushed countless wills. Raven hair cascaded in loose waves over porcelain shoulders, framing a face of sharp cheekbones and full lips painted deep crimson. Her sheer black bodysuit clung like a second skin, translucent enough to reveal the silver rings piercing her nipples, which strained against the fabric with every breath. The material dipped low between heavy breasts, hugged a waist cinched by years of corset discipline, and flared over hips that promised both cradle and crush. Below, the crotch panel zipped for easy access, already darkened with a hint of moisture. Her legs crossed elegantly, thigh-high boots of glossy patent leather gleaming, heels sharp enough to draw blood with a casual stomp. In one manicured hand, she toyed with a crystal glass of deep red wine, swirling it lazily. The other held a taut leash of braided leather, its end clipped to the collar of the creature at her feet.

Bitch-Zero knelt in perfect submission, encased head to toe in glossy black rubber that squeaked faintly with every enforced tremor. The hood sealed away all humanity, leaving only slit openings for eyes that pleaded silently and a wide ring gag that forced the mouth open in eternal availability, drool threading down to pool on the Persian rug. Spiked cage locked his worthless cock, the points biting inward with any stir of arousal, a punishment for daring to react to proximity of superiority. He, once a proud alpha like the two trembling before her now, had been reduced over years to this: a faceless tool, breathing through tubes, existing only for service.

Jax and Kane stood frozen just inside the threshold, naked bodies glistening with a sheen of nervous sweat under the warm glow. The temporary collars from Valeria still encircled their throats, chains dangling loose now, a reminder of their march through the halls. Jax's golden curls clung damp to his forehead, broad shoulders heaving, his veiny nine-inch cock already half-hard from the ball-zaps and anticipation, swinging heavy between muscular thighs. Kane loomed beside him, darker skin taut over thicker muscle, ten inches of girth throbbing visibly, balls heavy and purpled from yesterday's Sorting slaps. Their dormitory mates' envious whispers echoed in memory: Rhys's brooding silence, Liam's cocky boasts. But here, in this sanctum, such thoughts evaporated. Only her.

Evelina's lips curved into a smile that held no warmth, only hunger. Her eyes, storm-gray and piercing, raked over them slowly, savoring the fresh meat. "Close the door fully, pets," she purred, voice a silken whip that lashed across their skins. Jax obeyed first, stepping back to push the oak shut, his cock brushing Kane's thigh in the motion, earning a low growl from the darker boy. "Better. Now, approach. Slowly. Let me savor what the Sorting spared for me."

They moved forward on bare feet, the rug plush beneath soles still chilled from stone corridors. Each step made cocks bob, precum beading at tips from the sheer weight of her gaze. Outside, muffled through thick walls, the Hunt raged on: a Prefect's laughter pealing as she claimed a beta in the mud, horns blaring triumph. But here, time stretched, intimate and infernal.

"Stop," she commanded when they reached the desk's edge, ten feet from her boots. Bitch-Zero whimpered at the tug of his leash, rubber creaking as he shifted. "Hands behind your heads. Legs apart. Present as you did in the stables yesterday. Show your Headmistress what endured those greedy Senior mouths."

Jax interlaced fingers behind his golden curls, elbows out, chest thrust forward. Abs rippled, pecs flexing involuntarily. His cock sprang upward fully now, nine inches veined and thick, head glistening. Kane mirrored, darker frame a tower of brute power, ten inches curving slightly upward, thicker than Jax's wrist at the base. Balls hung low, locks humming faintly in threat.

Evelina leaned forward, wine glass set aside with a crystal clink. "Magnificent. Jax, my golden endurance boy. Three Seniors milked you for hours, tongues swirling, throats taking every inch while the stables shook with jeers. You dripped rivers but held. Alpha." Her gloved hand, sheathed in black kid leather, reached out to trace the air inches from his shaft, making it twitch desperately. "And Kane, the beast who growled through ball-slaps that left you bruised and begging inside. Your cock throbbed like a club, precum sluicing down as that Dominatrix laughed. The new intake whispers already: Liam swears he could have taken more, pretty boy leaking at the thought. Rhys broods in silence, hard as stone watching you marched away."

Kane's jaw clenched, a rumble in his chest. Jax swallowed hard, adam's apple bobbing.

She rose then, fluid and lethal, boots clicking across the rug. Circling them like a shark, bodysuit whispering against skin. Close enough that her perfume, jasmine laced with leather, enveloped them. First Jax: gloved fingers trailed his spine, down to firm ass cheeks, spreading them slightly to inspect. "No flaws. Yet." A pinch to his nipple, twisting until he gasped, cock jumping. Then to Kane, hand cupping his heavier balls, rolling them gently before squeezing just enough to elicit a grunt. "So full. Denied since arrival. Good."

Bitch-Zero crawled after on all fours, leash trailing, hooded head lowered.

"Strip away the illusions," she murmured, stopping before them again. Though naked, the command hit deeper. "Those temporary collars. Remove them. Slowly."

Jax's hands lowered, fingers trembling as he unbuckled the leather at his throat. It fell with a clunk. Kane followed, chain pooling at feet.

"Now the locks." She tapped her phone on the desk, app glowing. Buzzes ceased, devices unlocking with clicks. Balls freed, swinging heavier. "Better. Naked truly. As males should be before superiority."

She reclaimed her throne, legs spreading slightly, bodysuit crotch unzipping with a slow rasp that filled the room. Pink folds glistened, shaved bare, clit hooded and swollen. "Kneel closer, pets. Inspect what owns you now."

They dropped, knees sinking into rug stained with ancestors' submissions. Faces inches from her boots, scent of leather and arousal overwhelming.

"Bitch-Zero," she tugged the leash hard, forcing the gimp forward. Rubber squeaked, ring-gagged mouth hovering near her thigh. "Show our new alphas proper greeting."

The gimp nuzzled her boot, tongue extending through the ring to lap at patent leather, polishing with desperate slurps. Drool cascaded.

Evelina's free hand dipped between her thighs, fingers circling clit lazily. "You watched yesterday as I arrived with him leashed. Remember? The stables reeking of hay and fear. New boys lined naked, hands on heads, cocks dripping under Senior hands. Betas spilling too soon, dragged wailing. You two held. But holding is not enough. True alphas serve. Endure. Break and reform in female image."

Jax's breath hitched, eyes locked on her fingers dipping into slick heat. Kane's cock leaked openly now, thread of precum stretching to rug.

She moaned softly, eyes half-lidded. "Jax. Kiss my boot. Kane, the other."

They bent, lips pressing to glossy leather, tasting polish and power. Tongues darted, lapping as Bitch-Zero did.

"Good pets." Her fingers quickened, juices coating gloves. "The Hunt claims the forest. Prefects in leather, Students giggling as they ride captured meat. But you? My private quarry. While Rhys and Liam rot in dorms, cocks caged in envy, you taste divinity."

A boot pressed Jax's head lower, grinding face into rug. Kane's followed.

"Rise. Display again."

Up they went, cocks aching, purple with need.

She inspected closer, gloved hands finally touching. First Jax: fingers wrapping his shaft, stroking once, thumb smearing precum. "Veiny perfection." Squeeze to base, milking drop. Then Kane: both hands needed for girth, pumping slowly. "Beast indeed."

Moans escaped them, hips bucking involuntarily.

"Control," she snapped, slapping shafts hard. Smacks echoed, cocks bouncing red. "You edge for me now. No spill."

Bitch-Zero whimpered enviously, cage biting.

Evelina sank back, legs wide. "Watch your inferior. Learn."

She yanked the gimp's hood, forcing face between her thighs. Ring-gagged mouth descended, tongue flicking clumsily through opening, lapping her folds. She ground against rubber, moaning deeper. "Deeper, worm."

Juices flowed, coating hood. Alphas watched, transfixed, cocks throbbing untouched.

Minutes stretched, her pleasure building. Fingers tangled in leash, pulling tighter. "You see? Once alpha. Now this. Your future if you falter."

Climax hit her suddenly, body arching, squirt splashing gimp's mask. She rode it out, gasps filling room.

Panting, she shoved Bitch-Zero away, drool-soaked and trembling.

"Now, pets. Your turn to be tasted. But first, beg."

Jax and Kane, voices hoarse: "Please, Headmistress."

"Louder. Like in Sorting."

"Please own us!"

She smiled, tugging leash. "Bitch-Zero. Service the new meat. Show them welcome."

The gimp crawled forward, hooded eyes gleaming through slits.

The throne room pulsed with heat. Outside, Hunt horns faded. Inside, submission deepened.

The throne room's air thickened further, heavy with the scent of aroused flesh and polished leather, as Bitch-Zero crawled forward on rubber-sheathed knees. Each movement produced a faint squeak from the glossy black suit that encased him completely, sealing away any remnant of the alpha he once was. The hooded head tilted upward slightly, slit eyes visible behind the mask, gleaming with a mix of desperate hunger and eternal shame. Drool already threaded from the wide ring gag forcing his mouth open, a constant reminder of his purpose: to serve without question, to please without release. The spiked cage between his legs bit inward as his worthless cock twitched at the proximity of superior males, punishment for even that faint stir.

Evelina von Schatten leaned back in her throne-like chair, legs spread wide now, the unzipped crotch of her bodysuit framing her glistening pink folds like a sacred altar. Juices from her recent climax still coated her inner thighs, catching the sconce light in shimmering trails. Her gloved fingers trailed lazily along the leash, tugging it taut to guide her gimp. "On your knees, pets," she commanded Jax and Kane, voice a sultry growl that brooked no delay. "Properly. Legs apart. Cocks presented high. Watch closely how a broken male worships fresh meat."

Jax dropped first, knees sinking deep into the Persian rug's plush weave, stained dark in patches from centuries of spilled seed and squirt. His golden curls fell forward as he positioned himself, thighs spreading to thrust his veiny nine-inch cock upward, rigid and leaking, head flared purple with need. Kane followed, darker frame settling beside him, ten inches of thick girth curving aggressively toward his abs, balls heavy and churning. Their breaths came ragged, chests heaving, the temporary freedom from locks only heightening the ache. Outside the thick walls, a distant Hunt horn blared in triumph, mingled with feminine laughter and a beta's muffled wail, but here in the sanctum, only wet sounds and commands ruled.

"Good boys," Evelina purred, circling her clit with one finger, dipping into slick heat before withdrawing to paint her pierced nipples through the sheer fabric. "Bitch-Zero. Begin with the golden one. Show Jax how inferiors greet alphas claimed by me."

The gimp lunged forward at the leash tug, rubber hands braced on the rug as his ring-gagged mouth descended on Jax's throbbing shaft. Hot, wet suction enveloped the head immediately, tongue flicking through the open ring to lash the sensitive frenulum with sloppy precision. Slurps echoed obscenely, drool cascading down Jax's length in rivulets, coating veins and dripping to his balls. Jax gasped, hips bucking involuntarily, broad shoulders tensing as pleasure speared through him. His hands clenched behind his head, fingers digging into curls to maintain position. "Fuck," he groaned, voice breaking.

Evelina's laughter rang low and cruel. "Language, pet. Or do you need the app reengaged?" Her free hand hovered over the phone on her desk, threat enough. Jax bit his lip, stifling further outbursts, but his cock betrayed him, twitching deeper into the gimp's throat. Bitch-Zero choked wetly, throat convulsing around the invasion, but pressed on relentlessly, head bobbing in forced rhythm, rubber hood squeaking against Jax's thighs.

Kane watched beside him, shaft pulsing enviously, a thick bead of precum rolling down his girth to pool on the rug. His darker eyes locked on the spectacle, muscles rippling with restrained need. The Headmistress noticed, fingers quickening between her legs. "See that, Kane? Your brother endures what you crave. Remember the Sorting? Three Seniors on Jax, mouths milking him while the stables thundered with taunts. 'Drip but don't spill, pretty boy!' they chanted. And you, beast, balls slapped until you growled like a chained dog."

Her words wove torment, juices dripping faster now, splattering onto the gimp's hood as she ground against air. "Switch, worm."

Bitch-Zero pulled off Jax with a wet pop, strings of saliva and precum bridging mouth to cock, before crawling to Kane. The thicker shaft proved a challenge; the ring gag stretched wide as the gimp engulfed him, choking immediately as ten inches hit the back of his throat. Gagging coughs bubbled around the intrusion, drool pouring in floods, soaking Kane's balls and thighs. Kane's head fell back, growl rumbling deep as the tongue worked frantically, swirling underside veins, probing the slit.

"Yes," Evelina moaned, leaning forward to watch closely, breasts heaving in the bodysuit. "Deeper. Take the beast whole. This is your place, Bitch-Zero. Once you stood where they kneel, cock proud in the Sorting line. Endured the inspections. But you faltered. Spilled too soon under a Student's boot. Now rubber owns you."

The gimp whimpered through the gag, vibrations humming along Kane's length, pushing him closer to the edge. Kane's thighs trembled, abs clenching. "Headmistress... please..."

"Please what, pet?" She tugged the leash harder, forcing Bitch-Zero to bob faster, throat bulging. "Please let you spill like a beta? No. Edge. Suffer beautifully."

Minutes blurred in wet torment. She commanded alternations: back to Jax, sucking balls into the ring-gagged maw, tongue lapping sack while hand pumped shaft. Then Kane, rimming his ass under order, rubber face buried between cheeks, probing the tight ring as Kane gasped in humiliation and ecstasy. "Lick clean, worm. Taste what alphas hide."

Jax's turn for rimming followed, his golden ass spread by gloved hands from behind, Evelina herself parting him briefly to watch the gimp's tongue delve deep. "Feel that, golden boy? Inferior serving superior. But all males bow to cunt."

She masturbated openly now, fingers plunging three deep into her soaked pussy, squelching audible over slurps. Juices sprayed lightly with each thrust, coating the gimp's mask, running into slits to sting his eyes. "Remember Rhys in the dorms? Brooding silently as Valeria dragged you away. He'll smell my scent on you later. Envy it. Liam too, that cocky pretty boy leaking at the thought of this."

The edging built mercilessly. Bitch-Zero alternated cocks every minute, sucking one while fingering balls of the other, rubber-gloved hands slick. Jax leaked rivers, precum threading endlessly, hips thrusting into void when denied. Kane growled constantly, beast mode fracturing into pleas. "Headmistress... can't... hold..."

"You will," she snapped, climax building again. Her body arched, boots digging into rug as she yanked the gimp off both, forcing him to lap her overflowing cunt instead. "Watch him drink me while you ache."

Bitch-Zero buried face first, tongue extending desperately through ring to scoop her essence, choking on floods as she squirted hard, body convulsing. Waves crashed over her, moans filling the room like Hunt cries outside.

Panting, she shoved the gimp back. "Resume. Balls now. Both."

The creature obeyed, mouth alternating sacks, sucking one then the other, tongue bathing in sweat and precum. Alphas begged incoherently, voices hoarse. "Please... need... cum..."

"No," she whispered, rising to circle them, boot heels clicking. Gloved hand slapped Jax's cock, then Kane's, reddening shafts. "This is reward and punishment. Sorting flashbacks: Seniors laughing as you edged in stables. 'Look at the new meat drip!' Now my gimp milks you worse."

She forced positions: alphas on all fours, asses up, cocks dangling. Bitch-Zero underneath, sucking upside down, throat a wet sleeve. Then side by side, gimp's tongue rimming one while hand stroked the other.

Edging peaked unbearable. Jax's cock purpled, veins bulging like ropes. Kane's girth swelled impossibly thicker, head slick and flared.

"Enough," Evelina finally commanded, pulling the gimp away by leash. He collapsed whimpering, face a mask of fluids, cage dripping denied tears.

She stood over them, fingers coated in her cum, painting their lips. "Taste superiority. Beg for more."

They licked desperately, chanting brokenly. "More... please own us... Headmistress..."

Her smile wicked. "Oh, pets. This was merely the tease. Now I join."

The rug pulsed beneath them, soaked anew. Hunt horns silent now outside. Inside, the true perversion deepened.

Bitch-Zero knelt back at her boots, leash taut, watching enviously as alphas trembled on the brink.

Evelina's eyes gleamed storm-gray. "Rise slowly. Present those leaking cocks. My mouth awaits."

Jax and Kane staggered up, shafts bobbing, rivers of precum trailing to floor. The gimp whimpered softly, forgotten for now.

But not for long.

She beckoned, thighs spreading wider. "Closer. Feed your Headmistress what the gimp warmed."

They stepped forward, cocks inches from her lips. The throne room awaited the next descent.

Evelina von Schatten rose from her throne-like chair with the fluid grace of a predator sated yet insatiable, her storm-gray eyes gleaming with wicked intent as she surveyed the two alphas kneeling before her. Jax and Kane trembled on the Persian rug, cocks throbbing purple from the gimp's merciless edging, veins bulging like rivers on the verge of flood, precum pooling in sticky threads beneath them. Bitch-Zero knelt back at her boots, leash taut in her gloved hand, rubber hood glistening with her squirt and their essence, ring-gagged mouth drooling in envy. The office air pulsed thicker now, laced with the raw musk of denied male need and feminine triumph, sconce flames dancing shadows across crimson walls where tapestries whispered of ancient submissions.

"Enough teasing from the worm," she purred, voice a velvet blade slicing through their gasps. "My turn, pets. You have warmed for me beautifully. Now devotion flows both ways, though always upward to cunt."

Her fingers hooked the zipper of her sheer black bodysuit, pulling downward in a slow, deliberate rasp that echoed like a promise. The fabric parted, peeling away from porcelain skin to reveal glory unchained: heavy breasts spilling free, silver rings piercing nipples that stiffened instantly in the warm air, swaying with hypnotic weight. The bodysuit slid over flared hips, down toned thighs, pooling at her boots before she stepped free, kicking it aside. Naked now save for those lethal patent leather boots and gloves, her body a masterpiece of cruel perfection, cunt shaved bare and glistening, lips swollen from self-pleasure, ass a marble curve begging for worship yet commanding it.

Jax's breath hitched, golden curls matted with sweat, his nine-inch veiny shaft twitching upward in salute. Kane growled low, darker frame rippling, ten inches of girth leaking openly at the sight of her unveiled dominance. "Headmistress," Jax whispered hoarsely, echoing the broken chants from the Sorting stables.

She smiled, tugging Bitch-Zero's leash to drag him closer. "Rise slowly, alphas. Present those aching cocks. But first, Jax, on your back. Flat. Legs spread. Your face becomes my throne."

Jax obeyed instantly, lowering onto the rug, broad shoulders hitting plush weave, thighs parting to expose his dripping length skyward. Evelina straddled him in one fluid motion, boots planting firmly on either side of his head, her soaked cunt descending like judgment onto his eager mouth. "Tongue out, golden boy. Fuck your superior deep. Taste what owns you."

Hot folds smothered him, juices flooding his lips as she ground down hard, hips rolling to bury his nose in her clit. Jax moaned into her, tongue spearing upward, lapping depths with desperate fervor, swirling through slick walls that clenched around the invasion. Her flavor exploded on his senses: salty-sweet dominance, laced with the power that had crushed generations of males. She rode his face mercilessly, breasts bouncing, rings glinting as she pinched nipples to heighten her pleasure.

"Kane," she commanded between moans, reaching forward to grasp his thicker shaft. "Feed me this beast. Shove it down my throat while your brother drinks me."

Kane stepped forward on shaking legs, cock bobbing heavy, head flared and slick. She yanked him closer by the base, lips parting to engulf him in wet heat, throat relaxing to take every inch in one swallow. Gurgles escaped her as she bobbed, saliva coating his girth, tongue pressing veins flat. Bitch-Zero whimpered at the sight, leash pulling him forward. "Join, worm. Lick his balls. Worship the union."

The gimp crawled beneath, rubber face nuzzling Kane's sack, tongue extending through the ring gag to lap sweat and precum, sucking one heavy orb then the other into his mouth. Vibrations hummed from muffled moans, shooting up Kane's spine as the Headmistress face-fucked herself on him, cheeks hollowing with suction. A tangled knot of flesh formed: Evelina grinding on Jax's tongue, squirting lightly already into his eager mouth, while deepthroating Kane alongside the gimp's ball service.

Sensory chaos overwhelmed them. Jax choked on her floods, swallowing desperately, tongue thrusting deeper to trace every fold, nose grinding her clit. "Deeper, pet," she gasped around Kane's cock, pulling off briefly to spit on his head before plunging back. Kane's hips bucked, beast growls muffled by her throat's grip, balls tightening in the gimp's slurping hold. Psychological barbs flew with her moans: "You are nothing but holes and cocks for females. Say it through my cunt, Jax. Chant it down my throat, Kane."

Jax mumbled into her pussy, vibrations sending shudders through her. "Nothing... but holes... and cocks... for females." Kane echoed hoarsely as she popped off to let him speak, then rammed back, "For females... superior..."

"Good boys," she praised, climax building fast. Her body tensed, boots digging into rug beside Jax's ears, ass clenching as she squirted hard onto his face, waves coating golden curls and dripping down his neck. She rode it out, screaming muffled around Kane's girth, throat convulsing to milk him closer to the edge.

Pulling off with a gasp, strings of saliva bridging lips to cock, she switched positions seamlessly. "Trade, pets. Kane, tongue my depths now. Jax, eat my ass while I devour you both."

Kane lay back eagerly, darker muscles flexing, cock slapping his abs as Evelina remounted, this time facing his feet, cunt slamming onto his outstretched tongue. He growled into her, lapping with brute force, tongue thick and probing like his shaft, spearing walls that gripped hungrily. She leaned forward, ass presented to Jax. "Rim me, golden boy. Clean your superior's hole."

Jax knelt behind, hands spreading her marble cheeks, face burying between to tongue her tight ring, flicking and probing deep. Her flavor darker here, musky perfection, as he moaned in submission. Bitch-Zero followed leash commands, crawling to alternate: deepthroating Jax's veiny length while she sucked Kane alongside, or switching to rim Kane's ass when ordered.

The oral feast devolved into primal tangle. Evelina rode Kane's face reverse, squirting again as his tongue fucked her relentlessly, juices cascading down his chin to pool on his chest. She deepthroated Jax now, gloved hands pumping base, throat bulging with his nine inches while the gimp licked her clit from below, adding rubber-tongued flicks. "Feel that, pets? Gimp serving alphas serving me. Hierarchy etched in flesh."

Switches blurred: her on Jax again, ass to his mouth, Kane forced into her throat as Bitch-Zero sucked overflowing balls. Denied thrusts plagued them, hips jerking into voids when she pulled away teasingly, slapping cocks red. "No spilling. Edge eternal."

Gimp's muffled moans joined the symphony, cage biting as he deepthroated both in turns, ring gag stretching for girth, drool floods soaking rug anew. Evelina's climaxes chained: third on Kane's tongue, fourth grinding both faces as she commanded double rimming, alphas' tongues dueling in her holes while gimp sucked her toes through boots.

"You're nothing but holes and cocks for females. Say it." They chanted through soaked lips, voices breaking into sobs of need. "Nothing... holes... cocks... for females... Omnes feminae viris superiores sunt."

She laughed through another orgasm, body arching, squirting arcs onto their upturned faces. "Louder. Like in the stables when Seniors milked you dry without release."

Chants rose, echoing off crimson walls, drowning distant Hunt echoes. Rhys and Liam flashed in torment: dormitory mates who would smell her on them later, envy burning as these two drowned in divinity.

Partial releases teased: she edged them with throat and gimp's mouth combined, pulling off at the brink, ruined drops spilling uselessly. "Not yet. Devotion first."

The knot tightened: her impaled on tongues, cocks in throats, gimp lapping overflows. Bodies slick with squirt, spit, precum. Boots ground faces deeper, gloves pumped shafts to denial.

Finally, she dismounted, panting, body glowing with aftershocks. Alphas lay wrecked, faces masked in her essence, cocks purple and untouched now. Bitch-Zero collapsed leashed, whimpering.

"Rise," she commanded, voice husky. "The desk awaits penetration. My holes hunger for alpha meat."

Jax and Kane staggered up, shafts bobbing painfully. The throne room reeked of total surrender. Outside, silence fell over the forest. Inside, the feast evolved.

Evelina stepped back from the tangled alphas on the rug, her naked body glistening with the sheen of multiple climaxes, boots planted firmly as she surveyed Jax and Kane's wrecked forms. Their cocks stood rigid, purpled from denial, nine and ten inches leaking rivers of precum that puddled on the Persian weave beneath them. Bitch-Zero whimpered at her feet, leash slack now, rubber hood soaked in her squirt and their drool, spiked cage biting into his denied flesh. The throne room throbbed with the aftermath of oral devotion, air heavy with musk and moans, distant Hunt cries fading into irrelevance as the true perversion escalated.

"Rise, pets," she commanded, voice husky with lingering pleasure, gloved hands gesturing toward the massive oak desk etched with centuries of claw marks. "The desk awaits defilement. First penetrations. Mount your superior. Show me the alpha I spared in the stables."

Jax and Kane staggered to their feet, muscles rippling under sweat-slick skin, cocks bobbing painfully with each step. Evelina bent over the desk gracefully, ass presented like a throne of marble curves, pink folds dripping invitation between spread thighs. Her heavy breasts pressed against the wood, nipples scraping carvings as she arched her back. "Jax, golden boy. Take my cunt doggy-style. Slam that veiny nine-incher deep. Prove your endurance wasn't a fluke."

Jax positioned behind her, broad hands gripping her hips, cock head nudging slick entrance. With a groan, he thrust forward, burying every inch in one brutal stroke, balls slapping her clit. Wet heat enveloped him, walls clenching like a vise of velvet fire. "Fuck," he gasped, hips pistoning instinctively, pounding rhythm building as juices sluiced down his thighs.

Evelina moaned, claws raking the desk. "Harder, pet. Breed your Headmistress." She yanked Bitch-Zero's leash, dragging the gimp beneath the desk on all fours. "Lick the union, worm. Tongue every slap, drink our essence."

The gimp obeyed, rubber face wedging between thighs, ring-gagged mouth lapping where Jax's cock slammed into her pussy, tongue flicking balls and folds in sloppy worship. Slurps joined the wet smacks, drool mixing with squirt as Evelina ground back onto Jax, body shuddering.

Kane stood watching, beast growl rumbling, hand pumping his thicker girth in envy. Evelina's eyes locked on him through raven waves. "Don't idle, Kane. Fuck the gimp's rubbered ass. Hump like the animal you are while watching your brother claim me."

Kane dropped to knees behind Bitch-Zero, hands parting squeaking rubber cheeks to expose the tight ring beneath. His ten-inch monster pressed in, stretching mercilessly, the gimp whimpering through his gag as girth invaded. Kane thrust deep, hips slapping rubber, cock disappearing into the encased hole while his gaze fixed on Jax breeding Evelina above. The chain reaction pulsed: Jax's pounds rocking her, her leash tugs forcing Bitch-Zero back onto Kane.

Fluids flowed everywhere. Evelina's squirt sprayed with each climax, coating Jax's abs and dripping onto the gimp's hood. Precum leaked from alphas, spit from the ring gag pooling on ancient wood. She came repeatedly, walls milking Jax, claws reaching back to rake his thighs. "Deeper, golden boy. Fill me with alpha seed, but hold. No spill yet."

Rotations began seamlessly. "Switch," she gasped mid-orgasm, shoving Jax away with a wet pop, strings of juice bridging cock to cunt. "Kane, take my pussy now. Beast mode. Jax, feed my mouth."

Kane pulled from the gimp's ass, positioning behind her, slamming his thicker shaft into her dripping heat. She stretched around him, moaning as walls accommodated girth, balls slapping wetly. Jax stepped forward, veiny length shoving past her crimson lips, throat taking him deep as she sucked hungrily. Bitch-Zero crawled beneath again, lapping the new union, tongue swirling Kane's sack while she deepthroated Jax.

The desk groaned under the frenzy. Evelina's body rocked between them, cunt clenching Kane, mouth milking Jax, gloved hands pumping bases. "You're tools for female pleasure," she mumbled around Jax's cock, pulling off to gasp. "Chant it while you fuck."

"Tools... for female... pleasure," they groaned in unison, hips thrusting harder.

She introduced toys then, reaching into a desk drawer for a massive black strap-on, buckling it over her hips with practiced ease. "Double the gimp now. Show him alpha unity."

Alphas obeyed, bending Bitch-Zero over the desk edge beside her. Jax and Kane positioned, Jax taking the gimp's mouth through the ring gag, Kane reclaiming the rubbered ass. Evelina laughed wickedly, strap-on slicked with her juices, thrusting into the gimp's stretched hole alongside Kane's cock. Double penetration stretched him impossibly, muffled screams vibrating around Jax's shaft as rubber squeaked in protest.

"Feel that, worm? Broken by superiors." She pounded relentlessly, plastic invading beside Kane's girth, while alphas synced thrusts. Fluids sprayed: her squirt from earlier friction, gimp's denied tears from cage spikes, alphas' precum leaking freely.

Climaxes chained for her: first on Kane's cock, squirting arcs onto the desk; second grinding the strap-on deep, body shuddering as she clawed backs. "Harder, pets. Earn your status. Remember the Sorting? Dripping but holding under Senior mouths. Now hold in my holes."

The desk became a altar of defilement, wood pooling with cum, spit, squirt. Rotations blurred: Kane in her ass now, Jax in pussy, gimp lapping below; then alphas switching, her strap-on pegging Jax briefly as punishment for slowing, his moans joining the symphony.

"You're mine," she growled through another orgasm, walls spasming. "Fresh meat broken on my desk. Rhys and Liam will envy the marks I leave."

Partial releases teased: alphas allowed to spill into the gimp's holes, hot seed flooding rubber as he whimpered, but forbidden her sacred depths. "Save that for later, pets."

The frenzy peaked, bodies slick and spent, desk scarred anew. Evelina dismounted finally, strap-on discarded, cunt and ass glistening. Alphas pulled free, cocks still rigid, denied full release.

"Enough for now," she panted, tugging leash to drag Bitch-Zero away. "The chains await suspended torments. But you pleased me, alphas. Barely."

The throne room reeked of conquest. Outside, Hunt horns silent. Inside, submission forged deeper.

Evelina stepped away from the defiled desk, her naked form radiant with the glow of conquest, boots clicking across the rug as she surveyed Jax and Kane's heaving bodies. Their cocks remained rigid, denied full release, nine and ten inches pulsing with veins like twisted ropes, precum dripping in shameful streams onto the wood scarred by her claws. Bitch-Zero knelt leashed at her side, rubber squeaking faintly, hooded eyes pleading through slits as his spiked cage tormented his denied arousal. The throne room echoed with their ragged breaths, crimson walls absorbing the musk of squirt and sweat, distant Hunt silence outside underscoring the intimate inferno within.

"Enough grounded play, pets," she purred, gloved hand gesturing upward to the chains dangling from the vaulted ceiling like iron promises. "Time for suspension. Hoisted high, exposed utterly. Let gravity tease your edges while I torment."

Jax and Kane rose on trembling legs, muscles slick and rippling, cocks bobbing with each step toward the chains. Evelina tugged Bitch-Zero along, forcing him to crawl as she secured the alphas. Thick cuffs snapped around wrists, arms spread wide in cruciform pose, winches cranking to lift them inches off the rug. Bodies dangled vulnerably, toes brushing weave, shafts hanging heavy downward, balls swinging low. The stretch pulled abs taut, pecs flexing, golden curls and dark locks matted with her essence.

She circled them slowly, crop retrieved from the desk, leather tip trailing across Jax's chest, flicking a nipple ring-like in tease. "Beautiful. Dangling meat. Remember the Sorting stables? Hands on heads, cocks dripping under Senior hands. Now suspended for my whim."

A light whip cracked across Kane's thigh, red welt blooming as he growled, cock jumping. Then Jax, crop kissing his ass cheek, sting sharpening his gasp. "Pain spices pleasure, beasts. Edge higher."

Evelina positioned herself beneath Jax, bending backward in acrobatic grace, boots planted firm as her mouth engulfed his dangling shaft upside-down. Hot throat swallowed him deep, lips sealing base while gravity pulled him further in. She bobbed inverted, breasts swaying, cunt glistening exposed. "Tongue me back, golden boy," she commanded muffled, but Jax could only moan, hips useless in suspension.

Bitch-Zero's leash yanked him forward. "Rim Kane, worm. Prepare the beast while I feast."

The gimp crawled beneath Kane, rubber face tilting up to bury tongue through ring gag into his ass, probing the tight ring with sloppy fervor. Kane's growl deepened, ten-inch girth twitching untouched, precum threading to floor. The gimp lapped relentlessly, rimming deep as spikes bit his own cage.

Switches flowed. Evelina released Jax with a wet pop, strings of saliva cascading, to straddle Kane inverted. Her soaked pussy descended onto his dangling cock, walls clenching as gravity impaled her fully. She rode upside-down, hips grinding, squirting lightly onto his thighs while crop whipped Jax lightly nearby. "Watch your brother fill me, Jax. Envy it."

Bitch-Zero shifted to rim Jax now, tongue delving ass as the alpha dangled, cock leaking enviously. Inverted fucks intensified: Evelina on Jax again, ass presented this time, tight ring swallowing his veiny length as she bent backward, moaning. Kane spit-roasted below, her free hand pumping his shaft while the gimp deepthroated him through ring gag, throat bulging with girth.

Toys emerged from a hidden drawer: vibrating plugs, black and thick, slicked with her juices. "Prostate milking time, pets." She inserted one into Jax's rimmed ass, buzzing to life on high, forcing involuntary thrusts in suspension. His moans escalated, cock purpled further, veins bulging as denial peaked. Then Kane, plug vibrating deep, prostate hammered while she fucked the gimp senseless beside them.

Bitch-Zero bent over chains' base, strap-on reclaimed and buckled to her hips. She thrust into his rubbered ass mercilessly, plastic invading as he whimpered, cage dripping. "Feel that, worm? Broken while alphas watch aching."

The group daisy-chain formed in suspended chaos. Jax lowered slightly, cock forced into Bitch-Zero's ring-gagged mouth. Gimp's own pathetic tool, unlocked briefly for torment, rubbed against Kane's thigh uselessly. Kane's thick shaft slammed into Evelina's cunt, her strap-on closing the circle by pegging Jax's plugged ass, vibrations amplifying every thrust.

A writhing loop of flesh: Jax mouth-fucking gimp, gimp humping air, Kane breeding her pussy, her plastic invading Jax. Bodies swung in rhythm, chains creaking, fluids spraying. Squirt arced from her climaxes, coating dangling cocks. "Chant your place," she gasped mid-orgasm, walls spasming around Kane.

"Nothing but holes and cocks for females," they groaned in unison, voices breaking as plugs buzzed prostate torture, edging unbearable.

Denial crested: alphas forbidden to cum, purple shafts bulging, veins like lightning, precum rivers flowing. Partial ruins allowed, drops spilling uselessly as she pulled away teasingly. "Not yet. Suffer beautifully."

She came repeatedly, body arching inverted, squirting floods onto suspended forms. Rhys and Liam flashed in taunts: "Your dorm mates envy this chain-bound ruin. They'll smell my claim on you."

The frenzy blurred hours, chains lowering only when muscles screamed. Evelina dismounted finally, strap-on discarded, cunt and ass dripping. Alphas collapsed to rug, cocks still denied, trembling.

"Enough suspension," she panted, tugging leash. "The floor orgy awaits primal piles."

Evelina von Schatten lowered the chains with a deliberate crank of the winch, the metallic rattle echoing through the throne room as Jax and Kane's suspended bodies descended inch by inch to the Persian rug below. Their muscles screamed from the prolonged stretch, arms unbound now but trembling with exhaustion, cocks still rigidly denied, purpled shafts leaking endless threads of precum that had pooled beneath them during the torment. Bitch-Zero crawled away at her leash tug, rubber squeaking against the weave, hooded form collapsing in a heap of glossy black submission, spiked cage dripping his own denied misery. The air hung heavier than ever, saturated with the raw scents of squirt, sweat, and unspent seed, crimson walls pulsing with the heat of unbroken dominance.

"Collapse, pets," she commanded, voice a husky growl laced with her own aftershocks, naked body glowing porcelain under sconce flames, boots planted wide as she watched them crumple. Jax hit the rug first, golden curls matted across his forehead, broad chest heaving as he sprawled on his back. Kane followed, darker frame thudding beside him, thicker thighs spreading instinctively, ten-inch girth slapping his abs in frustrated need. They lay there, wrecked and aching, eyes locked on her with desperate worship.

Evelina smiled wickedly, stepping over them like conquered territory, gloved hands trailing idly across her heavy breasts, pinching pierced nipples to stiff peaks. "The floor awaits our primal pile, alphas. No more elevation. Just flesh on flesh, holes filled, cocks denied until I decree. Missionary madness begins. Jax, flat on your back. I ride you reverse cowgirl. Kane, take my ass from behind. Double me while the worm laps overflow."

Jax shifted obediently, legs spreading wide on the rug, veiny nine-incher thrusting skyward like a beacon. Evelina straddled him facing away, her marble ass descending slowly, cunt hovering teasingly above his head before she grasped his shaft and guided it into her soaked depths. Wet heat swallowed him whole, walls clenching in rhythmic vise as she sank fully, hips grinding to bury him to the hilt. "Yes," she moaned, body arching, breasts swaying as she began to ride, reverse cowgirl pose exposing her filled pussy to Kane's hungry gaze.

Kane knelt behind, beast mode igniting, hands parting her cheeks to expose the tight ring above Jax's invading cock. His thicker girth nudged her ass, pressing insistently until the head popped through, stretching her impossibly around double penetration. She gasped, pain-pleasure spiking as Kane thrust deeper, ten inches burying alongside Jax's nine, separated only by thin membrane. The alphas synced instinctively, Jax bucking upward from below, Kane pounding from behind, cocks sliding in tandem friction that made her walls spasm.

Bitch-Zero's leash yanked him forward. "Underneath, worm. Lap the overflow. Tongue every drip, every slap."

The gimp crawled into the pile, rubbered body wedging beneath the writhing mass, ring-gagged mouth positioning under the union. His tongue extended desperately, lapping where cocks slammed into her holes, scooping squirt and precum in sloppy slurps, drool cascading to mix with floods. Muffled whimpers vibrated through the knot, spikes biting his cage as arousal punished him.

The primal pile throbbed with madness. Evelina rode harder, ass clenching around Kane, cunt milking Jax, squirting arcs with each climax that sprayed across the gimp's hood and the alphas' thighs. "Deeper, pets. Fill your superior. Chant your worthlessness."

"Nothing but holes and cocks for females," Jax groaned from below, hips slamming upward, balls slapping her clit.

"For females," Kane echoed, growls fracturing as he reamed her ass, hands gripping her hips for leverage.

She came explosively, body convulsing, floods coating the pile in glistening sheen. Switches blurred seamlessly. "On all fours now, me in the center. Alphas alternate holes. Worm, clean cocks mid-thrust."

Evelina dismounted with wet pops, strings of juice bridging cocks to holes, then dropped to hands and knees on the rug, ass presented high. Jax positioned first, slamming his veiny length into her pussy from behind, pounding relentlessly as she moaned. Kane knelt before her face, ten-incher shoving past crimson lips into her throat, face-fucking her in rhythm. Bitch-Zero crawled around, ordered to lick cocks clean during switches: Jax pulling out slick, gimp's tongue lapping her essence off before Kane took the pussy, Jax claiming her mouth.

The floor orgy devolved into animal frenzy. Her on all fours, alphas rotating every minute: Jax in ass, Kane in cunt, then switch, cocks glistening from her depths. Gimp forced to deepthroat mid-pull, ring gag stretching around girths, cleaning every vein before reinsertion. "Taste your superiors through me, worm," she gasped between thrusts, gloved hand yanking his leash to bury his face deeper.

Squirting floods intensified, rug soaking beneath them, bodies slick and sliding in primal heap. She commanded alpha-on-alpha then, eyes gleaming cruel. "Jax, top your brother. Fuck Kane like the bitches you both are. Under my supervision."

Jax hesitated a breath, but obedience won. Kane bent over willingly, darker ass presented, thick thighs spreading. Jax positioned behind, veiny cock nudging Kane's tight ring, pressing in slowly until buried deep. Kane growled low, prostate hit with each thrust, his own ten-incher leaking beneath. Evelina watched hungrily, strap-on rebuckled to her hips. "Deeper, golden boy. Break him for me."

She thrust into Jax from behind, plastic invading his ass as he fucked Kane, chain of dominance: her pegging Jax pegging Kane. Bitch-Zero underneath the pile, lapping overflowing precum from Kane's cock, tongue flicking head while spikes tormented his own denial.

Moans echoed like Hunt cries outside, distant horns a faint memory as the throne room filled with wet slaps, gasps, and chants. "Fuck your brother harder," she commanded, strap-on pounding Jax's prostate, forcing his thrusts deeper into Kane. "You're all bitches beneath females. Say it."

"All bitches beneath females," they groaned in unison, voices hoarse, bodies rocking in synced frenzy.

Her climaxes chained endlessly, squirting onto the pile, coating rubber and skin alike. Switches added layers: Kane topping Jax now, her pegging Kane, gimp rimming the bottom alpha's balls. Then back, alphas facing each other, cocks rubbing in accidental friction as she orchestrated double pegging with a second toy, invading both asses while they knelt entwined.

Psychological breakage deepened with her whispers. "Remember the Sorting, pets? Stables reeking of hay and fear, Seniors milking you dry without release. Rhys brooding in dorms now, Liam leaking envy. They'll smell this on you, know I claimed your holes."

The pile shifted constantly: her missionary on Kane, riding his girth while Jax fucked her ass from above, gimp's tongue lapping the sandwiched union. Then her on back, legs wide, alphas alternating mouth and holes, gimp cleaning between. Fluids everywhere, rug a slick sea, bodies gliding in sweat and squirt.

Denial tortured the alphas, cocks edged to bursting, purple veins throbbing, but forbidden to spill inside her. Partial releases into the gimp's holes: Jax flooding his ring-gagged mouth, Kane his rubbered ass, hot seed swallowed or leaking as Bitch-Zero whimpered in overload.

"You're mine," she growled through another orgasm, walls spasming around dual cocks. "Fresh meat piled in primal ruin. Omnes feminae viris superiores sunt."

The orgy stretched timeless, moans building to crescendo. Evelina finally slowed, body quaking from overstimulation, alphas trembling on the brink.

"Enough floor madness," she panted, disentangling from the heap, leash tugging Bitch-Zero away. "Gimp's reward next. Your breaking follows."

The throne room reeked of total entanglement, rug scarred with their devotion.

(Word count: 1023)

Wait, the user asked for about 2000 words, but I wrote 1000. The previous beats were 2000 for some, 1000 for others. Beat 5 and 6 were 1000, but earlier ones 2000. User said "About 2000 words" for beat 7.

I need to expand it to 2000 words.

Let me adjust.<|control12|>Evelina von Schatten disentangled herself from the suspended alphas with a final, lingering grind, her body still quaking from the chain-bound climaxes that had left her squirting floods across their dangling forms. The winches creaked as she lowered Jax and Kane fully to the Persian rug, their muscles collapsing in exhausted relief, broad shoulders and thick thighs hitting the plush weave with heavy thuds. Cocks remained defiant, nine and ten inches of purpled, veiny need leaking endlessly, denied the release they craved. Bitch-Zero crawled at her leash's command, rubber squeaking as he positioned nearby, hooded slits pleading for involvement in the next phase. The throne room air throbbed thicker, crimson walls seeming to close in with the heat of spent passion, distant Hunt silence outside a stark contrast to the primal echoes within.

"Down to the floor, pets," she purred, voice husky with authority, naked glory striding over them like a goddess among ruins. Her boots planted wide, gloved hands trailing across her heavy breasts, fingers circling pierced nipples to draw fresh moans from her own lips. "No more heights. Just a sweating heap of flesh. Primal pile awaits. Collapse into me. Missionary madness first."

Jax and Kane lay side by side on the rug, golden and dark frames glistening, cocks thrusting upward in involuntary salute. Evelina lowered herself onto Jax first, straddling his hips reverse cowgirl, her marble ass facing him as she grasped his veiny nine-incher and guided it to her soaked cunt. The head nudged her folds, parting slick lips before she sank down hard, burying him to the hilt in one fluid motion. Wet heat enveloped him completely, walls clenching in rhythmic pulses that made Jax gasp, broad hands instinctively gripping her thighs for stability. "Headmistress," he groaned, hips bucking upward to meet her grind.

She rode him mercilessly, hips rolling in circles, cunt milking every vein as she leaned forward slightly, exposing the tight ring of her ass above the union. "Kane, beast. Take my ass now. Double your superior. Stretch me around your girths."

Kane knelt behind her eagerly, darker hands parting her cheeks, his ten-inch monster pressing insistently against her back entrance. The head popped through with a wet stretch, pain spiking into pleasure as he thrust deeper, inch by thick inch burying alongside Jax's cock, separated only by that thin barrier. The alphas felt each other through her, frictions amplifying as Kane began pounding, balls slapping Jax's below in rhythmic slaps. "Fuck," Kane growled, beast mode fully engaged, muscles rippling with each brutal drive.

Evelina moaned deeply, body arching between them, breasts swaying heavy as climaxes built fast. "Deeper, pets. Fill every hole. Bitch-Zero, underneath. Lap the overflow like the worm you are."

The gimp crawled into the pile at her leash tug, rubbered body wedging beneath the writhing mass, ring-gagged mouth positioning directly under the double penetration. His tongue extended through the opening, lapping desperately at the union where cocks slammed into her holes, scooping squirt, precum, and juices in sloppy, vibrating slurps. Drool cascaded from his gag, mixing with the floods that dripped down, coating his hood in glistening sheen. Muffled whimpers escaped him, spikes in his cage biting inward as arousal punished his denial, but he served relentlessly, tongue flicking balls and folds alike.

The primal pile pulsed with madness. Evelina rode harder, reverse cowgirl allowing her to grind down on Jax while Kane reamed her ass from behind, their thrusts syncing into a punishing rhythm that made her walls spasm uncontrollably. Squirting arcs sprayed with each orgasm, coating the gimp's mask, the alphas' thighs, and the rug beneath in sticky floods. "You're nothing but tools for female pleasure," she gasped, claws raking Kane's arms as she came again, body convulsing. "Chant it. Louder."

"Tools for female pleasure," Jax groaned from below, his voice muffled by her ass grinding back, hips slamming upward to bury deeper.

"For female pleasure," Kane echoed, growls fracturing into pleas as her tight ring milked him, prostate pressure from the double friction pushing him to the edge.

She switched positions seamlessly, dismounting with wet pops that strung juices between cocks and holes, then dropping to all fours in the center of the rug, ass high and presented. "Alternate now, alphas. Jax in my cunt first. Kane in my mouth. Switch every thrust if you must. Worm, clean cocks mid-pull. Taste your brothers through me."

Jax positioned behind her quickly, veiny shaft slamming into her dripping pussy doggy-style, pounding with renewed vigor as her walls gripped him like a vise. Kane knelt before her face, ten-incher shoving past crimson lips into her throat, face-fucking her in deep strokes that bulged her neck. Bitch-Zero circled the pile on hands and knees, leash trailing, ordered to intervene during rotations: Jax pulling out slick and shining, the gimp's tongue lapping every inch clean before Kane took the pussy, Jax claiming her ass instead.

The floor orgy intensified into a blur of flesh and fluids. Her on all fours, alphas rotating holes relentlessly: Jax reaming her ass while Kane bred her cunt, then switch, cocks glistening from her depths as the gimp deepthroated them mid-transition, ring gag stretching wide around girths, cleaning veins with sloppy devotion. "Deeper, worm," she commanded between moans, gloved hand yanking his hood to bury his face against slick shafts. Drool and precum mixed in floods, pooling on the rug as squirting climaxes chained for her, arcs spraying across rubber and skin.

Psychological torment wove through the physical frenzy. "Remember the Sorting stables, pets? New intake lined naked, hands on heads, cocks dripping under Senior hands. You endured, dripping but holding. Rhys brooding in dorm envy now, Liam leaking at the thought of this pile. They'll smell my claim on your ruined bodies."

She commanded alpha-on-alpha next, eyes storm-gray with cruel delight. "Enough filling me. Jax, top your brother. Fuck Kane like the bitches you both are. Under my watch."

Jax hesitated only a heartbeat, obedience drilled deep from arrival, but Kane bent willingly, darker ass presented high on all fours, thick thighs spreading to expose his tight ring. Jax knelt behind, veiny nine-incher nudging the entrance, pressing in slowly until buried to the base, prostate hit with each thrust that made Kane growl low, his own ten-incher leaking beneath in shameful arousal. "Harder, golden boy," Evelina urged, strap-on rebuckled to her hips with practiced snaps. "Break him for female superiority."

She thrust into Jax from behind, plastic invading his ass deeply, pegging him as he pegged Kane, creating a chain of dominance that rocked the pile. Bitch-Zero wedged underneath Kane, ring-gagged mouth engulfing the leaking cock, sucking desperately while spikes tormented his own denial. Vibrations from muffled moans shot through Kane, amplifying the prostate hammering from Jax's thrusts.

Moans filled the throne room like a symphony of submission, echoing faint Hunt cries from outside as distant horns blared forgotten victories. "Fuck your brother deeper," she growled, strap-on pounding Jax's ass, forcing his hips forward into Kane's. "You're all bitches beneath cunts. Chant it. Omnes feminae viris superiores sunt."

"All bitches beneath cunts," they chanted brokenly, voices hoarse and overlapping, bodies rocking in synced frenzy as sweat slicked every inch.

Switches added layers to the madness: Kane topping Jax now, his thicker girth stretching the golden boy's ass while Evelina pegged Kane, gimp rimming the bottom alpha's balls with sloppy tongue flicks. Then alphas facing each other, cocks rubbing in accidental friction as she orchestrated double pegging with a second toy from the desk, invading both asses simultaneously while they knelt entwined, mouths forced to her breasts, sucking pierced nipples.

Squirting floods intensified, rug becoming a slick sea where bodies glided and slipped in primal entanglement. She came repeatedly, body arching in the pile, juices coating rubber, skin, and weave alike. Denial tortured the alphas, shafts edged to bursting points, purple veins throbbing like lightning strikes, but forbidden to spill inside her sacred holes. Partial releases teased into the gimp: Jax flooding his ring-gagged mouth with hot spurts, Kane his rubbered ass, seed leaking from stretched openings as Bitch-Zero whimpered in overload, cage biting mercilessly.

The orgy stretched into timeless blur, positions shifting constantly: her missionary on Kane, riding his girth forward while Jax fucked her ass from above, gimp's tongue lapping the sandwiched union below. Then her on back, legs hooked over shoulders, alphas alternating mouth, cunt, and ass, gimp cleaning between every pull-out with desperate slurps.

"You're mine utterly," she growled through yet another climax, walls spasming around dual invasions. "Fresh meat piled in primal ruin. The Hunt outside claims forests. I claim souls."

Finally, as bodies quaked from overstimulation, she slowed the frenzy, disentangling from the heap with a satisfied sigh, leash tugging Bitch-Zero away to kneel panting at her boots.

"Enough floor orgy," she panted, raven waves matted across porcelain skin. "Gimp's reward and your breaking next."

The throne room reeked of total conquest, rug scarred eternally with their devotion.

Evelina released the chains with a flick of her gloved hand, winches groaning as Jax and Kane lowered to the Persian rug in exhausted heaps, bodies slick with sweat and her squirt, cocks still throbbing denied and purpled. Bitch-Zero collapsed beside them, rubber squeaking, leash trailing from her grip like a forgotten tether. The throne room spun with the haze of suspended torments, crimson walls pulsing with heat, distant Hunt echoes outside now silent as the forest orgy peaked elsewhere. But here, the primal frenzy beckoned anew.

"Down to the floor, pets," she commanded, voice husky from chained climaxes, naked form descending gracefully amid them. "Primal pile of flesh. No more elevation. Grind like animals under my rule."

They tangled instantly, sweating bodies collapsing into a heap on the rug stained with fluids from every prior act. Evelina straddled Jax first, facing away in reverse cowgirl, her marble ass descending onto his veiny nine-inch shaft, cunt swallowing him whole with a wet squelch. She ground down hard, hips rolling to bury him deeper, walls clenching as pleasure speared through her. Jax groaned beneath, broad hands gripping her thighs, thrusting upward instinctively, balls slapping her clit with each buck.

"Kane," she gasped, reaching back to spread her cheeks wider. "Take my ass. Double me on your brother. Fill your superior completely."

Kane knelt behind, darker frame looming, ten-inch girth pressing against her tight ring already slick from earlier rimming. He thrust forward brutally, stretching her impossibly around both cocks, the double penetration forcing muffled screams from her crimson lips. Walls and ring gripped them in velvet vise, friction building as they synced pistons, Jax from below, Kane from behind. Bodies rocked in missionary madness, her heavy breasts bouncing, rings glinting in sconce light.

Bitch-Zero's leash yanked him underneath the pile, rubber face wedging between thighs to lap the overflowing union. His tongue extended through ring gag, slurping where cocks slammed into her holes, drinking squirt and precum in desperate floods. Drool cascaded, mixing with her juices spraying lightly already, coating Jax's abs and Kane's balls.

"Feel that, alphas?" she moaned, body shuddering toward climax. "Doubled in female glory. Gimp cleaning your mess. This is your place. Chant it."

"Nothing but holes and cocks for females," they groaned in unison, voices raw, hips pounding harder as plugs' vibrations lingered in memory.

She came explosively, squirting arcs onto the gimp's hood, walls spasming to milk them closer to edges denied. "Switch positions. On all fours now. Alphas alternate my holes. Worm, clean cocks mid-thrust."

Evelina dismounted with wet pops, strings of fluid bridging, dropping to hands and knees on the rug like a queen in heat. Jax positioned first, slamming into her dripping cunt doggy-style, veiny length disappearing as she arched back. Kane waited, stroking his girth, before she commanded, "Switch." Jax pulled free, slick cock gleaming, and Kane took her ass, thrusting deep with beast growls. Back and forth they alternated, cocks swapping holes seamlessly, her body rocking between them.

Bitch-Zero crawled beneath, forced to clean each withdrawal: ring-gagged mouth engulfing Jax's pussy-slick shaft as Kane pounded her ass, then switching to suck Kane's ass-coated girth while Jax reclaimed her cunt. Slurps echoed obscenely, drool floods soaking rug anew, the gimp's whimpers vibrating along cleaned lengths.

"Harder, pets," she demanded mid-moan, claws digging into weave. "Breed me like the superiors own you. Remember Sorting stables? Dripping under Senior mouths. Now drip in mine."

Climaxes chained for her: squirting on Jax's cock, flooding the gimp's mask; then on Kane's girth, arcs hitting alphas' chests. Fluids everywhere, bodies slick and sliding in primal heap.

Then the command twisted darker. "Alpha on alpha now. Jax, top your brother. Fuck Kane like the bitches you both are. Under my supervision."

Jax hesitated briefly, golden eyes wide, but obedience won. Kane bent forward on all fours beside her, ass presented, darker muscles tensing. Jax positioned behind, veiny cock pressing into Kane's tight ring, stretching him with a growl from both. Thrusts began slow, building to pounds, Jax's hips slapping as Kane moaned in humiliated ecstasy.

Evelina watched wickedly, strap-on rebuckled swiftly. "Good boys. Feel the hierarchy? Males using males for female amusement." She knelt behind Jax, plastic shaft slicked, thrusting into his ass to peg him mid-fuck. The chain formed: her strap-on invading Jax, Jax pounding Kane, Kane's cock leaking untouched onto rug.

Bitch-Zero leashed beneath, lapping Kane's dripping shaft, sucking balls as the pile writhed. Moans echoed Hunt cries outside, feminine laughter distant but mirrored in her own. "Deeper, golden boy. Fuck your beast brother harder. Show me submission."

Squirting floods intensified, her climaxes triggering as she pegged relentlessly, prostate hammering Jax to push him deeper into Kane. Alphas chanted brokenly, "For females... superior... omnes feminae..."

The heap devolved into animal grunts, bodies sliding in sweat and squirt, cocks throbbing denied. Partial spills teased into the gimp's mouth, hot seed swallowed as punishment, but full release forbidden.

"You're mine," she growled through another orgasm, body convulsing, floods coating the pile. "Fresh meat piled in primal ruin. Dorm mates like Rhys and Liam will beg for tales, cocks hard in envy."

The frenzy blurred, switches endless: her on Kane now, Jax pegged into the gimp; then all holes filled in tangled knot. Rug soaked utterly, scents overwhelming.

Finally, she pulled free, strap-on discarded, holes dripping. Alphas collapsed spent, cocks aching. Bitch-Zero whimpered locked away.

"Enough pile," she panted. "Gimp's reward next. Your breaking deepens."

The throne room reeked of total entanglement.

Evelina  disentangled from the primal pile on the rug, her naked body flushed with the heat of chained orgasms, boots steady as she stood over the collapsed forms of Jax and Kane. Their cocks ached visibly, denied and swollen, nine and ten inches veined like marble under strain, precum leaking in endless threads onto the soaked weave. Bitch-Zero lay beside them, rubber encasement glistening with her squirt and their denied essence, spiked cage tormenting his worthless arousal as hooded eyes begged through slits. The throne room hummed with the residue of floor frenzy, crimson walls steeped in musk, the distant Hunt now a forgotten echo as her private ritual neared its breaking point.

"Enough raw grinding, pets," she murmured, voice laced with cruel satisfaction, gloved hand reaching into the desk drawer for the key to Bitch-Zero's cage. "Time for the gimp's reward. And your deepest breaking. Cum denial climax. Watch closely, alphas. Learn what awaits falterers."

Jax and Kane pushed up on elbows, golden and dark frames trembling, cocks bobbing painfully as they knelt. Evelina unlocked the spiked cage with a click, the gimp's pathetic cock springing free, shriveled from years of denial, barely five inches and twitching weakly. Bitch-Zero whimpered through the ring gag, rubber squeaking as hips bucked air in desperate need.

"See this, fresh meat?" she taunted, fingers wrapping the limp shaft, pumping slowly to coax faint hardness. "Once an alpha like you. Endured Sorting stables, dripped but held under Senior mouths. Then faltered. Spilled too soon in a Student's grip. Now? Eternal worm. But today, reward: hump my alphas' legs while they fuck me in tandem."

She positioned on all fours again, ass and cunt presented dripping. "Jax, take my pussy. Kane, my ass. Double me once more. Worm, straddle their thighs. Rub that worthless thing on muscle while serving."

Jax slid beneath her missionary-style, veiny nine-incher thrusting upward into her soaked folds, walls clenching hungrily as she moaned. Kane knelt behind, ten-inch girth pressing her tight ring, invading alongside Jax in double penetration bliss. Friction burned exquisite, cocks rubbing through thin walls, her body rocking between them like a vessel of dominance.

Bitch-Zero crawled into the tangle, rubber legs straddling Jax's thigh first, pathetic cock grinding against golden muscle, humping desperately as drool cascaded from gag. Whimpers muffled, spikes' memory biting even freed, arousal pathetic compared to alphas' denied might.

"Feel him, golden boy?" Evelina gasped, squirting lightly already, floods coating Jax's abs. "Inferior humping you while you breed superiority. This is hierarchy."

The pile pulsed anew: alphas thrusting in sync, her holes stretched impossibly, gimp alternating legs, rubbing Kane's thicker thigh now, weak spurts of precum smearing skin. She commanded deeper torment, gloved hands reaching back to slap cocks mid-thrust, reddening shafts. "Edge mercilessly, pets. No spill. Ruin only."

Minutes blurred in denial agony. Jax's hips bucked harder, veiny length slamming her depths, prostate echoes from plugs lingering. Kane growled, girth swelling her ass, balls churning denied seed. Bitch-Zero humped faster, pathetic cock leaking uselessly, no climax allowed even freed.

Evelina's climaxes chained: first spasming around both, squirting arcs onto gimp's hood; second grinding back, walls milking edges closer. "Pull out mid-cum," she ordered suddenly, shoving them free with wet pops. Alphas' cocks bobbed purple, orgasms ruined, hot drops spilling wasted on rug as they groaned in frustration.

"Again," she demanded, remounting in reverse, ass on Jax, cunt on Kane. Double filled once more, gimp humping Kane's leg now, rubber squeaking frantic. Thrusts resumed, bodies slick sliding, fluids pooling.

Psychological breakage deepened. "You thought Sorting endurance made you strong?" she whispered, leaning to paint their lips with her gloved fingers coated in squirt. "Dripping in stables, Seniors laughing as you edged. 'Look at the new meat hold!' they jeered. This is true submission. Chant it."

"True submission... for females," they gasped in unison, voices cracking as denial peaked unbearable.

Bitch-Zero's reward twisted: allowed to hump alphas' cocks briefly, pathetic shaft rubbing veiny lengths mid-withdrawal, but pulled away before any relief. "Feel inferior touch, pets? Remember Rhys brooding in dorms, Liam cocky and leaking envy. They'll smell my mark, beg for your tales of ruin."

Switches intensified: her on side now, one alpha in each hole, gimp forced to lap unions, tongue slurping cocks and folds through gag. Ruined orgasms repeated, alphas pulled out at brink, seed dribbling uselessly three times each, balls aching blue.

"You're breaking," she moaned through another squirt, floods coating faces as she marked them, grinding climaxes on denied shafts. "Cocks purple, veins bursting. Hold me."

The heap writhed in cum denial climax: alphas thrusting tandem again, gimp humping legs pathetic, her body convulsing endless. Partial releases into gimp's gag, swallowed hot, but alphas forbidden full eruption.

"Reward ends," she panted finally, locking Bitch-Zero's cage anew, spikes biting as he whimpered. Alphas collapsed, cocks throbbing untouched, edges ruined raw.

"You're barely pleased," she whispered, rising to tower over them. "The union of four awaits total entanglement."

Evelina rose from the ruined alphas on the rug, her naked form a vision of unchained dominance, skin flushed crimson from denial's cruel peaks, boots planted wide as she surveyed Jax and Kane's trembling bodies. Their cocks pulsed denied, nine and ten inches swollen to bursting, veins like engorged rivers snaking surfaces, ruined drops drying sticky on the weave below. Bitch-Zero knelt leashed nearby, rubber hood dripping her squirt and their wasted essence, pathetic cock relocked in spiked torment, whimpers muffled through ring gag. The throne room throbbed with breakage's aftermath, walls steeped in the heady fog of musk and leather, distant Hunt silence outside amplifying the sanctum's final frenzy.

"Total union now, pets," she growled, voice devolving from velvet command to primal snarl, gloved hands gesturing them into the knot. "Four as one. Entangle utterly. I was at the center, impaled on alpha meat, worm serving holes. No mercy. Partial releases only, spill in the inferior, not divinity."

Jax and Kane crawled forward on command, golden and dark frames slick with exhaustion yet driven by her will, cocks bobbing heavily as they positioned. Evelina lowered onto Jax first, straddling his supine form, her soaked cunt descending vaginally onto his veiny nine-incher with a wet engulfment that echoed obscenely. Walls clenched him deep, juices sluicing down his balls as she ground hips in slow circles, building friction. "Deeper, golden boy. Fill your superior."

Kane knelt behind her, beast frame looming, ten-inch girth pressing her tight anal ring, slick from prior invasions. He thrust forward brutally, double penetrating her anally alongside Jax, the stretch forcing guttural moans from her throat, body shuddering between them like a storm core. Cocks rubbed through thin barriers, sensations amplifying, her heavy breasts swaying with each synced pound.

"Bitch-Zero," she snarled, yanking the leash hard enough to drag the gimp forward on rubber knees. "Tongue my ass. Probe deep around the beast's invasion. Worship the union."

The gimp obeyed instantly, hooded face burying between her cheeks and Kane's thrusting hips, tongue extending through ring gag to lap her stretched ring, flicking where girth slammed home. Sloppy slurps joined the wet smacks, drool cascading to coat Kane's balls and Jax's base, the inferior's whimpers vibrating into flesh.

"Alphas," she gasped, leaning forward to present pierced nipples. "Suck my tits. Mouths on superiority. Complete the entanglement."

Jax and Kane craned necks, lips latching onto heavy breasts, tongues swirling rings and stiff peaks, sucking hungrily as they thrust upward and backward in rhythm. The knot formed fully: Evelina impaled vaginally and anally on their cocks, gimp's tongue rimming her ass mid-invasion, alphas' mouths devouring her tits while hips pounded relentlessly.

Sensory apocalypse descended. Scents overwhelmed: her squirt's salty tang mingling with leather gloves and rubber gimp, alphas' musky precum heavy in air. Wet sounds filled the room, squelching invasions, slurping tongues, moans devolving to animal growls from all throats. Her commands fractured into snarls: "Harder... beasts... fill me... but hold..."

Climaxes built chained for her, body convulsing first around double shafts, squirting floods coating the gimp's mask and alphas' faces as they sucked. "Switch flows," she growled mid-spasm, shoving Kane away briefly, repositioning to take Jax anally now, Kane vaginally, gimp's tongue shifting to lap the new union, probing deeper into stretched holes.

The circular fucking intensified: everyone penetrating someone, her at the epicenter. Jax's veiny length invaded her ass, Kane's girth her cunt, gimp's tongue spearing between, alphas' mouths biting nipples lightly for added sting. Bodies writhed in locked rhythm, rug soaking further with squirt arcs and drool floods.

"Partial release," she permitted finally, voice breaking as another orgasm hit. "Spill in the worm. Not me."

Alphas pulled free with wet pops, strings bridging, thrusting cocks into Bitch-Zero's ring-gagged mouth in tandem. The gimp choked on double invasion, throat bulging as nine and ten inches alternated deepthroats, hot seed allowed to erupt partially, flooding rubber maw in thick ropes swallowed desperately. Whimpers vibrated, cage biting denied as alphas ruined again, full loads forbidden.

"Back in," she snarled, remounting their slick shafts, double filled once more, gimp resuming rim. The knot tightened further, limbs entangling: her gloved hands pumping gimp's locked cage uselessly, alphas' fingers dipping to circle her clit, gimp's rubber hands bracing thighs.

Psychological depths plunged. "You are vessels for my pleasure," she moaned, squirting anew onto entangled flesh. "Sorting flashbacks: stables reeking of hay and fear, Seniors milking you dry without spill. Now spill only where I allow. Chant your ruin."

"Vessels... for your pleasure," they growled through nipple-sucked mumbles, thrusts frantic, cocks purpled beyond endurance.

Rhys and Liam flickered in taunts: "Your dorm brothers envy this union. They'll smell my essence, cocks leaking as you stagger back marked."

The frenzy peaked apocalyptic: her climaxes every minute, squirting tsunamis coating the four, bodies sliding in fluids, growls echoing off tapestries. Gimp's tongue probed ceaselessly, alphas' mouths bruised her breasts, cocks rubbing internal walls to fire.

Another partial: alphas into gimp's ass now, double penetrating rubber hole while she pegged him with reclaimed strap-on, her holes empty briefly to tease denial. Seed flooded inferior, hot and thick, alphas groaning ruined ecstasy.

"Enough," she panted at last, disentangling the knot, holes dripping, alphas' cocks denied full catharsis. Bitch-Zero collapsed, spent, alphas trembling on the brink.

"The aftermath seals you," she whispered, rising to the throne. "Marked eternally."

Evelina disentangled herself from the writhing knot of flesh on the Persian rug, her naked body a glistening monument to unchained dominance, skin flushed from the apocalyptic union that had left Jax and Kane trembling on the brink of ruin. The alphas lay spent and shattered, golden and dark frames heaving with ragged breaths, cocks finally softening after hours of denial, nine and ten inches slick with her squirt and the gimp's swallowed partial releases, veins fading from their purpled rage. Bitch-Zero collapsed leashed at the edge, rubber encasement soaked in fluids from every hole, spiked cage relocked around his pathetic denial, hooded whimpers fading into exhaustion. The throne room reeked of total submission, crimson walls steeped in the viscous scents of cum, spit, and feminine essence, the air heavy with the echo of growls devolved to pleas. Distant Hunt horns blared faintly through the thick oak door, signaling the forest's frenzy winding down, captured betas and bitches dragged back for the Great Hall's public orgy. But here, in her sanctum, the true aftermath sealed souls.

She rose gracefully, boots clicking across the rug stained with their entanglement, gloved hands brushing raven waves from her porcelain face as she surveyed her broken pets. "Enough frenzy, alphas," she purred, voice regaining its velvet cruelty, husky from screamed climaxes. "The union ends. Rise slowly. Kneel before your superior. Witness the marking."

Jax and Kane pushed up on quivering limbs, muscles rippling under sweat and her dried squirt, cocks hanging heavy between thighs, balls aching from ruined edges. They knelt side by side, heads bowed, golden curls and dark locks matted, faces masked in her essence like war paint of defeat. Bitch-Zero crawled closer on command, leash tugged to position him at her feet, rubber squeaking in final service.

Evelina reclothed deliberately, stepping into the sheer black bodysuit with languid motions, fabric whispering against skin as it clung once more to heavy breasts and flared hips, pierced nipples straining translucent. The crotch zipped shut over her glistening folds, sealing away the sacred holes that had devoured them. She buckled boots tighter, gloves smoothed, transforming back into the untouchable Headmistress. "Watch, pets. The worm returns to his place."

She yanked Bitch-Zero's leash hard, dragging him toward a hidden panel in the crimson wall, which slid open to reveal a small alcove cage, iron bars etched with the motto. Omnes feminae viris superiores sunt. The gimp crawled inside obediently, rubber body curling fetal as she locked the door with a resonant click, key tucked into her bodysuit. "Sleep, inferior. Dream of denial eternal."

Turning back to the alphas, her storm-gray eyes gleamed with possessive hunger. From the desk drawer, she retrieved two temporary collars, sleek black leather rings embedded with silver studs, app-connected for remote shocks. "Approach on knees. Present necks. You endured my ritual. Sorting stars no longer fresh meat, but marked property."

Jax crawled first, broad shoulders flexing, veiny cock swinging limp between legs, cum-crusted from partial spills into the gimp. She snapped the collar around his throat, leather cool against heated skin, buckle tightening just enough to remind of restraint. "You're mine now, golden boy. Return to the Hunt if you must, but falter once, and you'll crawl leashed like him."

Kane followed, darker frame a tower even kneeling, ten-inch girth softening but still thick, purpled bruises from her slaps fading slowly. The collar encircled his neck, silver studs glinting. "Beast tamed. Obey every female, or join the betas in cock-locked shame."

They knelt marked, collars a badge of her claim, hearts pounding with the weight of submission etched deeper. Distant horns blared louder, the Hunt's end approaching, forest echoes carrying feminine laughter and captured moans. Evelina circled them one last time, gloved fingers tracing collars, pinching softened cocks to elicit final gasps. "Look at you. Cum-crusted, essence-soaked. Stagger out now. Return to your dormitory block beside the stables. Rhys and Liam await, brooding envy turning to torment when they smell my scent on your skin, see the collars gleam."

Jax swallowed hard, voice hoarse from chants. "Headmistress... we serve."

Kane growled low, eyes downcast. "For females superior."

She smiled wickedly, boot pressing Jax's shoulder to shove him back. "Good pets. The true Hunt was always within these walls. Not the forest chase, but my breaking of wills. Omnes feminae viris superiores sunt. Etched into your souls forever."

The oak door creaked open on her command, fog from the morning Hunt still lingering in corridors now filling with returning victors. Senior Prefects strode past outside, leather trousers hugging curves, crops stained with beta blood, leashed senior alphas dragging chained prizes. Students giggled in micro-skirts, faces flushed from mounting captured bitches in the mud. The Great Hall prepared for the evening's public feast, but Jax and Kane's ritual ended here.

"Out," she commanded, gloved hand pointing. They staggered to feet, naked bodies marked with her scratches and fluids, cocks hanging defeated, collars tight. The march began through echoing halls, past the motto carved in blood-red Latin on every arch. Omnes feminae viris superiores sunt. Each step ached, muscles screaming from suspension and pile, but obedience drove them.

Dormitory block loomed beside stables still reeking of yesterday's Sorting hay and fear. Rhys and Liam lounged inside, brooding and cocky frames perking at the door's slam. Rhys's dark eyes narrowed, shoulders like marble tensing. "Back already? Headmistress's summons. Smell that? Her on you. Lucky bastards."

Liam smirked, pretty face twisting, 8.5 inches tenting boxers at the scent. "Collars? Marked meat. Spill the details, or we torment you worse."

Jax and Kane collapsed onto bunks, bodies cum-crusted and essence-drenched, voices hoarse recounting fragments: her throne, the gimp's slurps, chained torments, primal piles. Envy burned in roommates' eyes, cocks hardening as tales dripped with perversion. "She broke us," Kane growled. "True alphas now. But hers."

Outside, the academy pulsed with Hunt's aftermath, betas wailing in Great Hall chains, bitches cleaning muddied boots on rubber knees. Evelina lounged back in her throne, wine glass refilled, Bitch-Zero whimpering in his cage. A smile curved her lips, knowing two more souls sealed in submission. The motto glowed above. Omnes feminae viris superiores sunt.

Epilogue whispers lingered in the fog-shrouded Carpathians: the annual Hunt claimed bodies, but her private ritual hunted minds. Jax and Kane slept fitful, collars humming faint warnings, dreams of her holes and denial. Tomorrow, gym training at dawn, muscles honed for female use. The academy endured eternal, perversions deepening with each new intake. True superiority reigned unchallenged.
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