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The Femdom School

Part Four


The morning sun crested over the jagged spires of the Academy of Eternal Submission, bathing the ancient mansion-castle in a blood-orange glow that promised a day of exquisite cruelty. The vast back field—a sprawling expanse of manicured grass stretching toward a dense, shadowy forest at the far end—buzzed with anticipation, the air crisp with autumn chill and the faint, underlying musk of feminine excitement. Dew glistened on the ground like scattered diamonds, soon to be trampled under the heels of superior women and the desperate, bare feet of fleeing males. The school's motto, “Omnes feminae viris superiores sunt,” seemed etched into the very sky, a divine endorsement of the perversion about to unfold: the first full hunt of the autumn term, a sacred tradition where betas were released like prey, hunted for sport, capture, and unspeakable use.

Breakfast in the grand dining hall had been a feast of decadence—silver platters of fresh fruits, pastries dripping with cream, and mimosas flowing freely—fueling the girls for the day's exertions. The new students—Charlotte, Elizabeth, Arabella, Beatrice, Camilla, and Cordelia—had emerged from their luxurious suites sated and glowing, bodies marked with love bites and handprints from their alphas' devoted service. Whispers of the night rippled through the hall like erotic gossip: Charlotte bragging about Timothy's massive cock stretching her through a dozen positions, Elizabeth giggling over Sebastian's curved length hitting spots that made her squirt across the mirrors. But now, changed and ready, they joined the throng heading outside, uniforms swapped for the hunt's attire: tight combat trousers in team colors—crimson for Charlotte's group, emerald for Elizabeth's, sapphire for Arabella's, and so on—hugging every curve of hip and ass like a second skin, the material stretching taut over toned thighs and rounding perfectly at the crotch. Vest tops matched, clinging to full breasts and flat stomachs, nipples faintly outlined in the cool air, black balaclavas rolled up on foreheads ready to pull down for the chase. Paintball rifles slung over shoulders gleamed with fresh ammo—non-lethal but stinging pellets designed to mark and maim pride more than flesh.

The senior students mingled with the new girls as they made their way across the grounds, a sorority of sirens in their colored combats, boots crunching on gravel paths. Laughter pealed, voices husky from the night's excesses. "God, I love cock," a third-year brunette in crimson combats confessed to Charlotte, her vest top straining over ample breasts as she adjusted her rifle. "Those alphas—railed me senseless last night. Woke up with cum still leaking out." Charlotte laughed, her auburn hair tied back, combat trousers molding to her ass like they were painted on. "Tell me about it—Timothy's huge dick had me screaming. Fucking love getting railed by those studs; they train them so well in the gym, all muscle and endurance."

Elizabeth, in emerald, chimed in with a wicked grin, her lithe form accentuated by the tight vest clinging to her pert breasts. "Sebastian curved just right—hit my g-spot every thrust. I edged him for hours before letting him fill me. Alphas are built for pounding superiors." Arabella, sapphire team, licked her lips. "Mine pegged me back—felt that power rush? But nothing beats riding a massive cock to oblivion." Beatrice, blonde curls peeking from her balaclava, giggled. "I had him eat me for ages—tongue like a vibe. Then railed doggy until I squirted everywhere. Fucking love those studs." Camilla and Cordelia nodded eagerly, their duo and trio alphas leaving them bow-legged and beaming, whispers of double penetration and face-riding drawing envious moans from seniors.

Some students led betas on leashes—naked except for cock locks and collars, crawling on all fours, bodies marked with welts from morning "warm-ups." A prefect in black combats tugged a beta's leash sharply, his cage buzzing as he whimpered. "Heel, simp—don't embarrass me today." Another senior, vest top barely containing her curves, slapped her beta's ass. "You're hunting bait, worm—run fast or get whipped raw."

Then, Mia emerged from the staff wing, her petite frame a vision of lethal cuteness in pink combats—special prefect privilege—tight trousers hugging her round ass and thighs, vest top plunging to showcase perky breasts, black boots gleaming. Her golden pigtails bounced as she yanked the leash of her prize: Christopher, Beta 49, naked and collared, crawling humiliated behind her on hands and knees, his muscular body dirtied from the night's private torments in her apartment—ass red from pegging, face crusty with dried cum, cock lock swollen and leaking from endless edging. The crowd parted with cheers: "Mia's pet!" "Premature beta on display!" Mia grinned ferally, tugging him to heel. "This is going to be fun," she announced, her voice carrying over the field, drawing laughs and wolf whistles.

The back field teemed now—hundreds of females in colored teams, rifles ready, whips coiled at hips, black masks pulled down over faces for the hunt's anonymity and menace. Cages were wheeled out on carts by obedient alphas—iron-barred prisons containing the new betas: Barnaby, Andrew, Charles, Edward, James, Rupert, and others from the sorting, naked except for cock locks, blindfolded with black masks to heighten terror, bodies trembling in the morning chill. The carts halted at the field's edge, a starting line marked by flags, the vast open grass stretching 500 yards to the forest's dark treeline—a treacherous haven where captured betas faced worse fates: gang use, whipping posts, or bitch transformation.

The Sports Mistress strode forth like a warrior goddess, her presence silencing the chatter. Valeria Domina, the academy's iron-fisted athletics overseer, was a vision of muscular perfection: olive Latin skin smooth and flawless, glowing under the sun, her black combat trousers molding to powerful thighs and a round, firm ass that could crush lesser males, black vest top straining over perfect, full breasts that defied gravity, nipples outlined like weapons. Black boots laced high, a bullwhip coiled at her hip, her dark hair pulled into a severe ponytail that swayed like a pendulum of judgment. She cracked the whip once—CRACK!—drawing cheers.

"Ladies," she boomed, voice a sultry thunder that carried across the field, "it is the first full hunt of the autumn term! For the new ones, I'll explain what happens." She paced, whip tapping her palm, breasts heaving with each step. "The new betas are released first—naked, locked, masked. Then the older betas join. They run across the field toward the forest at the far side. A few moments later, the hunt begins."

She gestured to the rifles and whips. "Girls, you can use paintball rifles for marking, whips for lashing, or anything that takes your fancy—nets, tackles, your bodies. Shoot them, sting them, break them. If you capture them... punish them. Use them. Fuck them raw, whip them bloody, make them beg. Teams compete for most captures—winners get first pick of alphas tonight."

Cheers erupted, rifles raised, whips cracking in excitement. The new girls exchanged thrilled glances—Charlotte's eyes wide, Elizabeth biting her lip, all buzzing with the night's alpha-fueled confidence now channeled into hunt lust.

Alphas wheeled the cages forward, unlocking them under Valeria's nod. The new betas were hauled out—blindfolded, cock-locked, naked—shoved into a trembling line at the starting flags. Mia unclipped Christopher's leash with a grin, pushing him roughly into place beside Barnaby and the others, his muscular body quivering in the open air, cage swinging heavily. "Run fast, pet—or I'll make last night look gentle," she whispered, slapping his ass hard.

Valeria raised a starting pistol, her perfect breasts rising with the motion. BANG! The new betas bolted—naked forms sprinting desperately across the grass, cock locks bouncing, masked faces turned in blind panic, girls' cheers thundering: "Run, worms!" "Fresh meat fleeing!" The new girls joined the roar, rifles ready, combats hugging their curves as they watched the prey dash toward the distant forest.

Moments later, older betas were unleashed from leashes—dozens more, scarred and broken from prior hunts—pushed forward with taunts: "Don't let me down, simp!" "Run or get shocked mid-field!" They lined up, trembling.

Valeria fired again—BANG!—and the rest charged, a wave of naked desperation sprinting across the field, cock locks glinting in the sun, girls' laughter a cruel soundtrack.

Senior prefect girls thundered in on black stallions—Victoria, Sophia, Isabella, and more—leather combats swapped for riding gear, some with rifles slung, others cracking long whips, horses snorting steam in the chill. They reined in behind the students, a cavalry of deathly beauty.

The sun hung low over the Academy of Eternal Submission, a merciless orb casting long shadows across the vast back field—a sea of emerald grass stretching like a battlefield toward the dark, foreboding forest at the far end, where twisted trees promised false sanctuary for the fleeing prey. The air crackled with electric anticipation, thick with the scent of dew-kissed earth, feminine sweat, and the faint metallic tang of fear from the naked betas trembling at the starting line. Hundreds of females—students in their colored tight combats, prefects in black, mistresses overseeing from the flanks—stood poised like an army of goddesses ready for war. Their vest tops clung to sweat-glistened breasts, combat trousers molding to powerful thighs and round asses like battle armor designed for seduction and slaughter. Paintball rifles gleamed, whips coiled at hips, nets and stun spears at the ready. On horseback, senior prefects reared their black stallions, crops and lassos in hand, while a fleet of open-top jeeps idled with engines growling, mounted net cannons and restraint kits gleaming.

Senior students laughed, slapping asses in camaraderie. "Fresh meat for the taking," a crimson-team third-year boasted, her vest top riding up to flash toned abs. "I love cock—alpha cock railing me deep—but hunting betas? That's the real high." Cheers rippled, whips cracking in warm-up.

Valeria Domina, the Sports Mistress, stood atop a raised platform like a general on the eve of conquest—her olive Latin skin flawless under the sun, black combat trousers hugging muscular thighs and a perfect ass that could crush spirits, black vest top straining over her full, perfect breasts that rose and fell with authoritative breaths, black boots planted wide, bullwhip coiled like a serpent at her hip, ponytail swaying as she raised the starting pistol high. Her voice boomed, a sultry roar that silenced the field: "Are you ready, girls?"

The crowd erupted—fists pumping, rifles raised, horses neighing, jeeps revving. "YES!" A thousand voices thundered as one, the ground vibrating with feminine fury.

BANG!

The pistol's crack shattered the morning like a war cry. The girls thundered forward—a tidal wave of colored combats and deadly beauty, boots pounding grass, horses galloping with thunderous hooves, jeeps roaring to life in clouds of dust. War cries rose: "Hunt them down!" "Break the betas!" "For superiority!" The new girls sprinted with seniors, rifles at the ready, laughter wild and perverse. Mia leaped into a pink-camouflaged jeep with a small group of prefects—Sophia, Isabella, Lila—engines screaming as they raced across the field, net cannon primed on the back.

The betas bolted in blind panic—new ones first, naked forms sprinting desperately, cock locks bouncing painfully between legs, masked faces turned in terror toward the distant forest 500 yards away. Christopher's heart hammered, legs pumping as grass whipped his shins, the open field a gauntlet of exposure. Cheers thundered behind: "Run, worms!" "Fresh meat fleeing!" Older betas joined seconds later, pushed forward with whips and shocks, a ragged wave of naked desperation charging across the green.

The hunt exploded into chaos—a battle of goddesses versus prey.

First blood came swift. A prefect on horseback—Victoria, her black combats gleaming, waistcoat unbuttoned to flash cleavage—galloped alongside a fleeing new beta, Barnaby, his broad shoulders heaving as he sprinted. She cracked her long whip—CRACK!—the leather lassoing his neck like a serpent's strike, yanking him backward off his feet. He hit the ground hard, choking and gasping, mask askew as she reined in, horse circling him. "Got one!" she shouted triumphantly, dismounting to straddle his chest, boot on his throat. Two crimson-team students sprinted up, rifles firing—THWAP! THWAP!—paintballs splattering his naked skin in stinging bursts: one on his ass, raising red welts; another dead-center on his locked balls, the impact sending him curling in agony, muffled screams through the mask. "One down!" the students cheered, high-fiving. "Come on, girls—let's get some more!" They hogtied him with zip ties, dragging him back as a prize, his cage dragging furrows in the grass.

Mia's jeep roared past, engine growling as she stood in the back, manning the net cannon. "Target acquired!" she yelled, aiming at a cluster of three new betas—Andrew leading, Charles and Edward trailing. BOOM!—the cannon fired, a huge weighted net exploding outward like a spider's web, entangling Andrew in a tangle of ropes. He tumbled, screaming as the net pinned his limbs, cock lock caught painfully. The jeep skidded to a halt, Mia leaping out with a stun spear—electric prod crackling blue. "Gotcha, worm!" She jabbed his ass—ZZZT!—current surging through him, body convulsing in the net, piss leaking from his cage in terror. The girls in the jeep howled with laughter—Sophia filming on her phone, Isabella slapping the roof. "Scream for us, beta!" Mia stunned him again—thighs, balls—his howls music to their ears before they hauled the netted prize into the jeep like a sack of meat, tossing him in the back where he writhed, bound and shocked. "One for the prefects—drive on!"

Horses thundered, prefects on black stallions weaving like cavalry. Isabella, ponytail flying, lassoed James with a rope noose around his ankles mid-sprint, yanking him face-first into the dirt. "Timber!" she laughed, her horse dragging him bouncing across the grass, cage scraping painfully, before reining in. Two sapphire-team students fired paintballs—THWAP-THWAP!—pellets exploding on his back and ass in blooming red stains, the sting dropping him limp. "Captured—whip him quick!" A riding crop lashed his thighs—CRACK! CRACK!—welts rising as he begged through the mask.

The new girls dove in with feral joy. Charlotte and Elizabeth, crimson and emerald, sprinted side-by-side, rifles barking. Charlotte nailed Rupert in the calf—THWAP!—the paintball bursting in a splatter of pain, buckling his leg. "Down, worm!" Elizabeth followed with a shot to his ass, the impact sending him sprawling. They tackled him together, knees on his back, zip-tying wrists as he thrashed. "Fucking love this—better than alpha cock!" Charlotte laughed, grinding her combat-clad pussy on his thigh for a humping tease before dragging him away.

Arabella and Beatrice, sapphire and gold, used whips—coiled leather uncoiling to lash Edward's back mid-run—CRACK!—the tip biting flesh, drawing blood and a scream. He stumbled; Beatrice fired a paintball to his balls—direct hit, the agony curling him fetal. "Got him—teamwork!" They netted him with a handheld throw, tangling limbs before stunning with prods—ZZZT!—his body jerking like a fish.

Camilla and Cordelia, violet and silver, ambushed Charles in a pincer—Camilla tackling low, wrapping legs around his, tripping him face-down; Cordelia whipping his ass raw—CRACK-CRACK-CRACK!—welts crisscrossing as he howled. "Dual capture—feels like last night with my alphas!" Camilla grinned, sitting on his back while Cordelia paintballed his cage repeatedly—THWAP-THWAP!—each hit a explosion of pain.

The field became a warzone—betas falling like soldiers, screams mingling with girls' triumphant war cries: "For superiority!" "Break them all!" Naked bodies littered the grass, bound and marked, dragged back as trophies, cock locks buzzing in defeat.

Jeeps tore across the field like chariots of vengeance, engines roaring as dust clouds billowed. Lila's black-camouflaged group—four prefects in skin-tight black combats that showcased lethal curves, vest tops plunging to reveal lace bras straining over ample breasts—rammed straight into a cluster of five older betas mid-field, the vehicle skidding sideways in a spray of grass. Doors flew open like trap jaws, the girls leaping out in a swarm of deadly beauty. "Pile on, sisters!" Lila barked, her curvaceous form tackling the lead beta—a scarred veteran from last year's hunt—driving him face-first into the dirt with her knee on his back. The others descended: one stunning with a prod to the ass—ZZZT!—his body convulsing in electric agony, scream muffled by the mask; another whipping his thighs raw—CRACK-CRACK!—welts blooming red as he thrashed. Three betas down in seconds, piled on in a tangle of naked limbs and cock locks, stunned repeatedly until they went limp, bound with zip ties wrist-to-ankle like hogtied livestock. "Throw them in—cargo for the winners!" The girls heaved the bodies into the jeep's back, tossing them like sacks of meat, cages clanging against the metal floor as the vehicle peeled away, leaving two betas scrambling only to be netted by follow-up riders.

Horseback prefects thundered like apocalyptic riders, Sophia at the fore on her black stallion, fiery red hair streaming like a banner of war. Her black combats gleamed with sweat, vest top unbuttoned to flash bouncing cleavage as she galloped. Spotting two new betas—Charles and Edward—sprinting side-by-side, she uncoiled her lasso with a flourish. "Double catch!" she yelled, whipping it overhead before flinging— the rope snaring both necks in a masterful loop, yanking them backward off their feet in a choking tangle. They hit the ground hard, gasping and clawing at the nooses, masks fogging with panicked breaths as Sophia reined in, her horse circling triumphantly. Paintballs rained from her fellow riders—THWAP-THWAP-THWAP!—pellets exploding on cold skin: backs splattered red, asses welted purple, one direct to Edward's balls sending him curling fetal with a masked howl. "Dragged and marked—perfect!" Sophia dismounted, boot on Charles's chest as she tightened the lasso, the girls on horseback circling to whip exposed thighs—CRACK!—drawing blood. Bound and choking, the pair was hauled behind horses for a humiliating drag, cages scraping furrows in the grass.

From a low hill overlooking the field, snipers positioned like elite archers—Beatrice in gold combats, vest top clinging to her angelic curves, blonde curls peeking from her balaclava—knelt with rifles scoped. "Targets locked," she whispered to her spotter, a senior in gold. THWAP!—her shot nailed a fleeing beta's thigh mid-stride, the paintball bursting in a stinging bloom that buckled his leg, sending him tumbling with a scream. Ground teams swarmed: Camilla and Cordelia in violet and silver charging in, whips lashing—CRACK-CRACK!—across his back as he crawled, then netting him in a handheld throw, tangling limbs before prodding his cage—ZZZT!—shock after shock until he pissed himself in terror. "Sniper drop—whip and net combo!" Beatrice called, firing again—THWAP!—dropping another runner for Arabella's sapphire team to tackle and bind.

The battle escalated into a symphony of capture methods, each more inventive and cruel than the last:

A mistresses' ambush: Domina Valeria herself, bullwhip singing, cracked it across a beta's calves mid-sprint—CRACK!—the tip slicing skin, tripping him into a roll. She strode forward, boots thudding, perfect breasts heaving in her vest as she lassoed his ankles, dragging him back while students paintballed his exposed cock—THWAP-THWAP!—each hit a explosion of ball-shriveling pain.

The opening melee of the hunt began to quiet down like the dying throes of a glorious battle, the thunderous roar of boots, hooves, and engines fading into sporadic cracks of whips, bursts of paintball fire, and triumphant feminine laughter echoing across the vast back field of the Academy of Eternal Submission. The sun climbed higher, casting a harsh light over the carnage—a verdant plain now scarred with furrows of dragged bodies, splatters of colorful paint like blood from a perverse war, and the scattered remnants of nets, ropes, and discarded gear. The air, once electric with the starting pistol's bang and the girls' war cries, now hung heavy with the musk of sweat-soaked combats clinging to curvaceous forms, the sharp tang of gunpowder from paintball rifles, and the underlying, intoxicating scent of feminine arousal mingled with male fear-sweat. Under the motto “Omnes feminae viris superiores sunt,” the field had become a testament to absolute supremacy: a graveyard of broken male pride where naked, hog-tied betas littered the grass like fallen soldiers, their cock-locked bodies marked for conquest.

The field was awash with the spoils of victory—dozens upon dozens of captured betas, their naked forms twisted in humiliating bondage, hog-tied with zip ties or ropes that bit into wrists and ankles, forcing arched backs and exposed asses high in vulnerability. Teams dragged their prizes back toward the starting line in triumphant processions, girls' tight combat trousers covering  the smooth curves of asses as they hauled with gleeful effort, vest tops soaked translucent with sweat, clinging to heaving breasts and hardened nipples like second skins. Crimson team led the pack: Charlotte and her group yanking three hog-tied new betas—Barnaby at the fore, his broad shoulders straining against bonds, cock lock swinging heavily between spread legs, paint splatters blooming red on his ass and balls from point-blank shots that still stung like hornets. "Look at this haul—fresh meat hog-tied and leaking!" Charlotte laughed, her auburn ponytail bouncing as she tugged the rope, Barnaby's masked face scraping grass, muffled grunts escaping as his cage dragged painfully. Nearby, Elizabeth's emerald team paraded Andrew, his body arched obscenely, welts crisscrossing his back from a horseback whipping, balls swollen purple from targeted paintballs—each girl taking turns slapping his ass or flicking his lock, eliciting twitches and whimpers that drew cheers.

Sapphire and gold teams converged on a pile: Arabella and Beatrice dragging Edward and James in tandem, the betas' hog-tied forms bouncing over the uneven ground, cages clanging like bells of defeat. Paint exploded across their skin in abstract art—thighs welted, asses striped red, one direct hit on James's hole making him howl through the mask, his body convulsing as girls laughed: "Bullseye—beta bitch marked!" Violet and silver—Camilla and Cordelia—had netted Charles in a tangled web, his limbs pinned awkwardly, stun prod marks blackening his thighs from repeated zaps that left him piss-soaked and trembling. They counted aloud as they dragged: "That's five for violet—look at him leak, the simp couldn't outrun a girl in heels!"

Prefects on horseback circled like victors surveying the field, lassos dangling from saddles stained with grass and beta sweat. Sophia's stallion pranced over a hog-tied pair she'd dragged choking—necks raw from rope burns, paintballs embedded in skin like shrapnel, bodies arched with asses presented for casual whips from passing students. "Count them up, girls—prefects take ten!" she called, her fiery hair wild, black combats torn at the knee from a dismount tackle, vest top gaping to flash sweat-glistened cleavage. Jeeps idled nearby, backs loaded with cargo: Lila's black group tossing in stunned betas like firewood, bodies piled in heaps—cages clanging, limbs entangled, muffled screams as shocks activated randomly from apps, girls high-fiving over the writhing mass. "Twenty for black—drive them to the pens!"

The counting was ritualistic, teams tallying at the starting flags under Valeria Domina's watchful eye—her muscular olive form radiant, bullwhip coiled, perfect breasts heaving in her vest as she oversaw with a predatory smile. "Crimson: twenty-three! Emerald: nineteen! Sapphire leads new girls with fifteen!" Cheers erupted for each announcement, captured betas dragged into lines for inspection: hog-tied on their backs, legs forced wide to expose locked cocks for app checks—buzzes and shocks testing responsiveness, girls laughing as bodies jerked, precum forced from slits in humiliating dribbles. Some betas were used on the spot—girls grinding combats-clad pussies on faces for quick rides, or whipping asses raw for "motivation," the field a mosaic of naked, bound submission amid the colored victors.

A few betas had slipped the initial melee—scattered survivors like ghosts darting into the forest's edge, their naked forms vanishing into the underbrush as the hunt's vanguard pushed deeper. Screams still echoed from the treeline—distant cracks of whips, bursts of paint fire, feminine triumphs—but the field's chaos quieted to a victorious hum, girls catching breaths, reloading rifles, mounting horses or jeeps for phase two: the forest sweep.

Christopher was one of the lucky—or cursed—few who'd made it to the forest, his lungs burning like fire as he crashed through the underbrush, blindfolded mask yanked off in desperation during the sprint, discarded somewhere in the grass. His muscular body, once a source of pride, now betrayed him—thighs pumping, cock lock swinging painfully between legs with each stride, the chrome biting into his swelling shaft from constant arousal-fear, precum trailing down his balls in sticky strings. Branches whipped his naked skin, drawing thin lines of blood across his chest and ass, feet pounding damp earth and roots that threatened to trip him. Behind, the screams pierced the treeline—agonized howls of captured brothers, the crack of whips, laughter of huntresses closing in. "Run, beta—run!" a distant voice mocked, followed by a paintball's THWAP! and a scream cut short.

He kept running, heart thundering, the forest a labyrinth of ancient oaks and dense ferns, shadows pooling like traps under the canopy. His mind raced with flashes of the night: Mia's apartment, pegged and edged, forced to swallow load after load on the wheel, throat still raw from alpha cocks and her squirting pussy. Now this—hunted like animal, cock-locked and naked, every step a reminder of failure. The trees closed in, sunlight dappled through leaves, but safety was illusion; he knew the girls would follow, rifles and whips ready.

Panting, Christopher ducked behind a massive oak, chest heaving, cage throbbing as he scanned for hiding spots. There—other betas, quivering in the underbrush like cornered prey. One huddled under a fallen log, body curled fetal, cock lock buried in leaves, trembling visibly as muffled sobs escaped his mask. Another pressed against a tree trunk, knees drawn up, welts fresh on his ass from a near-miss whip, eyes wide with terror through mask slits. A third pair crouched in a bush, bodies pressed close for false comfort, cages intertwined painfully, whispers of "They're coming... hide deeper..."

Christopher crept toward them, branches cracking underfoot—too loud. An older beta, scarred from prior hunts—whip marks crisscrossing his back like a map of suffering, cock lock numbered low, indicating veteran status—grabbed his arm from a thicket, yanking him down with surprising strength. The man's masked face leaned close, voice a hoarse whisper through fabric: "Quiet, new meat—look out for traps. They seed the forest every year: snares, pits, nets on triggers. Step wrong, and you're dangling by the balls for them to find. Hide smart—or run deeper, but they're on horses now."

Christopher nodded frantically, heart slamming, the warning sinking in as distant hooves thundered and feminine laughter echoed closer.

Christopher crouched low behind a thicket of ferns, his naked body pressed into the cool mud, heart hammering like a war drum against his ribs. His muscular frame—broad shoulders slick with sweat, abs clenched in terror—trembled as he peered through the leaves, cock lock a constant, throbbing reminder of his failure, the chrome biting into his semi-hard shaft from the adrenaline-fueled arousal that the academy twisted into every male's biology.

A scream pierced the forest—high, desperate, cut short into a choking gurgle. Twenty yards ahead, a new beta—Rupert, Christopher recognized from the sorting, his lean frame once promising alpha potential—had triggered a snare. His ankle caught in a hidden loop of wire disguised as vine, the mechanism snapping taut with a vicious twang. Rupert was yanked upward in an instant, dangling upside down from a sturdy branch ten feet off the ground, body inverting with a sickening flip, blood rushing to his head as he swung helplessly like a pendulum. His masked face turned purple beneath the fabric, muffled screams erupting as he flailed—naked limbs kicking futilely, cock lock swinging wildly between his legs, the sudden inversion making his trapped shaft swell painfully against the chrome, precum arcing in droplets to the forest floor. "Help! Fuck—get me down!" he bellowed, voice cracking in terror, but the forest swallowed his pleas, amplifying his isolation.

Christopher's breath caught, body tensing in his hiding spot, ferns rustling slightly as he shifted for a better view. Other hidden betas froze nearby—one under a bush whimpering softly, another pressing deeper into mud, their quivering forms visible in patches: scarred asses marked from prior hunts, cages glinting as they leaked in fear-induced arousal. The trap had done its work perfectly—Rupert dangled exposed, balls and locked cock presented upward like an offering, ass cheeks spread slightly from the inversion, hole winking in vulnerability. His screams turned to choked sobs, body twisting in the snare, ankle raw and bleeding from the wire's bite.

Hooves thundered then—two prefects on black stallions bursting through the underbrush like avenging goddesses, their laughter a wicked melody that sent chills down Christopher's spine. Victoria and Isabella, senior prefects in their signature black leather trousers that molded to every lethal curve—hips swaying with the horses' gait, asses round and firm in the saddle, tight waistcoats plunging low to showcase heaving breasts that bounced with each gallop, nipples hard against the fabric from the thrill. Crops dangled from gloved hands, whips coiled at hips, their beauty deadly: Victoria's dark hair streaming, Isabella's brunette curls wild, both masked now in black balaclavas pulled down for the forest phase, eyes gleaming with sadistic joy through the slits.

"Look what the trap caught—a dangling beta worm!" Victoria crowed, reining in her stallion beside the swinging prey, her horse snorting steam as she circled slowly. Isabella laughed throatily, dismounting with graceful menace, boots thudding on the earth as she approached Rupert's inverted form. "Upside down and helpless—perfect for teasing. Look at that locked little dick swinging, leaking like a faulty faucet. Pathetic—thought you could hide in our forest?"

Rupert thrashed, screams muffled and gurgling as blood rushed to his head, his body spinning slowly from the snare. "Please—mercy—let me down!" he begged, voice cracking, but the prefects only laughed harder, Victoria remaining mounted, her leather-clad thighs gripping the saddle as she leaned down. "Mercy? For a beta who couldn't hold his load in sorting? You're meat now—dangling bait for our crops."

Isabella stepped close, her gloved hand trailing up his inverted thigh, slapping his ass hard—SMACK!—the impact rippling through his cheeks, drawing a fresh scream. "Scream louder, worm—let the forest hear your failure." She uncoiled her crop, cracking it across his balls—CRACK!—the leather tip kissing the cage, sending jolts of pain through his trapped shaft. Rupert howled, body convulsing upside down, cock lock swinging wildly as precum splattered the leaves below. Victoria joined from horseback, her crop lashing his chest—CRACK-CRACK!—welts blooming red across his nipples and abs, the inversion making every strike land with amplified force, blood rushing to the marks.

"Look at him wriggle—like a fish on a line!" Victoria taunted, circling her horse to crop his thighs—CRACK!—drawing thin lines of blood. "All that muscle, and you're dangling by one ankle, cock locked because you're too weak to control yourself. Bet you wish you were an alpha, railing superiors like last night—but no, you're beta bait!"

Isabella pressed her body against his swinging form, her leather trousers brushing his skin as she cropped his ass repeatedly—CRACK-CRACK-CRACK!—each hit precise, raising perfect welts that made him buck and scream. "Tease time—feel a real woman's touch." Her hand cupped his balls, squeezing hard, rolling them as he sobbed, then flicked the cage repeatedly, the ding-ding-ding echoing. "Leaking more? Aroused from pain? Typical beta perv—hard in your prison while we whip you raw."

Rupert's screams turned to broken pleas: "Stop—please, superiors—I'll serve!" But Victoria only laughed, cropping his hole—CRACK!—the tip biting sensitive flesh. "Serve? You'll beg for that after more."

Isabella pulled out her phone, screen glowing as she scrolled the app. "Watch this, sister—beta shock party." She found his profile—Beta 52—and cranked to high, holding the button. Electricity surged—ZZZT-ZZZT!—his body convulsing wildly upside down, screams ripping from his throat as he wriggled like a fish on a line, limbs flailing, cage sparking faintly, piss arcing from the slits in terror. The prefects screamed with wicked laughter, Isabella doubling over, Victoria's horse rearing slightly from the hilarity. "Look at him dance—shocked simp swinging!" More shocks—pulse after pulse—his howls turning inhuman, body spinning from the thrashing, welts and blood mixing with sweat.

Finally, sated, Victoria drawing a knife to cut the snare. Rupert plummeted with a thud, gasping on the ground, body a wreck of welts and shocks. They bound him swiftly—hog-tied with rope from saddles—and slung him over Victoria's horse like a trophy, ass up across the saddle, cage dangling. "Carry him away—forest prize!" Isabella mounted behind, cropping his exposed hole as they rode off, his screams fading into the trees.

The forest of the Academy of Eternal Submission closed around Christopher like a living shroud, its ancient canopy a tangled web of branches that filtered the autumn sun into fractured spears of light, illuminating patches of moss and fallen leaves in mocking clarity. The air grew thicker here, deeper in—damp and earthy, laced with the faint rot of decay and the sharper tang of his own fear-sweat dripping down his naked back. His muscular body, once a source of alpha potential in the sorting, now ached with every step: thighs burning from the sprint across the field, feet bruised on roots and stones, cock lock swinging heavily between his legs like a pendulum of doom, the chrome biting into his swelling shaft from the constant, twisted arousal the academy instilled in all males. Precum trailed in sticky strings down his balls, mixing with blood from branch-whips that crisscrossed his chest and ass in thin, stinging lines. The screams from the field's melee had faded to distant echoes—muffled howls of capture, the crack of whips, feminine laughter like victorious sirens—but here, the silence was worse, broken only by his ragged breaths and the occasional rustle of hidden betas quivering in the underbrush.

Christopher pressed on, farther from the others he'd glimpsed—scarred veterans huddled under logs or pressed against trunks, their masked faces turned in silent terror, cock locks glinting as they leaked in fear. "Stay away—traps everywhere," one had hissed earlier, but Christopher couldn't risk the group; numbers drew attention. He moved low and careful, crawling through ferns on hands and knees when the undergrowth allowed, his cage scraping painfully against leaves, every rustle a potential snare. The forest was a maze of peril: ankle loops disguised as vines, pits with nets, pressure plates for alarms or shocks. His mind raced with Mia's torments—the wheel's throat-fucking, her apartment's pegging and edging, cum still crusty on his face—and the hunt's chaos: bodies hog-tied and dragged, jeeps swarming, horses lassoing. He had to hide deeper, survive until... until what? There was no escape from the academy, only delay of inevitable recapture and worse punishments.

Deeper in, the trees grew denser, sunlight dimming to twilight gloom, the ground carpeted in thick moss that muffled his steps. Christopher ducked behind a massive fallen oak, chest heaving, peering back the way he'd come. Distant hooves thundered—prefects on patrol—and feminine voices carried on the wind, taunting captured prey. He curled tighter, cage throbbing as unwanted arousal stirred from the danger, the academy's conditioning turning fear into humiliating hardness.

Meanwhile, at the forest's edge, Victoria emerged from the treeline on her black stallion, the horse's flanks lathered from the chase, her black leather combats sweat-soaked and clinging to her lethal curves—thighs powerful in the saddle, ass round and firm, waistcoat unbuttoned to flash heaving cleavage glistening under the sun. Her captured beta dangled hog-tied over the saddle horn, ass up and welted from her crop, cage dragging as he whimpered with every jolt. She reined in sharply upon spotting Mia, the petite blonde prefect striding from the field with rifle slung over her shoulder, pink combats hugging her perky form, pigtails bouncing, eyes scanning the trees with predatory hunger.

"Mia! Any sign of your premature pet?" Victoria called, her voice a sultry laugh as she tugged the dangling beta's hair, eliciting a muffled yelp.

Mia grinned ferally, slinging her rifle higher, the weapon's barrel glinting. "Not yet—but Christopher's mine. Seen him? That locked-up failure couldn't outrun a girl in heels forever."

Victoria shook her head, cropping her captive's ass for emphasis—CRACK!—drawing a scream. "Nothing but this worm and a few others. Dangled a couple from snares—shocked them swinging like piñatas. But your pet? It's only a matter of time. Forest is seeded tight this year— he'll trip soon enough, cage first into a net."

Mia's eyes narrowed with wicked delight, phone already in hand for app checks. "Good—I'll bag him personally. Extra shocks for running." She patted her rifle, heading into the trees with purposeful strides, boots crunching leaves, her petite form vanishing into shadow like a blonde huntress on the prowl.

Deeper still, a group of new girls—Charlotte, Elizabeth, Arabella, and Beatrice—followed a Year 3 student named Sophia (not the prefect, but a fiery redhead senior in crimson combats) through a sun-dappled clearing, rifles at the ready, vest tops sweat-translucent and clinging to their curves from the chase. Sophia led with confident swagger, her vest top riding up to flash toned abs, combat trousers molding to her round ass and thighs. "Keep up, newbies—this is where the real fun hides. Betas think trees mean safety—wrong."

They stumbled upon a fresh capture: a new beta—James, his lean body hog-tied over a fallen log deep in the clearing, discovered by Sophia minutes earlier in a pit trap. He'd fallen into a concealed hole lined with soft netting, scrambling out only to be tackled and bound by her alone—wrists zip-tied to ankles behind his back, arched obscenely over the mossy log, ass exposed high and vulnerable, cock lock dangling toward the ground, mask pushed up to reveal his tear-streaked face. Paint splatters from a grazing shot bloomed on his thighs, welts from Sophia's initial whipping crisscrossing his back.

"Look at this prize—fresh beta ass on display!" Sophia announced, circling the log with her whip uncoiled, the leather tip trailing over his exposed hole. The new girls gathered close, rifles lowered, eyes wide with thrilled hunger—the night's alpha railings fueling their dominance lust. Charlotte leaned in first, her crimson combats creaking as she squatted, vest top gaping to flash cleavage. "Exposed and helpless—perfect for examination." She slapped his ass hard—SMACK!—watching the cheeks jiggle, then spread them wide with gloved hands, exposing his hole. "Tight little beta pucker—bet it's virgin. Look how it winks when I blow on it." She did, her breath teasing the sensitive ring, drawing a muffled sob from James.

Elizabeth joined, emerald vest clinging to her lithe form, fingers tracing the welts. "Whip him more—make him clench for us." Sophia obliged—CRACK-CRACK!—the bullwhip (borrowed from Valeria) lashing his ass cheeks, raising fresh red lines that made him buck and scream through the mask, hole puckering in pain. "Scream, worm—your ass is ours now!" Arabella laughed, pinching his balls hanging low. "Locked and leaking—aroused from whipping? Pathetic beta perv." Beatrice cropped his thighs—CRACK!—watching him writhe.

Sophia grinned, tossing a strap-on from her pack to Charlotte—a thick black silicone beast with ridges, vibrating base. "Your turn, new girl—strap up and break him proper." Charlotte caught it eagerly, buckling the harness over her crimson combats, the dildo jutting obscenely from her crotch, vibe buzzing to life against her clit through the fabric. "Look at this, beta bitch," she taunted, circling to his front, gripping his hair to yank his masked face up. "A superior cock for your worthless mouth—bigger than your locked nub ever was."

James whimpered, but Charlotte slapped his cheek. "Open wide—suck your mistress's strap-on like the cock-hungry failure you are." She thrust forward, the thick head breaching his lips, stretching his jaw as she pushed deeper, ridges bumping his tongue. "Lick it—taste the silicone that's about to ruin your ass. Swirl your tongue around the head, beta slut—pretend it's a real alpha cock you'll never be." He obeyed desperately, tongue lapping the shaft, sucking the tip with hollowed cheeks, gagging as she face-fucked him slowly at first—thrusts building rhythm, the dildo bulging his throat visibly. "Deeper—choke on it, premature worm! You blew your load in sorting—now blow this fake one with your throat." Saliva dripped from his stretched lips, the vibe humming against Charlotte's clit, making her moan as she rammed harder, hands in his hair like reins.

The girls taunted relentlessly: "Suck harder—lube it good for your virgin hole!" Elizabeth laughed. "Look at him gag—beta bitch born for cock!" Arabella cropped his back mid-thrust—CRACK!—making him buck and deep-throat involuntarily. Beatrice pinched his nipples. "Get it lubed up for your ass—one superior fucking coming!"

Charlotte pulled out with a wet pop, strap-on glistening with his saliva, and circled behind. "Time to break you, beta." She spread his whipped cheeks, the ridged head nudging his hole. "Beg for it—beg your superior to fuck your worthless ass!" James sobbed: "Please... fuck me, Mistress..." Charlotte thrust in—hard, merciless—the ridges stretching him wide, a burning invasion that made him scream as she bottomed out, hips slapping his welted ass.

She fucked him good—relentless, powerful thrusts despite her lithe frame, the vibe grinding her clit to bliss with each drive. "Take it, beta bitch—feel a real pounding!" Her hips pistoned, pulling out to the tip before slamming deep, ridges dragging his walls, prostate hammered until he leaked profusely from the cage. The girls cheered: "Rail him!" "Break that ass!" Charlotte varied—slow deep grinds, then fast jackhammer fucks, spanking his cheeks redder—SMACK-SMACK!—as she came on the vibe, squirting through her combats. "Superior cum for your ruin!" She pegged harder, orgasms piling—second, third—body quivering in dominance as James broke, sobbing in pain-ecstasy.

The new girls took turns after—Elizabeth next, her strap-on curved for prostate destruction, railing him to forced dry orgasms; Arabella whipping mid-fuck; Beatrice edging his cage with shocks. Cordelia and Camilla joined later, double-pegging in tandem.

Christopher, hearing distant screams, fled deeper—traps and huntresses closing in.

Mia prowled this green hell with the grace of a blonde succubus, her petite frame a lethal silhouette of sensual power in her pink prefect combats—the tight trousers molding to her round, firm ass and toned thighs with every deliberate step, the material stretching taut over her shaved pussy, already slick and throbbing from the hunt's adrenaline and vivid flashbacks to Christopher's breaking. Her vest top clung like a second skin to her perky breasts, nipples hard and straining against the sweat-dampened fabric, the plunging neckline flashing cleavage that rose and fell with excited, shallow breaths, her golden pigtails bouncing with youthful, sadistic energy. At barely five feet, she was a compact storm of cruelty, her heart-shaped face alight with a drunken grin, blue eyes scanning the undergrowth with hawk-like focus. The rifle slung over her shoulder was mere ornament; her true weapons were the phone in her manicured hand—screen glowing with the app's interface, a digital collar pinging Christopher's cock lock number 49 with movement alerts, arousal spikes, and faint GPS blips growing stronger—and the stun spear at her hip, crackling faintly with electric promise. A coil of rope, crop, and knife dangled from her belt, her black boots silent on the moss as she wove through thickets like a ghost, avoiding main paths where jeeps roared or horses thundered.

"Run deeper, my little premature pet," Mia murmured to the shadows, her voice a sultry purr laced with venomous delight, blending seamlessly with the rustling leaves. "Hide in Mommy's forest—I'll sniff you out, and you'll pay for every desperate step with screams and leaks." The app had been her compass since the field's chaos: his sprint evading jeep swarms and horseback lassos, slipping past initial snares like a clever worm burrowing from light.

Christopher crashed through the undergrowth like a wounded animal, far from the quivering clusters of other betas he'd abandoned earlier—their scarred bodies huddled under fallen logs or pressed against tree trunks, masked faces turned in silent terror, warnings of "traps everywhere—deeper means worse" echoing in his fractured psyche like a death knell. His naked form was a testament to suffering: broad shoulders slick with sweat and blood from branch-lashes that crisscrossed his chest in thin, burning lines that wept crimson with every movement, abs clenched in exhaustion and dread, thighs quivering from the endless push into the forest's heart where light faded to perpetual twilight. His feet, blistered and torn on jagged roots and hidden stones, left bloody prints on the thick moss, each step a jolt of pain that shot up his legs to mingle with the constant throb of his cock lock—a cruel chrome prison swinging heavily between his thighs, the ring biting deeper into his swelling shaft as fear twisted into the academy's conditioned arousal, precum trailing in sticky, humiliating rivers down his heavy, blue-balled sack. The chill wind raised gooseflesh on his skin, hardening his nipples to painful peaks, his throat raw from suppressed screams at near-misses: a pit evaded by inches, a net dodged with a desperate dive, the dangling howls of less fortunate betas haunting him like ghosts.

Deeper, the trees grew monstrous, their gnarled trunks forming natural pillars in a cathedral of green gloom, the canopy so thick that sunlight dwindled to faint, dappled glows that barely penetrated the fern-choked floor. Shadows pooled like spilled ink around massive roots and hidden hollows, the ground a treacherous carpet of moss over pitfalls and snares. Christopher's breath came in ragged gasps, lungs burning as he ducked under low-hanging branches, thorns raking fresh lines across his back and ass, drawing more blood that trickled warm down his crack. "Deeper—hide—survive," he rasped to himself, voice hoarse and broken, mind a whirlwind of terror and unwanted flashbacks: Mia's apartment, her naked petite body straddling his face, squirting ecstasy as he swallowed alpha cum from her pussy; the wheel's endless throat-fucking, alpha cocks exploding down his gullet while she came watching; her strap-on buried deep, pegging him until ruined leaks spurted from his cage in dry, pleasureless orgasms. He couldn't face that again—not the shocks that seared his soul, the whips that flayed his pride, the ownership that reduced him to a leaking toy. But stopping meant capture; the forest offered no true escape, only delay.

A small glade appeared ahead—a deceptive oasis of soft moss and a fallen oak log, sunlight filtering through a gap in the canopy like a spotlight on false hope. Christopher lunged for the log's hollow, a potential burrow—his foot snagged. SNAP! A hidden pressure plate triggered beneath the moss, a concealed net exploding upward from the ground in a whirlwind of weighted ropes. It tangled his limbs mid-leap, yanking him off his feet and hoisting him into the air spread-eagle, suspended five feet high in a web of unyielding cords that bit into his wrists, ankles, and torso. "No—fuck—no!" he screamed, thrashing futilely as the net spun him slowly, body exposed in humiliating starfish—ass cheeks spread wide, hole winking vulnerably to the glade, cock lock caught painfully in the mesh, pulling his balls taut and forcing his shaft to swell against the chrome, precum arcing in desperate strings to the moss below. Blood rushed to his head from the partial inversion, vision blurring, tears streaming as he spun, every struggle tightening the bonds, the net creaking like a swing of doom.

Laughter—pure, wicked, triumphant—rang out as Mia stepped into the glade from the shadows, rifle lowered but phone glowing victoriously in her hand, stun spear crackling at the ready. Her pink combats gleamed in the dappled light, vest top sweat-translucent and clinging to her perky breasts heaving with excitement, nipples hard as diamonds, pigtails framing her angelic face twisted into demonic glee. "Caught in my web at last, my premature pet!" she crowed, circling the netted prize like a shark, boots crunching leaves as she admired her handiwork. "Tangled and leaking, hard in your cage from capture alone—pathetic beta perv, aroused because running turns you on? Or because you knew Mommy would find you?"

Christopher spun slowly, pleading desperately through tears: "Mia—please—mercy—I'll be good—your pet forever—take me back!" But she laughed, a bubbly, drunken sound that chilled his blood, thumb pressing shock—high pulse—ZZZT!—his body convulsing in the net like a puppet on electrified strings, scream ripping from his throat as current seared through his balls and trapped shaft, piss arcing in terror, cage sparking faintly. "Mercy? For hours of running? Hiding deep like a naughty worm? No—punishment first, my pet, right here in our private forest glade where no one interrupts Mommy's fun."

She stunned with the spear—ZZZT to thighs, ass, exposed hole—burning jolts making him buck wildly, net creaking, body dancing in agony as she laughed maniacally. Crops uncoiled—CRACK-CRACK!—leather tip kissing welted skin from below, thighs, balls, hole—each hit precise, drawing blood and howls amplified by suspension. "Scream louder—let the trees witness your failure!" Shocks pulsed in rhythm—low teases building to high blasts—his convulsions spinning the net faster, piss and precum splattering the moss in humiliating patterns.

Verbal deluge poured like venom: "My pet—spilled in my mouth sorting day amid cheers, swallowed superior alpha loads on the wheel while I squirted watching your gagging, cleaned my cum-filled pussy with your desperate tongue, pegged raw in my apartment until ruined leaks spurted from your worthless cage—and you run? Hide deep thinking trees save you? You're mine—locked forever as my premature failure, shocked for breathing, whipped for existing, fucked when I crave!"

Sated with aerial torment, Mia cut him down—knife flashing through ropes, body crumpling in a heap on the moss, gasping and twitching. Leashed instantly, dragged farther to a secluded inner glade—an ancient clearing with a natural moss altar of fallen logs and roots, sunlight filtering like divine judgment on perversion, the perfect private arena.

There, punishment peaked: staked spread-eagle on the log altar—wrists and ankles tied to roots with her rope, body arched ass-up, cage exposed to the sky. Whip uncoiled fully—CRACK-CRACK-CRACK!—across back, ass, thighs, soles of feet—welts rising in perfect, bloody grids, his screams music as skin split. "For every trap evaded—take it!" Shocks synced via app—ZZZT!—with lashes, body arching in agony-ecstasy, prostate jolted indirectly. Crop to balls—CRACK!—hole—CRACK!—precum forced in rivers, piss from pain.

Mia stood over him like a pint-sized deity of destruction, her petite naked body glowing with sweat under the dappled sunlight that filtered through the canopy like divine approval. Her golden pigtails hung disheveled from the chase, framing a heart-shaped face flushed with exertion and sadistic ecstasy, blue eyes blazing with ownership. Her perky breasts heaved with each breath, nipples hard and pink from the chill and her endless arousal, her shaved pussy lips puffy and glistening with the remnants of her earlier self-pleasure and the anticipation of what was to come. The pink combats lay discarded in a heap nearby, her vest top long gone, leaving her fully nude—a compact vision of lethal sensuality, her round ass firm and marked with faint red lines from branch scrapes during the hunt, thighs toned and powerful despite her size. She rummaged in her pack with deliberate slowness, drawing out the finale's star: a ridged monster of black silicone, easily ten inches long and thicker than a wrist at the base, the shaft covered in bulging veins and protruding knobs designed to drag and torment inner walls, the flared head bulbous and unforgiving. At its base, a powerful vibrating nodule protruded inward, positioned to grind relentlessly against her clit with every thrust.

Christopher's eyes widened in horror as she held it untrophy-like, the silicone gleaming in the light. "Recognize this, pet? Bigger than last night—ridged for your ruin." She buckled the harness around her hips with practiced ease, the straps cinching tight against her smooth skin, the dildo jutting obscenely from her crotch like a superior cock that shamed his locked nub. The vibe hummed to life with a flick of her finger—low at first, a teasing buzz against her clit that made her moan softly, hips twitching involuntarily. "Mmm—feel that? Mommy's getting wet already for breaking her premature failure."

She knelt behind him, her small hands spreading his welted ass cheeks wider, exposing his hole fully—twitching, red from earlier crops, a faint trickle of blood from a split welt mixing with sweat. "Lube time, beta bitch," she purred, scooping his tears from his cheeks with gloved fingers—no, bare now, nails digging in as she smeared them over the ridges. Then his precum, forced from the cage in dribbles, slicking the shaft with his own denied essence. Finally, blood from his whipped ass, rubbing it in with cruel twists. "Lubed with your suffering—tears for running, precum for arousal, blood for punishment. Perfect for owning this beta hole."

Christopher begged brokenly, voice hoarse from screams: "Mia—no—please—not again—I'll be good—" But she slapped his ass—SMACK!—silencing him. "Shut up, pet—betas take what superiors give." The ridged head nudged his entrance, pressing against the ring with insistent pressure. She thrust forward slowly at first—the head breaching with a burning stretch, ridges popping past his sphincter one by one, dragging inner walls as he screamed, body arching against the stakes. "Feel that, premature pet? Superior cock—ridged to ruin you!" Inch by inch she sank deeper, her petite hips meeting his welted ass with a slap, the full length buried, vibe grinding her clit to instant wetness.

She started merciless—pulling back until only the head remained, then slamming home, ridges dragging relentlessly, prostate hammered with every drive. "Take Mommy's cock—owning your beta ass forever!" Her pace built: slow deep stretches that made him feel every knob pulling his walls, then fast jackhammer brutality, hips a blur as she railed him, the log creaking under the force. Orgasms cascaded for her—first from the entry fullness, the vibe buzzing as ridges filled her with feedback pleasure, squirting a hot stream across his back with a moan; second from grinding deep, circling hips to mash the nodule against her clit, body quivering as she squirted again, floods soaking his welts; third from ramming fury, petite body slamming with surprising power, breasts bouncing as she screamed ecstasy, squirting in arcs over his cage.

Variations tormented him: angled thrusts destroying his prostate, forcing ruined leaks—dry, pleasureless spurts from his cage amid broken screams, precum mixing with piss in humiliation; slow withdrawals to the tip, then brutal slams that jolted his bound body; side-to-side twists dragging ridges like screws. "Leaking from your ass like a girl—beta bitch cumming ruined because Mommy pegs better than you'll ever fuck!" Fourth orgasm—grinding while shocking his cage—ZZZT!—his convulsion pushing her over, squirting on his balls; fifth from spanking mid-thrust—SMACK-SMACK!—welts reopening; sixth as she reached under to twist his nipples, pain-pleasure blend shattering her again.

His screams turned to animal howls, body a quivering wreck—hole stretched gaping around the monster, ridges leaving him raw inside, prostate milked to madness without true release, cage leaking rivers of ruined essence. Seventh for Mia—leaning over him, breasts on his back, biting his shoulder as she railed; eighth from vibe on max, her petite form shaking in dominant bliss; ninth whispering taunts: "My eternal premature pet—locked, shocked, pegged, broken—never run again!"

Tenth orgasm shattered her utterly—screaming raw ecstasy that echoed through the forest, body convulsing as she buried deepest, squirting floods soaking him from ass to cage, the vibe and ridges overwhelming in a cataclysm of superiority. She collapsed atop him post-climax, strap-on buried to the hilt, her sweat-slicked breasts pressing his back, pigtails tickling his neck, breath hot on his ear.

"Never run again—my eternal premature pet, locked, shocked, pegged, broken forever," she whispered ownership, fingers tracing his cage possessively. The forest swallowed his final, shattered sobs—captured deep in shadowed depths, punished utterly, claimed eternally as Mia's.

###

The back field of the Academy of Eternal Submission lay in the aftermath of glorious carnage, the vast expanse of trampled grass now a battlefield testament to feminine supremacy—a sea of churned earth scarred with drag marks, splatters of colorful paintball bursts like abstract bloodstains, discarded nets tangled like spiderwebs of conquest, and the faint, acrid scent of gunpowder mingling with the sharper tang of male fear-sweat and feminine triumph. The sun dipped low on the horizon, painting the sky in hues of blood-orange and bruised purple, casting long shadows from the academy's towering spires that loomed like judgmental sentinels over the scene. The first hunt of the new autumn term had ended in absolute victory for the superior sex, the forest's distant echoes of final captures—muffled screams, the crack of a last whip, a jeep's roaring engine—fading into silence as the huntresses returned, dragging or carrying their prizes like trophies from a divine war. Under the motto “Omnes feminae viris superiores sunt,” etched into the very air, not a single beta had escaped; all were captured, broken, and claimed, their naked forms a humiliating mosaic of defeat across the field.

The starting line—a flagged area near the academy's rear walls—bustled with post-hunt revelry, girls in their sweat-soaked tight combats and vest tops gathering in colored teams, rifles slung casually, whips coiled at hips, bodies glistening with the exertion of the chase. Their combat trousers clung transparently to curves earned from sprinting and tackling—asses round and firm, thighs powerful, crotches outlined where arousal from the dominance had soaked through fabric. Vest tops rode up or tore slightly in the frenzy, flashing underboob or lace bras straining over full, heaving breasts, nipples hard from the chill and thrill. Laughter pealed as they high-fived, slapping asses in camaraderie, voices husky with victory: "Fucking love hunting—better than any alpha cock railing me!" a crimson-team senior boasted, her vest top translucent over ample cleavage. The new girls—Charlotte, Elizabeth, Arabella, Beatrice, Camilla, and Cordelia—stood flushed and beaming among them, their combats mud-splattered and torn at knees from tackles, vest tops clinging to pert or full breasts, faces alight with the rush of their first taste of true power. "That was incredible—whipping them down, netting them like animals!" Charlotte gasped, crimson trousers hugging her hips as she adjusted her rifle, the night's alpha memories fueling her fire. Elizabeth nodded, emerald vest damp with sweat. "Fucking studs railed us last night—but this? Breaking betas is the real high."

Alphas stood obediently at the periphery—senior and normal, their muscular forms in crisp uniforms, huge cocks outlined in trousers from watching the supremacy, eyes averted in deference, ready to serve the victors tonight. But the focus was the betas: all captured, every last naked, cock-locked failure herded into large team cages wheeled out by obedient alphas—massive iron-barred enclosures on carts, one per color team, positioned in a semicircle for display and counting. The new betas and older veterans alike were shoved inside like livestock, bodies piled in humiliating heaps—hog-tied with zip ties or ropes, limbs twisted to expose asses and cages, masks pushed up or removed to reveal tear-streaked, cum-crusted faces from prior torments.

Crimson cage overflowed with twenty-three prizes: Barnaby curled fetal, his broad shoulders bruised from Charlotte's tackle, cock lock swollen from paintball hits to the balls that still throbbed like fire, welts crisscrossing his ass from whips; Rupert nearby, ankle raw and bleeding from a snare, body arched in bonds with paint splatters blooming red on thighs and hole. They whimpered as girls poked through bars—fingers twisting nipples, slapping cages—drawing leaks and grunts. Emerald held nineteen: Andrew piss-soaked from stun prods, cage sparking from residual shocks, welts from horseback dragging raising purple across his back. Sapphire's fifteen included Edward, net marks imprinted on skin like tattoos, balls black-and-blue from targeted shots. Gold, violet, silver, and pink (Mia's prefect special) followed suit—piled bodies quivering, cock locks buzzing randomly from app teases, muffled sobs and leaks a symphony of defeat.

The pink cage held Mia's personal haul, including a few she'd netted and stunned personally, but her eyes scanned for Christopher—deeper in the forest, her private claim. Prefect black cages bulged with thirty-plus, scarred veterans from jeep swarms and lasso drags, bodies a map of old and new welts, cages leaking in collective shame.

Valeria Domina, the Sports Mistress, strode to the center like a conquering empress, her muscular olive Latin form a vision of lethal perfection under the dying sun—black combat trousers molding to powerful thighs and a round, firm ass that flexed with each step, black vest top straining over her full, perfect breasts that defied gravity, heaving with authoritative breaths, nipples outlined like weapons of seduction. Her dark ponytail swayed like a banner of judgment, black boots thudding on the platform as she mounted one of the crimson cages for height, her weight making the bars creak and the hog-tied betas inside whimper louder, bodies shifting in fear as her boot pressed one’s back. The bullwhip coiled at her hip tapped rhythmically, her smooth skin glowing, a goddess among victors.

"Ladies!" Valeria's voice boomed, a sultry thunder that silenced the field, all eyes turning to her radiant form atop the cage, breasts rising magnificently. "The first full hunt of the autumn term is complete—not a single beta escaped our superiority! Look at them—hog-tied, marked, leaking in their cages like the failures they are. Cock-locked worms, captured and claimed under our motto: Omnes feminae viris superiores sunt!"

Cheers erupted—rifles raised, whips cracking, girls jumping in excitement, combats clinging as bodies pressed close. The new girls joined wildly, Charlotte pumping her fist: "We owned them!" Elizabeth: "Fucking love this power!"

Valeria cracked her whip—CRACK!—silencing for the count. "Tallies: Crimson—twenty-three! Emerald—nineteen! Sapphire—fifteen! Gold—eighteen! Violet—twenty! Silver—seventeen! Pink prefect—twelve personal! Black prefects—thirty-five combined!" Roars for each, teams hugging, slapping asses.

"But the winning team..." Valeria paused dramatically, boot grinding on a beta's back below, drawing a muffled scream. "Crimson—with twenty-three captures! Led by our new stars, they dominated the field!"

The crimson team exploded—Charlotte and her group screaming triumph, jumping, hugging with breasts mashing. "We won! First choice of alphas tonight!" The new girls in crimson beamed, the prize sinking in: selecting the biggest, strongest alphas for a night of unlimited railing—huge cocks pounding them senseless in suites, no limits.

Valeria smiled down. "Crimson gets first pick of alphas tonight—choose the studs with the biggest cocks, the most muscle. Rail them raw, make them serve. The rest—second picks by rank. Betas to the stables for reprogramming—whippings, shocks, bitch training for the worst."

Cheers thundered as cages were wheeled away, betas whimpering in heaps—hog-tied, paint-marked, cage-leaking failures herded to punishment, the winning team's night of alpha indulgence awaiting.

The hunt ended in supremacy's blaze—crimson victorious, betas broken, the new year forged in perverse glory.
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