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The Femdom School

Part one


The sleek black limousines wound through the fog-laden valleys of Eastern Europe, their engines purring like contented predators as they approached the hidden sanctuary known only through whispers and shadowed legends. The Academy of Eternal Submission lay ahead, an ancient mansion-castle shrouded in mystery, its spires clawing at the overcast sky. No one outside its iron gates knew the full truth of what transpired within—only rumors, tantalizing fragments passed in secret among the elite families who sent their daughters here to be forged into goddesses of dominance. The motto, “Omnes feminae viris superiors sunt,” was etched into the collective psyche of those who dared to dream of it: All females are superior to males. But for the new arrivals, it was all speculation, a delicious haze of forbidden possibilities that set hearts racing and bodies aflame.

In the lead limousine, Charlotte lounged against the supple leather seat, her legs crossed in a way that hiked her short skirt just enough to reveal the lace trim of her stockings. At eighteen, she was a picture of refined allure, her auburn hair tumbling in waves over her shoulders, framing a face that blended innocence with an undercurrent of predatory hunger. Beside her, Elizabeth fidgeted with the hem of her blouse, her emerald eyes darting out the tinted window as the landscape blurred by. "I heard it's like nothing we've ever imagined," Elizabeth murmured, her voice a husky whisper laced with excitement. "Rumors say the boys are brought in like cattle, stripped bare right there in the open. And we... we get to decide their fates."

Arabella, seated across from them in the spacious cabin, leaned forward, her lips curving into a sly smile. Her dark eyes gleamed with mischief as she uncrossed her legs, the silk of her stockings whispering against the seat. "Decide? Oh, darling, it's more than that. Whispers from my cousin who attended last year—she said the girls are trained to break them, to turn strong men into whimpering servants. Psychological games, physical torments... and pleasures that make you question everything." She paused, her fingers tracing idle patterns on her thigh, the air in the limo growing thicker with unspoken desires. "But it's all hearsay. No one knows for sure until they're inside those gates."

The three girls shared a conspiratorial glance, the hum of the tires on the winding road amplifying the tension. Charlotte felt a familiar warmth building between her legs, a insistent ache that the rumors only fueled. She'd heard tales of the Head Mistress, a enigmatic figure who ruled with an iron fist wrapped in velvet, always accompanied by her personal... pet. A man reduced to nothing, leashed and obedient. The thought sent a shiver down her spine. "What if it's true about the sorting?" Charlotte ventured, her voice breathy. "They say the boys stand naked, exposed, while we inspect them. Touch them. Test their... endurance." Her cheeks flushed, not from embarrassment, but from the vivid images flooding her mind—hard bodies quivering under feminine command, cocks throbbing at a mere glance.

Elizabeth laughed softly, a sound that was equal parts nervous and aroused. "Endurance? I've heard if they can't hold back, if they spill too soon, they're marked as the lowest. Betas, or worse—bitches. Dressed up like dolls, used for whatever whims we have." She bit her lip, her hand unconsciously drifting to her chest, brushing against the swell of her breasts through the thin fabric. The limo hit a bump, jolting them slightly, and the motion only heightened the electric charge in the air.

Arabella nodded, her expression turning dreamy. "And the alphas? The strong ones, with bodies sculpted like gods—they're ours to command, but never equals. Gym every day, building muscle just to kneel better." She leaned back, closing her eyes for a moment as if savoring a private fantasy. The girls fell into a charged silence, each lost in their own imaginings, the rumors weaving a web of anticipation that made the journey feel eternal.

In the second limousine trailing behind, Beatrice nestled close to Camilla, their shoulders touching in a way that spoke of budding intimacy. Beatrice's blonde curls framed her angelic face, but her blue eyes held a spark of wickedness. "Cordelia told me the wildest thing before we left," Beatrice confided, her voice low and sultry. "She overheard her mother talking—said the academy isn't just a school; it's a world where females reign supreme. No boy ever says no. They obey, or they suffer... deliciously." She giggled, the sound tinkling like shattered glass, but there was an edge to it, a hunger.

Camilla, with her raven hair cascading like a midnight veil, tilted her head against Beatrice's. "Suffer? Or submit? Rumors say the training involves everything—whips, chains, seduction that breaks the mind. And us? We learn to wield it all, to make them crave our cruelty." Her fingers intertwined with Beatrice's, a subtle squeeze that sent warmth radiating through both. Cordelia, seated opposite, watched them with a knowing smile, her poised demeanor hiding the storm of curiosity within. "But what if it's all exaggerated?" Cordelia mused, her voice smooth as silk. "Whispers of girls in provocative uniforms, teasing and tormenting. Boys locked in devices that buzz or shock at our command. It sounds too perverse to be real."

Beatrice's breath quickened at the thought. "Perverse? That's what makes it thrilling. Imagine having that power— a boy on his knees, begging for release, and denying him just because you can." The image hit her like a wave, crashing through her defenses. She shifted in her seat, her thighs pressing together as a insistent heat built in her core. The rumors swirled in her mind: naked inspections, humiliating taunts from crowds of superior girls, boys transformed into gimps for menial tasks. Her hand, almost of its own accord, slipped beneath the hem of her skirt, fingers brushing against the damp fabric of her panties.

Camilla noticed, her eyes widening slightly before a grin spread across her face. "Beatrice, you minx. Already?" she teased, but there was no judgment—only envy, perhaps, or shared arousal.

Beatrice blushed but didn't stop. "I can't help it," she whispered, her voice trembling as her fingers circled slowly, teasing the sensitive nub through the lace. "Just thinking about it... arriving there, seeing the boys lined up. Rumors say they're herded like animals, stripped by the mistresses in their tight outfits. And we get to watch, to touch." Her eyes fluttered shut, breath coming in shallow gasps as she delved deeper into the fantasy. In her mind's eye, she saw herself among the girls, heels clicking on cobblestones as naked boys stood rigid, hands on heads, legs apart. Her hand would glide over sweat-slicked skin, wrapping around a thick, pulsing cock—testing, stroking, until the boy whimpered but held back, proving his alpha worth.

The limo swayed gently, the motion syncing with her rhythm, amplifying the sensations. "They say the Head Mistress welcomes them personally," Beatrice continued, her words punctuated by soft moans. "With her gimp crawling beside her, leashed like a dog. And if a boy falters... oh, god, the punishments." Her fingers slipped beneath the fabric now, dipping into her slick heat, imagining a beta boy shocked into submission, his cock locked and buzzing at her whim. The fantasy deepened: senior prefects in black leather, curves accentuated, whipping the disobedient while alphas restrained them. Girls cheering, taunting—"Look at them quiver! Which one breaks first?"

Cordelia leaned forward, her own arousal evident in the flush of her cheeks. "Keep going," she encouraged, her voice a purr. "What else do the rumors say?"

Beatrice's pace quickened, her free hand gripping the seat as waves of pleasure built. "The stables... where the bitches are kept. Covered in rubber, gagged, used for cleaning, for... anything." She arched slightly, biting her lip to stifle a cry. Camilla watched, transfixed, her hand drifting to her own lap in solidarity. The air in the limo grew heavy with the scent of desire, the girls' shared fantasies blurring the line between rumor and reality.

Meanwhile, in the vans rumbling behind the limos— utilitarian vehicles far removed from the luxury of the girls' transport—the boys traveled in uneasy silence. Timothy sat rigidly, his broad shoulders filling the seat, staring out at the misty hills. James, tall and lean, cracked his knuckles nervously. "Heard this place is no ordinary school," James muttered, breaking the quiet. "Rumors say it's run by women—strict ones. Like, really strict."

Christopher snorted, trying to mask his apprehension. "Yeah, well, my uncle mentioned something about training. Building character or whatever. But the girls... they're supposed to be something else." Andrew nodded, his mind racing with half-heard stories of dominance and submission, though he couldn't piece it together. Barnaby, Charles, Sebastian, Rupert, and Edward exchanged glances, the group of late-teen boys clad in casual clothes that felt increasingly inadequate for whatever awaited.

Sebastian leaned back, forcing a grin. "Bet it's all hype. Probably just a fancy boarding school with hot chicks." But his voice lacked conviction, and the van's atmosphere thickened with unspoken fears and curiosities. Rumors had reached them too—whispers of hierarchies, of boys sorted like livestock, of females who commanded absolute obedience. None dared voice the darker tales: stripping, inspections, transformations into something lesser.

Back in the girls' limo, Beatrice's fantasies crested. "Imagine... an alpha, muscular from the gym, kneeling before me. His cock huge, dripping, but he doesn't cum until I say." Her fingers plunged deeper, circling faster, her body tensing as climax approached. Elizabeth and Arabella watched, their own hands wandering now, the shared horniness turning the cabin into a cocoon of sensuality. "And the betas... locked, shocked, begging." Beatrice gasped, her body shuddering as orgasm ripped through her, a muffled cry escaping her lips. She slumped back, panting, a satisfied smile spreading as the aftershocks ebbed.

The limos crested a final hill, the mansion-castle emerging from the fog like a apparition. Grand iron gates loomed, creaking open as if sensing their arrival. The vehicles purred to a halt on the cobblestone drive, the vans pulling up behind. The girls straightened their clothes, hearts pounding with a mix of satiation and fresh anticipation. Outside, senior prefects awaited—visions in black leather trousers and tight waistcoats, curves on full display, each trailed by a muscular alpha boy carrying bags with bowed heads.

As the doors opened, the cool air rushed in, carrying the scent of ancient stone and unspoken promises. The new year was about to begin, rumors poised to become reality in the shadows of the Academy of Eternal Submission.

The grand doors of the Academy of Eternal Submission swung open with a theatrical creak, revealing a opulent foyer bathed in the warm glow of crystal chandeliers. The air was thick with the scent of blooming night jasmine and aged oak, a sensual undercurrent that whispered promises of indulgence and control. The new arrivals—Charlotte, Elizabeth, Arabella, Beatrice, Camilla, and Cordelia—stepped inside, their heels echoing on the marble floors like the first commands in a symphony of dominance. They had barely shaken off the fog of the journey when a wave of effervescent laughter and clinking glasses enveloped them.

"Welcome, darlings," purred a voice like velvet over steel. It belonged to a senior prefect, a vision of lethal beauty in her signature black leather trousers that clung to her hips like a second skin, paired with a tight waistcoat that plunged daringly low, accentuating the swell of her breasts. Her name was Victoria, as her embroidered badge declared, and she was flanked by two more prefects—equally stunning, their curves weaponized in the academy's uniform of supremacy. Behind them trailed senior alpha boys, their muscular frames honed from relentless gym sessions, dressed in crisp blazers and trousers that did little to hide the outlines of their impressive physiques. These alphas carried silver trays laden with flutes of bubbling champagne and delicate canapés: caviar-topped blinis, succulent oysters, and chocolate-dipped strawberries that evoked more carnal delights.

The alphas moved with practiced deference, eyes lowered as they offered the trays to the new girls. "Champagne, Mistress?" one murmured to Charlotte, his voice a low rumble that sent a thrill through her. He was tall, with broad shoulders and a jawline sharp enough to cut glass, his huge cock no doubt straining against his blue boxers beneath the uniform—rumors had it alphas were chosen for such endowments. Charlotte accepted a glass with a coy smile, her fingers brushing his hand deliberately, testing the waters of her newfound power. "Good boy," she whispered, watching him suppress a shiver. The motto echoed in her mind: Omnes feminae viris superiors sunt. All females superior to males. Here, it was law.

The reception unfolded in the grand hall, a cavernous space adorned with tapestries depicting ancient scenes of female warriors subduing mythical beasts—metaphors for the academy's ethos. Dozens of existing students mingled, their provocative attire a feast for the senses: short plaid skirts that barely skimmed thighs, blouses unbuttoned to reveal lace bras, and stockings held by garters that invited the eye to wander. They were a sorority of sirens, each radiating an aura of unbridled confidence, their laughter laced with wicked undertones. The new girls were swept into the crowd, glasses refilled by the ever-attentive alphas who circled like shadows, never speaking unless spoken to, their trays balanced with the precision of servants born to please.

Elizabeth found herself cornered by a group of second-year students, led by a fiery redhead named Sophia. Sophia's waistcoat strained against her ample curves, and she leaned in close, her breath warm against Elizabeth's ear. "First night jitters? Don't worry, pet. We've all been there. But oh, the games we play... they'll make you forget the outside world ever existed." Her eyes sparkled with mischief as she gestured to an alpha refilling their glasses. "Take Marcus here. Senior alpha. He's been through the wringer. Tell them about the Hunt, Marcus."

The alpha hesitated, his cheeks flushing under the scrutiny, but obedience was ingrained. "The Hunt, Mistress Sophia," he began, voice steady despite the humiliation. "It's a game in the woods at midnight. Betas are released naked, collared, with their cock locks buzzing to disorient them. You girls... you hunt them down with whips and nets. The one who captures the most gets to... use them for the night."

Sophia laughed, a throaty sound that drew heads. "Use them? Darling, we break them. Last time, I had three betas on their knees, begging for mercy while I edged them with feathers. One came without permission—zap! His lock shocked him senseless. Demoted to bitch on the spot." The group erupted in giggles, and Elizabeth felt that familiar heat pooling between her legs, the rumors from the limo paling against this vivid reality.

Nearby, Arabella and Beatrice were engrossed with a cluster of third-years, including a brunette bombshell named Isabella, whose leather trousers gleamed under the lights. "The classes are where the real magic happens," Isabella confided, sipping her champagne. "Mornings start with Psychological Dominance 101. Professor Domina Valeria—god, her outfits! Tight latex dresses that hug every curve. She teaches us how to read a boy's micro-expressions, plant seeds of doubt, make them crave submission. Last week, we practiced on a beta volunteer. By the end, he was confessing fantasies he'd never voiced, on his knees polishing our boots with his tongue."

Beatrice's eyes widened, her earlier self-indulgence in the limo fresh in her mind. "And the physical stuff?"

"Oh, Physical Dominance is a riot," chimed in another girl, Lila, her blonde hair cascading like a waterfall. "We learn restraint techniques, whipping forms—overhand, underhand, the flick that leaves welts without breaking skin. Alphas demonstrate by holding betas in place. Remember that time, Lila, when we had to tie up a bitch in shibari? He squirmed so much, his gimp suit creaking, but we suspended him from the ceiling. The Head Mistress watched, her personal gimp at her feet, nodding approval."

Camilla and Cordelia, meanwhile, had gravitated toward a more intimate circle near the fireplace, where flames danced like captive spirits. A prefect named Helena held court, her voice a sultry drawl. "Seduction and Humiliation classes are my favorites. Seduction: We practice on alphas, teasing them to the brink without touch. Whisper commands, trail fingers just out of reach—watch their cocks drip in those blue boxers. Fail to hold back? Demotion. Humiliation: That's for betas and bitches. Public shaming in the courtyard. Last game was 'Confession Circle'—betas stripped, cock locks on max buzz, forced to admit perversions while we laugh and taunt. One admitted to spying on us in the showers; we made him clean the stables with his tongue for a week."

The stories flowed like the champagne, each more perverse than the last. Charlotte overheard tales of BDSM Techniques: workshops on chastity devices, where girls fitted locks on betas themselves, programming apps to shock at random. "It's empowering," one girl said. "Feeling that power in your hand—literal control over their pleasure and pain." Games like "Alpha Auction," where seniors bid on muscular boys for personal service, or "Bitch Parade," marching feminized gimps through the halls for inspection, painted a picture of endless erotic possibility.

As the reception wound down, the Head Mistress made her entrance, a goddess in a corseted gown that molded to her form, her stiletto boots clicking with authority. At her side crawled her gimp, leashed and hooded in black rubber, a silent emblem of total submission. "Ladies," she intoned, her voice dripping sensuality, "welcome to your destiny. Here, you will learn to wield power as naturally as you breathe. Obey the hierarchy, embrace the perversion, and remember: Omnes feminae viris superiors sunt." The room toasted, alphas refilling glasses one last time before retreating to the shadows.

The new girls dispersed to their luxurious suites, heads buzzing with champagne and stories, bodies alight with anticipation. Tomorrow, classes would begin—the games would turn real, and their supremacy would be forged in the fires of desire and dominance. The academy's shadows held endless nights ahead, where every whisper was a command, every touch a conquest.

###

The rumble of the vans echoed through the shadowed back alleys of the Academy grounds, far removed from the glittering champagne reception unfolding in the grand hall. While the new girls sipped bubbly and traded wicked tales of dominance, the boys' arrival was a stark contrast—a raw initiation into the unyielding hierarchy of female supremacy. The vehicles pulled up behind the ancient stables, cloaked in mist and out of sight, their utilitarian frames a deliberate insult to the luxury afforded to their female counterparts. These were not limousines for equals; these were transports for chattel, raw material to be shaped, broken, and remade under the motto that governed all: Omnes feminae viris superiors sunt.

The doors slid open with a harsh metallic scrape, and immediately, the air crackled with authority. Senior prefects emerged from the gloom like predators in heat—Victoria, Sophia, Isabella, and their ilk, their black leather trousers molding to every curve of hip and thigh, tight waistcoats plunging low to showcase the swell of their breasts. Crops dangled from their gloved hands, sleek instruments of correction that promised both sting and seduction. Their heels clicked on the cobblestones with predatory precision, eyes scanning the bewildered boys inside the vans like appraisers at an auction of flesh.

"Out, worms! Line up single file, now!" Victoria barked, her voice a sultry whipcrack that brooked no delay. She flicked her crop against the van's doorframe for emphasis, the leather tip singing through the air. The boys—Timothy, James, Christopher, Andrew, Barnaby, Charles, Sebastian, Rupert, and Edward—stumbled out into the chill evening, their casual clothes rumpled from the journey, faces a mix of confusion and dawning unease. They were young men in their late teens, broad-shouldered and fit from whatever lives they'd left behind, but here, that meant nothing. They shuffled into a ragged line under the prefects' glaring scrutiny, the mist curling around their ankles like invisible shackles.

Sophia prowled along the line, her crop trailing lightly over James's chest through his shirt, a teasing prelude to pain. "Faster, or feel this on your bare ass," she purred, her lips curving into a cruel smile. The boys straightened instinctively, murmurs rippling through them— "What the hell is this?" from Christopher, a low groan of protest from Rupert. But the prefects were relentless, crops snapping against thighs and shoulders with sharp, stinging reports that elicited yelps and hasty compliance. "Eyes forward, mouths shut!" Isabella commanded, her voice laced with erotic menace as she circled Andrew, her hips swaying hypnotically.

Once lined up, the real humiliation began. Victoria stepped forward, crop tapping her palm rhythmically. "Strip. Everything off. Fold your clothes neatly at your feet. You won't need them where you're going." The order hung in the air like a noose, and the boys froze, exchanging shocked glances. Protests erupted—Barnaby stammered, "Wait, what? You can't be serious—" while Sebastian backed up a step, shaking his head. "This is insane, we're not—"

A sharp crack echoed as Sophia's crop lashed across Sebastian's arm, drawing a hiss of pain. "Obey, or suffer," she snarled, her eyes flashing with delight at his defiance. But Sebastian doubled down, his voice rising in anger. "Fuck this, I'm not stripping for you bitches—" The word was barely out before Victoria nodded sharply. Two senior alpha boys materialized from the shadows—hulking figures with rippling muscles from endless gym sessions, their blazers straining over broad chests. They were enforcers, subservient to the females but towers of strength over lesser males. Without a word, they seized Sebastian, one clamping a hand over his mouth while the other twisted his arms behind his back.

" Gag him," Victoria ordered coolly, producing a black rubber ball gag from her pocket. The alphas complied with mechanical efficiency, forcing the gag between Sebastian's teeth despite his muffled struggles and moans. Drool already glistened at the corners of his mouth as they dragged him away toward the stables, his feet kicking futilely against the ground. The remaining boys watched in stunned silence, the message crystal clear: resistance was futile, and the price was swift and humiliating. Moans of reluctance faded into tense obedience; shirts were shed, pants dropped, underwear peeled away until they stood naked, vulnerable under the prefects' appraising gazes. Cocks hung exposed to the cool air, some twitching involuntarily at the erotic tension, others shrinking in fear.

"Good boys," Isabella cooed mockingly, her crop now tracing lazy patterns over exposed skin—brushing Timothy's thigh, flicking lightly at Charles's balls to make him flinch. "See? Obedience feels so much better." The prefects herded them forward, crops ensuring compliance as they paraded the naked line around the stables. The boys' bare feet slapped against the cold stone, cocks bobbing with each step, a humiliating procession designed to strip away dignity. Whispers from hidden watchers—mistresses in their curve-hugging latex dresses—drifted on the wind, laced with laughter and taunts. "Look at the fresh meat quiver. Pathetic."

The parade circled into the central quadrangle, a vast open square ringed by the academy's towering walls. Here, the full spectacle awaited: rows of female students and mistresses gathered like a court of queens, their provocative uniforms a riot of short skirts, plunging blouses, and stockings that screamed supremacy. The air thrummed with anticipation, cheers and catcalls rising as the boys were marched into view. "Fresh cocks incoming!" one student shouted, eliciting giggles. The new girls—Charlotte, Elizabeth, Arabella, Beatrice, Camilla, and Cordelia—had been ushered from the reception to prime seats, their champagne buzz heightening the thrill. They leaned forward, eyes wide with excitement, the rumors from the limo now unfolding in flesh.

"Oh god, look at them," Beatrice whispered breathlessly, her thighs pressing together as arousal reignited. The boys were halted in the center, naked and exposed under the flickering torchlight. Elizabeth's gaze locked on Timothy's impressive member—thick, veined, already semi-erect from the charged atmosphere, a droplet of precum glistening at the tip. "That one... alpha material," she murmured, licking her lips, her body humming with the power rush. Arabella nodded, her hand subtly brushing her skirt. "Huge. Can't wait to test it." The new girls exchanged heated glances, excitement bubbling over into soft moans and whispers, their superiority affirmed in every humiliated male form before them.

The prefects barked final orders, crops enforcing precision. "Line up straight! Legs apart—shoulder width! Hands on your heads, fingers laced!" The boys complied, bodies trembling slightly as they assumed the vulnerable position: cocks dangling freely, asses exposed, every inch on display for the assembled females. Protests had died; only the occasional moan escaped as crops corrected postures. The quadrangle fell into a tense hush, the weight of expectation pressing down. All eyes turned toward the grand archway, where the Head Mistress would soon emerge, her personal gimp crawling at her side, to decree their fates in this realm of eternal submission.

The quadrangle hung in a breathless hush, the torchlight flickering like hungry eyes over the naked forms of the new boys—legs spread shoulder-width, hands laced atop their heads, cocks exposed and vulnerable to the cool Eastern European night. The air was thick with anticipation, a palpable erotic charge that made every breath feel like a caress. The female students and mistresses lined the edges, their provocative uniforms a symphony of temptation: short plaid skirts riding high on toned thighs, blouses unbuttoned to reveal lace-trimmed bras cradling full breasts, stockings whispering promises of silk and sin. They were goddesses in waiting, their curves accentuated by the academy's ethos of supremacy, eyes gleaming with predatory delight. The new girls—Charlotte, Elizabeth, and the others—watched from their seats, hearts pounding, but it was the senior students who would lead this ritual, their experience honed into weapons of seduction and humiliation.

A low rumble echoed from the grand archway, and all eyes turned as the Head Mistress emerged, a vision of absolute dominion. She strode with the grace of a panther, her corseted gown molding to her voluptuous form like liquid obsidian, the fabric straining against the generous swell of her hips and breasts, plunging low to expose a tantalizing expanse of cleavage. Stiletto boots clicked with authoritative menace, each step a declaration of power. At her side, on all fours, crawled her personal gimp—hooded in black rubber, leashed like a devoted pet, his body encased head to toe in the shiny material that erased all humanity, leaving only a symbol of total submission. He moved with practiced humility, his muffled breaths the only sound from beneath the hood, a living testament to the motto etched into the academy's soul: Omnes feminae viris superiors sunt.

The Head Mistress halted before the line of boys, her gaze sweeping over them like a queen surveying tribute. Her lips, painted a deep crimson, curved into a smile that promised ecstasy laced with agony. "Welcome, worms, to the Academy of Eternal Submission," she intoned, her voice a sultry timbre that resonated through the quadrangle, sending shivers down exposed spines. "Here, in this hidden bastion of female supremacy, you will learn your true place—beneath us, at our mercy, for our pleasure. The golden rules are simple, yet unbreakable: Obey every command from any female without question, hesitation, or complaint. Serve as we see fit—your bodies, your wills, your very essences are ours to command, tease, and torment. Failure invites punishment: whippings in the courtyard, isolation in the dungeons, public shaming that will strip you of what little dignity you cling to. And remember, darlings, all females are superior to males. No exceptions. No mercy."

She paused, letting her words sink in, her eyes lingering on the twitching cocks before her—some already hardening under the weight of her presence, droplets of precum beading like offerings. The gimp at her feet remained motionless, a silent enforcer of the hierarchy. "Tonight begins your sorting. Our senior students will inspect you, test your endurance. Those who falter, who spill their seed too eagerly, will be marked as betas—or worse, bitches—and dragged to the stables for reprogramming. The strong, the resilient, those with bodies forged for service yet unyielding in control... they may earn the rank of alpha in training. Let the selection begin."

A cheer erupted from the assembled females, a roar of feminine triumph that echoed off the stone walls, their voices blending into a chorus of taunts and laughter. "Break them, sisters!" "Make them beg!" The senior girls surged forward like a wave of sensual predators, their heels clicking in unison, curves swaying with hypnotic allure. They were a diverse pantheon of beauty: tall brunettes with endless legs, curvaceous redheads whose waists cinched dramatically into flaring hips, petite blondes whose compact forms hid a ferocity of desire. Uniforms clung to them—black leather trousers hugging asses like second skins, tight waistcoats pushing breasts upward in defiant display, garters peeking from beneath skirts that barely concealed the promise of more.

Victoria, the lead prefect, was first to act, her dark hair cascading like a veil as she approached Rupert. She circled him slowly, her crop trailing lightly over his chest, down his abs, teasing the base of his cock without touch. "Look at this one quiver already," she purred, her voice dripping with mockery. Then, with deliberate slowness, she knelt before him—not in submission, but in conquest—her full lips parting as her hand wrapped around his thickening shaft. She stroked languidly, fingers gliding from base to tip, thumb circling the head to smear the emerging precum. Rupert groaned, his body tensing, hands clenching atop his head. The crowd watched, breaths held, as Victoria's pace quickened, her grip firm yet teasing, twisting on the upstroke to heighten the sensation. "Hold it, worm," she whispered, but her eyes dared him to fail.

Beside her, Sophia targeted Edward, her fiery red locks framing a face of wicked intent. She pressed her body against his side, the swell of her breasts brushing his arm as her hand cupped his balls, rolling them gently while her other fist pumped his cock with rhythmic precision. "Feel that? That's power," she murmured, her breath hot against his ear. Edward's knees buckled slightly, a moan escaping his lips as she alternated pressure—squeeze, release, stroke—building him toward the edge. The quadrangle thrummed with energy, the mistresses nodding approval from the sidelines, their latex dresses gleaming as they adjusted stances to better display their own curves.

The first crack came swiftly. Barnaby, under the assault of a curvaceous brunette named Lila, couldn't hold. Lila's hands were magic— one stroking his shaft with feather-light touches, the other tracing patterns on his inner thigh, inching upward. She leaned in, her cleavage heaving with each breath, and whispered, "Cum for me, beta. Show everyone what a weak little thing you are." Barnaby's body shuddered, his cock pulsing in her grip as ropes of cum erupted, splattering her hand and the ground. A huge roar and cheer went up from the females, fists pumping the air, laughter mingling with triumphant shouts. "We have our first beta! Take him away!" The Head Mistress declared, her voice booming. Two senior alphas—muscular behemoths in blazers, their own huge cocks no doubt straining in blue boxers—stepped forward, seizing Barnaby by the arms and dragging him toward the stables, his protests muffled by a quick gag. The crowd jeered, "Pathetic! Beta bitch!"

The process intensified, the senior girls weaving through the line like sirens in a storm. Isabella, a brunette bombshell with hips that swayed like a hypnotic pendulum, took on Andrew. She dropped to her knees with theatrical flair, her tight waistcoat straining as she engulfed his cock in her mouth, sucking with expert vacuum while her hands massaged his balls. Andrew gasped, his broad shoulders tensing, but Isabella was relentless—bobbing her head, tongue swirling around the head on each retreat, humming vibrations that shot through him. "Mmm, taste so eager," she mumbled around him, her eyes locking onto his with dominant glee. Nearby, a tall blonde named Helena tormented Charles, her long legs parting as she straddled his thigh—not fucking him, but grinding subtly while stroking his shaft with both hands, twisting in opposite directions. "Imagine this every day... if you were worthy," she teased, her skirt riding up to flash lace panties.

Christopher held out longer, drawing a crowd. A tight petite little blonde named Mia approached him, her compact body a bundle of erotic energy—perky breasts pushed up by her waistcoat, ass round and firm in leather trousers that clung like paint. She was a vision of delicate ferocity, her golden hair tied in pigtails that bobbed as she knelt before him. "Oh, what's this? A big boy trying to play tough?" she cooed, her small hands wrapping around his thick cock, barely encircling it. She started slow, lips brushing the tip in a feather kiss, tongue darting out to lap at the precum like nectar. Then, with a wicked grin, she took him deep—her mouth stretching around his girth, cheeks hollowing as she sucked with surprising force for her size. Christopher groaned, his hips twitching involuntarily as Mia's head moved in rhythmic grace, saliva glistening on his shaft with each pull back. She hummed softly, the vibrations traveling up his length, her free hand cupping his balls, fingers teasing the sensitive skin behind.

The crowd murmured appreciation—"Look at her go!" "He's fighting it!"—but Mia was undeterred, her petite frame undulating as she deep-throated him, gagging slightly for effect, tears smearing her mascara in a way that only heightened her allure. Christopher's breaths came in ragged gasps, his muscles corded with effort, but he held—until Sophia sidled up behind him, her curvaceous form pressing against his back, breasts squishing into his skin. She whispered in his ear, her voice a sultry poison: "Imagine her tight little pussy instead... but you'll never have it. Cum, beta. Cum and accept your place—locked, shocked, begging for scraps." The words, combined with Mia's relentless blowjob—now faster, her tongue flicking the underside while she sucked—pushed him over. Christopher's body convulsed, a guttural moan escaping as he erupted into Mia's mouth, cum overflowing her lips as she pulled back with a triumphant swallow.

Another roar shook the quadrangle, cheers and applause thundering. "Another beta down! Take him away!" The Head Mistress announced, and the alphas hauled Christopher off, his spent cock dangling limply, face flushed with shame. Mia stood, wiping her mouth with a satisfied smirk, high-fiving Sophia as the crowd chanted, "Beta! Beta!"

The sorting devolved into a frenzy of erotic trials. Rupert, already weakened by Victoria's strokes, faced a duo: a redhead with voluptuous curves named Fiona and her partner, a lithe Asian beauty called Jade. Fiona knelt, stroking his cock with oiled hands—slippery, gliding friction that made obscene sounds—while Jade whispered humiliations from behind: "You're nothing but a toy. Cum and prove it." Rupert lasted mere minutes before spurting across Fiona's cleavage, drawing cheers and his swift removal as a beta.

James drew a crowd with his lean form, but Helena and Lila tag-teamed him mercilessly. Helena's long fingers wrapped around his shaft, pumping with expert twists, while Lila licked his nipples, her tongue tracing circles that sent jolts straight to his groin. "Feel that build? Let it go, worm," Lila purred, and when he did—cum arcing in desperate jets—the roar was deafening: "Beta! Drag him to the stables!"

Edward fared no better under Isabella's renewed assault; she switched to a handjob laced with edging—stroking fast, then slow, denying release until his pleas turned to whimpers. A mistress in latex joined, her gloved hand slapping his ass rhythmically, the sting pushing him over. "Beta confirmed! Away with him!"

Andrew, after Isabella's blowjob tease, was finished by a group taunt: three seniors circling, hands grazing his cock in turns, whispering fantasies of denial. He came with a shout, beta-branded amid cheers.

Charles, tormented by multiple hands—stroking, squeezing, teasing his tip with nails—collapsed into orgasm, his cum splattering the ground as the crowd erupted.

Only a few remained: Timothy, with his massive shaft still dripping but unyielding, his broad shoulders steady; and Sebastian, who had been dragged back, gagged and restrained, but now tested anew. The seniors swarmed, but these held—Timothy enduring a triple assault of strokes and whispers, his cock throbbing yet controlled; Sebastian, muffled moans aside, resisting a blowjob from Mia's return.

The Head Mistress raised her hand, silencing the cheers. "Enough! These resilient few—Timothy and Sebastian—are declared alphas in training. The rest, betas and bitches, to the stables for your new lives." The quadrangle exploded in final applause, the females congratulating each other on a successful cull.

The new alphas, chests heaving, were handed uniforms by bowing seniors: crisp blazers, trousers, shirts, blue boxers, socks, and ties. "Put them on," the Head Mistress commanded, her gimp watching silently. "And join the girls in the reception. Serve well, or fall."

As they dressed, the erotic haze lingered, the academy's shadows promising more nights of submission and supremacy.

###

The dim torchlight of the stable tack room flickered like forbidden whispers, casting elongated shadows across the rough-hewn stone walls adorned with gleaming harnesses, whips, and restraints that spoke of the academy's unyielding devotion to control. The air was thick with the musky scent of leather and hay, mingled with the faint, acrid tang of male sweat and desperation—a perfume of submission that permeated every corner of this hidden chamber within the Academy of Eternal Submission. Here, far from the opulent halls where females reigned in luxury, the betas were forged in humiliation and pain, their bodies mere tools for the pleasure and amusement of their superiors. The motto echoed silently in the architecture: Omnes feminae viris superiors sunt. All females superior to males. No mercy, no escape.

The newly sorted betas—Barnaby, Christopher, Andrew, Charles, Edward, James, and Rupert—stood naked and trembling, their wrists bound high above their heads with thick leather cuffs chained to iron rings embedded in the wall. Their legs were spread wide, ankles secured to floor bolts, exposing every inch of their vulnerable forms to the cool draft that whispered through the stables. Cocks, still semi-erect from the quadrangle's erotic ordeal, dangled limply now, twitching occasionally as if remembering the teasing strokes that had doomed them. Bruises from the alphas' rough handling bloomed on their skin, and the chill raised gooseflesh across their chests and thighs. They were raw material, no longer men but objects to be modified, their protests silenced by the lingering shock of their demotion.

The senior prefects entered like a storm of sensual authority, their black leather trousers hugging the curves of their hips and asses with obscene precision, the material creaking softly with each sway. Tight waistcoats plunged low, accentuating the swell of their breasts, nipples faintly outlined against the fabric as if daring the betas to gaze—and suffer for it. Victoria led them, her dark hair cascading like a veil of night, crop still in hand from the sorting. Beside her, Sophia's fiery red locks framed a face twisted in cruel delight, while Isabella, Mia, Helena, Lila, and Fiona followed, a sorority of deadly beauties whose every movement was a lesson in dominance. They carried sleek black boxes, each containing the instruments of the betas' new reality: numbered cock locks, digital marvels of torment designed to enforce obedience through pleasure and pain.

"Look at them, sisters," Victoria purred, her voice a velvet whip as she sauntered along the line, her gloved hand trailing idly over Barnaby's chest, pinching a nipple hard enough to elicit a gasp. "Fresh betas, ripe for locking. No more free will for these worms—their cocks belong to us now." The prefects laughed, a throaty chorus that sent shivers down the bound boys' spines. Sophia knelt before Christopher, her petite frame—clad in those skin-tight trousers that molded to her round ass—positioned teasingly close, her breath warm against his thigh. "Remember me, beta? That blowjob was just the beginning. Now, you'll beg for even a buzz."

The fitting began with ritualistic precision, each prefect selecting a beta like choosing a toy from a shelf. Isabella approached Andrew, her brunette curls bouncing as she opened her box, revealing the cock lock: a sleek, chrome cage with a digital padlock, inscribed with a number—Beta 47—and connected via Bluetooth to the academy's app. She gripped his flaccid cock firmly, stroking it with deliberate slowness to coax it to semi-hardness, her fingers wrapping around the shaft in a possessive squeeze. "We need you soft enough to fit, but hard enough to feel the shame," she murmured, her full lips curving into a smirk. Andrew moaned, his body betraying him as blood rushed southward, only for Isabella to slap his balls lightly—sting without mercy—deflating him just enough. With expert efficiency, she slid the cage over his cock, the cold metal encasing his length, the ring snapping shut around his balls. The digital lock beeped, sealing with a soft click, its screen glowing faintly. "Locked. Owned."

Across the line, Mia handled James with her tight, petite blonde allure, her pigtails swaying as she knelt, her waistcoat straining against her perky breasts. She teased his cock with feather-light touches, nails grazing the underside until he hardened involuntarily, then forced the cage on, the metal biting slightly into his skin. "Number 52 for you, worm. Every girl in the academy can control this now—buzz you to the edge, or shock you into tears." James whimpered, his broad frame trembling against the chains, but resistance was futile; the lock engaged, irreversible without the Head Mistress's override.

Helena, with her long legs and statuesque form, fitted Charles, her leather trousers whispering as she pressed her thigh against his for leverage, grinding subtly to heighten his arousal before clamping the device. Lila and Fiona tag-teamed Edward and Rupert, their curvaceous bodies moving in sync—Lila's hands stroking Edward's shaft while Fiona locked Rupert's, their laughter mingling with the boys' groans. Barnaby, last in line, faced Victoria herself; she cupped his balls possessively, weighing them before encasing his cock, the digital seal humming to life. Each fitting was a symphony of humiliation: hands gliding over sweat-slicked skin, breaths hot against exposed flesh, whispers of future torments—"You'll cum only when we allow, beta. Or never."

With the locks secured, the prefects stepped back, pulling out their phones—sleek devices synced to the academy's network. Sophia grinned wickedly, her app open to Christopher's profile: Beta 49, vitals displayed, controls at her fingertips. "Time to test, darlings. First, the buzz—our little gift of false hope." She tapped the screen, and a low vibration emanated from Christopher's cage, the device humming against his encased cock like a lover's tease. He gasped, hips bucking involuntarily as the sensation built, waves of pleasure rippling through his groin, making his balls tighten. The other prefects followed suit, apps beeping as they activated the buzz on their assigned betas. Barnaby arched against the wall, a moan escaping his lips as the vibration teased his trapped length, precum already beading at the tip visible through the cage's slits. Andrew's knees weakened, the buzz sending electric tingles up his spine, while James bit his lip, trying to stifle the involuntary thrusts.

The room filled with the low hum of the devices, mingled with the betas' ragged breaths and whimpers. "Feel that? That's us owning your pleasure," Isabella taunted, increasing the intensity on Andrew's app, watching his cock strain futilely against the metal. The buzz escalated for all, a perverse chorus that had the boys writhing in their bonds, chains rattling, bodies glistening with fresh sweat. Edward's moans turned to pleas—"Please, stop... it's too much"—but the prefects only laughed, their curves heaving with mirth, eyes alight with sadistic joy.

Then, the shift to torment. Victoria's voice cut through the haze: "Now, the shock. Obey, or this is your reality." She tapped her phone, and Barnaby's cage delivered a sharp electric jolt, a stinging zap that radiated from his cock outward, making him scream—a raw, guttural cry that echoed off the walls. The prefects synchronized, apps flashing as shocks fired in sequence. Christopher convulsed, his scream piercing as the current bit into his sensitive flesh, tears springing to his eyes. Andrew howled, body jerking like a puppet on strings, while Charles's wails joined the cacophony, the pain searing, unrelenting. James and Rupert thrashed, their screams blending into a symphony of agony, Edward begging incoherently as the shocks pulsed—mild at first, then intensifying to white-hot fire.

The betas' screams filled the tack room, raw and desperate, drawing amused glances from the prefects. "Too noisy," Sophia purred, producing black rubber ball gags from a nearby shelf—standard issue for breaking spirits. She forced one between Christopher's teeth, buckling it tight, his muffled cries now reduced to pathetic grunts. Isabella gagged Andrew next, her fingers lingering on his jaw as she whispered, "Scream all you want now, beta—no one cares." One by one, the prefects silenced them: Mia stuffing James's mouth with glee, her petite hands deft; Helena towering over Charles as she secured his; Lila and Fiona handling Edward and Rupert with synchronized efficiency; Victoria last, gagging Barnaby while stroking his cheek mockingly. The shocks continued intermittently, the boys' bodies convulsing, drool seeping around the gags, eyes wide with terror and humiliation.

Satisfied with the tests, the prefects nodded to the waiting senior alphas—Timothy and Sebastian, freshly uniformed and obedient, their muscular frames rippling under blazers as they entered the room. "Take them down, alphas," Victoria commanded, her voice laced with authority. The alphas complied without question, unlocking the cuffs and ankle restraints, their strong hands gripping the betas' arms to prevent collapse. The weakened boys slumped, legs shaky from the ordeal, cocks throbbing painfully in their locks, gags muffling their whimpers.

The final degradation awaited: a row of dog cages lined the far wall, steel-barred enclosures barely large enough for a man to curl up in, floored with thin mats stained from prior occupants. Each cage bore a number matching the locks, a water dispenser mounted on the side—not a bowl, but a realistic dildo-shaped bottle, its tip designed to release water only when sucked, forcing the betas into yet another act of submission. Timothy dragged Barnaby first, shoving him into the cage on all fours, the door clanging shut and locking with a digital beep. "Drink up, beta," Timothy muttered under Victoria's watchful eye, but it was the prefect who demonstrated, tapping the dildo mockingly. "Suck it like you mean it, worm. That's your only water tonight."

One by one, the alphas caged them: Christopher curled fetal in his, gag distorting his face as he eyed the dildo with dread; Andrew pushed in roughly, his body folding into the confined space; Charles, James, Edward, and Rupert following, each enclosure sealing their fate. The betas, exhausted and broken, stared through the bars, the humming of their locks a constant reminder. Water dripped tantalizingly from the dildos, but to quench their thirst, they would have to submit—lips wrapping around the phallic spout, sucking like the bitches they were destined to become.

The prefects departed with swaying hips and lingering laughter, leaving the alphas to stand guard. In the shadows of the stables, the betas' new lives began—caged, locked, and utterly owned, the academy's perversions etching deeper into their souls.

The grand reception hall of the Academy of Eternal Submission pulsed with an intoxicating rhythm, the air heavy with the scent of champagne, perfume, and the undercurrent of raw desire. Crystal chandeliers cast a golden glow over the opulent space, illuminating tapestries of ancient dominatrixes subduing mythical beasts—reminders of the eternal motto: Omnes feminae viris superiors sunt. The party was in full swing, a whirlwind of laughter, clinking glasses, and sultry whispers as female students mingled like sirens in a sea of temptation. Their provocative uniforms clung to every curve: short plaid skirts that teased the eye with glimpses of lace garters, blouses unbuttoned to reveal the swell of breasts, stockings whispering against thighs with each sway of hips. Senior prefects, in their black leather trousers that molded to asses like second skins and tight waistcoats plunging low over ample cleavages, circulated with predatory grace, their crops dangling like promises of correction.

The new alphas—Timothy and Sebastian—had just entered, their crisp uniforms barely containing the muscular physiques honed from the academy's rigorous expectations. But uniforms were mere facades here; the real power lay in the females' hands. Year two and three girls swarmed them immediately, a flock of sensual predators with eyes gleaming wickedly. Sophia, the fiery redhead from earlier, sidled up to Timothy, her curvaceous form pressing close as she trailed a finger down his blazer. "Fresh alpha meat," she purred, her breath hot against his ear, her hand dipping lower to brush the bulge in his trousers. Beside her, Isabella, the brunette bombshell, circled Sebastian, her hips swaying hypnotically in her leather trousers. "Think you can handle us, big boy? We've broken stronger." The alphas stood rigid, cocks already stirring under the teasing, their broad shoulders tense with the effort of obedience—no male dared touch without permission, but the girls reveled in the torment, fingers grazing thighs, lips brushing necks, whispers of future humiliations fueling the throbbing heat in their pants.

The new girls—Charlotte, Elizabeth, Arabella, Beatrice, Camilla, and Cordelia—watched from the edges, their own arousal from the sorting ceremony still simmering. But the party drew them in, and soon, senior alphas were assigned to shadow them, walking just behind like devoted guardians. These were the elite males: towering figures with rippling muscles from twice-daily gym sessions, their huge cocks—selected for size and endurance—pressing insistently against the cheeks of the new girls' asses through the thin fabric of skirts and trousers. Charlotte felt the heat of one alpha's bulge grinding subtly as she moved, a thick, throbbing presence that made her thighs clench. "Feel that, darling?" the alpha murmured, voice low and subservient, but his cock betrayed his eagerness, hard and massive, rubbing with each step she took. Elizabeth giggled, arching back slightly to tease her assigned alpha, the outline of his enormous shaft molding to her curves like a promise. Arabella, Beatrice, Camilla, and Cordelia followed suit, the friction building a delicious tension, the alphas' breaths ragged as they fought the urge to thrust, knowing any initiative would earn demotion.

The hall thrummed with erotic energy, glasses refilled by betas in the shadows— their cock locks humming faintly as reminders of their status. Laughter pealed as a year three girl demonstrated a humiliation technique on a passing beta, zapping his lock via app until he dropped to his knees, begging. But the festivities escalated when Domina Valeria, the mistress who taught whipping and physical dominance, stepped onto a raised dais. She was a goddess of torment: her curve-hugging latex dress clung to her voluptuous form, the material stretching taut over full breasts and flaring hips, stiletto boots adding height to her commanding presence. In her gloved hand, she held a sleek riding crop, its leather tip flexing ominously. "Ladies—and servants," she intoned, her voice a sultry command that silenced the room, "it's time for a game. A little initiation for our new arrivals. All alphas—strip. Now."

A cheer erupted from the females, fists pumping, eyes alight with hunger. The alphas—seniors, normals, and the fresh Timothy and Sebastian—obeyed without hesitation, shedding blazers, shirts, ties, trousers, socks, and finally their blue boxers. Large cocks sprang free, thick and veined, some already semi-erect from the teasing, bobbing heavily in the air like offerings to the goddesses around them. Timothy's was a monster—huge, girthy, the head glistening with a bead of precum—drawing gasps from the crowd. Sebastian's matched in impressiveness, long and curved slightly, pulsing with restrained need. The new girls couldn't resist; Charlotte reached out first, her fingers wrapping around Timothy's shaft, stroking slowly to feel its hardness, the velvet skin over steel making her core ache. "So big... so hard," she whispered, her hand gliding from base to tip, thumb circling the slick head. Elizabeth followed, gripping Sebastian's, pumping gently as he groaned, the other new girls—Arabella squeezing an alpha's balls while stroking, Beatrice licking her lips as she felt the throb—indulging in the tactile power, their superiority affirmed in every twitch.

Domina Valeria cracked her crop against her palm, the sharp sound cutting through the murmurs. "Enough gawking, alphas. Find a chair—any chair—and bring it to the center. Form a circle, facing outward. Sit." The alphas moved with disciplined haste, dragging ornate wooden chairs into a wide ring in the hall's heart, their naked bodies on full display—muscular asses flexing, cocks swinging with each step. They sat, legs spread slightly as if by instinct, hands on thighs, awaiting command. The females encircled them, a predatory audience, skirts hiked teasingly, waists cinched to emphasize curves.

"Get those cocks hard, boys," Valeria commanded, her lips curving into a cruel smile. "Stroke for us. Show your devotion." The alphas complied, hands wrapping around their shafts, pumping slowly at first—up and down, fists twisting on the upstroke, thumbs teasing the sensitive undersides. Grunts filled the air as they hardened fully, cocks standing rigid and proud, veins bulging, precum dripping in shiny trails. The girls watched, mesmerized, cheers rising: "Faster!" "Make it drip!" Sophia leaned in close to one alpha, her breasts nearly brushing his face, whispering taunts that made his strokes falter.

But Valeria wasn't done. "New girls—help them out. Kneel and show what you've learned from the rumors." Charlotte, Elizabeth, and the others dropped to their knees eagerly, the cool marble biting into their skin as they positioned before the alphas. Charlotte took Timothy's massive cock in her mouth first, lips stretching around the girth, tongue swirling the head as she sucked with gentle pressure. He groaned, hand falling away as she bobbed, taking him deeper, saliva glistening on his length. Elizabeth engulfed Sebastian's, her emerald eyes locking onto his as she hollowed her cheeks, humming vibrations that shot through him. Arabella, Beatrice, Camilla, and Cordelia followed, mouths working in unison—wet, sloppy sounds echoing as they licked shafts, sucked balls, teased tips with flicks of tongue.

The other girls—years two and three, prefects included—didn't wait for invitation. They knelt at the remaining alphas, turning the circle into a frenzy of oral worship. "Blowjob race, sisters!" Isabella declared, her brunette curls bouncing as she deep-throated an alpha, gagging dramatically for effect, her hands massaging his balls to heighten the build. "First to pop gets the crop," Valeria confirmed, her riding crop tapping her thigh rhythmically, eyes scanning the competitors with sadistic glee.

The race ignited, a perverse symphony of slurps, moans, and gasps. Sophia, the fiery redhead, attacked her alpha with ferocious intensity—lips sealed tight around his cock, head pistoning fast, tongue pressing the underside while her hand pumped the base in sync. Her alpha tensed, hips bucking slightly, but she pulled back teasingly, edging him before diving deep again, throat relaxing to take him fully. "Cum for me, alpha—lose and feel the sting," she mumbled around him, saliva dripping down her chin, her waistcoat straining against heaving breasts.

Beside her, Mia—the tight petite blonde—worked with deceptive delicacy on another. Her pigtails swayed as she licked from balls to tip in long, slow strokes, then engulfed him in her small mouth, sucking with vacuum force that made his toes curl. She hummed a tune, vibrations rippling through his shaft, her free hand tickling his perineum to push him closer. "You're mine to break," she whispered, popping off to blow cool air on the wet head before resuming, pace quickening to a blur.

Isabella, curvaceous and relentless, bobbed on her alpha's thick member, cheeks hollowing with each pull, tongue swirling like a whirlwind. She incorporated her hands— one stroking the shaft in twisting motions, the other rolling his balls gently but firmly, building pressure. Her eyes watered from the depth, mascara streaking in erotic disarray, but she didn't stop, gagging sounds fueling the crowd's cheers. "Faster, sisters! Make them spill!"

Helena, the tall blonde with endless legs, knelt high, her long fingers wrapping around the base as she sucked the head like a lollipop, popping it in and out while whispering humiliations: "Imagine this every night... but only if you cum first, loser." Her alpha groaned, pre-cum flooding her mouth, body trembling as she increased suction, hand pumping furiously.

Lila and Fiona tag-teamed an alpha, trading off: Lila's voluptuous form pressing close as she deep-throated, then passing to Fiona, whose red locks fell like a curtain while she licked the slit, sucking hard. "Teamwork, bitch," Fiona taunted, their combined assault—alternating mouths, hands everywhere—driving him wild.

The new girls raced with fresh zeal. Charlotte sucked Timothy with abandon, her auburn hair cascading as she took his huge cock deep, throat bulging, hands squeezing his thighs for leverage. Elizabeth's technique was teasing—slow licks alternating with fast bobs, her fingers tracing his veins. Arabella incorporated bites—gentle nips along the shaft—while Beatrice hummed moans around her alpha's length, vibrations intensifying. Camilla and Cordelia mirrored, mouths working in wet harmony, the hall filled with the obscene symphony.

Tensions built, alphas grunting, hips thrusting involuntarily. The first crack came from Helena's alpha—he bucked, a roar escaping as cum erupted into her mouth, ropes spilling over her lips as she pulled back triumphantly. Cheers exploded: "First pop!" Valeria strode forward, crop raised. "Bend over, alpha. Failure has consequences." The spent alpha, cock still twitching, bent at the waist, ass presented. Valeria whipped him soundly—crack after crack, the leather biting into flesh, red welts blooming as he yelped, the sound echoing. Ten lashes, each delivered with sensual precision, her hips swaying, breasts heaving. The crowd counted, aroused by the display, the alpha's demotion looming if he faltered again.

The sting of the riding crop still echoed through the grand reception hall, the welts on the defeated alpha's ass glowing crimson under the chandelier's warm light—a vivid reminder of the academy's unyielding hierarchy. The air thrummed with residual arousal, the scent of sweat, champagne, and feminine perfume mingling into an intoxicating haze. The females—students, prefects, and mistresses alike—cheered and laughed, their provocative uniforms disheveled from the blowjob race: skirts hiked higher on toned thighs, blouses gaping to reveal more of the lace bras cradling full breasts, stockings laddered from kneeling exertions. The alphas, cocks still semi-erect and glistening from saliva and cum, sat in their circle of chairs, breaths heavy, muscles rippling under the torchlight. The new girls—Charlotte, Elizabeth, Arabella, Beatrice, Camilla, and Cordelia—rose from their knees, lips swollen and slick, eyes alight with the thrill of their first taste of power. They had won the race in spirit, their superiority affirmed in every spurt of submission.

But the night was far from over. The Head Mistress, her presence a magnetic force that silenced the room with a mere glance, strode forward with predatory elegance. Her corseted gown clung to her voluptuous curves like a lover's grasp, the fabric straining against the generous swell of her hips and breasts, plunging low to expose a tantalizing valley of cleavage that drew every eye—male and female alike. Her stiletto boots clicked sharply as she ascended a nearby table, using it as an impromptu dais, her personal gimp crawling obediently at the base, leashed and hooded in black rubber, a silent emblem of total male erasure. She stood tall, surveying the assembly with a smile that dripped sensuality and menace, her crimson lips parting as her voice resonated like a command from the gods.

"Ladies—and servants," she intoned, her tone a sultry velvet that wrapped around the soul, "the games have whetted our appetites, but the true feast begins now. Our new students have arrived, fresh and eager to embrace their destiny as goddesses of dominance. Alphas—senior and new alike—it is time. Escort these divine creatures to their luxurious suites in the bedroom wing. Show them every inch of their new domain... and give them all the pleasure they desire. No limits. No hesitation. Your cocks, your tongues, your very wills are theirs to command. Obey, or join the betas in the stables." She paused, her gaze sweeping over the alphas, whose huge shafts twitched at the order, hardening anew under her authoritative stare. "Remember the motto: Omnes feminae viris superiors sunt. All females superior to males. Serve well, and perhaps you'll earn a reprieve from the crop."

A roar of approval erupted from the females, fists pumping, laughter laced with wicked anticipation. The senior prefects—Victoria, Sophia, Isabella, and the others—clapped gloved hands, their black leather trousers creaking as they shifted, curves accentuated in the low light. "Make them scream with ecstasy, alphas!" Sophia called, her fiery red hair tossing as she blew a mocking kiss. The new girls exchanged heated glances, their bodies already humming from the race—thighs slick, cores aching for more. The alphas rose as one, their naked forms a testament to the academy's breeding: broad shoulders, chiseled abs from relentless gym sessions, cocks standing proud and massive, veined and dripping. Timothy and Sebastian, the fresh alphas, joined the seniors, their impressive endowments drawing envious whispers from the crowd.

Each new girl was assigned an alpha—or two, for the more voracious—by the Head Mistress's nod. Charlotte, with her auburn waves and predatory grace, claimed Timothy, her hand wrapping possessively around his thick shaft as she led him toward the hall's exit. "Come, alpha. Show me my suite... and how well you kneel." Timothy's cock throbbed in her grip, a bead of precum smearing her palm, but he obeyed silently, his muscular frame towering yet subservient. Elizabeth, emerald eyes sparkling, took Sebastian, grinding back against his hardness as they moved, the friction sending sparks through her. "I want everything," she murmured, her voice breathy. Arabella and Beatrice paired with senior alphas—hulking men with cocks like battering rams—while Camilla and Cordelia each commanded a duo, their hands exploring the rigid lengths with teasing strokes.

The procession wound through the academy's shadowed corridors, heels clicking on ancient stone floors, the walls adorned with murals of female warriors subduing naked males in chains. Torchlight flickered, casting erotic shadows that danced over bare alpha asses and the girls' swaying hips. Whispers and giggles filled the air, the new students reveling in their power. "Feel how hard he is already," Beatrice confided to Camilla, her fingers pumping her alpha's shaft as they walked, eliciting a low groan from the man. "They train for this—huge, enduring, but always ours to break." The alphas remained silent, eyes averted, cocks pulsing with each step, the humiliation of public display fueling their arousal.

They arrived at the bedroom wing, a luxurious haven reserved for the female students. Grand double doors swung open to reveal a corridor lined with opulent suites—each a sanctuary of indulgence, with king-sized four-poster beds draped in silk sheets, en-suite bathrooms boasting marble tubs and rain showers, plush rugs underfoot, and mirrored walls that reflected every sinful act. The air was scented with jasmine and musk, candles flickering to set a mood of intimate dominance.
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