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The Femdom School

Part 6


In the dim, fetid gloom of the beta barracks, tucked like a forgotten wound against the stables' weathered stone, Beta Forty-Seven stirred from his fitful slumber. The air hung heavy with the mingled stench of damp hay, stale sweat, and the sharp tang of unwashed male desperation, a constant reminder of his fallen station within the Academy of Eternal Submission. His narrow cot, little more than a splintered plank draped in threadbare sheets, creaked under his weight as he shifted, the cold iron chains binding his wrists to the headboard rattling softly in the predawn hush. He was naked, as all betas were required to sleep, his skin prickled by the chill that seeped through the cracks in the walls, his body a canvas of bruises and welts from yesterday's torments.

A sudden vibration jolted through his groin, the app-controlled cock cage humming to life with merciless precision. The device, a cruel lattice of unyielding metal clamped around his shaft and balls, squeezed and buzzed, sending electric pulses that teased his imprisoned flesh without mercy. His cock, thick and veined even in confinement, strained futilely against the bars, swelling with unwanted arousal as precum beaded at the slit, dribbling down to slick the cold steel. He gasped, a low whimper escaping his parched lips, his hips bucking involuntarily against the empty air, seeking friction that would never come. The buzz intensified, a rhythmic throb that mimicked the stroke of a lover's hand, only to deny release, programmed by some early-rising senior prefect lounging in her luxurious apartment, her fingers dancing idly over her phone screen as she sipped morning tea, deriving sadistic pleasure from his distant agony.

Memories crashed over him like a tide of shame, pulling him back to that fateful endurance test in the grand hall. The domina lecturer, her voluptuous form poured into a skin-tight gown that hugged her ample breasts and flared hips, had selected him from the line of trembling alphas. She had circled him slowly, her heels clicking on the marble floor, her scent of jasmine and leather intoxicating as she trailed manicured nails along his broad chest, down his chiseled abs, until they wrapped around his throbbing erection. "Show me your strength, boy," she had purred, her voice a silken whip, as she pumped him with expert slowness, her thumb circling the sensitive head, smearing his leaking fluids while her other hand cupped his heavy balls, squeezing just enough to blur pain and ecstasy. He had endured for what felt like hours, his muscles taut, sweat glistening on his skin, his cock pulsing with need, but then her lips had brushed his ear, whispering the academy's motto, "Omnes feminae viris superiores sunt," and he shattered, spurting ropes of hot cum across her hand in humiliating surrender. Demotion followed swiftly: stripped of alpha privileges, branded with the number Forty-Seven inked into his inner thigh, a permanent mark of his failure, visible only when his legs spread in submission.

Now, as the buzz subsided to a low, taunting hum, leaving him aching and denied, Beta Forty-Seven clenched his fists in the chains, his mind a whirl of constant arousal and enforced celibacy. The golden rule echoed in his thoughts: obey every command from any female superior, or suffer unimaginable punishment. Dawn's first light filtered through the barred window, illuminating the numbered tattoo on his thigh, a stark emblem of his new reality in this realm of female supremacy, where his body existed solely for their amusement, his desires forever caged and unfulfilled.

In the crisp dawn air of the academy's central courtyard, where ancient cobblestones gleamed under a veil of mist, Beta Forty-Seven was yanked from his chains by a pair of senior alphas, their massive frames rippling with muscle honed from relentless gym sessions. Their uniforms clung to them like a second skin, the fabric of their trousers stretched taut over bulging thighs and the prominent outlines of their thick cocks, a privilege of their status that allowed such displays without the confinement of cages. One alpha, his broad chest heaving with each breath, gripped Beta Forty-Seven's arm with iron fingers, dragging him across the dew-slicked ground while the other prodded his back with a firm shove, forcing him to stumble forward on bare feet. The betas' barracks emptied in a shuffle of naked bodies, each man marked by his numbered tattoo and the gleaming metal cages that bobbed between their legs, their cocks perpetually teased but never satisfied.

They formed a line on their knees in the courtyard's center, the cold stone biting into their flesh, sending shivers up spines already taut with anticipation and dread. Beta Forty-Seven knelt among them, his own cage still humming faintly from the morning's torment, his balls heavy and aching beneath the unyielding bars, a droplet of precum hanging precariously from the tip like a pearl of shame. The air thrummed with the low murmurs of the betas, their eyes downcast, bodies exposed to the elements and the inevitable gaze of their superiors. Around them, the academy's facade loomed, its ivy-clad walls hiding chambers of exquisite perversion where females reigned supreme.

A hush fell as the Head Mistress emerged from the grand archway, her silhouette a vision of unassailable power. She strode with predatory grace, her curve-hugging gown of black velvet molding to her full breasts and the swell of her hips, the fabric whispering against her skin with each step. At her heels crawled her personal gimp, a bitch encased in glossy black rubber from head to toe, his movements fluid and servile, the suit creaking softly as he inched forward on all fours, his gagged mouth silent, his body a living testament to total male erasure. The Head Mistress paused before the kneeling line, her eyes, dark and piercing, sweeping over the betas like a caress laced with venom. She raised her voice, resonant and commanding, reciting the motto that bound them all: "Omnes feminae viris superiores sunt." The words hung in the air, a mantra of supremacy that made every beta's caged cock twitch involuntarily, their denied arousals stirring at the mere sound of her authority.

She appraised them one by one, her gloved hand occasionally reaching out to tilt a chin or trace a collarbone, her touch electric, igniting sparks of futile desire. When her gaze landed on Beta Forty-Seven, she lingered, a faint smile curling her lips as she noted the slick trail of precum on his thigh. "Such eager little toys," she murmured, her voice a sultry purr that sent ripples through the line. Then, with a nod, she activated the academy's app on her tablet, initiating the daily lottery for assignments. Screens flickered among the gathered female students, who had assembled on the courtyard's edges, their provocative outfits, sheer blouses and short skirts, teasing glimpses of lace and skin in the morning light.

A novice student stepped forward as her name flashed victorious, her sheer blouse clinging transparently to her budding curves, the fabric so thin it revealed the pert nipples hardening in the cool air, her short skirt swaying to expose toned thighs. Her eyes, wide with the thrill of untapped cruelty, locked onto Beta Forty-Seven, selected by random draw but claimed with evident hunger. She approached, her heels clicking dominantly, and clipped a leash to his collar, tugging sharply to make him rise on all fours. "You'll do nicely for my lessons today," she said, her voice laced with budding sadism, as she activated a brief buzz in his cage, drawing a gasp from his lips and a fresh bead of precum. The other betas watched enviously, their own fates hanging in the balance, as she led him away, the courtyard echoing with the Head Mistress's approving laughter, the gimp at her feet a silent shadow of what awaited any who faltered.

Through the opulent bedroom wing the novice led him, her leash a taut line of ownership that kept Beta Forty-Seven crawling on hands and knees across polished marble veined with gold. Each slap of his palms echoed in the vaulted corridor, his caged cock swinging pendulously beneath him, the metal bars slick with the morning's denied drool. The air here was perfumed with jasmine and the faint musk of female arousal drifting from half-open doors, where silk sheets rustled and soft laughter spilled like spilled wine. Every suite they passed framed a vignette of supremacy: a senior prefect reclining on a chaise, her leather trousers peeled to her knees while an alpha knelt between her thighs, tongue working with desperate fervor; a pair of students in sheer lace bodices comparing the welts on a beta's back, tracing them with lacquered nails until he whimpered.

The novice's heels struck the floor in a deliberate cadence, the sharp click syncing with the pulse in Beta Forty-Seven's trapped shaft. She paused to let a cluster of girls admire her prize, their fingers darting out to flick the cage, to pinch his nipples until they stood crimson and aching, to smear the leaking precum across his lips like gloss. "Taste your own desperation, Forty-Seven," one cooed, her breath hot against his ear, and he obeyed, tongue lapping the salty fluid while his hips jerked helplessly. The novice allowed it, her own arousal evident in the flush climbing her throat, the way her thighs pressed together beneath the scandalously short skirt. With a flick of her wrist she activated the app; a sharp, staccato buzz ripped through his balls, forcing a guttural moan from his throat and a fresh gush of fluid that spattered the marble. The girls laughed, phones raised to capture the moment for the academy's private feed, where every twitch of a beta's denied cock was currency.

Further along, the corridor widened into a gallery of mirrors, each pane reflecting infinite versions of his degradation: the leash taut from the novice's manicured hand, his back arched to present the welts from yesterday's whipping, his cage glistening like obscene jewelry. She halted before a particularly large mirror and yanked the leash upward, forcing him to meet his own eyes. "Look at yourself," she commanded, voice husky with budding power. "Look at the beast that once thought itself alpha." His reflection showed a man broken open: sweat beading along the ridge of his spine, muscles quivering, cock grotesquely swollen within its prison, veins bulging against the bars. She reached down, gloved fingers sliding along the cage's underside, pressing just enough to make the head bulge through the slit, purple and slick. A single bead of precum stretched, trembled, then fell in a slow silver thread to the floor. "Clean it," she ordered, and he bent, tongue extended, lapping the warm marble while she watched, her free hand slipping beneath her skirt to circle her own slick heat, breath hitching at the sight of his utter abasement.

Resuming their journey, she tugged him past a final suite where a domina lounged in the doorway, robe open to reveal heavy breasts tipped with gold clamps. The domina nodded approval, then snapped her fingers; an alpha emerged from within, naked and oiled, his massive erection bobbing as he fell in behind them, a silent escort whose presence reminded Beta Forty-Seven of the hierarchy's cruel ladder. The novice's suite lay at the wing's end, its double doors carved with scenes of women enthroned atop prostrate males. She pushed them open with a flourish, the scent of vanilla and heated skin enveloping him as the leash drew him across the threshold into the heart of his day's torment.

The novice's suite unfolded like a chamber of velvet temptations, its lavish expanse bathed in the soft glow of crystal chandeliers that cast flickering shadows across walls draped in crimson silk. Mirrors lined every surface, multiplying the scene into an infinite labyrinth of dominance and degradation, where Beta Forty-Seven's crawling form reflected back at him from all angles, his caged cock a pathetic pendulum swinging with each humiliated shuffle. The air thickened with the scent of her perfume, a heady mix of vanilla and musk that clung to the opulent furnishings: a four-poster bed swathed in black silk sheets, rumpled from her night's indulgences, a chaise longue upholstered in leather that begged for sprawled limbs, and a vanity cluttered with phallic tools of torment, their handles gleaming like promises of pain.

She released the leash with a casual flick, letting it dangle from his collar as she sauntered to the chaise, her sheer blouse whispering against her skin, the fabric so translucent it outlined the swell of her breasts and the hardened peaks of her nipples, aroused by the power she wielded. Her short skirt rode up as she settled, legs parting in a deliberate tease, revealing the lace edges of panties that clung damply to her folds, the outline of her arousal visible through the thin material. "Strip the bed, Forty-Seven," she commanded, her voice a sultry murmur laced with superiority, as she reclined like a queen surveying her conquest. "With your teeth. And make it thorough. I want every wrinkle smoothed, every imagined stain erased by that worthless tongue of yours."

He crawled forward, the marble floor cold against his knees, his muscles straining as he approached the bed, the mirrors capturing the flex of his back, the quiver of his thighs, the way his balls hung heavy in their metallic prison, swollen from the corridor's torments. His mouth hovered over the silk, teeth grazing the fabric as he tugged at the corner, pulling the sheet free inch by inch, the material sliding sensuously across his lips like a forbidden kiss. A faint scent of her previous pleasures lingered, a musky residue that made his caged shaft throb futilely, the bars biting into his engorged flesh, precum oozing through the slits to drip onto the floor below.

She watched, one hand idly scrolling her phone, fingers dancing over the app that controlled his agony. With a tap, she sent a low buzz humming through the cage, vibrating against his prostate and the sensitive underside of his cock, forcing a muffled groan as he lapped at a phantom spot on the sheet, tongue pressing flat to savor the silk's texture mingled with her essence. "Slower," she critiqued, her legs spreading wider, feet planted apart to expose the growing wet spot on her panties, her free hand trailing lazily up her thigh to brush the lace edge. "Imagine it's my body you're worshipping. Every lap a plea for mercy you'll never get." Another tap, and the buzz intensified, edging him toward the brink, his hips bucking involuntarily, cock straining against the unyielding metal, veins pulsing as fluid leaked in desperate rivulets.

He worked methodically, teeth nipping and pulling, tongue swirling in broad strokes that left the silk glistening with his saliva, his breath coming in ragged pants that fogged the mirrors nearby. Her critiques flowed like honeyed venom: "Missed a crease there, you pathetic worm. Do it again." Each word stoked her own fire; she slipped a finger beneath her panties, circling her swollen clit with slow deliberation, moans escaping her lips as she watched his degradation, her superiority absolute in this sanctum where his every movement served her pleasure, his denied orgasm a symphony of suffering reflected endlessly around them.

With the bed stripped bare and the silk sheets folded meticulously at her feet, the novice rose from the chaise, her sheer blouse slipping slightly to reveal more of the creamy swell beneath, nipples pressing insistently against the fabric like dark invitations. She circled Beta Forty-Seven slowly, her heels echoing in the mirrored suite, each step a deliberate assertion of control that made his caged cock twitch, the metal bars digging into his swollen flesh, forcing another bead of precum to well up and drip. "The bed was just the beginning," she purred, her voice laced with the thrill of emerging dominance, as she gestured to the vanity with its array of gleaming phallic implements: dildos of polished glass, whips coiled like serpents, plugs tapered for invasive pleasure. "Now, clean the entire suite. With your tongue. Every surface, every crevice. Polish the wood until it shines with your saliva, dust the mirrors with your breath until they're fogged with your desperation. And remember, Forty-Seven, one missed spot means punishment."

He crawled forward on command, knees scraping the marble, his body a vessel of enforced servitude, muscles taut from the strain of denial. Starting at the vanity, he extended his tongue, lapping at the wooden surface in broad, flat strokes, tasting the faint residue of her perfumes and lotions, a heady cocktail that stirred his imprisoned shaft further, the cage humming faintly as if mocking his arousal. The mirrors captured it all: his tongue gliding wetly over the edge, saliva trailing in glistening paths, his back arched to expose the numbered tattoo on his thigh, balls hanging vulnerably, heavy with unspent seed. She supervised from behind, her skirt hiked up as she leaned against the wall, fingers tracing lazy circles over her own curves, slipping beneath the sheer blouse to pinch a nipple, rolling it between thumb and forefinger until she gasped softly, her other hand delving lower to press against the damp lace of her panties.

"Lower," she ordered, and he obeyed, tongue delving into the vanity's drawers, lapping at the handles where her fingers had lingered, imagining the warmth of her touch he would never earn. A speck of dust escaped his notice; her phone chimed as she tapped the app, sending a sharp electric shock through the cage, jolting his balls and shaft with white-hot agony that blurred into forbidden ecstasy. He yelped, body convulsing, precum spurting in a thin arc to splatter the floor beneath him, warm and sticky against the cool marble. "Lap it up," she commanded, voice husky with her own building heat, as she watched him bend lower, tongue extending to slurp his own fluids, the salty tang mixing with the suite's opulent scents, his humiliation deepening like a blade twisting in his psyche.

Moving to the chaise, he licked the leather upholstery in long, sensual strokes, the material yielding under his tongue like supple skin, creaking faintly as he worked. She perched on the edge now, legs splayed wide, skirt bunched at her waist to expose the soaked panties clinging to her shaved mound, lips plump and parted through the lace, a single finger sliding beneath to circle her clit in slow, deliberate motions. Her breaths came quicker, moans escaping as she fingered herself, juices slicking her thighs while he polished the chaise's arms, his face inches from her heat, inhaling the musky aroma of her arousal without permission to taste. "Faster, you worthless beta," she gasped, her free hand gripping his hair to force his tongue deeper into the crevices, saliva pooling as he complied, his own cock throbbing futilely, the cage's bars imprinted red on his skin from the constant strain.

The mirrors amplified his breakdown: infinite reflections of his tongue swirling over furniture, her body writhing in self-pleasure, fingers plunging deeper into her slick folds, pulling free to glisten with her essence before returning. He dusted the chandeliers next, standing on tiptoes at her insistence, breath fogging the crystals in hot puffs, each exhale a testament to his lungs burning from exertion. A crystal's facet went uncleaned; another shock ripped through him, this one prolonged, vibrating against his prostate until his legs buckled, more precum flooding the floor in shameful puddles that he lapped without prompt, tongue aching from overuse, mind fracturing under the relentless denial and her escalating ecstasy.

She climaxed as he finished the last mirror, body arching, fingers buried deep as she cried out, juices soaking the lace and dripping onto the chaise he had just cleaned. "Again," she breathed, eyes glazed with post-orgasmic haze, pointing to the fresh stain. "Clean it all over if you must. Your tongue exists for my messes." His psychological unraveling intensified, thoughts a whirlwind of submission, the motto echoing in his shattered mind as he bent once more, lapping her spilled arousal from the leather, the forbidden taste pushing him closer to the edge of madness in this sanctum of female supremacy.

As the cleaning ritual concluded, the novice unchained Beta Forty-Seven's leash from the bedpost, her fingers lingering on the collar's buckle, brushing his sweat-dampened neck in a fleeting touch that sent unwelcome shivers down his spine. She stepped back, appraising his trembling form with a predatory smile, her sheer blouse now unbuttoned at the top to reveal the deep valley between her breasts, skin flushed from her recent climax. "You've earned a brief respite, Forty-Seven," she murmured, voice thick with satisfied languor, "but don't mistake it for mercy. Fetch my breakfast from the kitchens. On your hands and knees, like the animal you are. Balance the tray perfectly, or suffer."

He crawled out of the suite, the corridor's cool air kissing his overheated skin, his caged cock bobbing with each movement, the bars slick and unforgiving against his perpetually swollen shaft. The kitchens buzzed with activity, alphas in aprons stirring pots under the watchful eyes of domina chefs, their own erections straining against trousers as they glanced enviously at his degradation. A tray was thrust upon him, laden with silver domes covering fresh croissants, ripe fruits glistening with dew, and a steaming pot of tea, the weight precarious on his back as he balanced it, muscles quivering from the strain, precum dripping in shameful trails along his thighs.

Returning to the suite, he found her nude upon the chaise, her body a forbidden temple of curves and secrets: full breasts rising with each breath, nipples erect in the room's warmth, her shaved mound parted slightly as she lounged with legs akimbo, the pink folds still slick and swollen from her self-pleasure, a single droplet of her essence tracing down her inner thigh. She dined leisurely, lifting the dome to reveal the feast, her fingers tearing into the croissant, flakes scattering across her bare skin like erotic confetti. "Kneel here," she commanded, pointing to the floor between her spread thighs, close enough for him to inhale the intoxicating musk of her arousal mingled with the buttery scent of breakfast.

She fed him scraps from her fingers, a torn piece of pastry pushed past his lips, her thumb lingering to smear butter across his tongue, forcing him to suckle it clean while her other hand tapped the app. The cage buzzed to life, vibrations pulsing through his balls and shaft, blending the salty sweetness of the food with jolts of agony that made his hips buck, cock straining futilely, veins bulging as more fluid leaked. Another morsel, a juicy strawberry, dangled before him, her fingers dipping it first into her own slick folds, coating it in her nectar before pressing it into his mouth, the forbidden taste exploding on his tongue as the buzz intensified, edging him toward madness. "Swallow your sustenance with my essence, beta," she whispered, her free hand cupping a breast, pinching the nipple as she watched his torment, her body arching slightly in renewed arousal, reinforcing his role as nothing more than a tool for her whims, his agony a mere seasoning to her pleasure.

Seated upon a throne-like chair carved from dark mahogany and upholstered in supple leather that creaked under her shifting weight, the novice regarded Beta Forty-Seven with eyes alight in predatory curiosity. Her nude form sprawled languidly, legs draped over the armrests to expose the glistening folds of her sex, still slick from her earlier climax, the air heavy with the musky scent of her satisfaction mingling with the remnants of breakfast. She beckoned him closer with a crooked finger, her sheer blouse discarded now, breasts heaving gently with each breath, nipples taut and begging for attention she denied herself for the moment. "Kneel before me, Forty-Seven," she commanded, her voice a velvet whip cracking through the suite's opulent silence, "and bare your soul. Recount your demotion in every filthy detail. Hold nothing back, or feel the cage's wrath."

He knelt at her feet, knees pressing into the plush rug, his caged cock mere inches from her parted thighs, the heat radiating from her core like a forbidden furnace stoking his denied arousal. His hands trembled as he clasped them behind his back, eyes fixed on the floor where droplets of his precum had stained the fibers earlier, but she tilted his chin upward with the toe of her heel, forcing him to meet her gaze. "Begin," she purred, her phone in hand, fingers hovering over the app that controlled his torment, ready to punctuate his words with vibrations that would unravel him further.

Haltingly at first, then with a flood of shame, he confessed: the grand hall's echoing vastness during his endurance test, the domina lecturer's voluptuous body poured into her gown, breasts straining against the fabric as she approached him, her scent enveloping him like a drug. "She circled me," he whispered, voice cracking, "her nails raking down my chest, leaving red trails that burned, then wrapping around my cock, thick and hard, pumping slowly while her thumb swirled the head, smearing my precum until it dripped in long strings." The novice's breath hitched, her free hand trailing down her abdomen to part her labia, fingers dipping into the wet heat as she listened, circling her clit with deliberate slowness.

"More," she demanded, tapping the app to send a low buzz through his cage, the vibrations humming against his swollen shaft, making it pulse futilely, balls tightening as fresh fluid leaked from the tip. He groaned, hips twitching, and continued: "She cupped my balls, squeezing just enough to make me gasp, her lips at my ear whispering the motto, 'Omnes feminae viris superiores sunt,' and I shattered, cum erupting in hot ropes across her hand, my body betraying me in front of everyone." His dreams of alpha status crumbled in the retelling, the privileges he once imagined, the muscular pride from gym sessions, all reduced to this kneeling wreckage.

Her arousal built with his words, fingers plunging deeper into her slick channel, two then three, thrusting in rhythm with his confessions, juices coating her hand and dripping onto the chair's leather with audible plops. Inches from his face, she masturbated brazenly, moans escaping her lips like sultry music, her breasts bouncing slightly with each movement, free hand pinching a nipple to heighten the ecstasy. "Beg for mercy," she gasped, eyes locked on his, the app now pulsing in waves that edged him toward insanity, his cock throbbing against the bars, veins engorged, precum flowing in a steady stream that pooled between his knees.

"Please, mistress," he begged, voice hoarse with desperation, knowing no mercy would come, his mind fracturing under the psychological onslaught, the sight of her writhing pleasure a torment greater than any whip. She climaxed again, body arching, fingers buried deep as her walls clenched, a gush of fluid soaking her hand and the chair, her cries echoing through the mirrors, reinforcing his shattered dreams in this realm where female supremacy demanded his every secret laid bare for her delight.

###

Dragged to the grand dining hall by the novice's unyielding grip on his leash, Beta Forty-Seven crawled across the threshold into a symphony of clinking silverware and feminine laughter that echoed off the vaulted ceilings adorned with frescoes of triumphant women astride conquered males. The hall sprawled vast and opulent, long oak tables laden with gourmet feasts: platters of succulent roasted meats glistening with juices, bowls of ripe fruits bursting with sweetness, crystal goblets brimming with rich wines that caught the light like liquid rubies. Female students filled the space, their provocative outfits a feast for denied eyes, sheer blouses unbuttoned to tease cleavage, skirts hiked to reveal lace stockings clinging to toned thighs, the air thick with their mingled perfumes and the underlying musk of casual arousals.

The novice led him to a cluster of her friends, a group of novices and a senior prefect, all lounging with predatory grace around a table heaped with delicacies. "Ladies, my toy for the day," she announced, her voice dripping with pride as she yanked the leash downward, forcing him onto all fours beside their seats. "He makes an excellent footstool. Share the app if you like, his cage is yours to command." They cooed in delight, phones emerging from pockets as she passed control, their manicured fingers tapping eagerly while they appraised his naked form: sweat-slicked back arched in submission, caged cock dangling heavily between spread thighs, balls swollen and vulnerable, the numbered tattoo a brand of his inferiority.

One by one, they lifted their feet, heels digging into his flesh like sharp claims of ownership. The senior prefect's stiletto pressed into the small of his back, grinding slowly as if testing his endurance, the point leaving red indents that burned with exquisite pain. A novice's boot rested on his shoulder, her toes flexing to trace the welts from earlier torments, while another's heel nestled against his ass, prodding the cleft teasingly. He bore their weight in silence at first, muscles straining, breath ragged as the pressure compressed his ribs, his caged shaft throbbing against the cool floor, precum pooling beneath him in humiliating evidence of his arousal.

Over their gourmet meals they discussed domina techniques, voices a sultry chorus: "Edging is key, make them beg until their minds shatter," one said, forking a tender slice of beef au jus, juices dripping from her lips as she chewed. Another laughed, "Psychological breaks are sweeter than any whip, whisper their failures while you ride their faces." As punctuation to their words, they activated the app in unison, a symphony of buzzes ripping through his cage, vibrations assaulting his prostate and shaft in waves that built to a crescendo, his body convulsing under their heels, muffled groans escaping his clenched teeth like erotic music to their ears.

The unified torment drew fresh spurts of fluid from his imprisoned cock, splattering the floor as his hips bucked futilely, the cage's bars imprinting cruel patterns on his engorged flesh. They shared app control freely, one buzzing low and teasing, another shocking sharply to make him yelp, their laughter mingling with the hall's ambient moans from other betas serving similar fates. The novice leaned down, her breath hot against his ear, "Entertain us more, Forty-Seven, your agony is our appetizer," as she speared a strawberry and fed it to a friend, their discussion flowing seamlessly into advanced humiliation tactics, his suffering a living prop in their education of supremacy.

###

Back in the novice's lavish suite, the afternoon sun filtered through heavy velvet curtains, casting a golden haze over the mirrored walls that amplified every quiver of flesh and shadow of dominance. The novice, her body still humming from the dining hall's shared torments, led Beta Forty-Seven by the leash to the center of the room, where a sturdy frame awaited, its metal rings glinting like promises of restraint. She had shed her skirt entirely now, clad only in the sheer blouse that clung to her sweat-dampened curves, the fabric translucent enough to reveal the flush spreading across her breasts and the hardened nipples straining for attention. "Time for practice, Forty-Seven," she purred, her voice a silken thread laced with budding cruelty, as she uncoiled ropes from the vanity, their fibers rough and unyielding in her delicate hands. "Today, I learn to bind you properly, to turn your body into my canvas of control."

He stood at her command, legs spread wide, arms extended, his naked form a testament to enforced vulnerability: muscles honed from past alpha days now quivering under her gaze, caged cock throbbing visibly, the metal lattice slick with endless denial, balls heavy and pendulous beneath. She began with the wrists, looping the rope around them in intricate knots, her fingers brushing his skin with electric intent, pulling tight until the fibers bit into his flesh, securing him to the frame's upper rings. Her breath came hot against his chest as she worked, breasts pressing briefly against him in teasing proximity, the scent of her arousal wafting up like an intoxicating fog. Moving lower, she knelt to bind his ankles, thighs parting as she did, exposing the bare mound of her sex, lips swollen and glistening with fresh moisture, a single droplet tracing down her inner thigh to betray her excitement.

Spread-eagled now, his body formed a taut X of submission, every muscle stretched and exposed, the mirrors reflecting infinite versions of his captivity: the numbered tattoo on his thigh stark against pale skin, welts from the morning's humiliations blooming like erotic bruises, his imprisoned shaft straining futilely, veins bulging along the bars as precum oozed in slow, viscous trails. She rose, circling him like a predator savoring prey, her hand trailing lazily across his abdomen, nails raking lightly to raise gooseflesh, then dipping to the cage. "Feel that, beta?" she whispered, fingers stroking over the metal, pressing against the trapped head until it bulged purple and desperate, her touch a phantom caress that promised everything and delivered nothing. With deliberate slowness, she began the teasing strokes, gliding her palm along the underside, thumb circling the slits where his flesh protruded, smearing the leaking fluid in glistening patterns that caught the light.

The app remained idle for now, her manual torment a personal art: she gripped the cage firmly, pumping it in rhythmic motions that mimicked fucking, the vibrations of her hand translating to his core, building pressure in his balls until they drew tight, his hips bucking involuntarily against the ropes. "You think you deserve release?" she laughed, the sound cruel and melodic, echoing through the suite as she lectured on male inferiority, her free hand slipping between her own thighs to part her folds, fingers delving into the slick heat while she spoke. "Omnes feminae viris superiores sunt," she quoted, voice husky with doctrine and desire, grinding her mound against his restrained thigh, the wet friction leaving trails of her essence on his skin, her clit rubbing insistently against the muscle there.

He groaned, body arching as the denied orgasm crested, a wave of agony crashing without crest, his cock pulsing wildly within the cage, spurting thin streams of precum that splattered her hand and the floor, but no true climax granted, only endless edging that left him trembling, mind fracturing under the psychological weight. She ground harder, fingers plunging deeper into herself, moans spilling from her lips as she chased her own peak, body undulating against him, breasts heaving, nipples grazing his chest in electric brushes. Her release came in a shuddering flood, juices soaking his thigh as her walls clenched around her fingers, cries of triumph filling the air, her laughter resuming as she withdrew, smearing her slick hand across his face, forcing him to taste her victory while his own denial burned like fire in his veins, the motto a mantra sealing his eternal submission in this academy of perverse supremacy.

The door to the suite swung open with a authoritative creak, admitting a senior prefect whose presence commanded the air like a storm of leather and lust. She strode in unannounced, her black leather trousers molded to her lethal curves as if poured from molten desire, hugging the swell of her hips and the firm rounds of her ass, the material creaking softly with each predatory step. Her tight waistcoat strained against her ample breasts, the deep V neckline plunging to reveal the valley between them, nipples faintly outlined through the fabric, hardened by the perpetual thrill of power. Long dark hair cascaded over her shoulders, framing a face of deadly beauty, lips curled in a knowing smirk as she appraised the scene: Beta Forty-Seven bound spread-eagled to the frame, his body glistening with sweat, caged cock throbbing in futile denial, ropes biting into his wrists and ankles.

The novice startled, her sheer blouse askew from her earlier exertions, breasts heaving as she straightened, a flush of deference coloring her cheeks. "Prefect Elara," she murmured, voice laced with respect and a hint of trepidation, "I didn't expect an observer today." Elara circled the bound beta slowly, her heels clicking dominantly on the marble, gloved hand trailing along his taut abdomen, nails scraping lightly to elicit a shuddering gasp from his lips. "Your knots are adequate, novice," she critiqued, her tone a sultry blade, "but sloppy at the edges. True binding is an art of total immobilization, where even his thoughts can't escape." She tightened a loop around his wrist with expert precision, pulling until the rope dug red welts into his skin, his muscles flexing uselessly against the restraint.

Turning her attention to the demonstration, Elara snatched the phone from the novice's hand, fingers dancing over the app with seasoned cruelty. "Watch and learn advanced humiliation," she commanded, her voice dripping with erotic authority as she positioned herself before the beta, one boot extended, the polished leather gleaming under the chandelier's light. "Hump it, Forty-Seven. Grind that pathetic caged cock against my boot like the desperate animal you are." He hesitated for a fraction, eyes wide with shame, but her tap on the app sent a sharp shock through his balls, jolting him into obedience. His hips thrust forward, the metal cage scraping against the boot's surface, his swollen shaft bulging through the bars, veins pulsing as precum smeared in slick trails across the leather.

Both women watched, the novice's breath quickening, her hand slipping between her thighs to circle her slick clit through the damp fabric of her panties, moans escaping as Elara synced the app's shocks with his futile thrusts: a buzz on the upstroke, a jolt on the down, building his agony into a rhythm of denied ecstasy. His body writhed, sweat pouring down his chest, cock leaking profusely, the friction teasing without release, his groans a symphony of breakdown. Elara laughed, grinding her boot back against him, the pressure mashing his trapped flesh until it ached, her own arousal evident in the flush climbing her neck, breasts straining harder against the waistcoat. The novice climaxed quietly, fingers buried deep, as the beta's humiliation peaked, his mind shattering under their gaze, the motto a silent echo in his fractured soul.

###

Leashed anew by the novice's firm hand, Beta Forty-Seven was pulled from the suite's opulent confines into the sprawling gardens that encircled the academy like a verdant embrace of hidden torments. The sun hung high, its rays a merciless caress on his naked skin as he crawled across manicured lawns, the grass tickling his knees and palms, his caged cock swaying pendulously beneath him, metal bars glinting in the light, slick with the residue of endless denial. The gardens bloomed with forbidden allure: hedgerows sculpted into phallic shapes, fountains spurting water in rhythmic arcs that mimicked denied climaxes, flowerbeds alive with blooms whose petals unfurled like swollen labia, their scents mingling with the earthy musk of his sweat.

She led him to a neglected patch overgrown with weeds, her sheer blouse now discarded entirely, leaving her upper body bare, breasts bouncing gently with each step, nipples erect in the warm breeze, her short skirt the only remnant of modesty, riding up to tease glimpses of her shaved mound. "Weed this bed, Forty-Seven," she commanded, voice laced with sadistic delight, as she secured the leash to a nearby stake, forcing him onto his knees in the dirt, hands delving into the soil. Exposed to wandering eyes, he worked under the sun's glare, body glistening with rivulets of sweat that traced down his muscled back, pooling in the dimples above his ass, dripping from his brow to sting his eyes. His caged shaft throbbed visibly, balls heavy and vulnerable, swinging with each tug at the stubborn roots, precum leaking in steady beads that soaked the earth below.

The novice lounged on a nearby bench, legs spread wide, skirt hiked to her waist, fingers idly circling her slick clit as she watched, her arousal building from his degradation. With a wicked smile, she activated the app for prolonged buzzes, the cage humming to life in endless waves that assaulted his prostate and shaft, vibrations rippling through his core like electric ecstasy denied. His hips bucked involuntarily, groans escaping his lips as sweat-slicked muscles tensed, cock straining against the bars, veins bulging purple and desperate, fluid spurting in thin arcs to mix with the dirt. Passing alphas sneered at his fallen state, their massive frames oiled from recent gym sessions, thick cocks outlined in tight trousers, laughing as they pointed, "Look at the broken alpha, weeding like a bitch," their voices a chorus of masculine disdain tempered by their own subservience.

She climaxed under her own touch, body arching, juices soaking the bench as she intensified the buzzes, pushing him toward madness, his mind fracturing in the open air where every gaze reinforced his place beneath the superior sex.

Returned indoors to the novice's opulent suite, the fading sunlight casting long shadows across the mirrored walls that multiplied Beta Forty-Seven's exhausted form into an endless gallery of submission, he collapsed onto his knees at her command, body slick with garden sweat and streaks of dirt from his outdoor labors. The air hung heavy with the mingled scents of earth and arousal, her own musk lingering from the bench where she had climaxed, now blending with the promise of further torment. She circled him slowly, her bare breasts swaying with hypnotic grace, nipples still pert from the breeze's caress, her short skirt discarded somewhere in the gardens, leaving her entirely nude, shaved mound glistening faintly under the chandelier's glow.

"Time to prepare you for dinner's entertainment, Forty-Seven," she murmured, voice a sultry whisper laced with mockery, as she retrieved a bottle of scented oil from the vanity, its amber liquid shimmering like liquid gold. She poured a generous stream into her palms, rubbing them together with deliberate slowness, the slick sounds echoing through the room, warming the oil until it gleamed on her skin. Kneeling before him, she began at his shoulders, fingers gliding over the taut muscles with electric precision, tracing the ridges of his broad back, dipping into the valleys where sweat pooled, her touch a torturous blend of care and cruelty that made his caged cock twitch futilely, the metal bars digging deeper into his swollen shaft.

Her hands moved lower, oiling his chest in broad, sensual strokes, thumbs circling his nipples until they hardened into aching peaks, pinching just enough to draw a gasp from his lips, his body arching involuntarily toward her forbidden warmth. She laughed softly, breath hot against his ear, "Feel that spark, beta? It's all you'll ever get, a tease to remind you of your place." Descending further, she coated his abdomen, nails raking lightly over the defined ridges, leaving red trails that burned with exquisite fire, her fingers dipping perilously close to the cage, brushing the sensitive skin around its base where his balls hung heavy and denied, swollen from hours of edging.

With mocking slowness, she applied the lotion to his thighs, parting his legs wider to expose the numbered tattoo, her oiled palms sliding up the inner surfaces in languid caresses, thumbs pressing against the tender flesh just beneath his sac, lifting and massaging his balls through the bars until they throbbed, precum welling up in desperate beads that she smeared across the metal, making it glisten like obscene jewelry. His hips bucked, cock straining against the unyielding prison, veins pulsing purple along the trapped length, but she denied any direct stroke, her touch electric yet agonizingly peripheral, building the torment until his mind swam in a haze of need.

Finally, she oiled his ass, hands kneading the firm cheeks with possessive grip, fingers delving into the cleft to circle his puckered entrance, probing just enough to make him whimper, the oil slicking the way for imagined invasions that would never come without her whim. Throughout, her own body pressed close, breasts grazing his arm, her slick folds brushing his thigh in accidental teases that left trails of her essence on his skin, her arousal evident in the flush of her cheeks and the quickened breaths escaping her parted lips. Prepared and gleaming, his body a canvas of denied desire, she stepped back to admire her work, the motto echoing unspoken in the air as she readied him for the evening's public whipping, his skin alive with torturous sensitivity under her superior gaze.

###

In the grand hall where chandeliers dripped crystal light like frozen tears of ecstasy over long tables groaning under feasts of indulgence, Beta Forty-Seven crawled on all fours beneath the ornate expanse, his oiled skin gleaming under the flickering glow, every muscle taut from the afternoon's torments. The air thrummed with the sultry chatter of female students, their provocative outfits a symphony of sheer fabrics and tight leathers that hugged swelling breasts and flared hips, scents of perfume and arousal weaving through the steam of gourmet dishes: roasted pheasant slick with juices, creamy sauces pooling on plates, wines staining lips a deeper crimson. The novice had leashed him here for dinner service, her command a velvet decree to clean every spill, every crumb, with his tongue alone, his caged cock bobbing humiliatingly as he navigated the forest of legs.

He inched under the first table, knees scraping the polished floor, face brushing against silken stockings and bare thighs parted in casual dominance. A student's heel dangled idly, her foot arched in a stiletto that pressed against his shoulder, forcing him lower as a dribble of sauce spilled from her fork, splattering her ankle. "Lick it clean, beta," she murmured, voice husky with amusement, and he obeyed, tongue extending in broad laps to savor the salty cream mingled with her skin's warmth, the faint musk of her arousal seeping from higher up where her skirt rode scandalously short. His caged shaft throbbed against the cold floor, bars biting into swollen flesh, precum leaking in shameful rivulets as another girl joined, spilling wine deliberately onto her toes, the red liquid tracing between them like blood from a lover's bite.

Crawling deeper, he serviced foot after foot, lips pressing to arches slick with spills, sucking gently on toes painted in glossy hues, the flavors exploding on his tongue: tart berries from a dessert smear, buttery residue from bread, all blended with the intoxicating essence of female superiority. One student lifted her skirt subtly, exposing her shaved mound glistening with excitement, a droplet of her own juices falling to mix with the mess he lapped, the forbidden taste pushing his mind toward fracture, his hips grinding futilely against nothing as groans muffled against her sole. Laughter rippled above, phones capturing his degradation for the academy's feed, app activations sending sporadic buzzes through his cage, vibrations rippling up his prostate until his balls tightened in agony, fluid spurting onto the floor he would soon clean.

The Head Mistress noticed from her elevated dais, her curve-hugging gown split to reveal toned legs crossed elegantly, her personal gimp kneeling silently at her side, rubber-suited form a shadow of total erasure, gagged mouth sealed, body quivering in perpetual denial. Her eyes narrowed on the crawling beta, a smile curling her lips as she decreed in a resonant voice that silenced the hall, "Such diligence deserves a public example. Bring him to the courtyard for whipping. Let all witness the fruits of submission." The novice tugged the leash sharply, dragging him out from under the table, his body slick with spills and sweat, mind reeling in the haze of humiliation as the females' approving murmurs sealed his fate.

Dragged to the central courtyard as dusk painted the ancient stone walls in hues of bruised purple and molten gold, Beta Forty-Seven stumbled on all fours, the novice's leash yanking him forward with unyielding insistence, his oiled skin catching the fading light like a living sculpture of degradation. The courtyard sprawled vast and ominous, encircled by the academy's towering facade where ivy clung like possessive lovers to the masonry, torches flickering to life in iron sconces, casting dancing shadows that amplified the gathering crowd's predatory anticipation. The air thickened with the scent of impending storm and female musk, a heady brew that stirred his caged cock despite the dread coiling in his gut, the metal bars slick and unforgiving against his swollen shaft, precum dribbling in shameful trails along his thighs.

Senior alphas awaited, their massive bodies honed to perfection from relentless gym sessions, muscles rippling under tight uniforms that outlined every bulge and contour, their own thick cocks straining visibly against the fabric, a reminder of privileges he had lost. Two of them seized him roughly, grips like iron vices on his arms and legs, firm yet laced with the subservience all males owed to the females who commanded them. They hauled him upright against the whipping post, a weathered pillar of dark wood etched with faded scars from countless punishments, its surface worn smooth by the sweat and blood of broken boys. His wrists were bound high above his head with coarse ropes that bit into his flesh, pulling his body taut, chest heaving, oiled muscles stretching to expose every vulnerability: the numbered tattoo on his thigh stark against his skin, welts from earlier torments blooming crimson, his imprisoned cock jutting forward obscenely, balls hanging heavy and exposed, vulnerable to any passing whim.

The novice stepped back, her nude form a vision of budding authority, breasts full and swaying as she crossed her arms, nipples hardened by the evening chill and her own arousal, shaved mound glistening faintly in the torchlight. Around them, the crowd swelled like a tide of dark desires: mistresses in curve-hugging gowns of silk and velvet that molded to their voluptuous figures, fabrics whispering against ample hips and swelling bosoms, slits riding high to tease glimpses of lace garters and bare thighs; senior prefects in black leather trousers that hugged lethal curves, waistcoats unbuttoned to reveal cleavages deep enough to drown in, their deadly beauty sharpened by smirks of sadistic glee; students in provocative uniforms of sheer blouses and short skirts, fabrics clinging to pert breasts and rounded asses, some already fingering themselves idly through damp panties as they gathered, eyes hungry for the spectacle.

Chants rose in a rhythmic crescendo, voices uniting in sultry harmony: "Omnes feminae viris superiores sunt," the motto echoing off the stones like a mantra of supremacy, each syllable stoking the erotic tension, making betas in the shadows whimper and alphas shift uncomfortably, their own arousals stirring under female gaze. The Head Mistress arrived last, striding through the parting crowd with regal poise, her personal gimp crawling at her heels in glossy black rubber, suit creaking as he inched forward on all fours, gagged mouth sealed, body a faceless emblem of total male erasure, his encased cock twitching futilely beneath the latex. She paused before the post, her gown split to mid-thigh, revealing toned legs that commanded worship, her eyes locking on Beta Forty-Seven's trembling form, a faint smile curling her lips as she nodded approval, the crowd's chants swelling louder, their collective heat turning the courtyard into a cauldron of perverse anticipation, his mind fracturing under the weight of exposure, every gaze a lash preluding the whip.

The Head Mistress raised the whip with deliberate grace, its braided leather gleaming under the torchlight like a serpent coiled for strike, the handle fitting perfectly in her gloved palm as if an extension of her unassailable will. She circled Beta Forty-Seven once, her curve-hugging gown whispering against her thighs, the split seam parting to reveal the smooth expanse of her legs, toned and commanding, her personal gimp kneeling silently at her side, black rubber suit creaking faintly as he shifted, his encased form a mute testament to absolute male obliteration, gagged mouth sealed, body quivering in vicarious torment. The crowd hushed into a charged silence, female students and prefects pressing closer, their provocative outfits straining against aroused curves, sheer blouses clinging to hardened nipples, skirts hiked to allow fingers to slip beneath lace panties, circling swollen clits in anticipation, the air thick with the musk of collective desire.

With a flick of her wrist, the first lash cracked across his oiled back, leather slicing through the air to kiss his skin in a fiery line that bloomed crimson, welts rising instantly like erotic script etched by her hand. He arched against the post, ropes biting deeper into his wrists, muscles rippling in futile resistance, a guttural scream tearing from his throat, raw and primal, echoing off the stone walls to mingle with the crowd's aroused murmurs, soft gasps and moans rising like a perverse chorus. The novice stepped forward at her nod, phone in hand, fingers tapping the app to activate the cage, a prolonged buzz humming through his imprisoned cock, vibrations assaulting his prostate and swollen shaft, balls tightening in agony as precum spurted in thin arcs, splattering the cobblestones below, his hips bucking involuntarily in a dance of denied ecstasy.

Another lash followed, this one lower across his ass cheeks, the impact sending shockwaves through his flesh, skin parting slightly to reveal pink underskin beaded with blood, the pain blending into a haze of endorphins that made his caged cock throb harder, veins bulging purple against the metal bars, fluid leaking profusely as the buzz intensified under the novice's control, her own arousal evident in the flush climbing her bare breasts, nipples erect and begging for touch she denied herself, focusing instead on his torment. "Omnes feminae viris superiores sunt," the Head Mistress intoned between strikes, her voice a sultry incantation that drew cheers from the crowd, mistresses and prefects masturbating openly now, fingers plunging into slick folds, juices coating thighs as they watched, senior alphas shifting uncomfortably, their massive erections straining against trousers, hands clenched to avoid forbidden self-touch.

The whip sang again, crisscrossing his thighs with precision, each lash a symphony of pain and pleasure that fractured his mind, screams evolving into whimpers laced with moans, body glistening with sweat that traced rivulets down his spine, pooling at the base where his ass clenched around imagined invasions. The novice synced the cage's shocks with the rhythm, electric jolts ripping through his balls during the whip's descent, heightening the ecstasy to unbearable peaks, his cock pulsing wildly within its prison, head bulging through the slits, slick and desperate, spurts of precum arcing higher now, some landing on the gimp's rubber mask, the lowest male's silent witness adding layers of humiliation. The crowd's murmurs swelled into overt cries of delight, students grinding against each other, lips locking in heated kisses while hands delved beneath skirts, fingers thrusting in unison with the lashes, the courtyard a cauldron of erotic frenzy.

Lash after lash rained down, twenty in total, each one stripping away remnants of his former alpha pride, back a canvas of crisscrossed welts weeping thin trails of blood, ass and thighs burning with fire that radiated to his core, the cage's relentless buzzing pushing him to the brink of madness, denied orgasms cresting and crashing without release, his screams a broken melody that fueled the females' climaxes, waves of moans rippling through the assembly as prefects and mistresses shuddered in orgasm, juices soaking gowns and leathers, the motto chanted in ecstatic unison. Finally, the Head Mistress lowered the whip, her chest heaving with exertion and arousal, eyes locked on his shattered form, the gimp at her feet a shadow of what he might become, the novice deactivating the app with a final, taunting buzz that left him trembling, mind and body utterly surrendered to the academy's perverse supremacy.

Released from the whipping post by the senior alphas' firm grips, their muscles flexing under torchlight as they unbound his wrists with mechanical obedience, Beta Forty-Seven slumped to the cobblestones, body a quivering wreck of welts and sweat, the crimson lines across his back and thighs weeping thin trails of blood that mingled with the slick oil from earlier preparations. The crowd dispersed in a haze of satisfied murmurs, female students and prefects linking arms, their curve-hugging gowns and leather outfits rustling as they sauntered away, some still fingering slick folds beneath skirts, lingering climaxes flushing their cheeks. The novice approached, her nude form a beacon of mocking tenderness, breasts swaying with each step, nipples erect from the spectacle's thrill, shaved mound glistening with her own unquenched arousal as she clipped the leash back to his collar and tugged him toward her suite.

###

In the privacy of her opulent chamber, mirrors reflecting his broken reflection infinitely, she guided him to a low bench draped in silk, forcing him onto his stomach with a gentle push that belied her cruelty, his caged cock pressing painfully against the fabric, shaft still throbbing from the courtyard's torments, balls heavy and bruised, precum soaking the material in fresh puddles. "Poor little beta," she cooed, voice a sultry whisper laced with venom, as she retrieved a jar of salve from the vanity, its creamy contents scented with lavender and something sharper, a sting to heighten the agony. Dipping her fingers into the cool emulsion, she straddled his calves, her slick folds brushing his skin in teasing contact, warm juices trailing down his leg as she settled, her weight pinning him immobile.

She began at his shoulders, fingers gliding over the raised welts with excruciating slowness, smearing the salve in circular motions that burned before soothing, each press eliciting whimpers from his lips, his body arching involuntarily, cock grinding futilely against the bench, the cage's bars imprinting red patterns on his engorged flesh. Lower she went, tracing the crisscrossed lashes on his back, nails occasionally scraping the tender edges to draw fresh beads of blood, which she licked away with a darting tongue, the salty tang mixing with the salve's flavor on her lips, her breaths quickening as her free hand slipped between her thighs, circling her swollen clit in rhythm with her ministrations. "Feel my care, Forty-Seven," she murmured, leaning forward to let her breasts drag across his wounds, nipples tracing fiery paths that made him gasp, her arousal dripping onto his ass as she ground against him subtly.

Dipping lower, she coated his whipped ass cheeks, palms kneading the bruised flesh with possessive grip, fingers delving into the cleft to probe his puckered entrance, pushing salve inside with invasive thrusts that blurred pain and forbidden pleasure, his hips bucking as the cage buzzed faintly from her app tap, vibrations rippling through his prostate until precum spurted in desperate jets. She laughed, climaxing against her own fingers, juices flooding his skin as she smeared the salve over his thighs, every touch a reminder of her dominance, his wounds a living canvas etched with her superiority, mind and body utterly yielded in this twisted aftercare.

###

Chained alone in the dim confines of an isolation cell buried deep within the academy's undercroft, where stone walls wept condensation like tears of forgotten lust, Beta Forty-Seven huddled on the cold flagstone floor, his wrists and ankles shackled to iron rings embedded in the unyielding rock. The air hung stale and heavy, laced with the faint echo of distant moans from other tormented souls, his oiled body still throbbing from the whipping's aftermath, welts pulsing with each heartbeat like living embers etched across his back and thighs. Naked and exposed, his caged cock dangled between spread legs, the metal lattice slick with dried precum and salve, shaft swollen eternally in denial, balls heavy and bruised, a constant ache radiating from his core as if the day's humiliations had seeped into his very marrow.

Sporadic buzzes erupted from the app-controlled device, vibrations humming through his imprisoned flesh at the whims of remote tormentors, perhaps a senior prefect lounging in her leather-clad apartment, fingers idly tapping her phone while she sipped wine, or a group of students giggling in their luxurious suites, sharing control like a perverse game. Each pulse assaulted his prostate, forcing involuntary twitches of his hips, cock straining against the bars until veins bulged purple and desperate, fresh beads of fluid welling up to drip onto the floor in warm, sticky pools that he longed to lap but could not reach, the chains rattling with his futile struggles. Memories flooded his fracturing mind: the novice's teasing fingers oiling his skin, her slick folds grinding against him in mocking aftercare; the Head Mistress's whip cracking across his ass, each lash a symphony of pain blending into forbidden ecstasy; the crowd's aroused chants of the motto, "Omnes feminae viris superiores sunt," sealing his degradation under their superior gazes.

He whimpered softly, mind unraveling like frayed rope, dreams of alpha status shattered into fragments of shame, his existence reduced to this eternal submission, body a vessel for female pleasure, desires forever caged and unfulfilled. Another buzz ripped through him, longer this time, edging him toward madness without release, his screams muffled by the cell's isolation, reinforcing the academy's unbreakable hierarchy where every throb served the superior sex.

Summoned from the isolation cell by a sharp tug on his leash from a senior alpha, whose massive frame loomed in the doorway like a shadowed enforcer, Beta Forty-Seven crawled through the academy's dimly lit corridors toward the stables, his body a map of throbbing welts and denied aches, caged cock swinging heavily between his legs, the metal slick with residual precum from the cell's sporadic torments. The air grew thicker with the earthy scent of hay and sweat as they approached the outbuilding, torches flickering along the walls to cast elongated shadows that danced like teasing specters. Inside, the stables hummed with the low whimpers of bitches toiling in their black rubber suits, glossy encasements sealing every inch of their feminized forms, from hooded heads with gagged mouths to the sheathed cocks twitching futilely beneath the latex, their bodies bent in menial labor, scrubbing floors and mucking stalls on all fours.

The novice awaited him there, her nude silhouette illuminated by lantern light, breasts full and heaving with anticipation, shaved mound parted slightly as she lounged against a stall door, one hand idly tracing her slick folds while watching a particular bitch's degradation unfold. "Clean the floors, Forty-Seven," she commanded, voice a husky murmur laced with sadistic glee, pointing to a bucket of soapy water and a rag, forcing him to dip his hands into the warm suds, the liquid cascading over his skin like a mocking caress before he began scrubbing the hay-strewn ground, knees grinding into the rough stone, his whipped ass clenching with each movement, welts burning anew under the strain.

As he worked, inches from the bitches' laboring forms, he witnessed the scene she orchestrated: a demoted beta, freshly transformed into a bitch, encased in the tight rubber that hugged his body like a second skin, the material creaking with every humiliated shuffle, his gagged mouth stretched around a phallic plug that muffled his protests into wet gurgles. A senior prefect oversaw the ritual, her black leather trousers clinging to her lethal curves, waistcoat unbuttoned to expose the swell of her breasts, nipples peeking through the fabric as she wielded a crop, snapping it across the bitch's rubber-clad ass to urge him deeper into submission. The bitch lapped at a trough filled with murky water, tongue extending through a slit in the hood, while the prefect ground her boot against his sheathed cock, the latex bulging as his imprisoned shaft throbbed, leaking fluid that seeped through the material in viscous trails, his hips bucking in futile need.

The novice joined, her fingers delving into her own wet heat, moaning softly as she activated Beta Forty-Seven's cage with a tap, buzzing vibrations rippling through his balls and prostate, forcing him to mirror the bitch's agony, cock straining against the bars, precum spurting onto the floor he cleaned, the sight of the bitch's further breakdown, forced to hump the prefect's leg like a desperate animal, rubber squeaking against leather, a stark mirror to his own potential fate, mind fracturing in the stables' perverse symphony of dominance and despair.

Back with the novice in her opulent suite under the cloak of midnight, where moonlight filtered through velvet curtains to cast silvery glows on the mirrored walls, Beta Forty-Seven knelt before her on the silk-draped bed, his body a trembling altar of welts and denial, chains from the stables' summons still rattling softly as she unlocked them with languid fingers. She lounged nude against a pile of pillows, her full breasts rising with each sultry breath, nipples erect like dark jewels begging for worship, her shaved mound parted invitingly, slick folds glistening with the day's accumulated arousal, a single droplet tracing down her inner thigh like an invitation to madness. "You've endured well today, Forty-Seven," she purred, voice a velvet caress laced with mockery, as she extended a manicured hand toward his caged cock, the metal prison throbbing visibly, shaft swollen and veined against the bars, balls heavy with unspent seed that ached from endless edging.

She offered a twisted reward, her fingers wrapping around the cage with expert grip, stroking over the unyielding lattice in slow, deliberate pumps that mimicked the forbidden act of release, her thumb circling the exposed head where it bulged through the slits, smearing the constant ooze of precum in glistening patterns that caught the moonlight. His hips bucked involuntarily, body arching as the manual torment built pressure in his core, vibrations from earlier buzzes echoing in memory while her touch ignited fresh fire, cock pulsing desperately within its confines, veins engorging purple and hot, fluid leaking in steady rivulets that coated her hand and dripped onto the sheets. "But pleasure comes with a price," she whispered, leaning closer, her breasts brushing his chest in electric teases, nipples grazing his skin as she demanded oaths of loyalty, her free hand slipping between her thighs to plunge fingers into her slick channel, thrusting in rhythm with her strokes on the cage.

"Swear it, beta," she gasped, her own arousal building, walls clenching around her digits as juices flowed freely, soaking the bed beneath her, the musky scent enveloping him like a drug. "Swear eternal devotion to female supremacy, to serving every curve, every whim." He whimpered, mind fractured from the day's degradations, the stables' visions of rubber-clad bitches mirroring his potential fall, and whispered broken oaths, voice hoarse with desperation: "I swear, all females are superior, my body yours to command, my will shattered for your pleasure." Her laughter mingled with moans, fingers accelerating on the cage, edging him to the brink where his balls drew tight, prostate throbbing as if on the verge of explosion, precum spurting in hot jets that splattered her thighs, but she halted just short, denying the crest, leaving him trembling on the edge of insanity.

She climaxed then, body convulsing, fingers buried deep as her essence gushed in a flood, soaking his kneeling form, her cries echoing through the mirrors like a siren's call. Resuming the edging with renewed fervor, she extracted more vows, each one sealing his devotion deeper, his whispers evolving into fervent pleas, mind yielding completely to the academy's hierarchy, the motto etched into his soul as her superior touch pushed him toward eternal submission, cock weeping endlessly in its prison, every denied throb a testament to her power.

As the midnight chimes echoed through the academy's shadowed halls like a lover's final sigh, Beta Forty-Seven collapsed onto his narrow cot in the beta barracks, the cramped space reeking of hay and male despair, his body a spent vessel of welts and unquenched fire. The chains from his summons clattered to the floor as a senior alpha unclipped them with indifferent efficiency, muscles bulging under his tight uniform, his own thick cock outlined in envy of the privileges he clung to, before slamming the door shut, leaving Forty-Seven alone in the dim torchlight. His skin glistened with the novice's dried juices and his own sweat, whipped back a lattice of crimson lines that throbbed with each ragged breath, ass cheeks clenching around the phantom probes of her fingers, thighs slick with the remnants of endless precum that had leaked from his caged shaft throughout the day's torments.

The app-controlled device hummed faintly between his legs, a low, taunting vibration from some distant female's whim, squeezing his swollen cock against the unyielding bars, veins pulsing hot and desperate, balls heavy with denied seed that ached like a perpetual wound, fluid beading at the tip to drip onto the threadbare sheets in warm, sticky evidence of his unbroken arousal. He whimpered softly, mind a shattered mosaic of the day's degradations: the novice's fingers edging him over the cage, her slick folds grinding against his thigh as she extracted oaths of loyalty, her climactic gush soaking him in her essence while he begged for mercy that never came, the motto "Omnes feminae viris superiores sunt" branded into his soul like the number on his thigh.

Exhaustion claimed him at last, eyelids fluttering shut as sleep dragged him under, but even in dreams, the academy's dark pulse throbbed eternal, hinting at tomorrow's fresh humiliations, a public parade through the halls or a group session in the classrooms where his body would serve as prop for budding dominatrixes, every breath, every throb a tribute to the superior sex that owned him utterly.
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