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The Femdom School

Part Three


The stables of the Academy of Eternal Submission loomed like a forgotten crypt in the dead of night, far removed from the opulent bedroom wing where the new girls reveled in their first taste of absolute power. While Charlotte rode Timothy's face to shuddering climaxes in her mirror-lined suite, Elizabeth edged Sebastian mercilessly amid emerald silks, Arabella pegged her alpha in shadowed elegance, Beatrice orchestrated wicked intimacies with teasing denial, Camilla commanded dual devotion in steaming baths, and Cordelia unleashed a trio of torment that left her alphas chained and spent—the new betas suffered in solitary hell. The tack room, now silent save for the distant hoot of an owl and the occasional rattle of chains, had given way to the deeper bowels of the stables: a row of iron-barred dog cages, each barely large enough for a grown man to curl into a fetal position, floored with thin, stained mats that reeked of old sweat and despair. The air was thick, chill, and stale—laced with the metallic tang of fear and the faint, humiliating scent of arousal denied.

The new betas—Barnaby, Christopher, Andrew, Charles, Edward, James, and Rupert—were locked alone in the dark, their numbered cock locks humming faintly like malevolent insects, sealed with digital pads that glowed mockingly in the pitch black whenever a random buzz or shock activated from some distant female's whim. Naked, gagged with black rubber balls that stretched their jaws and muffled any cry to pathetic grunts, they huddled in their enclosures, bodies aching from the sorting's humiliations and the tack room's tests. The cages were positioned in a grim line along the stone wall, doors clanging shut hours ago by the senior alphas under prefect oversight, leaving them to contemplate their fall from potential alphas to the academy's playthings—ripe for use, abuse, and endless torment under the motto that governed all: Omnes feminae viris superiores sunt.

Christopher, Beta 49, curled tight in his cage, his broad shoulders cramped against the bars, knees drawn to his chest to accommodate his tall frame. The mat beneath him was damp from his own drool seeping around the gag, his cock trapped in the unyielding chrome cage that bit into his skin with every involuntary twitch. The earlier blowjob from that petite blonde—Mia—replayed in his mind like a nightmare of ecstasy turned to ash: her small mouth stretching around his girth, cheeks hollowing with vacuum force, pigtails bobbing as she deep-throated him, only for Sophia's whispers to push him over the edge, spilling into her throat amid the quadrangle's roaring cheers. Demoted. Dragged away gagged and spent. Fitted like livestock. Tested with buzzes that teased his trapped shaft to agonizing hardness, then shocks that seared like fire through his balls, making him convulse and scream into silence. Now, alone in the dark, the cage's confines pressed in, his mind fracturing under the weight of humiliation. No light. No sound but the labored breaths of his fellow betas in adjacent cages—muffled whimpers, the occasional rattle as someone shifted in futile search for comfort.

Hours blurred in the void. The other betas fared no better: Barnaby, the first to fall under Lila's oiled hands, sobbed quietly into his gag, his body shivering from the cold stone seeping through the mat; Andrew thrashed sporadically, his cage rocking as phantom shocks from the app haunted him; Charles curled fetal, rocking gently like a broken thing; Edward, James, and Rupert grunted in their isolation, the cock locks' intermittent buzzes a cruel reminder that any female in the academy could torment them at will— a senior prefect scrolling bored in bed, a mistress testing the system, or a new girl like those luxuriating upstairs, discovering the app's delights.

Christopher's mind wandered to escape: flashes of the quadrangle, naked under torchlight, hands on head, legs apart as senior girls descended like predators—Mia's petite form kneeling before him, her perky breasts straining her waistcoat, golden pigtails swaying as she engulfed him, gagging theatrically for the crowd's amusement. The memory stirred his caged cock, the metal constricting painfully, a bead of precum forcing through the slits to drip onto the mat. Shame burned hotter than any shock. He was beta now—property, not person. Tomorrow would bring reprogramming: forced tasks, public humiliations, perhaps transformation into a bitch if he broke further. The dark pressed closer, his breaths shallow around the gag, drool pooling under his cheek.

Then, a sound pierced the silence: the distant creak of the stable door, followed by heels clicking on cobblestone—tipsy, uneven steps echoing through the corridor. Feminine laughter, bubbly and slurred, mingled with the pop of a cork. Christopher froze, heart pounding. The other betas stirred, cages rattling faintly as muffled grunts rose in terror. A girl's voice, sing-song and teasing, floated through the dark like a siren's call laced with venom.

"Oh, Christopher... my little pet," it cooed, playful yet dripping with mockery. "Where are you, you naughty boy? Come out, come out wherever you are..."

Christopher's blood ran cold. He knew that voice—Mia, the tight petite blonde from the sorting, her compact body a bundle of erotic ferocity, pigtails and perky breasts hiding a sadistic streak that had swallowed his load and sealed his fate. The heels clicked closer, accompanied by the slosh of liquid in a bottle and the clink of glass. A faint glow appeared—the blue light of a phone screen illuminating a heart-shaped face framed by golden hair, makeup smudged from the party's excesses, lips curled in a drunken grin. Mia, Year Two or Three—Christopher couldn't recall—stumbled into the cage row, her black leather trousers hugging her round ass like paint, tight waistcoat plunging low to showcase the swell of her breasts, nipples faintly outlined from the night's arousal and chill.

She had clearly slipped away from the reception's aftermath, perhaps after watching the new girls claim their alphas, jealousy or boredom fueling her wander. In one hand, a half-empty champagne bottle swayed, bubbles fizzing over the rim; in the other, a crystal flute sloshed with golden liquid. Her cheeks flushed pink from drinks, eyes glassy but sharp with cruel intent. "Christopher... Beta 49... where's my big boy who couldn't hold back?" she singsonged, giggling as she set the bottle and glass on a nearby tack table with a clatter, the champagne spilling slightly onto the wood.

The betas whimpered in their cages, bodies tensing—Barnaby curling tighter, Andrew pressing against the back bars—but Mia ignored them, her phone now in hand, screen casting an eerie light on her petite features. She scrolled the academy's app with a manicured finger, the interface glowing with profiles: numbered betas, vitals, controls. "Let's see... Christopher... oh, there you are, my little premature pet." Her grin widened, predatory and drunken, as she tapped his profile—Beta 49, cock lock status: secured, last shock: 2 hours ago.

She pressed the shock button, holding it for a full five seconds on medium intensity.

Christopher's world exploded in agony. The cage lit faintly from the lock's internal glow as electricity surged through his trapped cock and balls, a white-hot lance that made his body convulse like a puppet on strings. He squealed—a high, muffled shriek around the gag, drool spraying as his muscles seized, back arching against the bars, knees slamming the mat. The pain radiated outward, balls tightening in fiery torment, his caged shaft straining futilely as tears streamed down his face. The other betas rattled in sympathy and fear, grunts rising, but Christopher's squeal echoed loudest, a beacon in the dark.

Mia burst into laughter, clapping her hands like a delighted child, the phone light bobbing. "Oh, there you are, my little pet!" she crowed, stumbling closer to his cage, her petite form silhouetted against the faint glow. She knelt, peering through the bars with drunken glee, her breath reeking of champagne as she pressed her face close. "Squealing like a stuck pig... just like in the quadrangle when you blew your load down my throat. Remember that, beta? All those girls cheering as you failed... and now you're mine to play with."

Christopher thrashed weakly, body still twitching from aftershocks, eyes wide with terror and humiliation as Mia's fingers rattled the cage door, her phone poised for another tap. The dark stables held their breath, the new betas' nightmare deepening under the motto's shadow—females superior, males eternal prey.

Mia's drunken laughter bubbled through the tack room, her phone's glow casting demonic shadows on the walls adorned with whips, crops, and restraints—tools of the betas' endless reprogramming. The petite blonde, her golden pigtails slightly disheveled from the night's revelries, swayed on her heels, the black leather trousers hugging her round ass and toned thighs like a second skin, her tight waistcoat plunging low to showcase the perky swell of her breasts, nipples pebbled against the fabric from the chill and her own arousal. Champagne fizzed in the bottle she'd set aside, the flute half-empty and forgotten on the table. Her eyes, glassy with alcohol and sadistic glee, locked on Christopher's cage, his curled form illuminated faintly by her screen.

"Oh, my squealing little pet," she cooed, her voice a mocking sing-song as she sauntered closer, hips swaying with predatory grace. She reached for the wall, fingers dancing over a rack of collars and leashes—black leather etched with silver numbers, standard issue for parading betas like the dogs they were. Selecting one marked "Beta Toy," thick and studded, with a heavy chain leash, she dangled it teasingly. "Time to come out and play, Christopher. You've been such a naughty boy, hiding in the dark... but Mommy Mia found you."

Her heels clicked sharply as she fumbled with the cage door's digital lock—scanning her phone to override it with a beep—and swung it open, the iron bars creaking like a gate to hell. Christopher flinched, body trembling, but the confines left no room to retreat. "Come, little beta," she purred, crouching low, her face inches from his, breath warm and champagne-sweet against his tear-streaked cheeks. She reached in, her small hand gripping his hair roughly, yanking him forward onto all fours. He crawled out awkwardly, knees scraping the cold stone, his naked body exposed once more—muscular from his pre-academy life, but now marked with bruises from the alphas' handling, his caged cock dangling helplessly between his legs, already twitching at her proximity.

Mia straightened, towering over him in her stilettos despite her petite frame, and fastened the collar around his neck with practiced efficiency—the leather biting into his skin, the buckle clicking shut like a sentence. She attached the leash with a sharp snap, giving it a testing tug that jolted his head forward. "Up, pet—on your feet like the pathetic beta you are." A firm yank on the leash pulled him upright, his legs shaky from hours cramped in the cage, the gag muffling his groan into a wet, desperate gurgle. Standing naked before her, he towered over the tiny blonde, yet the power dynamic was absolute—she, the goddess; he, the leashed worm.

Her hands roamed his body freely, sliding across his chest with taunting slowness, nails raking lightly over his nipples to make them harden, pinching hard enough to elicit a muffled yelp. "Mmm, still so strong... but we both know you're weak where it counts," she whispered, her fingers trailing down his abs, circling his navel before dipping lower to cup his locked balls, squeezing gently at first, then harder, rolling them in her palm like toys. Christopher's body betrayed him, his caged cock straining against the metal, the ring biting into his swelling flesh as arousal fought confinement. Precum oozed from the slits, dripping onto the floor between them. Mia's other hand traced his thighs, slapping his ass sharply, the crack echoing in the tack room and drawing envious rattles from the other caged betas. "Look at you, leaking already... just from my touch. You couldn't hold back in the quadrangle, remember? Spilling down my throat like a virgin schoolboy while everyone laughed. Pathetic beta—demoted forever."

She pressed her body against his, her perky breasts squishing into his chest through the waistcoat, her hips grinding subtly so he felt the heat between her legs. One hand slid up to his gag, wiping drool from his chin mockingly. "All those muscles... and this?" She flicked the cock lock with a nail, the ding ringing out, sending a jolt of humiliation through him. "Locked away because you couldn't control yourself for little old me." Her taunts flowed like venomous honey, her breath hot on his neck as she circled behind him, hands exploring his back, slapping his ass again, fingers dipping between his cheeks to tease his hole. "Bet you dream of fucking me, don't you? Pounding this tight pussy... but betas don't fuck. Betas get used."

Finally, she stepped in front, her petite form radiating dominance as she tilted his chin up with a finger, forcing eye contact. Her leather-clad curves were on full display—the trousers molding to her ass and thighs, waistcoat barely containing her breasts. "You like my body, don't you, pet?" she asked, voice dripping with mockery, one hand cupping her own breast, thumb circling the nipple through the fabric.

Christopher, lost in the haze of pain, arousal, and shame, could only nod frantically, a muffled moan escaping the gag—wet, desperate, affirmative. Drool trickled down his chin, his eyes pleading yet filled with unwanted lust.

"Good boy," Mia praised, patting his cheek condescendingly, her grin feral. "Follow." She yanked the leash hard, pulling him stumbling after her as she turned on her heel, champagne bottle snatched up in her free hand for a swig as she sauntered out of the tack room. Christopher crawled at first, the leash taut, but another sharp tug forced him to his feet, naked and collared, staggering behind her like a broken stallion. The other betas watched through bars—Barnaby's eyes wide with envy and fear, Andrew rattling his cage in futile rage—as Mia led her prize into the night.

The cool Eastern European air bit into Christopher's exposed skin as they emerged into the quadrangle, the vast open square ringed by the academy's towering walls, torchlight flickering like watchful eyes. The cobblestones were cold under his bare feet, the leash pulling him forward in humiliating procession. Mia walked with drunken swagger, hips swaying, occasionally glancing back to tug harder or slap his ass. "Heel, pet—keep up, or I'll shock you right here."

In the shadows near the far side, a scene of raw perversion unfolded: a student—perhaps a Year Three, her provocative uniform hiked up, skirt bunched around her waist—bent over a stone bench, her alpha ramming into her from behind with powerful thrusts. The alpha's muscular ass flexed with each drive, his huge cock slamming deep into her dripping pussy, the wet slaps echoing across the quadrangle. The girl moaned loudly, her breasts bouncing free from her blouse, hands gripping the bench as she pushed back, meeting his thrusts. "Harder, alpha—fuck your superior like you mean it!" she gasped, her voice carrying on the night wind.

Mia spotted them and smiled wickedly, veering toward the pair, leash yanking Christopher along. "Look, Christopher," she taunted, halting close enough for him to see every detail—the alpha's thick shaft glistening with her juices, plunging in and out, her pussy lips gripping him tightly, ass cheeks rippling with each impact. "Bet you wish you could do that to me... pounding away, making me scream. But no—betas watch. Betas leak."

The fucked girl noticed Mia, her eyes lighting with recognition amid her ecstasy. "Mia! Brought a new toy out to play?" she called breathlessly, not missing a beat as the alpha continued ramming her, his grunts animalistic, hands gripping her hips bruisingly.

"Just my favorite premature pet," Mia replied with a laugh, swigging champagne. "Christopher here couldn't hold back during sorting—blew his load right down my throat. Thought I'd take him for a walk."

The girl moaned louder as the alpha hit deep, her body shuddering toward climax. "Mmm, lucky you—fresh beta meat. Shock him for me?"

Christopher stood frozen, leash taut, eyes locked on the scene—the alpha's cock stretching her wide, juices dripping down her thighs, her breasts swaying with each thrust. His own caged cock strained desperately, swelling against the metal, the pressure building unbearably. The lock detected the arousal spike, sending an alert ping to Mia's phone.

Bzzzt. Her screen lit up. "Dirty pet likes to watch you getting fucked," Mia announced with glee, grabbing his balls in a vise-like squeeze, nails digging in as she leaned close, whispering hot into his ear. "Look at that huge alpha cock owning her pussy... stretching her, filling her like you'll never fill anyone. Bet you wish it was you, huh? Pounding away, making a real woman cum... but you're just a locked-up watcher, leaking like a faucet because you can't help it. Pathetic beta—your little dick trying so hard in its cage, alerting me like a good snitch."

Christopher's head spun, lost in her venomous words and the hypnotic sight—the girl's moans rising to screams as she came, pussy clenching visibly around the invading shaft, the alpha grunting as he pounded through her orgasm. Mia's grip on his balls tightened, her body pressed against his side, breasts squishing into his arm. "Imagine it, pet... my tight pussy gripping a real cock, not your worthless locked nub. You'd cum in seconds again, wouldn't you? Premature little failure."

The torment peaked; Christopher moaned through the gag, body trembling, vision blurring as arousal and humiliation swirled into dizziness. Mia's finger hovered over her phone, then pressed buzz—maximum intensity.

The cage vibrated wildly, a relentless hum against his swollen, trapped flesh, teasing without release. Christopher's knees buckled slightly, a thick dribble of precum leaking from the slits, splattering onto the cobblestones in front of him—a humiliating puddle under the torchlight. "Leaking for me, pet? Good boy—show everyone what a desperate beta you are," Mia teased, her laughter joining the fucked girl's giggles as the alpha continued thrusting.

But mercy was alien here. Mia's thumb slid to shock—high voltage, held for ten agonizing seconds.

Electricity surged, a blazing inferno through his cock and balls, radiating outward in waves of pure torment. Christopher collapsed to the floor, body convulsing on the cold cobblestones, muffled screams ripping from his gagged throat as he writhed, leash yanking taut. Tears streamed, his vision whiting out, every muscle seizing in agony. The girls burst into laughter—the fucked one mid-thrust, her alpha chuckling as he pounded harder—their voices a chorus of cruel delight. "Look at him squirm!" "Pathetic!" Mia tugged the leash, hauling his twitching form. "Back to reality, pet—no dreaming for betas."

Mia, the petite blonde tormentor, stood over Christopher like a drunken goddess of cruelty, her golden pigtails tousled, cheeks flushed from champagne and sadistic thrill. Her black leather trousers clung to her hips like a lover's grasp, the material creaking softly as she shifted, her tight waistcoat heaving with each excited breath, perky breasts straining against the plunging neckline. The champagne bottle dangled forgotten in one hand, fizzing over her fingers, while her phone glowed in the other—the app's interface a gateway to his suffering. Sophia's laughter pealed across the square, her alpha's cock still twitching inside her as she ground back lazily, milking the last drops.

Mia's eyes sparkled with wicked inspiration, her lips curling into a predatory grin as she handed the bottle to Sophia. "Hold this, darling. My turn." With deliberate slowness, she unbuckled her leather trousers, the zipper's rasp cutting through the night like a promise of depravity. She pushed them down her toned thighs, the material peeling away to reveal lace panties soaked through with her arousal, the black fabric clinging to her smooth, shaved pussy. Kicking the trousers aside with a stiletto heel, she left them pooled on the ground, her ass round and firm in the torchlight, curves accentuated by the waistcoat that barely covered her. "Alpha," she snapped at Sophia's servant, her voice a sultry command, "come here. Fuck me like the beast you are."

The alpha obeyed instantly, pulling out of Sophia with a wet pop, his massive cock glistening with her juices, veined and rigid despite his recent release. He positioned behind Mia as she bent over the stone bench, her petite frame arching gracefully, ass presented high, pussy lips puffy and dripping in invitation. Sophia watched with a smirk, lighting a cigarette from a silver case, the flame illuminating her fiery hair as she inhaled deeply, exhaling smoke in lazy rings.

Mia yanked Christopher's leash hard, dragging his kneeling form forward until his face was inches from hers, his tear-streaked eyes level with her flushed cheeks. "Watch closely, pet," she whispered, her breath hot and champagne-sweet against his gagged mouth. The alpha gripped her hips, his huge cock nudging her entrance before slamming home in one brutal thrust, stretching her tiny pussy wide, eliciting a gasp of pure ecstasy from her lips. "Oh fuck, yes—deeper, alpha! Pound your superior!"

The quadrangle filled with the obscene symphony: the wet slap of his hips against her ass, her moans rising in pitch as he rammed relentlessly, his muscular thighs flexing with each drive, balls slapping her clit. Mia's body rocked forward with every thrust, her perky breasts bouncing in the waistcoat, nipples hard as diamonds. She locked eyes with Christopher, pulling the leash tighter so his nose nearly brushed hers, forcing him to stare into her pleasure-glazed face. "See this, beta? A real cock—huge, hard, filling me up. Not your pathetic locked nub, leaking like a broken faucet because you can't handle watching a superior get fucked."

Christopher whimpered through the gag, his caged cock straining futilely, the metal biting as blood rushed southward, another alert pinging on Mia's phone. She laughed breathlessly, her body jolting with each thrust, the alpha's girth splitting her open, juices dripping down her thighs. "Dirty pet—getting hard from this? You wish it was you, don't you? Pounding my tight little pussy, making me scream... but you'd cum in two seconds, just like in the sorting. Premature failure— that's all you are." Her free hand snatched the phone, thumb hovering as the alpha accelerated, his grunts animalistic, hands bruising her hips.

Sophia exhaled smoke, laughing throaty and low, her cigarette dangling as she watched. "Shock him again, Mia—make the beta dance while you get railed."

Mia obliged, pressing shock—medium intensity, pulsing in waves. Christopher convulsed, a muffled scream ripping from his throat as electricity seared through his balls, body jerking like a puppet, leash yanking his face even closer to hers. The pain only fueled Mia's arousal, her pussy clenching around the alpha's pistoning cock, moans turning to shrieks of delight. "Oh god, yes—his suffering makes me so wet! Feel that, alpha? Fuck me harder—punish my pussy while I punish this worm!"

The alpha obeyed, slamming deeper, the bench creaking under the assault, Mia's petite body quivering as orgasms built in rapid succession—first a shuddering wave that made her eyes roll back, then a second, her juices squirting around his shaft. She shocked Christopher again, higher voltage, his body arching in agony, tears splashing her cheeks as she laughed maniacally, the torment pushing her to a third climax, walls fluttering wildly. "Look at him squirm—my little pain slut! Bet you wish you could taste this pussy getting destroyed... but betas clean up, they don't fuck!"

Sophia flicked ash from her cigarette, her laughter joining Mia's, the smoke curling around them like incense to depravity. The alpha's thrusts grew erratic, his balls tightening as Mia screamed, "Fill me up, alpha—pump your superior full of cum!" He roared, exploding inside her, hot ropes flooding her tiny pussy, overflowing in thick streams down her thighs as he ground deep, emptying every drop.

Panting, Mia straightened, the alpha pulling out with a wet slurp, cum dripping from her stretched hole. She yanked Christopher's leash, forcing him to his knees. "Sophia, darling—undo his gag. Time for my pet to taste a real man's work."

Sophia sauntered over, exhaling smoke in his face as she unbuckled the gag, pulling the saliva-soaked ball free with a pop. Christopher gasped, jaw aching, drool stringing from his lips. "On your back, beta—now," Sophia ordered, kicking his side lightly. He complied, collapsing onto the cold cobblestones, naked body splayed under the torches.

Mia straddled his face, squatting low, her pussy inches from his mouth—swollen, red, glistening with the alpha's cum and her juices, the scent overwhelming: musky, salty, intoxicating. "Open wide, pet," she commanded, her voice husky with post-orgasm bliss. Christopher's mouth parted obediently, tongue lolling in humiliated anticipation.

Sophia grabbed her alpha's hand, intertwining fingers as she led him away, her skirt still hiked, ass swaying. "Let's leave them to play," she called with a wink, disappearing into the shadows, the alpha trailing submissively.

Mia lowered fully, her pussy sealing over Christopher's mouth like a warm, dripping seal. "Swallow it all—every drop of real cum from my superior pussy." She clenched her inner muscles, pushing out the alpha's load in thick, creamy spurts—hot, viscous ropes flooding his mouth, coating his tongue, sliding down his throat as he gulped desperately, choking on the salty bitterness. Mia ground down, smearing the overflow across his face, her clit brushing his nose. "Lick, beta—clean your superior properly. Taste what you'll never give a woman."

Christopher's tongue obeyed, lapping frantically at her folds, delving into her cum-filled hole to scoop out more, swallowing the mingled fluids as she rode his face with abandon. Her hands gripped his hair, pulling him deeper, hips undulating in slow, sensual circles that built her arousal anew. "That's it—deeper, you worthless cleanup slut. Real men fill me... betas eat the mess." The humiliation burned, his caged cock throbbing painfully, leaking onto his belly as her taste overwhelmed him—salty cum mixed with her sweet nectar, her moans filling the night.

Mia accelerated, bouncing lightly, her perky ass cheeks slapping his cheeks, pussy grinding against his tongue and nose. "Faster—make me cum again, pet! Worship the pussy you failed!" Christopher licked relentlessly, tongue plunging deep, circling her clit with desperate flicks, sucking the remnants of cum as she shuddered toward release. Her body tensed, thighs clamping his head like a vice, and she screamed—a piercing, ecstatic wail that echoed across the quadrangle—as orgasm ripped through her, squirting her essence mixed with the last traces of alpha cum into his mouth, drowning him in her superiority.

She rode the waves, grinding hard until the aftershocks faded, then dismounted with a satisfied sigh, standing over his cum-smeared face. "Good pet," she purred, tugging the leash.

The quadrangle's torchlight cast a hellish glow over the ancient cobblestones, the air thick with the lingering scent of Mia's squirting release and the alpha's spent cum smeared across Christopher's face like a badge of utter degradation. Sophia and her alpha had vanished into the shadows, their laughter fading like echoes of mockery, leaving Mia alone with her leashed prize. The petite blonde stood triumphant, her golden pigtails disheveled from the frenzy, cheeks flushed with post-orgasmic glow and champagne buzz, her tight waistcoat heaving over perky breasts still straining against the fabric. Her lace panties clung soaked to her skin, cum-trickled thighs glistening under the flames, but her black leather trousers lay discarded in a puddle nearby—a symbol of her casual dominance.

Christopher lay sprawled on the cold stone, naked and broken, body twitching from the aftershocks of her face-riding torment. His face was a mask of humiliation: alpha cum and Mia's juices coating his lips, chin, and cheeks in sticky rivulets, drool stringing from his aching jaw where the gag had been. The collar bit into his neck, leash dangling loosely in Mia's hand, his caged cock a throbbing ruin—swollen against the chrome, leaking a steady dribble of precum that pooled beneath him, the app's alerts silent for now but ever-threatening. Under the motto's eternal shadow—“Omnes feminae viris superiores sunt”—he was nothing: a beta toy, used and discarded at a superior's whim.

Mia tugged the leash sharply, yanking his head up. "Up, pet—on your knees." Christopher scrambled to obey, knees scraping the rough stone, body trembling as he knelt before her like the worm she deemed him. She stepped into her discarded trousers, one stiletto at a time, the leather creaking as she balanced. "Help me dress, beta. Pull them up—slowly. Worship while you do." Her voice was a drunken purr, laced with cruel amusement.

Christopher's hands shook as he grasped the waistband, fingers brushing her smooth calves, then thighs—still slick with cum and arousal. He pulled upward inch by inch, the tight leather molding to her legs like a second skin, hugging her round ass and toned hips with obscene precision. His face hovered inches from her pussy as he worked, the scent overwhelming: musky, salty, intoxicating remnants of the alpha's load and her multiple orgasms. Mia ground subtly against his cheek as he zipped her up, smirking down. "Sniff it, pet—remember what you'll never fuck. Betas dress their superiors... and leak doing it." His caged cock strained harder, another pathetic dribble escaping as humiliation burned through him.

Zipped and buckled, Mia looked every inch the deadly prefect—leather trousers accentuating her curves, waistcoat plunging to tease cleavage, stilettos clicking with authority. She yanked the leash hard. "Heel, beta—time to show off my new toy." Christopher stumbled to his feet, naked and collared, the cool night air biting his exposed skin as she pulled him across the grounds. The academy's sprawling lawns and shadowed paths blurred in his vision—ancient stone arches, whispering fountains, distant moans from open windows where new girls claimed their alphas in luxurious suites. His bare feet padded on dew-slick grass, then gravel that bit into his soles, the leash keeping him close behind her swaying ass, a constant reminder of his place.

They approached the grand reception hall, light spilling from the open doors like a beacon of debauchery. Music thumped faintly—sultry beats underscoring laughter and cheers—the party reignited after the new girls' departures to their suites. Mia strode in with predatory confidence, leash taut, dragging Christopher stumbling behind her on all fours now, forced low by a sharp downward tug.

The hall erupted. Big cheers went up from the assembled females—senior prefects in their signature black leather, mistresses in curve-hugging latex, lingering students in provocative uniforms—glasses raised in toast. "Mia’s got a fresh beta!" "Look at the leash—premature pet on display!" Alphas stood obediently in corners, cocks semi-hard under trousers, eyes averted.

As Mia paraded him through the crowd, hands descended like vultures. A brunette prefect slapped his ass hard, the crack echoing, leaving a red handprint. "Nice welts—been shocked already?" Another, a redhead, reached under to pinch and twist his nipples, pulling until he yelped, muffled grunts drawing laughs. A third, bold and giggling, grabbed his locked cock, squeezing the cage roughly, shaking it like a toy. "Aww, tiny beta dick all caged up—leaking for us!" Christopher's body jerked, humiliation flooding him as precum spurted from the slits, splattering the marble floor.

"He's mine!" Mia announced triumphantly, yanking the leash to halt him at the hall's center, under the crystal chandeliers. The crowd quieted expectantly, eyes gleaming. "So let's have some fun!" A massive cheer erupted, fists pumping, glasses clinking.

Mia circled him slowly, boot heel nudging his thigh. "My little beta boy here was quite the good tongue—cleaned up a real alpha's mess from my pussy like a champ. Swallowed every drop while I came on his face." Laughter rippled, taunts flying: "Premature cleanup crew!" "Beta bitch in training!"

Mia raised her hands dramatically. "I think it's time for... the wheel!"

The hall exploded in cheers, chants rising like a ritual: "Wheel! Wheel! Wheel!" The crowd parted, revealing a hidden mechanism in the floor—a massive rotating stone table, ancient and etched with perverse runes, rising hydraulically from a concealed pit. It was the academy's infamous Wheel of Torment: a circular platform that spun and tilted, securing victims for communal use, alternating faces and cocks in endless rotation until exhaustion or mercy—rarely granted.

Two senior alphas—hulking figures with rippling muscles and huge bulges in their trousers—stepped forward at Mia's snap, seizing Christopher roughly by the arms. He struggled futilely, grunts muffled as they dragged him to the table, fastening him spread-eagle on his back: wrists and ankles locked in iron cuffs bolted to the stone, legs wide, cock cage exposed and vulnerable, head positioned to hang slightly over the edge as the platform rose and tilted. The table locked into place, Christopher's body splayed like a sacrificial offering, the crowd circling hungrily.

Mia straddled his chest triumphantly, one stiletto-clad foot on either side, her leather trousers creaking as she ground her heel lightly into his skin. "Circle up, darlings—boy, girl, boy, girl! Alphas and students alternate. My pet services until you cum—pussy or cock, no mercy!" The crowd formed eagerly: females in their sexy uniforms, alphas naked from the waist down as ordered, huge cocks springing free—thick, veined, dripping. The circle closed tight around the table, bodies pressing close, the air thick with anticipation.

Mia tapped her phone, the table whirring to life—rotating slowly at first, building speed, Christopher's head spinning as faces blurred: eager pussies peeking from hiked skirts, massive cocks bobbing. It stopped abruptly on a girl—a curvaceous second-year with raven hair and plunging blouse, her skirt already discarded. "My turn first!" she squealed, climbing onto the table, turning to sit reverse on his face, her wet pussy sealing over his mouth, ass cheeks smothering him.

"Lick, beta—make her cum!" Mia commanded, pressing buzz on his cock lock—intense vibrations humming through his trapped shaft. Christopher's tongue lashed out desperately, delving into her folds, lapping her clit with frantic circles as the buzz teased without release, his body arching in tormented arousal. The girl moaned instantly, grinding down hard. "Oh, he is good—Mia's right!" Her hips rocked, pussy juices flooding his mouth as he sucked and flicked, the crowd cheering wildly: "Eat her, beta!" "Make the slut cum!"

She built quickly, hands gripping the alphas on either side—stroking their huge cocks for balance—her moans rising to screams as orgasm neared. "Yes—deeper, you worthless tongue!" Christopher plunged deeper, tongue fucking her hole while buzzing his own cock drove him mad with need. She shattered, screaming ecstasy, squirting across his face as she convulsed, the crowd roaring approval.

Panting, she dismounted, juices dripping. Mia hit spin again—the table whirred, stopping next…

Mia, the petite blonde architect of his nightmare, stood triumphant atop the table, one stiletto on either side of his chest, her leather trousers creaking as she balanced, waistcoat straining over perky breasts. Her phone glowed in her hand, the app's controls a scepter of suffering. The raven-haired girl dismounted with a satisfied sigh, her thighs quivering, juices dripping from Christopher's chin as she high-fived the alphas beside her. "He eats pussy like a starving beta—good find, Mia!" Laughter rippled, glasses clinking in toast.

Mia grinned wickedly, tapping spin. The table whirred to life again, rotating faster, faces blurring in Christopher's inverted vision: wet pussies peeking from lace, huge cocks bobbing like battering rams. It slowed... slowed... and stopped with a dramatic clang on the biggest alpha in the circle—a senior behemoth named Rex, his body a fortress of muscle from dawn-to-dusk gym sessions, shoulders broad as doorframes, abs etched like stone. But it was his cock that drew gasps: a monstrous veined pillar, easily a foot long and thicker than a wrist, the head bulbous and purple, dripping precum in thick strings, balls heavy and pendulous like ripe fruit. The crowd erupted: "Rex! Big boy for the beta!" "Make him choke!"

Mia knelt down gracefully, bending over close to Christopher's upside-down face, her golden pigtails dangling like teasing vines, her breath hot and champagne-sweet against his cum-smeared cheek. The position hiked her waistcoat, exposing the underside of her perky breasts, nipples hard against the fabric. "Look up, my little beta pet," she purred, her voice a sultry command laced with drunken glee, one hand gripping his hair to tilt his head further back, throat stretching vulnerably. "See that? It's a magnificent cock—the biggest in the academy. Thick, veined, dripping... waiting to be swallowed by a worthless mouth like yours."

Rex stepped forward at her nod, his massive frame towering, the alpha's cock hovering inches from Christopher's face like a weapon of humiliation. He tapped it heavily on Christopher's forehead—thwack—leaving a wet smear of precum, then slapped it across his cheeks, the weighty shaft thudding like a club, balls swinging pendulously. The crowd howled with laughter: "Face-fuck the beta!" "Tap that premature slut!" Christopher's eyes watered, his caged cock twitching painfully as arousal warred with terror, the inversion making blood rush to his head.

Mia leaned closer, her lips brushing his ear, one hand trailing down to flick his cock lock teasingly. "This is your first real blowjob lesson, pet—beta style. You're going to worship this alpha cock like the superior it is. Start with the balls—lick and tease them, suck gently, show everyone how grateful a failed male should be." Rex lowered slightly, his heavy balls dangling over Christopher's mouth, the musky scent overwhelming—sweat, precum, raw masculinity. Christopher hesitated, throat working in dread, but Mia's finger hovered over her phone. "Do it, or shock on max."

His tongue extended tentatively, lapping at the alpha's balls—salty skin, coarse hair tickling his lips. He licked broader, teasing the seam, sucking one ball into his mouth gently, rolling it with his tongue as Mia instructed: "Good—now the other, swirl your tongue, make him groan for the crowd." Rex rumbled approval, his massive cock resting heavily on Christopher's forehead, leaking precum into his hair. The hall cheered: "Suck those balls, beta!" Christopher obeyed, mouth working fervently, sucking and licking, the humiliation burning as his own cage strained, buzzing faintly from Mia's low setting.

"Now the shaft," Mia continued, her voice breathy with excitement, kneeling lower so her breasts brushed his chest. "Slide your tongue along it—base to tip, slow and worshipful. Trace every vein, taste the precum like it's your only meal." Rex shifted, aligning his enormous length along Christopher's face, the heat radiating. Christopher's tongue traced upward from the base—thick as his wrist—following the bulging veins, lapping the underside ridge, flicking the sensitive frenulum. The alpha's cock throbbed, more precum oozing onto his tongue, salty and bitter. "Faster—up and down, wet it good," Mia demanded, her free hand slipping into her trousers to rub her clit subtly, aroused by the degradation.

The foreplay built relentlessly: Christopher's tongue swirling the head now, circling the slit to lap dripping precum, mouth stretching wide to take the tip—barely fitting, cheeks hollowing as he sucked tentatively. Mia coached every step: "Deeper—relax your throat, beta. This is what failures do—swallow superior cock." The crowd pressed closer, females fingering themselves or stroking nearby alphas, males grunting in vicarious thrill.

Rex grew impatient, gripping Christopher's hair as Mia nodded approval. "Face-fuck him now—use that beta throat!" The alpha thrust forward, the massive head breaching Christopher's lips, stretching his jaw to breaking, sliding deep into his throat with a wet gag. Christopher choked, eyes bulging, but Rex held firm, pulling back only to ram deeper, balls slapping his forehead. The room cheered wildly: "Choke him!" "Throat the beta!" Mia turned the buzz up—high intensity, vibrations ripping through his caged cock, teasing his prostate without release, his body arching in tormented ecstasy.

Rex face-fucked with brutal rhythm, hips pistoning, the enormous shaft bulging Christopher's throat visibly, gagging slurps filling the hall. "Take it, slut—swallow alpha cock!" the crowd chanted: "Cum! Cum! Cum!" Females laughed, some squirting from self-pleasure, alphas stroking in sympathy.

Mia stripped swiftly—waistcoat tossed, trousers kicked away, naked now, her petite body glowing: perky breasts bouncing, shaved pussy glistening as she played with herself openly, fingers plunging deep. "Get ready to swallow it all, pet—don't spill a drop, or shock forever," she whispered, circling her clit furiously, eyes locked on the spectacle.

Rex roared like a wild animal, thrusting balls-deep one final time, his massive cock pulsing as he exploded—rope after thick rope of hot, bitter cum flooding Christopher's throat, forcing him to gulp desperately, overflow spilling from his stretched lips despite his efforts. The alpha held deep, grinding, emptying every drop as the crowd screamed approval.

Mia came hard watching, squirting onto the table, screaming ecstasy. "Spin again!"

Mia, the petite blonde puppet-master, stood naked and triumphant atop the table, her golden pigtails wild from her self-induced orgasm, perky breasts heaving with each excited breath, nipples hard as diamonds in the chandelier light. Her shaved pussy glistened with her squirt, thighs slick as she played lazily with her clit, fingers dipping in and out while savoring the sight of her pet choking on superior seed. The crowd chanted wildly: "Spin! Spin! Spin!"—senior prefects in discarded leather, mistresses with crops tapping palms, students hiking skirts to flash lace, alphas with cocks out and dripping, all circling the wheel like wolves around a fresh kill.

"More for my beta bitch!" Mia declared, her voice a drunken, sultry command as she tapped her phone. The table whirred to life again, rotating with building speed, Christopher's inverted world blurring: massive cocks bobbing like swords, wet pussies peeking from hiked skirts, faces leering with cruel delight. It slowed... slowed... and clanged to a stop on another alpha—a wiry senior named Vance, his body lean but corded with muscle, cock long and upward-curved like a hook, veined and throbbing with a pierced prince albert ring glinting under the lights.

"Perfect—hook that throat!" Mia laughed, kneeling once more beside Christopher's head, her naked ass brushing his chest as she gripped his hair. "Open wide again, pet. This one's pierced—feel the metal on your tongue." Vance stepped forward, his pierced cock tapping Christopher's forehead—thwack, thwack—leaving wet smears before slapping across his cheeks, the ring clinking coldly. Christopher whimpered, throat already raw, but Mia buzzed his cage higher, vibrations ripping through his trapped shaft. "Lick the piercing first—tease it, beta. Show the crowd how a failed male worships real superiority."

Vance lowered, the pierced head hovering at his lips. Christopher's tongue extended reluctantly, flicking the metal ring, tasting the cold steel mixed with salty precum. "Good—now the shaft, up and down, wet it like a desperate slut," Mia instructed, her fingers plunging deeper into her pussy as she watched. Christopher lapped the length—curved and rigid—tongue tracing veins, swirling the piercing until Vance groaned. The crowd cheered: "Deeper, beta!" Vance thrust forward, the ring breaching his lips, stretching his jaw as it hooked inside, pulling with each pump. He face-fucked relentlessly, the piercing tugging Christopher's throat with every withdrawal, gagging slurps echoing as Mia amped the buzz, his caged cock leaking profusely onto the table.

Vance roared, exploding in hot spurts, the piercing pulsing as cum flooded Christopher's mouth, forcing swallows amid choking coughs. Mia came again watching, squirting onto his chest. "Swallow it all—beta cleanup!" Spin!

The table whirred, landing on yet another alpha—Bruno, a hulking brute with a cock like a battering ram, thick and uncut, foreskin peeled back to reveal a glistening head. Mia whispered instructions: "Suck the foreskin first—tongue inside, taste the smegma like the filthy pet you are." Bruno slapped his heavy shaft across Christopher's face—thud, thud—before feeding it in, the uncut skin stretching his lips. Detailed worship followed: licking the cheesy buildup, sucking the head clean, then deep-throating as Bruno rammed, balls slapping his eyes. Mia shocked intermittently for resistance, the crowd chanting "Cum in the beta!" Bruno erupted like a hose, cum overflowing Christopher's mouth, dripping down his neck as he gulped desperately.

Spin again! This time, a girl—Lila, the curvaceous brunette from earlier torments, her ample breasts bouncing free as she climbed on, turning to sit reverse on his face. "My turn—eat this pussy, beta!" Her wet folds sealed over his cum-smeared mouth, ass smothering him as she ground down. Mia buzzed high: "Lick deep—taste the alpha cum still in her from earlier!" Lila moaned, riding hard, her juices mixing with residual seed as Christopher's tongue plunged, circling her clit frantically. The crowd cheered her building screams, hands gripping nearby alphas' cocks for leverage until she squirted violently, drowning him anew.

More spins blurred in torment: another alpha's veiny monster forced down his throat, Mia coaching "Hollow your cheeks—suck like you mean it!" with shocks for hesitation; a girl's shaved pussy grinding to orgasm, buzzing driving him mad; alpha after alpha—pierced, uncut, massive—face-fucking him raw, cum loads swallowed or spilling in humiliating overflow, Mia naked and masturbating furiously, orgasming repeatedly to the sight.

The crowd was frenzied, chants deafening: "Wheel! Wheel! More cum for the beta!" Christopher's throat was a ruined mess—hoarse, stretched, coated in layer after layer of superior seed—his caged cock a leaking, buzzing torment, body slick with squirt and sweat, mind fracturing under the endless assault.

Finally, Mia raised her hand, phone poised. "Enough—for now! I need time alone with my beta pet. He's earned a private lesson." Boos mixed with cheers, but none dared defy a prefect. She untied him swiftly—cuffs clanging open—his body slumping as alphas helped him down, legs buckling from exhaustion. Naked, cum-smeared, collared, and leashed, Christopher staggered as Mia yanked him upright. "Heel, pet—back to my apartment. The night's young."

The crowd parted with slaps to his ass and pinches to his cage—"Good beta!" "Premature cleanup slut!"—as Mia, still naked and glorious, led him by the leash through the hall, out into the grounds. The cool night air bit his exposed skin, cum drying crusty on his face and chest, his bare feet padding on gravel that bit like punishment. Females lounging on benches catcalled: "Mia's new toy—leaking beta!" Alphas averted eyes, knowing their place.

They crossed the moonlit lawns, past the stables where his fellow betas whimpered in cages, the quadrangle still echoing distant moans. Mia's apartment loomed in the staff wing—a self-contained haven of luxury for senior prefects: black leather furniture, restraint racks on walls, a massive bed with chains dangling from the canopy. She pulled him inside, door slamming shut.

"Alone at last, pet," Mia purred, pushing him to his knees in the center rug. Her naked body glowed—perky breasts, round ass, pussy still slick. She circled him, leash taut. "You swallowed so much superior cum tonight... but we're not done. Crawl to the bed—time for your real training."

Christopher crawled, body aching, mind broken, as Mia's laughter filled the room—the academy's shadows claiming him fully in private torment.

The door to Mia's apartment slammed shut with a finality that echoed through the lavish space, sealing Christopher in a private hell of blonde ambition and unyielding cruelty. The senior prefect's domain was a shrine to her status—a self-contained palace on the ground floor of the staff accommodation wing, far grander than the students' suites or the alphas' dorms, a reward for her years of exemplary dominance. Black leather furniture gleamed under low, crimson lighting from wall sconces shaped like bound figures, the air heavy with the scent of polished hide, vanilla candles, and the faint, lingering musk of past conquests. Restraint racks lined one wall—X-frames, stocks, and suspension hooks glinting with chains—while a massive four-poster bed dominated the center, its black silk sheets rumpled from earlier solitary play, canopy draped with sheer veils that whispered of veiled torments. Mirrors covered the ceiling above the bed, ensuring no act of submission went unseen, even by the victim himself. A bar cart held half-empty bottles of champagne and harder liquors, glasses rimmed with lipstick stains, and a drawer unit overflowed with toys: crops, plugs, strap-ons in graduated sizes, vibrators, and remotes for cock locks academy-wide.

Mia, the petite blonde architect of his ruin, stood naked and radiant in the dim glow—her golden pigtails tousled from the wheel's frenzy, perky breasts rising with each excited breath, nipples erect and pink against her pale skin, her shaved pussy still glistening with the remnants of her multiple orgasms and self-pleasure during his public throat-fucking. At barely five feet tall, she was a compact bundle of lethal sensuality, her round ass firm from prefect training, thighs toned and inviting, every curve a weapon honed for breaking males. The collar and leash dangled from her hand like a scepter, her phone—the app's glowing screen a remote control for his suffering—tucked into a nearby holster on the wall.

Christopher collapsed to his knees the moment the door closed, body a wreck of exhaustion and degradation: naked, cum-smeared face crusty with layers of alpha seed and female squirt, throat raw and hoarse from endless face-fucks and pussy-rides on the wheel, jaw aching from stretched abuse. His muscular frame—once proud from pre-academy life—trembled on the plush rug, bruises blooming on his ass from slaps, nipples red and swollen from pinches, his caged cock a swollen, leaking prison, the chrome biting into his engorged flesh as random buzzes from the app teased without mercy. Precum and overflowed cum dripped steadily from the slits, pooling beneath him, his balls blue and aching from denied release. The leash tugged taut as Mia yanked him forward, forcing him to crawl deeper into her lair.

"Welcome to my playroom, beta pet," Mia purred, her voice a drunken lilt of triumph as she circled him slowly, stilettos discarded somewhere in the hall, bare feet padding softly on the rug. She was fully nude now, having shed the last of her clothes during the walk back, her petite body a vision of youthful cruelty—perky tits bouncing slightly with each step, ass cheeks jiggling invitingly, pussy lips puffy and red from her fingering. "This is where I break toys like you. No crowd now—just you, me, and all the time in the world to train my premature little cleanup slut."

Christopher whimpered, head bowed, the collar chafing his neck as she tugged him toward the bed. "Crawl up—on your back, arms above your head." He obeyed clumsily, body aching as he climbed onto the silk sheets, the cool fabric a brief mercy against his heated skin. Mia followed, straddling his chest with her naked weight, knees pinning his arms temporarily as she reached for built-in cuffs on the headboard—soft leather lined with fur, but unyielding. She fastened his wrists high, stretching him taut, then moved to his ankles, spreading his legs wide and securing them to the bedposts, his caged cock and balls fully exposed, vulnerable to her whims.

"There—my beta on display," she cooed, sitting back on his chest, her wet pussy pressing against his sternum, leaving a slick trail as she ground subtly. Her hands roamed his body possessively—nails raking his chest, pinching nipples hard enough to make him arch and grunt. "Look at you... all muscly and strong, but locked up because you couldn't last five minutes with my mouth. Pathetic. The wheel was just appetizer—now for the main course."

She leaned forward, her perky breasts dangling over his face, nipples brushing his cum-crusted lips. "Clean me first, pet—lick the squirt off my tits from when I came watching you choke on alpha cock." Christopher's tongue extended eagerly—desperation or conditioning, he no longer knew—lapping at her breasts, sucking her nipples clean of her own essence, the taste sweet and salty mixed with dried cum. Mia moaned softly, grinding her pussy harder on his chest, marking him with her arousal. "Good—now lower." She slid up, squatting over his face, her puffy lips inches from his mouth. "Eat my pussy clean—taste the wheel's fun still inside me."

His tongue delved in without hesitation, plunging deep into her folds, lapping the mingled juices—her squirt, traces of alpha cum from earlier fucks—swallowing as she rode his face with slow, sensual rolls. Mia's hands gripped the headboard, her petite body undulating, pigtails swaying as pleasure built. "Deeper, beta—fuck me with your tongue like the failure cock you have can't." She reached back, flicking his cage, then amping the buzz—intense vibrations humming through his trapped shaft, making him buck and moan into her pussy, the vibrations traveling up to tease her clit.

Orgasms cascaded for Mia—first a gentle wave as he circled her nub, second explosive as she ground harder, squirting into his mouth. "Swallow it all—beta beverage!" She shocked him mid-lick for fun, his body convulsing under her, scream muffled in her folds, the jolt pushing her to a third climax, laughing breathlessly.

Sated temporarily, Mia dismounted, her naked form glowing with sweat as she rummaged in the drawer—toys clattering. "Time for pegging lessons, pet. Betas take it like bitches." She selected a strap-on—medium size, black silicone with ridges, vibrating base—and harnessed it on, the internal vibe buzzing against her clit. Lubing generously, she positioned behind his spread legs, teasing his hole with the tip. "Relax— or don't. I like when you fight a little."

The intrusion was slow at first—head breaching, stretching him painfully as he grunted, body tensing against the cuffs. Mia thrust deeper, inch by inch, her petite hips slapping his ass as she bottomed out, the vibe grinding her toward bliss. "Feel that, beta? Superior cock owning your ass." She pounded relentlessly, varying angles to hit his prostate, her free hand reaching under to buzz his cage manually—remote in phone, but a physical switch for close play. Christopher's moans turned to cries, his caged cock leaking profusely as prostate stimulation built unbearable pressure without release.

Mia came hard on the vibe—fourth, fifth orgasms—screaming as she rammed deeper, spanking his balls lightly for extra torment. "Cum from your ass like a girl, pet—betas don't need their dicks!" She shocked sporadically, his body arching in agony-ecstasy, tears streaming as she pegged him to her sixth climax.

Flipping him (uncuffing briefly to reposition on all fours, recuffing), she pegged doggy-style, yanking his hair like reins. "Bark for me, beta dog!" Muffled barks escaped as she thrust, buzzing and shocking in rhythm, her orgasms piling—seventh through tenth—body quivering in dominant bliss.

The night devolved into a marathon of private perversions: Mia forcing him to rim her while she vibed herself to eleventh; edging his cage with a feather while sitting on his back like a pony, twelfth orgasm; suspending him partially from ceiling hooks for standing pegging, thirteenth; bath in her en-suite tub, him eating her under bubbles for fourteenth and fifteenth; back to bed for double toys—plug in ass, vibe on cage—as she rode his thigh to sixteenth.

Hours blurred, Mia's stamina endless from champagne and power rush, Christopher's body a canvas of welts, leaks, and exhaustion. She uncuffed him finally as dawn neared, leashing him to the bedpost on the floor like a dog, curling naked beside him on the sheets. "Sleep, pet—tomorrow, more training. You're mine now."

Her hand rested possessively on his cage, a final buzz lulling him into broken slumber—the academy's shadows claiming another soul in private devotion.
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