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The femdom School

Part Two

The door to Charlotte's suite swung shut with a resonant click, sealing away the echoes of the reception hall's debauchery and plunging the pair into a cocoon of intimate dominance. The room was a masterpiece of sensual luxury, designed to amplify the academy's ethos of female supremacy: walls lined with full-length mirrors that captured every angle of power and submission, a king-sized four-poster bed draped in crimson silk sheets that whispered promises of tangled limbs and breathless commands, and a velvet chaise lounge positioned near a balcony overlooking the mist-shrouded valleys of Eastern Europe. Candles flickered in ornate holders, casting a warm, golden glow that danced across the etched motto on the headboard—“Omnes feminae viris superiors sunt”—a constant reminder that here, in this hidden bastion, all females reigned supreme over males. The air was thick with the scent of jasmine and Charlotte's own arousal, a heady perfume that set her skin tingling.

Charlotte, at eighteen a vision of refined allure with her long auburn hair cascading in waves over shoulders that blended grace with an undercurrent of cruelty, turned to face Timothy. Her alpha escort stood like a sculpted god—broad shoulders honed from the academy's mandatory gym sessions, a chiseled chest tapering to rippling abs, and below, his massive cock already throbbing hard, veined and glistening with a bead of precum from her teasing strokes in the corridor. He was fresh from the sorting, his endurance proven in the quadrangle, but now he was hers to command, a tool for her pleasure under the unyielding hierarchy where no male dared defy a female's whim.

"Strip me slowly, alpha," Charlotte commanded, her voice a husky whisper that dripped with erotic menace, emerald eyes locking onto his with unyielding dominance. Timothy obeyed without a flicker of hesitation, dropping to his knees as was proper for any male before a superior. His huge shaft brushed against her thigh as he knelt, leaving a trail of slick warmth that made her core clench in anticipation. His hands—strong, callused from weights and obedience—reached for the hem of her short plaid skirt, fingers tracing the lace trim of her stockings with deliberate reverence. He unhooked the garters one by one, rolling the silk down her toned thighs inch by agonizing inch, his lips following the path with feather-light kisses that sent electric shivers racing up her spine. Charlotte's breath hitched, her nipples hardening beneath her blouse, but she maintained absolute control, her fingers tangling in his short-cropped hair to guide him. "Worship every curve, servant. Remember, you're mine to use—or discard if you fail me."

Timothy's eyes remained averted, as alphas were trained, but his cock betrayed his hunger, pulsing visibly with each brush against her skin. He rose slightly on his knees, unbuttoning her blouse with trembling precision, the fabric parting like a curtain to reveal the swell of her breasts cradled in a lace bra that plunged daringly low. He peeled the blouse away, his lips trailing down her collarbone in a line of sucking kisses, lingering at the hollow of her throat to elicit a soft, involuntary moan from Charlotte. The sound fueled her power, a reminder of the motto's truth—all females superior, their pleasure paramount. "Good boy," she purred, stepping out of her skirt as he slid it down her legs, leaving her in matching lace panties and bra, the damp fabric between her thighs a testament to the night's building tension.

She pushed him back onto the bed with a firm hand on his chest, feeling the rapid thrum of his heartbeat beneath her palm. Timothy sank into the silk sheets, his muscular body sprawled like an offering, cock standing rigid and proud, a thick vein throbbing along its impressive length. Charlotte straddled his chest, the heat of her arousal pressing against his skin through the thin lace, grinding slowly to mark him with her scent, her superiority etched in every deliberate motion. "Now, pleasure me with your mouth. Make me cum until I say stop—or face the crop." Timothy's hands gripped her hips gently, reverently, lifting her forward to settle her over his face. His tongue darted out immediately, tracing the outline of her panties before nudging the fabric aside with his nose, lapping at her slick folds with broad, hungry strokes that made her gasp.

The sensation was electric—his tongue plunging deep into her core, curling to hit that sensitive inner wall, then retreating to circle her clit with expert, teasing flicks. Charlotte's thighs clenched around his head, trapping him in her dominance, her hands bracing on the headboard as she rocked against him. The mirrors captured the scene in infinite repetition: her auburn hair tossing wildly, breasts heaving with each breath, his massive cock unattended below, dripping steadily onto his chiseled abs like a tribute to her control. Pleasure coiled tight in her belly, building in waves that crashed over her in the first orgasm—a shuddering release that flooded his mouth with her essence, her cries echoing off the stone walls. "Don't stop," she demanded breathlessly, grinding harder, and he didn't—sucking her swollen clit with rhythmic pulls, his fingers joining the assault to pump inside her, two then three, stretching her deliciously while his tongue never faltered.

A second climax followed swiftly, more intense than the first, her body arching as stars burst behind her closed eyes, walls clenching around his fingers in rhythmic spasms. Sweat glistened on her skin, but Charlotte was insatiable, the academy's training awakening a hunger for endless command. She dismounted briefly, only to turn and straddle him reverse, her ass pressing against his face as she leaned forward to tease his cock with her breath. "Keep going, alpha—earn your place." His tongue resumed its worship, delving into her from the new angle, while she wrapped her hand around his shaft, stroking slowly, feeling it throb in her grip. Precum coated her palm as she pumped, twisting at the head to make him groan into her folds, the vibrations sending her hurtling toward a third orgasm—a raw, screaming release that left her trembling.

Satisfied for the moment, Charlotte slid down his body, her wet core trailing a slick path over his chest and abs, marking him further as her property. She positioned herself over his throbbing shaft, the bulbous head nudging her entrance, but she paused—teasing him with shallow dips, coating him in her juices without full penetration. "Beg for it, alpha. Tell me how much you need to be inside your superior—how you'll serve me eternally." Timothy's voice emerged as a low, strained rumble, his hips twitching with restraint: "Please, Mistress Charlotte, use my cock. Fuck me until you're sated. I'm yours to command, to break—your eternal servant." Her lips curved into a predatory smile, the words fueling her dominance, as she sank down fully, inch by glorious inch, his girth stretching her perfectly, filling her to the hilt with a mutual groan—she from the exquisite fullness, he from the tight, velvety heat enveloping him.

She rode him slowly at first, hips undulating in sensual circles that ground her clit against his pelvis, hands braced on his chest to feel the ripple of muscles beneath her touch. The bed creaked under their rhythm, the silk sheets whispering against their skin, mirrors reflecting her supremacy from every angle—her curves bouncing with each rise and fall, his body pinned beneath her like a conquered prize. Faster now, she bounced with abandon, taking him deep with each thrust, her inner walls massaging his length in rhythmic clenches. Timothy's hands roamed her body at her permission—cupping the swell of her breasts, thumbs teasing her nipples until they pebbled into hard peaks, then sliding to her ass, gripping firmly to aid her movements without overstepping. Pleasure coiled tight once more in her core, a fourth orgasm building as she commanded, "Thrust up, hard—make me cum on your cock, servant."

He obeyed instantly, hips bucking upward to meet her downward slams, the slap of skin on skin echoing through the suite like a symphony of submission. The force drove him deeper, hitting spots that made Charlotte's vision blur, her cries sharpening into ecstatic screams as the climax ripped through her, walls fluttering around him in vise-like spasms. But she denied his release—clenching deliberately to edge him, climbing off just as his body tensed on the brink, his cock slick and pulsing, veins standing out in desperate need. "Not yet," she whispered, her voice a sultry taunt, flipping him onto his stomach with a push that belied her lithe frame. The sheets rumpled beneath him as she retrieved a strap-on from the bedside cabinet—sleek, black silicone with a vibrating tip for her added pleasure—and lubed it generously, the scent of cherry filling the air.

Timothy spread his legs at her order, ass presented vulnerably, his muscular back tensing in anticipation of the invasion. Charlotte donned the harness, the internal vibe buzzing to life against her still-sensitive clit, sending fresh jolts of arousal through her. "Relax, alpha. Take it for me—prove your submission." She pressed forward, the tip breaching his tight ring slowly, his groan muffled into the pillows as she inched deeper, filling him completely. Once seated, she thrust—slow and shallow at first, building to a punishing rhythm, her hips slapping against his ass with each drive. The vibe amplified her pleasure, grinding against her clit with every motion, while her hand reached around to stroke his cock in time with her thrusts, edging him mercilessly, denying release even as his body rocked with hers.

Orgasms washed over Charlotte in rapid succession—a fifth from the initial penetration, the fullness and vibration overwhelming; a sixth as she angled to hit his prostate, his resulting moans vibrating back through the toy; a seventh when she increased speed, pounding with dominant fury, her free hand spanking his ass to leave red handprints. Sweat slicked their bodies, the room filled with the obscene sounds of flesh meeting flesh, her cries blending with his grunts. "Beg to cum, worm," she demanded, pumping his shaft faster, thumb circling the slick head. "Please, Mistress... I can't hold... let me cum for you," he pleaded, voice breaking. Finally, as her eighth climax peaked—a shattering wave that left her quivering—she granted permission, stroking him furiously until he erupted, ropes of thick cum soaking the sheets beneath him, his body convulsing in release.

Spent but not finished, Charlotte withdrew the toy, collapsing beside him on the bed, pulling his head to her breast. "Clean me, alpha—lick every drop." Timothy obeyed, his tongue lapping at her thighs and core, soothing the aftershocks with gentle worship that coaxed a ninth, lazy orgasm from her exhausted body. The night blurred into more: a steamy shower where he washed her, kneeling to eat her under the cascade until a tenth climax; back to the bed for slow, missionary fucking where she wrapped her legs around him, commanding his pace for eleventh and twelfth releases; toys from the cabinet—a vibrating wand on her clit while he fucked her ass, pushing her to thirteen.


Elizabeth's Suite

Whispers of Ecstasy

The door to Elizabeth's suite closed with a soft, definitive thud, isolating the pair in a realm of whispered shadows and silken promises. The chamber was a haven of seductive elegance, crafted to embody the academy's unyielding doctrine of female supremacy: mirrored walls that multiplied every act of dominance into an infinite spectacle, a sprawling four-poster bed swathed in emerald silk sheets that evoked the hue of her eyes, and an en-suite bathroom with a marble tub steaming faintly from a pre-drawn bath, scented with lavender and musk to heighten the senses. The motto “Omnes feminae viris superiors sunt” was embroidered in gold thread on the canopy, a silent decree that all pleasures here served her will alone. Candles burned low, their flames dancing across the ornate furniture, casting elongated shadows that played over Elizabeth's lithe form—at eighteen, a spark of mischievous allure with emerald eyes sparkling like forbidden jewels, her body clad in the disheveled remnants of her provocative uniform, blouse half-unbuttoned to hint at the curves beneath.

Sebastian, her chosen alpha from the fresh sorting, stood before her like a leashed predator—tall and lean, his body a testament to the academy's rigorous gym mandates, muscles rippling under taut skin, and his cock a long, curved masterpiece, already throbbing hard and veined from her victorious blowjob in the reception hall. A droplet of precum glistened at the tip, betraying his restrained need, but his eyes remained lowered, as alphas were trained: servants first, never equals. Elizabeth circled him slowly, her heels clicking on the marble floor, fingers trailing lightly over his chest, pinching a nipple to elicit a sharp intake of breath. "You've held back well tonight, alpha," she murmured, her voice a sultry purr laced with wicked intent. "But now, you're mine to break. Tie yourself to the posts—wrists only. I want you spread for me."

Sebastian complied without a word, retrieving silk ties from the bedside drawer—standard issue for such games—and binding his wrists to the bedposts, his arms stretched wide, body exposed and vulnerable. His cock bobbed with the motion, standing rigid against his abs, the curve promising angles of pleasure she intended to exploit fully. Elizabeth approached, hips swaying hypnotically, her short skirt riding up to flash lace panties damp from the evening's arousal. She gripped his shaft firmly, stroking with deliberate slowness, twisting her hand at the base to make him groan. "Feel that? That's my control. You'll cum only when I allow—or not at all." His hips twitched involuntarily, but he held still, the motto echoing in his submission: all females superior, their commands law.

Straddling his face, Elizabeth discarded her skirt with a flick, panties pulled aside as she lowered onto his waiting mouth. "Eat me like your status depends on it—because it does, worm." Sebastian's tongue obeyed instantly, lapping at her slick folds with fervent, broad strokes, delving deep to savor her essence, the taste of her dominance flooding him. He circled her clit with teasing flicks, sucking gently then harder, drawing a moan from her lips as she ground down, thighs clenching around his head like a vice of silk and steel. The mirrors amplified the erotic tableau: her emerald eyes hooded with pleasure, breasts heaving as she rocked, his cock unattended below, dripping steadily onto his skin like a symbol of denied desire. Pleasure built in insistent waves, her first orgasm a gentle crest that made her arch, flooding his tongue with her release, her cries soft and commanding. "Deeper—use your fingers, alpha. Make me scream."

He slid two fingers inside her, curling them to press against her g-spot, pumping in rhythm with his tongue's assault on her clit. Elizabeth's moans escalated, her body trembling as a second climax ripped through her, more intense, her walls spasming around his digits in rhythmic pulses. Breathless but insatiable, she rotated, facing his cock now, grinding her ass against his face for a new angle. "Keep going—worship every inch." Sebastian's tongue plunged deeper, humming vibrations that shot through her core, while she leaned forward to tease his shaft with her breath, hot exhales making it twitch. Her third orgasm hit like a storm, shuddering through her limbs, but she denied him touch, her hand hovering just out of reach.

Dismounting, Elizabeth untied his wrists with a coy smile, pushing him flat on the bed. "On your back—I'm going to ride you now." She impaled herself on his curved length in one fluid motion, the angle hitting deep and perfect, stretching her deliciously. A mutual groan filled the air—she from the fullness that sent sparks up her spine, he from the tight heat that tested his endurance. "Thrust slow, alpha—let me set the pace." Sebastian bucked gently upward, his hands on her hips at her nod, guiding but not controlling. Elizabeth circled her hips, grinding her clit against him, building friction that coiled pleasure tight in her belly. Her fourth orgasm came swiftly, walls fluttering around him, milking him without granting release.

She quickened the pace, bouncing with abandon, her breasts freed from the blouse to bounce freely, nipples pebbled in the cool air. Mirrors captured her dominance: auburn—no, her hair was the color of mischief, but wait, Elizabeth had emerald eyes, implying perhaps a different shade, but in the story's flow, it cascaded as she rode. Sebastian's groans deepened, his cock throbbing inside her, but she clenched deliberately, edging him to the brink. "Beg for mercy, servant," she taunted, slowing to torturous grinds. "Please, Mistress Elizabeth... I need..." His voice broke, fueling her fifth climax—a raw, clenching wave that left her panting.

Flipping positions, Elizabeth lay on her back, legs spread wide. "From above now—fuck me hard, but stop when I say." Sebastian knelt between her thighs, thrusting in with controlled power, the curve of his shaft hitting her g-spot with each drive. She wrapped her legs around him, nails raking his back, drawing red lines that made him hiss. The slap of skin echoed, the bed creaking under their rhythm, her moans sharpening as a sixth orgasm built—exploding in shudders that made her arch off the sheets. "Pull out—edge yourself while I recover." He obeyed, stroking his slick cock slowly, eyes locked on her as she fingered herself lazily, coaxing a seventh, solo climax with teasing circles.

From the cabinet, Elizabeth selected a vibrating plug—sleek and black, designed for male submission—and lubed it generously. "Bend over the chaise, alpha. Time for you to feel owned." Sebastian complied, ass presented, muscles tensing as she inserted the toy, the buzz activating against his prostate. He groaned deeply, cock dripping profusely, body rocking slightly. Elizabeth positioned behind him, her hand reaching around to pump his shaft while the vibe worked its magic. "Feel that? That's my power—pleasure and denial in one." The sensation transmitted faintly through him, but her dominance amplified her arousal; she rubbed her clit against his thigh, grinding to an eighth orgasm as he begged incoherently.

Unsatisfied with mere toys, she removed the plug and pushed him into the steaming bath, water lapping at their bodies like liquid silk. "Eat me under the water—hold your breath if you must." Sebastian knelt in the tub, pulling her to the edge, tongue delving into her submerged folds, bubbles rising as he licked with desperate fervor. The warmth heightened everything, her ninth climax crashing as water splashed, her cries echoing off the marble. She joined him fully, straddling his lap in the tub, impaling on his cock again—the buoyancy adding a new rhythm, waves sloshing with each thrust. Tenth orgasm—intense, clenching—eleventh as he sucked her nipples, biting gently at command.

Drying off, they returned to the bed for more: missionary with her legs over his shoulders, deep thrusts hitting new depths for twelfth and thirteenth releases; doggy style against the mirrors, watching herself dominate for fourteenth; reverse cowgirl, grinding while he massaged her ass for fifteenth. Toys intertwined—a wand on her clit during fucking, pushing to sixteenth; nipple clamps on him, heightening his groans as she rode to seventeenth.


Arabella's Suite

Shadows of Seduction

Arabella's suite was a lair of shadowed elegance, where the academy's ethos of unbridled female supremacy unfolded in layers of velvet and flickering light. The room exuded an aura of forbidden intimacy, its walls draped in heavy damask curtains that absorbed sound, creating a cocoon of secrecy perfect for whispered commands and muffled moans. Full-length mirrors, framed in ornate gold, lined one wall, reflecting every curve and conquest in multiplied glory, while the king-sized bed dominated the center—its canopy embroidered with the motto “Omnes feminae viris superiors sunt” in silver thread, a silent proclamation that here, all pleasures bent to her will. Candles burned in clusters on wrought-iron stands, their flames casting dancing shadows that played across the velvet chaise lounge and the balcony doors overlooking the misty Eastern European valleys. The air was thick with the scent of night-blooming jasmine and Arabella's own sensual musk, a perfume that promised depths of perversion and power.

At eighteen, Arabella was a siren of calculated allure, her dark eyes gleaming with predatory mischief, lips curved in a perpetual sly smile that hinted at the cruelties she delighted in. Her lithe form, clad in the provocative remnants of her uniform—short plaid skirt riding high on toned thighs, blouse unbuttoned to reveal the lace bra cradling her pert breasts—radiated an aura of budding dominance. She turned to her chosen alpha, a senior boy whose name she hadn't bothered to learn; he was merely "alpha" now, a tool for her indulgence. He stood like a statue of restrained virility—tall, with broad shoulders and rippling muscles from twice-daily gym sessions, his cock a thick, veined masterpiece, already throbbing hard and dripping from the reception's teasing. His eyes remained averted, as alphas were conditioned: servants to superiors, never presuming equality in this realm where females reigned absolute.

"Approach slowly, alpha," Arabella purred, her voice a silken whip that laced the air with erotic tension, lounging on the chaise with legs crossed to tease a glimpse of lace panties. The alpha obeyed, dropping to his knees and crawling forward, his massive shaft swaying beneath him like a pendulum of submission. He halted at her feet, lips brushing her stiletto heels in reverent kisses, tongue tracing the leather as she extended one leg. "Lick my thighs first—slowly, savoring. Make me feel your desperation." His hands—strong yet trembling with restraint—slid up her calves, parting her thighs gently as his tongue trailed inward, nipping at the sensitive skin, building a slow burn that made her core ache. Arabella's breath deepened, her dark eyes hooded as she watched him in the mirrors, the reflection multiplying his humiliation: a powerful male reduced to worship at her whim.

She uncrossed her legs, allowing him access, but pulled away just as his breath ghosted her lace-covered mound. "Beg to taste me, worm. Convince me you're worthy." His voice emerged low and ragged: "Please, Mistress Arabella, let me worship your superior pussy. Use my tongue for your pleasure—I'm nothing without your command." Satisfied with his debasement, she nodded, guiding his head forward. He nudged her panties aside with his nose, tongue delving into her slick folds with long, languid strokes, savoring her essence like nectar from a goddess. Arabella moaned softly, thighs clenching around him, the sensation coiling pleasure in her belly—his tongue circling her clit with teasing flicks, then plunging deep to curl against her inner walls. The candles' light flickered over the scene, shadows emphasizing her arched back, breasts heaving as her first orgasm built, crashing over her in gentle waves, her release coating his chin.

"Don't stop—deeper, faster," she commanded breathlessly, grinding against his face to heighten the friction. He complied, sucking her clit with rhythmic pulls, fingers joining to pump inside her, three digits stretching her deliciously while his free hand massaged her ass. Arabella's cries sharpened, a second climax ripping through her, more intense, her walls spasming around him in vise-like pulses. The mirrors captured her dominance: dark eyes flashing with power, body undulating like a predator in heat. Insatiable, she rotated, pressing her ass against his mouth for a new angle. "Rim me now—worship every part." His tongue obliged, circling her tight ring with teasing licks, delving in as she moaned, the perversion fueling a third orgasm—a shuddering release that left her thighs quivering.

Rising from the chaise, Arabella stripped him of any illusion of control, pushing him onto the bed with a firm shove. "On your back—I'm going to ride your face until you're drowning in me." Straddling him reverse, she lowered her ass onto his mouth, grinding slowly while leaning forward to tease his throbbing cock with her fingernails, scratching lightly along the veined length. "Keep licking—earn the privilege of fucking me." His tongue worked feverishly, alternating between her pussy and ass, humming vibrations that shot through her core. Arabella's hand wrapped around his shaft, stroking with torturous slowness, thumb circling the slick head to edge him without mercy. Pleasure coiled again, her fourth orgasm exploding as she rocked harder, flooding him anew.

Dismounting, she positioned over his cock, sinking down inch by inch, the thickness filling her completely, stretching her walls in exquisite fullness. "Thrust slow, alpha—let me savor your submission." He bucked gently upward, hands on her hips at her permission, the rhythm building as she circled her hips, grinding her clit against him. The bed creaked softly, silk sheets whispering against their sweat-slicked skin, mirrors reflecting her supremacy: curves bouncing, his body pinned like prey. Faster now, she bounced with dominant fury, taking him deep, her inner muscles clenching to milk him. A fifth climax hit her, walls fluttering wildly, but she denied his—climbing off as he teetered on the edge, his cock pulsing desperately, veins bulging in denied need.

"Turn over—ass up," she ordered, retrieving a strap-on from the cabinet—curved silicone with a vibrating base for her pleasure—and lubing it with deliberate slowness. The alpha complied, knees spreading wide, muscular back arching in vulnerability. Arabella donned the harness, the internal vibe buzzing against her clit, sending fresh arousal surging. "Relax and take it—prove you're mine." She pressed forward, breaching him slowly, his groan deep and guttural as she filled him, inch by inch. Once seated, she thrust—shallow at first, building to a relentless rhythm, hips slapping his ass, the vibe grinding her toward ecstasy. Her hand reached around, pumping his cock in sync, edging him mercilessly. A sixth orgasm washed over her from the dual stimulation, then a seventh as she angled to hit his prostate, his moans vibrating back through the toy.

The perversion deepened; Arabella varied her assaults, spanking his ass with sharp slaps that left red welts, her free hand pinching his balls to heighten the torment. "Beg for more, slave." "Please, Mistress... fuck me harder—own me," he pleaded, voice breaking. An eighth climax peaked for her, shattering waves that left her panting, but she continued, flipping him to face her, pegging missionary-style while stroking his cock. Ninth and tenth orgasms followed, the vibe's relentless buzz amplifying each release, her cries echoing through the suite.

Unsated, she removed the toy and led him to the balcony, cool night air kissing their heated skin. "Fuck me against the railing—make me cum with the world as witness." He lifted her, thrusting deep as she wrapped legs around him, the misty valleys below a backdrop to their frenzy. The railing dug into her back, heightening the edge, his curved cock hitting deep spots that sparked an eleventh orgasm—a screaming release under the stars. Twelfth followed as he knelt, eating her out while she gripped the balustrade, wind whispering perversions.

Back inside, the bath awaited—steaming water scented with oils. Arabella submerged, pulling him in. "Wash me—then fuck me slow." His hands soaped her body, lingering on breasts and thighs, fingers teasing her clit to a thirteenth climax. She rode him in the tub, water sloshing with each bounce, fourteenth and fifteenth orgasms crashing as waves lapped their joined forms.

Drying off, they returned to the bed: doggy style with him behind, her commanding pace for sixteenth; missionary, legs over shoulders for seventeenth; sideways scissoring, grinding clits—wait, his cock against her—for eighteenth. Toys intertwined—a wand on her clit during anal play on him, pushing her to nineteenth; clamps on his nipples, heightening his groans as she edged him.


Beatrice's Suite

Wicked Intimacy

The door to Beatrice's suite sealed with a soft, resonant click, enveloping the pair in a veil of intimate shadows and silken allure, far removed from the reception hall's chaotic symphony of moans and cheers. The chamber was a deceptive paradise of angelic decadence, designed to mirror the academy's unyielding creed of female supremacy: walls adorned with mirrors framed in delicate gold filigree, reflecting every act of dominance in ethereal multiplicity, a king-sized four-poster bed draped in ivory silk sheets that evoked purity twisted into perversion, and a velvet chaise lounge bathed in the soft glow of candles scented with vanilla and spice—a fragrance that masked the underlying musk of raw desire. The motto “Omnes feminae viris superiors sunt” was etched in elegant script above the headboard, a constant whisper that all females reigned supreme, their pleasures extracted from the submission of lesser males. Moonlight filtered through balcony doors overlooking the fog-shrouded valleys, casting a silvery haze that danced across the en-suite bathroom's marble fixtures, where a steaming bath awaited like a ritual of indulgence.

At eighteen, Beatrice was a vision of angelic innocence corrupted by wicked intent—her blonde waves framing a face of porcelain delicacy, blue eyes sparkling with a gleam that promised both tenderness and torment. Her lithe form, clad in the provocative remnants of her uniform—short plaid skirt hiked from the evening's teasing grinds, blouse unbuttoned to reveal the lace bra cradling her pert breasts—radiated an aura of budding dominance, her body humming with the residual heat from her self-indulgent fantasies in the limo and the blowjob race's triumph. She turned to her chosen alpha, a senior boy whose muscular frame towered yet bowed in deference: broad shoulders rippling from relentless gym sessions, chiseled abs leading to a huge, veined cock already throbbing hard, dripping precum like an offering to her superiority. He was "alpha" to her—nameless, a vessel for her whims in this world where no male held rights over any female, only the privilege of service under the motto's iron law.

"Kneel before me, alpha," Beatrice commanded, her voice a sultry purr laced with playful menace, lounging against the bedpost with legs slightly parted to tease the damp lace between her thighs. The alpha obeyed instantly, dropping to his knees with the grace of a trained servant, his massive shaft brushing the plush rug as he crawled forward, eyes averted as alphas were drilled: worship without presumption. He halted at her feet, lips pressing reverent kisses to her stiletto heels, tongue tracing the arch of her foot in slow, adoring laps. Beatrice giggled softly, the sound tinkling like shattered innocence, her hand tangling in his hair to guide him upward. "Lick my legs—slowly, savor every inch. Make me feel your desperation to please your superior."

His tongue complied, trailing up her calves with feather-light strokes, nipping at the sensitive skin behind her knees, building a slow fire that made her core clench in anticipation. Beatrice's breath deepened, her blue eyes fluttering as she watched him in the mirrors, the reflections multiplying his humiliation—a powerful male reduced to a supplicant at her command, his cock pulsing untouched like a symbol of denied need. She uncrossed her legs, allowing him higher, but slapped his cheek lightly when he neared her panties. "Beg for it, worm. Convince me you're worthy of tasting a goddess." His voice rumbled low, strained with arousal: "Please, Mistress Beatrice, let me worship your divine pussy. Use my mouth for your ecstasy—I'm nothing but your toy, eternally submissive." Her wicked gleam intensified, satisfied with his debasement; she nodded, pulling her skirt higher.

He nudged her lace aside with his nose, inhaling her scent like a devotee at an altar, before his tongue delved into her slick folds with long, hungry strokes. Beatrice moaned, thighs clenching around his head, the sensation electric—his tongue circling her clit with teasing flicks, then plunging deep to curl against her inner walls, savoring her essence. The candles' flames flickered, shadows emphasizing her arched back, breasts heaving as her first orgasm coiled tight, crashing over her in shuddering waves, her release coating his tongue like a sacrament. "Deeper—don't stop until I say," she demanded breathlessly, grinding against him to heighten the friction. He sucked her clit with rhythmic pulls, fingers joining to pump inside her—two, then three—stretching her deliciously while his free hand massaged her ass, kneading the firm curves.

A second climax followed swiftly, more intense, her walls spasming in vise-like pulses around his digits, cries echoing off the mirrored walls like a chorus of dominance. Insatiable, Beatrice rotated her hips, pressing her ass against his mouth. "Rim me now—worship every forbidden inch." His tongue obliged, circling her tight ring with teasing licks, delving in as she moaned louder, the perversion fueling a third orgasm—a raw, trembling release that left her knees weak. The mirrors captured her bliss in infinite repetition: blonde waves tossing, body undulating like a siren in command, his huge cock dripping steadily onto the rug like proof of his denied torment.

Rising unsteadily, Beatrice stripped her blouse and skirt with deliberate slowness, her lace-clad body on full display, nipples pebbled against the fabric. "On the bed—flat on your back. I'm going to ride your face until you're marked with me." The alpha complied, his muscular form sinking into the silk, cock standing rigid like a monument to her power. She straddled him reverse, lowering her ass onto his mouth, grinding slowly while leaning forward to tease his shaft with her fingernails—scratching lightly along the veins, circling the slick head without full strokes. "Keep licking—earn the right to fill me." His tongue worked feverishly, alternating between her pussy and ass, humming vibrations that shot through her core like lightning. Beatrice's hand finally wrapped around his girth, stroking with torturous languor, edging him as her fourth orgasm built, exploding in clenching waves that flooded him anew.

Dismounting, she positioned over his throbbing cock, sinking down inch by glorious inch, the thickness filling her completely, stretching her walls in exquisite fullness. "Thrust slow, alpha—let me savor your submission to my superiority." He bucked gently upward, hands on her hips at her permission, the rhythm building as she circled her hips, grinding her clit against his pelvis. The bed creaked softly under their motion, silk sheets whispering against sweat-slicked skin, mirrors reflecting her dominance: curves bouncing with each rise and fall, his body pinned like conquered prey. Faster now, she bounced with wicked fervor, taking him deep, her inner muscles clenching to milk him. A fifth climax hit her, walls fluttering wildly, but she denied his—clenching deliberately to edge him, climbing off as he groaned in frustration, his cock slick and pulsing, veins bulging in desperate need.

"Turn over—ass up for me," she ordered, her voice a sultry taunt, retrieving a strap-on from the bedside cabinet—curved black silicone with a vibrating base for her added ecstasy—and lubing it with cherry-scented oil. The alpha complied, knees spreading wide on the bed, muscular back arching in vulnerability, his huge cock dangling heavy between his legs. Beatrice donned the harness, the internal vibe buzzing to life against her clit, sending fresh arousal surging through her. "Relax and take it—prove you're mine, body and soul." She pressed forward, breaching his tight ring slowly, his groan deep and guttural as she filled him, inch by inch, the fullness intoxicating her through the toy's feedback. Once seated, she thrust—shallow at first, building to a relentless rhythm, hips slapping his ass, the vibe grinding her toward bliss.

Her hand reached around, pumping his cock in sync with her drives, edging him mercilessly while spanking his ass with sharp slaps that left red welts blooming on his skin. A sixth orgasm washed over her from the dual stimulation, then a seventh as she angled to hit his prostate, his moans vibrating back through the harness like echoes of submission. "Beg for more, slave—admit your place beneath me." "Please, Mistress... fuck me harder—I'm your eternal inferior, owned by your superiority," he pleaded, voice breaking under the onslaught. An eighth climax peaked for her, shattering waves that left her panting, but she continued, varying her assaults: pulling out to tease his entrance before slamming back, her free hand pinching his balls to heighten the torment.

The perversion deepened in the bath—steaming water scented with oils, Beatrice submerging first, pulling him in. "Wash me with your tongue—every curve." He knelt in the tub, lapping at her breasts, sucking nipples to hard peaks while fingers delved into her core, coaxing a ninth orgasm under the cascade. She rode him in the water, waves sloshing with each bounce, tenth and eleventh climaxes crashing as his cock hit deep, buoyancy adding a fluid rhythm. Drying off, they returned to the bed: doggy style with him behind, her commanding pace for twelfth; missionary, legs over shoulders for thirteenth; sideways, grinding intimately for fourteenth.

Toys intertwined—a vibrating wand on her clit during fucking, pushing to fifteenth; nipple clamps on him, his pained groans fueling her sixteenth; a cock ring to edge him further as she pegged again for seventeenth. On the balcony, cool night air kissing their skin, he fucked her against the railing, eighteenth orgasm under the stars; back inside, oral chains where he ate her while she stroked him to nineteenth.

Finally, as dawn's light filtered through the curtains, Beatrice allowed his release—stroking him furiously while he brought her to a twentieth orgasm with his tongue, his cum erupting in hot ropes across her thighs like a tribute. Sated, she caged his spent cock, chaining him lightly at the bed's foot like a cherished pet. Her body glowed with aftershocks, wicked intimacy etched in every command, the academy's perversions fulfilled in shadows of seduction and supremacy.

Camilla's Suite

Dual Devotion

The door to Camilla's suite sealed with a resonant click, enveloping the trio in a haze of steamy intimacy and shadowed opulence, the echoes of the reception hall's frenzied games fading into oblivion. The chamber was a sanctuary of sensual excess, tailored to the academy's doctrine of unbridled female supremacy: walls lined with mirrors that captured every thrust and gasp in endless repetition, a king-sized four-poster bed swathed in midnight-blue silk sheets that promised nights of tangled limbs and commanding ecstasy, and an en-suite bathroom where a marble tub steamed with scented water, bubbles frothing like the foam of forbidden desires. Candles flickered in crystal holders, their flames casting a warm, amber glow that danced across the velvet chaise lounge and the balcony overlooking the mist-veiled valleys of Eastern Europe. The motto “Omnes feminae viris superiors sunt” was inscribed in elegant gold above the tub, a reminder that here, in this hidden realm, all females wielded absolute power, their pleasures extracted from the devoted submission of males below them.

At eighteen, Camilla was a tempest of dark allure, her raven tresses cascading like a midnight veil over shoulders that radiated both grace and unyielding command, her poised demeanor hiding a storm of curiosity and hunger. Her curvaceous form, accentuated by the provocative remnants of her uniform—short plaid skirt clinging to her hips, blouse unbuttoned to reveal the lace bra molding to her full breasts—hummed with the arousal sparked in the limo and ignited during the blowjob race. She turned to her chosen alphas, a duo assigned by the Head Mistress's nod: one a senior, towering with rippling muscles from endless gym sessions, his cock a thick, veined behemoth throbbing hard and dripping; the other a fresh alpha like Timothy, lean yet powerful, his shaft long and curved, pulsing with restrained need. They were nameless tools to her—"Alpha One" and "Alpha Two"—their status granting them the privilege of service, but never equality, in this hierarchy where no male dared defy a female's whim.

"Kneel, alphas—both of you," Camilla commanded, her voice a sultry drawl laced with erotic authority, lounging against the bedpost with legs parted slightly to tease the damp lace between her thighs. The alphas obeyed in unison, dropping to their knees with synchronized grace, their massive cocks brushing the plush rug as they crawled forward, eyes averted as trained: enforcers to betas, but eternal servants to superiors like her. Alpha One, the senior, halted at her left foot, lips pressing reverent kisses to her stiletto heel, tongue tracing the arch in adoring laps. Alpha Two mirrored on her right, nipping gently at her ankle, their breaths hot against her skin. Camilla's dark eyes sparkled with delight, her hand weaving into their hair to guide them upward. "Lick my legs together—slowly, in harmony. Show me your devotion to your superior."

Their tongues complied in tandem, trailing up her calves with feather-light strokes—one broad and hungry, the other teasing and precise—nipping at the sensitive skin behind her knees, building a dual fire that made her core clench in anticipation. Camilla moaned softly, the sound a throaty purr, as she watched them in the mirrors, the reflections multiplying their humiliation: two powerful males, reduced to synchronized supplicants at her command, their cocks dripping steadily onto the rug like tributes to her power. She uncrossed her legs, allowing them higher, but slapped their cheeks lightly in unison when they neared her panties. "Beg for it, worms. Convince me you're worthy of tasting a goddess—together." Their voices rumbled in harmony, strained with arousal: "Please, Mistress Camilla, let us worship your divine pussy. Use our mouths for your ecstasy—we're nothing but your toys, eternally submissive to your superiority." Her lips curved in wicked satisfaction; she nodded, pulling her skirt higher.

They nudged her lace aside in concert, Alpha One's tongue delving into her slick folds with broad, possessive strokes, while Alpha Two circled her clit with teasing flicks, their efforts blending into a symphony of pleasure. Camilla's breath hitched, thighs clenching around their heads, the dual assault electric—plunging deep in alternation, sucking and lapping in rhythm that coiled pleasure tight in her belly. The candles' light flickered over the scene, shadows emphasizing her arched back, breasts heaving as her first orgasm built, crashing over her in shuddering waves, her release coating their faces like a shared sacrament. "Deeper—don't stop until I command," she demanded breathlessly, grinding against them to heighten the friction. Alpha One sucked her clit with rhythmic pulls, fingers joining to pump inside her—two from him, then two from Alpha Two—stretching her deliciously while their free hands massaged her ass and thighs.

A second climax followed swiftly, more intense, her walls spasming in vise-like pulses around their digits, cries echoing off the mirrored walls like a chorus of dominance. Insatiable, Camilla rotated her hips, pressing her ass against Alpha One's mouth while guiding Alpha Two lower. "Rim me now—one on each side, worship every forbidden inch." Their tongues obliged in tandem, circling her tight ring with teasing licks, delving in as she moaned louder, the perversion fueling a third orgasm—a raw, trembling release that left her knees weak. The mirrors captured her bliss in infinite repetition: raven tresses tossing, body undulating like a queen in command, their huge cocks dripping like proof of their denied torment.

Rising unsteadily, Camilla stripped her blouse and skirt with deliberate slowness, her lace-clad body on full display, nipples pebbled against the fabric. "On the bed—both of you, flat on your backs. I'm going to ride your faces until you're marked with me." The alphas complied, their muscular forms sinking into the silk side by side, cocks standing rigid like twin monuments to her power. She straddled Alpha One first, grinding her ass onto his mouth, while reaching over to stroke Alpha Two's shaft teasingly. "Lick—earn the right to fill me." Alpha One's tongue worked feverishly, alternating between her pussy and ass, humming vibrations that shot through her core. Switching to Alpha Two, she ground down harder, his precise flicks on her clit building her fourth orgasm, exploding in clenching waves that flooded him.

Dismounting, she positioned between them, sinking onto Alpha One's thick cock inch by inch, the girth filling her completely, while guiding Alpha Two's head to her clit. "Thrust slow, Alpha One—let me savor your submission. Alpha Two, lick where we join." Alpha One bucked gently upward, hands on her hips at her permission, the rhythm building as she circled her hips, grinding against him. Alpha Two's tongue lapped at her clit and the base of the shaft, the dual sensation exquisite. The bed creaked under their motion, silk sheets whispering against sweat-slicked skin, mirrors reflecting her supremacy: curves bouncing with each rise and fall, their bodies devoted like conquered prizes. Faster now, she bounced with wicked fervor, taking him deep, her inner muscles clenching to milk him. A fifth climax hit her, walls fluttering wildly, but she denied his—switching to Alpha Two's curved length for a sixth, his angle hitting new depths while Alpha One rimmed her from behind.

"Turn over—both of you, asses up for me," she ordered, her voice a sultry taunt, retrieving two strap-ons from the cabinet—matching black silicone with vibrating bases—and lubing them with deliberate slowness. The alphas complied in unison, knees spreading wide on the bed, muscular backs arching in vulnerability, their huge cocks dangling heavy between their legs. Camilla donned one harness, the vibe buzzing against her clit, and handed the second to... no, she commanded Alpha One to wear it temporarily under her supervision, but reconsidered—dual devotion meant her commanding both. Instead, she pegged Alpha One first, breaching him slowly, his groan deep as she filled him, thrusting in rhythm while stroking Alpha Two's cock. The vibe ground her toward a seventh orgasm, then an eighth as she switched, pegging Alpha Two while Alpha One licked her from below.

The perversion deepened in the bath—steaming water scented with oils, Camilla submerging first, pulling them in. "Wash me with your tongues—every curve, in tandem." They knelt in the tub, Alpha One lapping at her breasts, sucking nipples to hard peaks, while Alpha Two delved between her thighs, fingers teasing her clit to a ninth orgasm under the cascade. She rode Alpha One in the water, Alpha Two rimming her from behind, waves sloshing with each bounce, tenth and eleventh climaxes crashing as their cocks and tongues harmonized. Drying off, they returned to the bed: double penetration—Alpha One in her pussy, Alpha Two in her ass—for twelfth, the fullness overwhelming; switching for thirteenth.

On the balcony, cool night air kissing their skin, they fucked her against the railing in turns, fourteenth orgasm under the stars; back inside, oral chains where one ate her while the other rimmed, fifteenth and sixteenth. Toys intertwined—vibrating wands on her clit during dual fucking, pushing to seventeenth; nipple clamps on them, their pained groans fueling her eighteenth; cock rings to edge them as she pegged one while riding the other for nineteenth.

Finally, as dawn's light filtered through the curtains, Camilla allowed their releases—stroking them furiously in tandem while they brought her to a twentieth orgasm with their tongues, their cum erupting in hot ropes across her thighs like dual tributes. Sated, she caged their spent cocks, chaining them at the bed's foot like devoted pets. Her body glowed with aftershocks, dual devotion etched in every command, the academy's perversions fulfilled in shadows of seduction and supremacy.


Cordelia's Suite

Trio of Torment

The door to Cordelia's suite sealed with a resounding click, a final barrier against the fading echoes of the reception hall's carnal symphony—the cheers, the cracks of crops, the guttural moans of submission. Inside, the chamber unfolded like a labyrinth of shadowed indulgence, a pinnacle of the Academy of Eternal Submission's opulent design, where every detail whispered of female supremacy and unending perversion. Walls lined with gilded mirrors reflected infinity, capturing every arch of a back, every quiver of flesh, every drop of sweat in eternal repetition. The king-sized four-poster bed dominated the space, its canopy draped in black silk embroidered with the motto “Omnes feminae viris superiors sunt” in crimson thread, a decree that pulsed like a heartbeat in this realm of dominance. Candles burned in wrought-iron sconces, their flames casting a infernal glow over the velvet chaise lounge, the marble en-suite bathroom where a vast tub steamed with rose-scented water, and the balcony doors framing the moonlit valleys of Eastern Europe, where mists swirled like the ghosts of broken wills.

At eighteen, Cordelia was a masterpiece of poised wickedness—her dark hair falling in silken waves like a veil of night, framing a face of classical beauty with eyes that gleamed like polished obsidian, holding secrets of cruelty and seduction. Her curvaceous form, accentuated by the tattered remnants of her provocative uniform—short plaid skirt clinging to flaring hips, blouse gaping to reveal the lace bra straining against her full breasts—radiated an aura of commanding sensuality, her body still thrumming from the limo ride's solitary indulgence and the blowjob race's triumphant haze. As the last new student to claim her domain, this night marked the crescendo of her initiation, the pinnacle of the second novella in the academy's chronicles—a torrent of torment where she would forge her alphas into instruments of her ecstasy, embodying the school's ethos in a blaze of perverse glory.

She turned to her chosen alphas, a trio of torment handpicked by the Head Mistress's discerning nod: Alpha One, a senior behemoth with shoulders like carved marble from ceaseless gym rituals, his cock a thick, veined colossus throbbing hard and dripping precum like an eternal fountain of submission; Alpha Two, equally seasoned, lean and wiry with a shaft long and curved for precision strikes of pleasure; and Alpha Three, fresh from the sorting like Timothy, his youthful vigor masking a hunger for service, his member massive and ridged, pulsing with untamed need. They were nameless vessels to her—"Alpha One," "Alpha Two," "Alpha Three"—their alpha status a fragile privilege, revocable at her whim in this hierarchy where females towered absolute, males mere playthings for use, abuse, and exaltation.

"Kneel before your goddess, alphas—all three," Cordelia intoned, her voice a velvet whip cracking through the air, as she lounged on the chaise with legs splayed wide, the damp lace of her panties a teasing barrier. The alphas obeyed in perfect synchrony, dropping to their knees like felled titans, their enormous cocks brushing the rug as they crawled forward on all fours, eyes locked on the floor in deference. Alpha One reached her left foot first, lips worshipping her stiletto with fervent kisses, tongue laving the leather in broad strokes. Alpha Two mirrored on her right, nipping the arch with gentle teeth, while Alpha Three positioned between, his breath hot on her inner thigh. Cordelia's obsidian eyes sparkled with dark delight, her hands weaving into their hair like reins on beasts. "Lick my legs in unison—slowly, with the devotion of slaves to their eternal superior. Make me feel your worthlessness without my command."

Their tongues moved as one, trailing up her calves in harmonious strokes—Alpha One's broad and possessive, Alpha Two's teasing and flicking, Alpha Three's eager and probing—nipping at the sensitive hollows behind her knees, igniting a fire that spread to her core like molten lava. Cordelia moaned, a throaty sound that echoed through the suite, as she watched the mirrors multiply their debasement: three mighty males, reduced to synchronized supplicants, their cocks dripping in unison like metronomes of denial. She parted her legs wider, allowing them higher, but halted them with sharp tugs on their hair just as their breaths ghosted her lace. "Beg for the honor, worms—plead in chorus, convince me your tongues deserve a taste of divinity." Their voices rose in ragged harmony: "Please, Mistress Cordelia, allow us to worship your sacred pussy. We are but dust beneath your superiority—use our mouths for your infinite pleasure, eternally bound to your will." Her lips curled in triumphant cruelty; she nodded, yanking her panties aside.

They descended in concert, Alpha One's tongue plunging deep into her folds with forceful strokes, Alpha Two circling her clit with expert swirls, Alpha Three lapping at the juncture where thigh met core, their efforts blending into a maelstrom of sensation. Cordelia's breath hitched, her hips bucking involuntarily, the triple assault overwhelming—deep dives alternating with clit-sucking pulls and teasing licks that coiled pleasure tight in her belly like a spring wound to breaking. The candles' flames wavered, shadows elongating her arched form, breasts heaving as her first orgasm erupted, a cataclysmic wave that flooded their faces in shared essence, her screams piercing the night like a siren's call. "Deeper—all of you, don't dare stop!" she demanded, grinding against them with feral intensity. Alpha One sucked her clit now, fingers from all three joining—two from each, six in total—stretching her pussy and ass deliciously while their free hands roamed her body, kneading ass cheeks, pinching thighs.

A second climax thundered through her, more volcanic, her walls spasming in rhythmic fury around their invading digits, cries reverberating off the mirrors like echoes of supremacy. Insatiable, Cordelia repositioned, pressing her ass against Alpha One's mouth while guiding Alpha Two and Three to her front. "Rim me, Alpha One—worship the forbidden. You two, share my pussy like the beggars you are." Alpha One's tongue circled her tight ring with probing licks, delving deep as she moaned, the perversion amplifying a third orgasm—a searing, trembling release that left her body quaking. The mirrors immortalized her dominance: raven hair whipping, curves undulating in command, their cocks weeping in denied agony.

Rising on unsteady legs, Cordelia stripped with theatrical slowness, her lace bra and panties discarded like shed skin, body bared in glorious nudity—full breasts swaying, hips flaring in invitation. "On the bed—all three, flat on your backs in a row. I'm going to ride your faces until you're drowned in my essence." The alphas complied, their muscular forms aligning on the silk, cocks standing like a forest of submission—thick, long, ridged—dripping in unison. She straddled Alpha One first, grinding her ass onto his mouth while reaching to stroke Alpha Two and Three's shafts teasingly, her hands barely encircling their girths. "Lick—earn the holes you'll fill." Alpha One's tongue plunged relentlessly, humming vibrations through her core. Switching to Alpha Two, she ground harder, his curved precision hitting inner spots for a fourth orgasm, explosive and clenching. Alpha Three's eager laps brought the fifth, her releases marking them like brands of ownership.

Dismounting, Cordelia positioned between them, sinking onto Alpha One's thick cock inch by torturous inch, the girth splitting her in exquisite fullness, while guiding Alpha Two's head to her clit and Alpha Three's to her ass. "Thrust slow, Alpha One—savor your inferiority. Alpha Two, suck my clit like life depends on it. Alpha Three, rim me deeper." Alpha One bucked gently, hands on her hips at her nod, the rhythm building as she circled, grinding against him. Alpha Two's tongue swirled her clit in vacuum pulls, Alpha Three's probing her ass in sync, the triple penetration of cock and tongues overwhelming. The bed groaned under the motion, silk whispering against sweat, mirrors reflecting her reign: body bouncing, alphas devoted like slaves in a ritual. Faster, she rode with wicked abandon, taking him deep, inner walls clenching. A sixth climax shattered her, walls milking him, but she denied his—switching to Alpha Two's curve for seventh, his angle curling pleasure anew while the others swapped roles for eighth.

"Asses up—all three, in a line," she ordered, voice a sultry thunder, retrieving three strap-ons from the cabinet—black silicone beasts with vibrating bases—and lubing them with scented oil. The alphas knelt in row, asses presented, muscles tensing in vulnerability, cocks dangling heavy. Cordelia donned one, vibe buzzing her clit, commanding Alpha One to peg Alpha Two, Alpha Two to peg Alpha Three under her supervision—a chain of torment. She thrust into Alpha One, setting the rhythm, her hand stroking their cocks in turn. The vibe ground her to ninth orgasm, the chain's vibrations echoing through, tenth as she angled for prostates, their groans a chorus. Switching positions, she pegged each in turn for eleventh through thirteenth, edging their cocks mercilessly, denying release amid their pleas.

The bath beckoned—steaming rose water frothing like champagne. Camilla submerged, pulling them in. "Wash me with tongues and cocks—every inch, in harmony." They knelt around her, Alpha One lapping breasts, sucking nipples to peaks; Alpha Two delving between thighs; Alpha Three rimming from behind—fourteenth orgasm under the cascade. She rode Alpha One in the tub, Alpha Two in her ass, Alpha Three's cock in her mouth—fifteenth through seventeenth in double, then triple penetration, water sloshing like a storm of lust.

Drying, the balcony: cool air on heated skin, alphas fucking her against the railing in rotation—eighteenth under stars. Inside, oral daisy chain: one eating her, one rimming, one sucking her toes—nineteenth. Toys: wands on clit during dual fucks—twentieth; clamps on their nipples, rings on cocks for edging as she pegged chains again—twenty-first through twenty-third.

Dawn approached; Cordelia allowed their climaxes—stroking all three while they worshipped her to a twenty-fourth orgasm, cum erupting like fireworks across her body. Sated, she caged them, chaining at her feet like guardians. Her body a temple of triumph, trio of torment etched eternal, the novella's end in supremacy's blaze.
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