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"Ladies and gentlemen," said party host. "If you'll take your seats, dinner will be served momentarily. Until then, enjoy the entertainment."

Entertainment? Are you kidding me? Fuck you, entertainment! Alexis thought as the band started to play upbeat pop hits. Bryce held her still while Huck and Harry lifted up an empty table and brought it onto the dance floor, careful to keep it raised and not scraping across the floor. Once they put it down, Bryce lifted Alexis, his arms under her knees and stomach, and laid her face down on the table. Like some kind of twisted wedding night, she thought. Carried across the threshold, only nude and bound. The idea struck her as odd, though; marriage had always been the last thing on her mind.

From her vantage point, she could see a projector screen unfurling from the ceiling, and caught glimpses of cameramen setting up tripods in various positions. Oh hell, she thought, experiencing a combination of fear and excitement. She could feel herself getting wet from the notion that her momentary fantasy from earlier might be coming true. With her arms thoroughly bound behind her back, she couldn't do anything about it if they each wanted to have their way with her.

"Spread your legs," Bryce said as he removed her high heels.

What do I do? she thought. Keep them together and try to hold onto some piece of my dignity, or obey? Before she could decide, she felt a sharp sting from her buttocks as Bryce gave them a hard slap. "Spread... your legs," he repeated. He didn't raise his voice; his hands provided all the emphasis needed.

Slowly, she spread her legs. 
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The Billionaire's Heiress: Birthday Lessons

Alexis popped the cork off a third bottle of champagne and drank a little from the bottle. She put it back in the ice bucket with the first two bottles, which were mostly full because she loved popping the corks more than drinking the champagne itself. There was another ice bucket in her limo, and three more bottles she wanted to pop, but some part of her urged patience, to wait to pop them on the way back. Maybe then there would be somebody to drink with. Maybe a couple somebodies.

Somebody beside her father, of course. He sat across from her now, quietly reading the Wall Street Journal on his tablet, letting her enjoy the ride to her eighteenth birthday party. She'd already stood through the sunroof and danced in the cool, June night breeze, her blond locks flowing in rhythm.

"Lexie," he said at last. "I want to talk to you a little before we get to the party."

She rolled her eyes. Couldn't she just enjoy her party and deal with all the adult stuff later? "Seriously, dad? Aren't we almost there?"

"We are, so just bear with me a couple minutes, okay?" he asked. "You look lovely in your dress."

"Okay," she said, warming at the compliment. She did love her dress, a sapphire blue, knee-length evening gown that fit snugly around her hips. It was one of the gifts she received that morning, including the limousine they now rode in.

"Good. I want to talk about the future of my company, and your future too. I assume you still want to run LexTech Systems when I retire?"

Shit yeah I want LexTech, Alexis thought. "Of course I do, daddy."

"I thought so. I'm sure you know running a multi-billion dollar, international technology innovator is a constant challenge. Do you know how I got to where I am today?"

Alexis thought quickly, wanting to please her father with the right answer, not the answer he expected to hear. "Lots of hard work?"

"Sure," he said, grinning. "What else?"

What else? Isn't hard work what we're always supposed to say? "Originality?"

Her father shook his head. "Originality is good, but do you think every oil magnate understood originality? No, just as important as hard work, maybe more, is networking. Meet the right people, get them to like you, so they'll be open to business partnerships."

"I can do that. I'm great at getting people to like me," said Alexis.

Her father sighed and retrieved one of the champagne bottles. "Sorry dear," he said, pouring himself a glass. "But you're not. You take too much after your mother. People pretend to like you because you're rich. Don't take it personally, honey. People do the same thing with me, all the time. But I have real friends too."

"What?" she said, caught off guard by his honesty. "I have friends!"

"Lexie, I love you, but you're a brat. And if you want to take over my company - my company - you'll have to learn the difference between people who want your friendship instead of your money. My money."

Alexis started to protest, but stopped. This wasn't the first time her father used ownership of the company in an argument - the company, or her trust fund, the beach house or anything else that was legally his. She couldn't deny that he loved her though, and that he was one of the world's biggest success stories. She knew what he had could be hers, if she did what she was told. "Fine, you're right."

"Good," he said. "So tonight you will behave like a dignified woman. You will meet many powerful men and women, and you will listen to them and learn who they are, and what they do."

He's underestimating me, Alexis thought. Navigating powerful cliques and two-faced friends was high school all over again. "I can do that," she said.

"I know you can. This will be a memorable night for you. Happy birthday, Lexie."

The limo stopped outside what looked like a castle. Alexis shrieked with glee when she saw it. She jumped out of the car as soon as it stopped and twirled around the red carpet that led from the driveway into a glamorous party hall. Her father followed slowly, letting her take in the majesty of the grand ballroom.

"Ladies and gentlemen," a voice boomed over a loudspeaker. "The guest of honor has arrived, Miss Alexis Hart!"

Alexis laughed as everyone turned toward her, applauding. There were at least two hundred men and women, all wearing tuxedos and exquisite dresses. A party host strode toward her holding out a microphone. "Hi Alexis, I'm Ray March, I'll be your host tonight. Why don't you say a few words and we can get this party started!"

Alexis looked to her father, who gave a short, subtle nod. She took the microphone. "Hi everyone," she said. What to say? What would daddy say? "First, thank you all for coming. It means a lot to me that you'd all come out to help celebrate my eighteenth birthday." The crowd clapped politely, and one man let out a sharp whistle. "Now let's have some fun!" she screamed as the guests cheered.

Ray took his microphone back. "Let's hear it for Lexie, everyone. Now, we're going to start tonight with a dance, Lexie's first dance as a woman. So, Lexie, I want you to look around the room. Pick out a man, or a woman, if that's your thing, anyone you choose to dance with."

Lexie put on a wide smile and looked around. This was a test, she could tell. Who do I pick? she thought. Should she honor her father and pick him? Take the most handsome man in the room? Maybe the most powerful man in the room? She walked through the crowd, unsure who to choose. The older men chuckled as she passed by, looking her up and down, taking in her young figure. Perverts, she thought. The men closer to her in age met her stares with confident, hungry grins.

At the end of her sweep she found her man. At least six feet tall, he towered over her by at least 10 inches, even in her heels. The sleeves of his tuxedo couldn't disguise his thick, muscular arms. He had short, dark hair and a closely-trimmed beard. She caught a trace of his cologne, an elegant but masculine scent. He didn't smile at her like all the others. He simply stared at her, as if knowing she'd pick him. She could feel it. Already she was picturing his long member, imagining him sliding it into her like a sword into its sheath. She extended her hand toward him.

He took her hand and she led to the dance floor. The crowd encircled the checker-patterned marble floor as the band began to play.

What's your name?" Alexis asked as they moved together, her hands in his.

Bryce," he said in a low voice.

What are you doing later tonight, Bryce?"

"Tonight?" He laughed. He spun her around until she faced the crowd, her back to him. "How about right now?" he said.

In one quick movement, he let her hands go and grabbed the back of her dress. Using the strength Alexis imagined he had, he ripped the gown apart from top to bottom, exposing her for everyone to see. In a panic she covered her breasts and her crotch, but everyone was already cracking up at her expense. Surprisingly, nobody had taken out their phones to record the occasion. That's what I'd have done, Alexis thought.

"Daddy, what's going on?"

The crowd made way for her father, who was being led toward the dance floor by two men. He had his eyes closed. "They tell me you're not wearing any underwear, is what's going on, Alexis. For Christ's sake."

Alexis? He always calls me Lexie, she thought. She suddenly felt very cold, and not just from being naked in an air-conditioned reception hall.

The men led her father all the way to the center of the floor so he was face-to-face with his daughter. He opened his eyes and looked directly into hers. "I'm sorry to have played this trick on you," he said as his two guides joined Bryce. Together, all three moved to stand behind Alexis. "A lesson in networking won't do you any good until you learn to overcome your greatest weaknesses. You have three. You don't even know them, do you?"

She tried to think about what they were but her head was spinning. All around her everyone was staring, waiting on her answer like this was some kind of game show. She felt utterly exposed, she could feel the eyes wandering up her legs to her chest. Her skin burned and her cheeks flushed. Not with embarrassment though, something else. For a moment she felt completely enraptured, imagining each of the men behind her taking a turn. The other two were just as attractive as Bryce, and she wanted them all. What was  wrong with me? she thought. "I don't know," she whispered. She looked to the floor, focusing on her feet, as if that could block out everything going on around her.

"The first one is that you're a brat," her father said. As he said it, one of her father's men grabbed her left hand and pulled it toward him, revealing her breasts. Her father kept his eyes trained on Alexis though. "You've had everything handed to you your whole life. If not for your mother, I'd have taught you some humility as you got older. I'd have said 'no' once in a while. And I'd have acted like an adult, to show you how you to act."

"Fine, okay daddy. You're right, I'm a brat."

"Good. What about the second? I'll give you a hint: it's related to the first."

Alexis tried to pull her hand back to cover her breasts, but the man's grip was like cement. Don't focus on that, she thought, but she was too panicked to think straight. She couldn't... That's it! "Concentration!" she said. That had to be it!

"No, it's discretion," her father said. His other assistant stepped up from behind and took her other hand, revealing her shaved pussy. Each man pulled, holding her arms straight out to give everyone a good look. "For instance, if you'd put on a bra and panties, you wouldn't be standing here naked right now. I had that dress made to be easily torn up, but I hadn't counted on you going commando, as they say."

"How is that my fault? I didn't know you were going to do this to me!"

"That's just an example, Alexis. Do you know how many paparazzi I've had to pay off in the last couple years?"

Alexis gulped. God, how many nights had she gotten drunk enough to pass out? How many strangers had she made out with? "A lot, I guess."

"No!" her father said. He was starting to lose his cool, something Alexis almost never saw. "None! I had one come to me to solicit hush money, but instead of paying, I threatened to report him to the police for possession of child pornography. You only just turned 18, remember? Now, I didn't know for a fact that he had elicit pictures of you, but I bluffed and he backed down. If he was smart, he destroyed those pictures. And he must have spread the word, because since then no one has tried extorting me again. They learned you don't fuck with one of the richest men in the country. Now you're going to learn that too."

"Okay daddy," Alexis said, a tear rolling down her cheek.

"And number three? Better get this one right."

Why can't I get these right? she wondered. She'd always been smart in school, bringing home straight As most marking periods. She had an acceptance to Yale waiting for her, once summer vacation ended. What was it?

"I'm not..." she muttered. "I don't... have experience?" she said.

Her father shut his eyes and dropped his head, shaking it. "No. The third weakness," he said, "is that you have no self-control." He took a step couple steps back, allowing Bryce to move in between them. He had in his hands a red ball gag, which Alexis recognized but had never seen used before. Before she could react, Bryce pushed against her mouth, still open from the shock. Bryce pulled the straps of the gag and tied and buckled it from behind.

"Lack of self-control is a problem for many people," her father continued. "But when you combine that with being a horny teenager, it can be a more serious problem."

No, Alexis tried to mumble through the gag, but her father cut her off. "Stop it, Lexie. I know about the lacrosse team. Lots of people know. And even if it weren't true, too many people think it is."

Oh God, she thought. Fucking gossip! I'll bet one of those pricks' dads works for mine. Then again, she reasoned, if I'd been there, I'd want to brag about it too.

"So, Alexis, you have a choice. You can stay here, where you'll learn some discipline and respect, and when you're done you'll get my company when I retire. Or, you can leave now. I'll take you home and nobody will know this ever happened. Nobody here will tell. Afterward, I'll pay your college tuition and living expenses until you graduate, but then you're completely on your own. LexTech will go to whoever I deem qualified, and when I die, my entire fortune will be divided up amongst my charitable foundations. It's up to you, dear. If you want to stay, just nod yes."

What could she do? No matter what they were going to do to her, it couldn't be worse than losing the company and her entire inheritance, could it? And did they think they could fix her, or something? Whatever my urges are, they're natural, Alexis thought. There's nothing there to fix, so let them try.

She lifted her gaze and looked her father in the eyes. She nodded.

***

As soon as Alexis agreed to stay, the men who'd been with her father began tying her hands behind her back with rope. She'd used a pair of comfortable, fur-lined handcuffs with her boyfriends, but they felt nothing like this: her wrists were utterly inseparable, the ropes out of reach of her fingers.

Her father turned around. "Good choice, dear. I'm leaving now. My associates, Huck, Harry and Bryce, will be among the many people teaching you and taking care of you. I've recorded a series of videos with the lessons you need to learn. It'll be up to the staff here to determine when you've completed your... degree. Do you understand what you've been told?"

"Yes," she said, the word slurring through the gag. Once her hands were tied, Harry and Huck pulled them up against her back, causing her arms to cross. Although years of gymnastics lessons made her flexible, Alexis still found the position difficult. No longer cold, she now started to sweat.

"Good. Remember, you're going to be watched carefully, your decisions exhaustively scrutinized. And don't forget, you can quit at any time."

Fat chance, she thought.

"I'm leaving now. Your first lesson will be in humility. Good luck, dear."

The crowd parted for her father as he walked out. A few of the older men patted him on the shoulder as he passed them, as if they understood completely. Had they been there at her Sweet 16 party two years ago? God, I can't remember who was there that night, she thought, or much of anything else.

"Ladies and gentlemen," said Ray. "If you'll take your seats, dinner will be served momentarily. Until then, enjoy the entertainment."

Entertainment? Are you kidding me? Fuck you, entertainment! Alexis thought as the band started to play upbeat pop hits. Bryce held her still while Huck and Harry lifted up an empty table and brought it onto the dance floor, careful to keep it raised and not scraping across the floor. Once they put it down, Bryce lifted Alexis, his arms under her knees and stomach, and laid her face down on the table. Like some kind of twisted wedding night, she thought. Carried across the threshold, only nude and bound. The idea struck her as odd, though; marriage had always been the last thing on her mind.

From her vantage point, she could see a projector screen unfurling from the ceiling, and caught glimpses of cameramen setting up tripods in various positions.  Oh hell, she thought, experiencing a combination of fear and excitement. She could feel herself getting wet from the notion that her momentary fantasy from earlier might be coming true. With her arms thoroughly bound behind her back, she couldn't do anything about it if they each wanted to have their way with her.

"Spread your legs," Bryce said as he removed her high heels.

What do I do? she thought. Keep them together and try to hold onto some piece of my dignity, or obey? Before she could decide, she felt a sharp sting from her buttocks as Bryce gave them a hard slap. "Spread... your legs," he repeated. He didn't raise his voice; his hands provided all the emphasis needed.

Slowly, she spread her legs. "More," Bryce said.

She kept on going until she'd made a complete split, her gymnastics training once again contributing. Huck and Harry each took a thigh and pulled her to the edge of the table. They then looped rope around each ankle, tightened the knots and connecting the ropes underneath the table in a large, complicated knot around the center post. In the meantime, Bryce ran a long rope between her back and her arms, which he then brought under the table and cinched tightly, pressing her chest firmly so she couldn't lift upward.

"Ready for the best part?" he said, his lips revealing a hint of a smile. Not wanting her words to be mangled by the gag, she simply nodded. Bryce sensually moved his hands over her cheeks, feeling the heat coming off them, and then started collecting her hair, gathering all of it into one hand and tying it into a pony tail with the end of one final length of rope. "Lift up your head," he said. She complied, and Bryce secured the rope to the bonds holding her arms, holding up her head. It was now positioned so she faced directly forward. A television on a cart had been wheeled directly in front of her. "You're going to watch with us," Bryce whispered.

Alexis realized she was now completely immobile. She struggled against her bonds but couldn't loosen them at all, and she couldn't reposition herself on the table even a little. She couldn't look side to side either, and her neck was already starting to ache. Worst of all, the gag was causing her to drool, which collected on the table in a warm, sticky puddle that would slowly start to spread. She was surprised by how her body responded, tensing in anticipation.

The band quieted for a moment so the host could make an announcement. "Sorry for the interruption, everyone. The kitchen staff has requested all guests take their seat so that the waitstaff can take your dinner orders. Thank you, ladies and gentlemen."

Bryce patted her ass and said, "That's our call. The boys and I are going to make sure we get our orders in. We're going to work up an appetite, I promise. Back in a few."

What?! she thought, viciously twisting against the ropes. This is so degrading!

Alexis then heard a snap as several bright lights turned on. She could feel their heat against her bare skin, and her heart lurched when she realized what they were for. Sure enough, the entire room dimmed, except for the dance floor, and with a trilling tone, the projectors turned on, displaying her bound form on the big screen.

A naughty cheer, replete with multiple whistles, emanated from the audience. With multiple cameras positioned around her, the projection transitioned between each of the perspectives, showing her from above and from the sides, and finally providing a closeup of her face. Alexis barely recognized herself. She'd seen thousands of photos of herself on her Facebook and Instagram, of course, but she'd always been smiling or striking poses. Now she saw eyeshadow running down her cheeks and sweat dripping down her forehead. She'd never had her mouth stuffed with a gag before either, her face contorted from the strain of her bonds.

Taking herself in on the screen, she had to admit she looked amazing. Her skin was tanned evenly, but not excessively - just enough to give her a natural, youthful glow.  Her ass and pussy looked hot and inviting, so completely spread out. The gag gave her a pathetic quality, but as a whole, she felt sexier than ever before. She knew there were dozens of men, and probably a few women, watching her lustily. If only she'd chosen me, they were thinking.

Alexis comforted herself with that idea to take her mind off her predicament. Bryce wasn't kidding: they really did leave her there waiting. Listening to the band, she counted four whole songs while she waited, naked and exposed. On the fifth, she realized she was still struggling uselessly against the ropes. She breathed in through her nose deeply, and stopped fighting.

"Ladies and gentlemen, first course soup and salad are now being served. Bon apetit," said the host. Alexis couldn't see at all, but she started to hear the clinking and clanking of silverware against porcelain as the guests turned their attention to the meal. 

At last, Harry and Huck returned, swagger in their step and desire in their eyes. They each carried a black briefcase, which they placed on the table on either side of Alexis. They opened the cases and started displaying the contents: a collection of floggers, canes, paddles, dildos, metal clips, chains and at least a dozen condoms. They're not going to use all of those? Alexis wondered, worry in her eyes.

Harry must have picked up on the alarm in her expression. "No, I doubt we'll get to everything tonight. We just like to have options."

"You want to go first?" Huck asked.

"Flip for it?" Harry replied.

"Sure."

"Call it." Harry stepped up to Alexis, retrieved a quarter from his pocket and flipped it up into the air.

"Heads," said Huck.

The quarter landed on Alexis' back. She bucked as if hit, causing a ripple of laughter to roll through the crowd. Alexis' face turned as red as her gag. Mortified, she shut her eyes, but when she did pain shot across her ass cheeks. She looked at the screen and saw Harry holding a suede flogger. "Always keep your eyes open," he said.

Alexis huffed in frustration and the sound of her indignation echoed through the chamber.

"Yes, you don't know the rules," said Huck as Harry swatted her bottom again. Alexis reeled. Harry had managed to target the same spot as the previous hit. "How can she be punished for doing something you didn't know was wrong?" Huck continued. Two more lashes from the flogger now. "It's not fair," Huck added. Harry dealt two more lashes, now aiming for a single cheek at a time.

"If your father were present, he'd point out that even when you know the rules, you are loathe to follow them. So you'll learn them as you go, okay?"

Alexis' mind raced. How do they know what my father would say? How much did he tell them? She didn't think about this for long, however, as Harry resumed his work with the flogger. Alexis moaned from the pain, which soon became the sole focus of her attention. Soon she lost perception of the room around her and the burning of the muscles in her arms and legs. To her amazement, the pain did nothing to diminish her arousal; in fact, it had steadily increased. Her desire grew like an inferno, and every hit was a bundle of kindling. And then, just when she thought she might climax, Harry stopped.

"Your turn," he said to Huck.

Alexis thrashed helplessly, desperate for release, her cry muffled by the gag. She had been so close! Did he know to stop at that moment, or was it just luck? She suspected the former.

"I think we should give her a minute," said Huck. Again, the crowd chuckled. Alexis continued to seethe, furious at being toyed with and mocked. You can quit at any time, her father's voice offered. No, Alexis thought, drawing from a well of resilience she'd never tapped. I'm not quitting. Never.

"No," she said, the word garbled but intelligible through the gag. She stopped writhing and took a deep breath.

Harry smiled mischievously, like a man eager to accept a challenge. "You heard her. She's ready."

"Maybe," said Huck. "She could be overconfident." To Alexis' surprise, he reached around her head and pulled the ball gag free. He let it dangle from her neck, dripping saliva. She groaned, relieved to not have it in her mouth anymore.

Huck waited a moment, then picked up a cane, just a long stick no thicker than a pencil, and with what seemed like an innocent flick struck her pussy. The agony was fresh and unexpected, and Alexis' shout was no longer absorbed by the gag.

"What do you say when somebody does something nice for you?"

Oh, come on! she thought. "Thank you," she grumbled.

Huck used the cane again, striking the same tender location. Again Alexis hollered, tears starting to run from her eyes. "Fix your tone."

"Thank you," she said again, her voice trembling. God, it hurt so much. She was still turned on, but she'd never felt such pain in her pussy. So when he hit her for a third time, she quaked in torment.

"Thank you what? How do you refer to a superior?"

"Thank you sir," Alexis answered, catching on. She tensed up as she said it, expecting another stroke, but none came. Amazingly, not receiving the cane again felt disappointing, even though the pain had been unbearable.

"You're welcome," Huck said. He stepped around the table and crouched to look at Alexis at eye level. He clutched her chin and cheeks and said, "You should be proud. You're starting to learn, which means you're not a lost cause. If you weren't learning anything, we'd be wasting our time. Not that this hasn't been fun."

Her ass and pussy still throbbing, Alexis didn't think "fun" was how she'd describe her night, but her racing heart betrayed a perverse enjoyment she couldn't deny.

Huck  untied the rope in her hair, releasing her head from it's upright position. Before she could let it dip down to relieve the strain, Huck admonished her, "Keep it up." Alexis obeyed. Huck then took off his suit's jacket and tossed it to Harry. He undid his belt and unzipped his pants too, letting them drop into a pile above his shoes. "I didn't take your gag out just so you could learn some manners. Are you ready?"

Alexis could see he was. His cock looked diamond hard. Huck stood up straight so she couldn't see anything else. Her pussy started moistening again; the idea of giving a blowjob always turned her on. I guess that's why I'm here, she realized. Though she never imagined she'd give one while tied up and helpless. "I'm ready, sir."

She opened her mouth wide and Huck didn't hesitate to put it inside. With her hair no longer secured, she could bring her mouth up and down on his shaft. As she pleasured him, she realized she couldn't hear anything else but her sucking and his blissful moaning: the rest of the room had gone silent, no sounds of eating, no conversation. They must all be watching her performance, Alexis thought.

Huck lasted longer in her mouth than she expected, but eventually he climaxed. He pulled out immediately, and at that moment Alexis felt something enter her sopping pussy and begin to vibrate. Huck stepped out of the way so she could see on the screen Harry was behind her, his hand still on the base of a thick, black dildo. Waves of intense pleasure ran through her. She had not expected the sensation, it's suddenness overwhelming her almost immediately.

"You have to have permission to cum," said Harry.

"What?" said Alexis as she writhed.

"Don't cum without asking first, or without being told you can, or you'll be punished."

Alexis was grateful he told her when he did, instead of after it was too late. "Iwannacumiwannacumiwannnacum!' she screamed.

And just like that, the vibration stopped and she could feel the dildo being pulled out. "No," said Harry. "Not yet."

"Please!" Alexis cried. Her plea was met with a barehanded slap on her ass. She groaned from the pain.

"Please what?"

"Please sir!"

"No," said Harry. He reached around to her neck and put the ball gag back in place, then tightened the buckle so it wouldn't come loose. Alexis panted in frustration, a pouty sound. "Take a few minutes to relax," said Harry.

Still hazy from the vibrator, Alexis tried squirming against the table to finish what Harry started, but to no avail. She couldn't move enough, she'd have to wait.

"If I could have your attention please," said Ray over the speakers. "The kitchen staff has informed me that the main course is about to be served."

The announcement made Alexis' stomach growl. Everyone was having dinner but her. Was this part of the lesson? There'd never been a day when her parents or the nanny hadn't called her to lunch or dinner. They'd always cooked for her and cleaned up after her. She'd never known denial.

In the hall an excited chatter grew in volume. She lifted up her gaze to see the projection screen had focused on Bryce. He sipped water from a glass, an empty salad plate before him, he looked like a marathon runner waiting for the crack of the starter pistol. He sat next to Huck and Harry, who were feasting on what looked like juicy steaks. In between bites they whispered to each other back and forth. What were they discussing? Alexis couldn't help wonder if it was about her.

Paying close attention to the projection, Alexis caught Bryce give a thumbs up sign. Immediately the lights in the room dimmed again. This time, the band began a drum roll. Alexis groaned. This was getting out of hand.

She watched as the camera followed Bryce. He wound his way through the crowd, and started to disrobe as soon as he reached the dance floor. He stood in front of her as he removed the last pieces, letting her and the entire crowd see him. Alexis knew when she first saw him how attractive he'd be. His abs looked cut from granite, and his muscular legs reminded her of tree trunks. She wasn't surprised his cock was equally impressive, long and thick and reaching full tumescence as he finished undressing.

"Hi, Alexis," he said, dropping down a knee to look her in the eyes. "There are a few things I want you to know."

Something was different. She heard his voice, but it wasn't being pumped through the speaker system. Oh, right, she thought. He's naked. Nowhere to put a microphone.

"You've been through a lot tonight, and there's more to come, but from what I've seen so far, you can handle it. Hang in there, and try to enjoy yourself."

"Thanks," she mumbled through the gag. She had to admit, his words comforted her. He actually seemed more caring than she'd first imagined, and at least he had the decency to match her nakedness. Not that he had any reason to be shy.

"I know we've teased you, denied you an orgasm. I'm not going to do that, not this time. The whole point of this demonstration was to teach you some humility, and being stripped, bound and used has accomplished that. Do you agree?"

Alexis wasn't sure what to say. If I agree, am I giving myself a passing grade? But if I disagree, then has this all been for nothing? What's worse, Alexis realized, was that she wasn't even sure what she really thought the answer was, much less what they wanted to hear.

"Don't. Know," she said, trying to enunciate. She wished she could shrug.

Bryce nodded, understanding. "Good. Admitting ignorance is better feigning knowledge. Besides, your father sent us here to teach you. It's not your decision to know when you've succeeded."

Sent us here? Is that what he said? Alexis was confused. Who is this guy?

"Now I have to say it one last time: If you want to leave, you can."

"Nuh uh," she said, shaking her head.

Bryce leaned in and kissed her on the cheek. "Good," he whispered. "I've been waiting all night for this."

When he stood up, the room went quiet. Quickly, he snatched a condom and rolled it on. Alexis tensed up, ready. Her pussy was already dripping at the thought of his cock finding its way deep inside. Calmly, Bryce gave her ass three quick slaps. They stung but fueled her arousal. Sensing her readiness, Bryce took his dick in hand and rubbed it along her pussy. Alexis very nearly lost herself but remembered the rule from earlier: she had to have permission. Did it still apply? How could she ask through her gag?

Delaying no further, Bryce thrust into her, moaning. Alexis watched his face contorting on the video screen as he rhythmically drew in and out. On the verge of ecstasy, she cried out. "'Leez, 'leez, 'leez," she wailed.

"You can cum," Bryce said.

Alexis screamed as all the pain and soreness and pleasure seemed to meld into one, a singular bliss that spread across her entire body. There was no reception hall, no audience, no cameras; she felt no rope or gag. It was all gone, replaced by rapture she'd never imagined. It felt like only moments later Bryce finished, but Alexis couldn't tell. She thought she heard applause from the audience. Was that real?

Before he pulled out, he bent over at the waste and kissed Alexis at the base of her neck. He followed it with a series of kisses making a trail down her back. He stopped at the base of her spine and stepped away.

Smiling, he carefully pulled off the used condom and looked around at the crowd. Clutching it in a fist, he reared back like pitcher winding up to deliver a fastball. The guests sitting in the direction he was looking screamed and started to dive in their seats, but Bryce put his arm down. "Kidding!" he said. They laughed as a waiter approached Bryce with towels and a trash receptacle.

The lights came up and Alexis started to regain her awareness of her surroundings. The crowd resumed their meal and Bryce, after drying himself off, quickly dressed himself. He'd told her there was "more to come." What else was there?

Harry and Huck now returned and immediately started untying some of the ropes. They removed the bindings around her ankles, allowing her to close her legs and fold them up against her ass. They also freed her arms, but left her wrists tied for the moment. The relief of straightening out her arms was intense, although the pins and needles of feeling returning shocked her like live wires.

While Harry put the sex toys back into their briefcases, Huck produced a device Alexis had never seen, though she could guess its purpose. Made from stainless steel, it was a restraint for her neck and wrists, consisting of three rings positioned equidistant across a long, solid bar. It would keep her arms stretched out and immovable in relation to her neck.

Huck fastened it around her neck as Harry untied the rope binding her wrists. Together, he and Harry fed her hands through the yoke and fitted the cuffs, which were fastened by a series of padlocks. Alexis shivered from both the touch of the cold metal and how inescapable it felt. Finally, Harry removed the rope holding her fast to the table. "Turn over," he said.

How, without using her arms? She started by trying to twist her arms, but couldn't  lift herself that way. She stopped trying for a moment to think, but as soon as she did Harry slapped her ass. "We're waiting," he warned.

Alexis bit down on the gag, not expecting the pain. Quickly, she started drawing her knees forward, which forced her to raise her ass and stick it outward. The crowd tittered, seeing the undignified position. Flushing, Alexis twisted her hips to bring the lower half of her torso upward, and as she did so she felt herself being lifted upward and turned over the rest of the way. When she was laid down on her back, she could see it was Bryce who'd helped her. He winked and moved the stray strands of hair that had fallen across her face.

"Those tits," said Harry to Alexis, admiring her chest. "We've neglected them tonight, but that's about to change."

Huck smiled at his associate while binding Alexis's ankles together with rope. Once they were secure, he and Harry tied her legs together both above and below her knees while Bryce affixed another rope around her ankles and brought it below the table, where he tied it off. When finished, Bryce lifted Alexis up by her shoulders. "Sit up straight," he commanded.

As she obeyed, the room's lighting brightened and dimmed three times, drawing the audience's attention. From her new vantage point Alexis, could see the audience directly.

"We hope you've enjoyed your dinner," said Ray. "And we look forward to seeing you again here soon. We'll now conclude this special night with dessert and a song for our guest of honor. As you know, we gathered here tonight to celebrate the birthday of Alexis Hart, so I hope you'll help us in singing 'Happy Birthday.' But first, we'd like to invite some volunteers to help us with the cake. Would those interested please stand up?"

Dozens shot out of their seats before the host could finish speaking.

"Bryce, would you do the honors?"

"Sure," he said. Trotting through the crowd, Bryce picked out a number of eager men and women, pointing at each selection. Visibly excited, the volunteers approached the dance floor. Alexis tried to guess their purpose, but nothing came to her.

"All right everybody, on three!" said Ray. He counted down, and as he did, most of the lights in the room went out, except for a series leading to the kitchen doors. As the crowd started to sing, a handful of waiters emerged from the kitchen wheeling a birthday cake. Eighteen tall, maroon candles glowed brightly, their flames dancing vibrantly. The waiters brought the cake directly in front of Alexis so she could see. Instead of a traditional message written in frosting, the cake was topped with a photo of her, a close-up of her face, gagged, eyes wide in pain. This is from tonight! she realized. She'd seen many cakes with edible ink photos, but this was grotesque.

Staring at her image, she failed to notice that the audience had finished singing. "Blow out the candles!" Ray implored.

Seriously? Through the gag? How, exactly? she thought. She leaned forward and tried to exhale, but of course she couldn't direct her breath directly at any of the candles. The crowd laughed as they watched her struggle with something normally so easy.

"You really should blow them out," the host said, unable to keep a serious tone.

Refusing to give up, Alexis sealed her lips around the gag and tried pushing the air through her nose, but it was no use. These aren't ordinary birthday candles, Alexis observed. Not only were they rather tall, they were also wide, and pools of wax collected in the center around the wick.

"Well, suit yourself," said the host. "Can the volunteers form a single-file line?"

What were they here to do? Alexis wondered, still unable to figure it out.

Bryce walked over holding a small leather pillow. "Lie back, I've got you."

She complied, allowing herself to fall backward. Bryce caught her head in midair with the pillow and lowered both onto the table. From her vantage point, she could no longer see only the ceiling, and thus couldn't tell what was about to happen.

"Okay volunteers, let's help Alexis with those candles."

For a second nothing happened, but then she felt an intense burning sensation on her right breast. She screamed and writhed on the table. When she looked down, she saw maroon spots on her breast. Melted wax! She looked up and saw one of the volunteers, a handsome, middle-aged man, holding the candle at a tilt. Seeing her reaction, he grinned and blew out the candle.

The stinging from the first drops had started to subside when more fell, bringing fresh pain. Sure enough, another volunteer with another candle. Had there been a volunteer for each candle? Not knowing their purpose, she hadn't bothered to count, but she suspected she was right. She wondered if she'd have been spared some of the candles if she'd managed to blow them out.

Her face reddened almost to the shade of the wax. This was the first time any of the guests had been this close to her. Up until now, they'd just been spectators. She had no idea who these people were. They'd seen her stripped, flogged and fucked, but always she felt there was at least some distance. Now a select few could examine her up close. She found this to be the most humiliating experience of the night, although still erotic in its own way.

"Let's have a round of applause for our volunteers," Ray said after each had poured their drops of wax onto her naked breasts.

While the audience clapped politely, Harry and Huck lifted Alexis up into a sitting position. "You're a mess," said Harry. "Time to clean you up, okay?"

After everything else, Alexis doubted they meant with towels, and she was right. The men retrieved floggers and positioned themselves on either side of her. After a second, they started whipping her breasts, taking turns, each aiming for one breast at a time. Harry and Huck must practice their technique together, Alexis thought, because, incredibly, they swung the floggers equally hard, and had perfect timing. Each hit caused flakes of solidified wax to fly off, and they didn't stop until they'd removed all the wax. By that time, her breasts were sore all over, sore and so red she wondered how they could even tell when they'd cleaned the wax.

"Great work, guys," said the host. "For those who would like a piece of the cake, feel free to take a piece at the dessert table. There's plenty to go around. On your way there, feel free to give your best to our birthday girl, Alexis Hart!"

What? she thought, as the crowd applauded. Before she knew what was happening, Bryce had returned. "Center of the dance floor," he said, pointing at the spot. With her legs still bound, Alexis wiggled her way forward until her feet found the cold dance floor. She stood up, but found balancing difficult without control of her arms or legs. Bryce put his hands on her waist to steady her. "Let's go," he said.

Comforted by his grip, Alexis began hopping forward a few inches at a time. As she approached the center, she noticed a chain had lowered from the ceiling and dangled at her shoulder height. No, she thought. Everybody can see me!

"Think of this as the finale," said Bryce, "for your lesson on humility." When they reached the center, he connected the chain to a ring behind the neck piece of the yoke. He  then fastened the padlock to keep them attached, and gave the chain a solid yank. Alexis could feel it start to pull upward. For a moment Alexis was terrified it would lift her clear into the air, but it stopped quickly. Still, she was forced to stand on her toes, which would become uncomfortable very quickly.

"Here's your last decision of the night, Alexis," said Bryce. "You can have your heels back, so you won't have to stand on your toes, but if you take them, you get something else, I won't say what. It's up to you. Do you want your shoes?"

Alexis wished she knew how long she'd be forced to stand like this. The muscles in her legs were already burning, and she knew more than a few minutes would be unbearable. In her mind she knew whatever the alternative, it wouldn't be pleasant. Either choice meant taking a risk.

Alexis realized her heart was racing. The feeling of the predicament was thrilling, and her pussy had grown wetter in response. She nodded. Whatever it is, I'll deal with it, Alexis thought. I can't stand like this for much longer.

"Okay," said Bryce, and walked away. He reappeared less than a minute later carrying a handful of items. "This is," he said. "how we start the end of the show." First Bryce put on Alexis' shoes, bringing some relief: she was used to wearing heels.

Bryce showed her the first of the two unfamiliar items: a pair of clamps attached to a thin, metal chain. Taking her breast into his hand, he attached the clamps to her nipples. She'd experimented with pinching her breasts before, but never so tightly or from something that never loosened its grip. To make matters worse, her breasts were still sore from having the wax whipped off.

Once the nipple clamps were fastened, Bryce retrieved two more items: a phallic, black piece of rubber and a bottle of lube. "This is for your ass," he said. "Have you ever been penetrated there before?"

If he wants an answer to that, Alexis thought, he's going to have to whip it out of me. As soon as she thought it, she realized she wasn't sure whether that meant she wanted him to or not.

In response, Bryce gave her ass a slap, not unexpectedly. Alexis hissed and twisted. "You're so beautiful, and your peers are so less inhibited than previous generations. I'm guessing you have. It's nothing to be ashamed of."

Maybe he was right, Alexis reflected as Bryce spread lube over the butt plug. She'd heard of "the shocker," as her friends claimed to having done it, though Alexis wasn't sure she believed them. They said sensation was more "different" than painful. Still, she'd been put off enough that now she clenched tight as soon as she felt lube being spread in her ass.

"It'll be worse if you don't relax," said Bryce.

She'd come this far, she wasn't going to give up now, so Alexis let herself open up. As soon as she did, she felt the plug start to enter. It felt larger than she'd have thought from looking at it, and she panted from the pain. Bryce, sensing Alexis' discomfort, worked the plug gently, easing it in gradually until the widest section was fully inside. Alexis bit back a tear as the plug slid home, but willed herself to tolerate the pain.

"Very good," said Bryce. "You have a higher threshold for pain than you think."

To finish his work, he retrieved a length of rope and brought it around her back and up between her legs. He made another loop, cinching it tight across her waist and pussy. "To keep the plug in place," he explained. "Now, one last flogging for the night."

Alexis squeezed her eyes shut in frustration, earning her a hard smack on the ass. "Eyes open," Bryce reminded her. Standing directly behind her, he swung the flogger in slow figure-eights, striking her ass on each side, lightly at first. With each hit, Alexis jostled, which only caused her to feel the plug and the nipple clamps more distinctly. When Bryce was done, her ass throbbed all over, like she'd sat bare-bottomed on scalding asphalt. "Good girl," Bryce said to her, leaning in to kiss her cheek.

With a glance down, Alexis could see the tell-tale bulge in his pants. He didn't act on it, though, and instead turned to the crowd and took a short bow. When the audience cheered, Alexis wasn't sure if it was for her or for him.

***

The house lights came on then, as the show was over. Many of audience members stood up and began making their way to the dessert tables and to her. Alexis tried to keep from showing how humiliated she felt, but she'd never been exposed to so many men and women at once before. Many of the men went out of their way to shake hands with Bryce and thank him for his work.

"And you, Alexis," said one man. Skinny and wrinkled with thin, he reminded her of the Crypt-Keeper with his ghoulish grin and long, white hair. He was flanked by two gorgeous, exotic women. "You were extraordinary. I've been to a few of these," he said, suggestively wrapping his arms around his companions, "and tonight was an unexpected joy. Someday you'll look back on tonight as one of the greatest nights of your life."

I doubt it, thought Alexis. She writhed in her bondage, recoiling at the idea.

The man laughed, a hearty, ebullient sound. "You don't understand yet. You will soon, I can tell." Even the women with him smiled, nodding in agreement.

We'll see, old man, Alexis thought.

With that, he moved on to find a dessert, making way for the many others who wanted to wish Alexis well. A line had formed, much longer than the line at the dessert table. Is everybody going to come see me? Alexis wondered. This was going to take forever. She felt so sore, she wanted to be finished already. Hadn't this gone on long enough?

One by one, each guest had their meeting with Alexis. Some congratulated her on her performance or wished her a happy birthday. Some of the more direct guests complimented her figure, or how nice her dress had looked before it was torn off. To her surprise, nobody attempted to add their own slap or yank on her nipple clamps. Was that against the rules or something? Were there rules?

After each guest spoke to Alexis, she noticed that a few left the party, but most either joined the dessert line or retook their seats. Bryce said this was it, hadn't he? What else is there for them to see? Or is there more to the party than just me? What if there's another girl?

When at last all of the guests had greeted Alexis, Bryce began detaching the chain that held up her yoke and untying the ropes around her legs.

"Ladies and gentlemen," Ray cut in. "Let's have one last round of applause for Alexis as she says goodnight!"

"Walk," said Bryce, pointing toward the back door with the flogger. "Slowly," he added.

The crowd obliged, clapping and hooting for Alexis, who took short, deliberate steps. The path toward the door took her right through the re-seated audience. She ached to run for the door and disappear out of sight, but what would the punishment be for hurrying? Bryce's warning was clear. The crowd probably wanted to watch her walk, which caused the butt plug to shift and the nipple clamp's chain to sway with every step.

Finally, after what seemed an eternity, Alexis reached the door and the sound of the audience started to recede. Ahead, there was a long corridor leading to metal doors; an elevator, she thought. "Keep going," Bryce said. "You can walk at a normal pace, if you like."

Where does this lead? thought Alexis. Why doesn't he untie me now? Isn't it over?

Before long Alexis saw she was right: it was an elevator, which opened without being signaled. On the inside there were no controls, save a single red button to call if the lift broke down. Without a word, the elevator closed behind them and began to descend gently. When it stopped, Alexis didn't wait to be told to keep going, she just kept walking.

The new corridor before her looked like something out of a movie: the walls were made of stone, with cells made by intersecting flat, metal bars. This is a dungeon! she realized. The idea seemed absurd, but then again, the building reminded her of a castle when they arrived. Maybe it was?

Alexis gasped when she saw that some of the cells were occupied: a handful of girls were asleep in varying states of binding. They were all very attractive, Alexis realized. At least as much as me. What was this place?

At the end of the hall a door to a cell was open. The cell was as spartan as she could imagine. It contained a bench with a single, lumpy pillow. There was a metal toilet in the corner, as well as a sink smaller than a cereal bowl. On the bench, Alexis noticed a  plate with a variety of food from the banquet, including a slice of her cake. "Inside," Bryce ordered. "Stay near the door."

Alexis did as told and found herself thinking of the way his pants looked after her last flogging. She became aroused remembering how much he'd wanted her, and now here they were alone again. But what was he going to do here?

As soon as she stepped inside the cell Bryce shut the door. The hinges didn't creak like she expected, they glided silently. Instead she felt the yoke being pulled backward slightly, followed by the sound of a padlock releasing. One by one he removed each lock until the yoke separated, releasing Alexis.

"Turn around. Take off your shoes and kick them outside the cell. Then remove the gag from your mouth and put your hands at your sides," Bryce commanded.

Alexis carried out each order quickly, lamenting that he said nothing about the nipple clamps or buttplug. What about them? And does removing the gag mean permission to speak without getting whipped? How are you supposed to know the rules?

"Sit down and eat," said Bryce.

Alexis lowered herself gingerly, feeling the plug as she set herself down on the bench. She picked up the plate and realized there was no silverware. She'd have to use her hands. Figures, she thought, but was too hungry to care for long.

"Make sure to finish everything, then go to sleep. We're going to be busy tomorrow."

"Tomorrow?" Alexis said, not understanding. She didn't care if she would be punished, she had to know what was going on.

"First day of summer school."

"What?"

Bryce shook his head. "You didn't think tonight was it, did you? That you'd learned your lesson and you'd get your inheritance back after a couple of hours?"

Alexis felt tears start to well up. "What else... what else do I have to do?"

"Not knowing the answer to that is part of the problem. You're here because you have to unlearn a decade of doting by a parent clueless to how poorly you were being raised. You have to learn how to accept not always getting what you want and having to do things you don't want to do. You have to learn to earn the things you want, instead of expecting them to be given to you. Basically, you have to learn how to be an adult. And if you want to be promiscuous, you have to learn how not to get caught."

"How long will this take?"

"Your father wants to have you finished in time for your first semester at college, but if it takes longer, he'll understand."

Alexis couldn't believe what she'd heard. The whole summer? She'd miss everything: Cancun, the Hamptons, Maui. But, that's the point, isn't it? "What if I offered to do anything you wanted, and I could go after that?" she offered.

"Anything I want, huh? I've got a little news for you: you're going to do anything I want, or you fail. You can still leave at any time, but you know what the cost will be."

This is bullshit, Alexis thought. 

"To be totally honest, I'll let you in on something: I'm not the one grading you. When, or if, you graduate isn't up to me. It would be a conflict of interests."

A what? "That means...?"

"It means I work for your father. I'm his... protege, I guess. I help run the company that's made you rich. If he doesn't pass the company onto you someday, then I'm the logical choice. So I'm motivated to get you to flunk out, which means the decision on whether you pass or fail can't be up to me."

"Oh." Alexis was surprised he'd admit all that, considering what she'd heard about the cutthroat business world. Had her father ever mentioned him before? Had they ever met? Bryce was so young to have such a powerful position; how did he do it? Was he connected, or just that talented?

"Who is it up to?" she asked.

"I can't say."

"Is it going to be harder than tonight?"

"Tonight you may have felt angry, or humiliated or frustrated, but your body told me you enjoyed yourself too. This summer will be challenging, I promise you, but you can learn and have fun at the same time, if you choose to. Now, come here and lean in close so I can untie the rest."

She squeezed herself against the bars, and Bryce untied the rope around her waste. He unclasped the ball gag, then reached around her waist and gently pulled out the buttplug. He placed both in a bucket sitting outside her cell. 

"This is going to hurt," he said. "Keep quiet."

Alexis nodded, and after staring into her eyes, Bryce removed the nipple clamps. Immediately the feeling started to return; she hadn't realized she'd lost it. She wanted to scream, but instead held her breath as her breasts throbbed.

"Turn around. Bend over," Bryce said. "You've earned this."

With her back to the bars, Alexis felt Bryce reach through and feel her pussy with his fingers. Feeling that she was quite wet, he began tracing his fingers up and down, causing her arousal to surge. She'd felt dirty in a pleasantly erotic way before, but Alexis never thought she'd be in a situation like this: being used, inside what amounted to a prison cell. All night she'd felt Bryce's strength, and even a bit of charm. He was a powerful man in his own right, and she couldn't deny it appealed to her.

He also knew what he was doing in this regard. His touch felt like a quiet roll of thunder, soft but promising an intense storm. When he sensed that Alexis was on the edge, he plunged his fingers inside and worked them vigorously inside her.

"Can I come?" she soon asked, nearly out of breath.

"Not yet," he said. "Hold it."

Alexis panted in exasperation, but held on as Bryce continued. She tried to keep her moans quiet, but she was losing control. She became louder and louder and soon she felt that she couldn't hold on any longer. "Can I?" she pleaded.

"Yes," Bryce said.

Alexis gasped in pleasure, stifling a scream. The cold bars against her backside and the frigid floor below her bare feet ceased to exist. Her still sore breasts weren't there to distract her. She climaxed with a power that reverberated through her whole body.

"Good," said Bryce. "Take a seat, or lie down. Tonight you can rest unbound, but that's not something you should expect to happen much."

"What if I want to leave? What if I change my mind after you leave?"

"Just say so out loud. You'll be heard. No need to shout."

"I'm being watched?"

"At all times. Get used to it." Bryce started to turn and leave, but stopped. "I have a question for you."

"Okay."

"Why don't you quit? Why suffer through all this?"

Alexis didn't think about her answer. "Are you nuts? I can't lose everything."

"Can't you? Your father is very rich, but you're smart. If you go to college you'll get a degree and then a good job. You may not be a billionaire, but you won't starve to death."

She'd never thought of that before. She'd always assumed she'd always be rich because of her father. Making her own way in the world had never crossed her mind, but why not? Daddy would be proud of her if she did. Bryce would know, if he...

"Maybe. Or maybe you're saying that so I'll quit and you'll get the company."

Bryce smiled. "I knew you were smart. Good night, Alexis. See you tomorrow."

He started to turn to leave, but Alexis said, "Wait. How am I supposed to sleep?" She'd never slept on anything as small as that bench since she was an infant in a cradle.

"What, you're not tired?" Bryce chuckled. "If you can't sleep tonight, I guarantee  you will tomorrow," he said, walking away. Alexis listened to his footsteps grow distant, then lay down on the bench. The cold metal against her naked body chilled her at first, but she soon began to feel warm again.

Staring at the ceiling she thought to herself, Maybe I'll close my eyes and wake up, and this would all be a dream. But the whips and clamps and hurt, and you can't get hurt in a dream. You can still leave any time. But why let Bryce have her father's company? The fact that I'm here means it could still be mine, she realized. Daddy wouldn't do this to me for nothing. So,  if she got through this, she could beat Bryce. The look on his face... it would be incredible, and Alexis wanted to see it.

I'll see it, she thought, as she shut her eyes. I will.

---
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If you enjoyed this story, read the continuation! "The Billionaire's Heiress: Hard Lessons" by Sasha Rich is now available. 
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