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Alexis stripped off the bra and panties and tossed them aside. She held her hands above her head so Tag and Charles could place manacles around her wrists. When they were locked into place, each one was attached to a separate chain hanging from the ceiling. This caused her arms to be pulled in opposite directions. Her legs were also spread apart, in this case using the same restraints that had been used on Tessa earlier in the show.

What Alexis had not expected came next: the chains on her arms retracted slightly into their mounts inside the ceiling. Although they only moved a few inches, it was enough to lift her off her feet and onto her tiptoes. She was barely making contact with the ground, and the strain on her arms was incredible.

"Eyes open, beautiful," said Justin, who now held a flogger. She hadn't even realized she'd closed her eyes. Justin then produced a large, red ball gag. Alexis opened her mouth without being asked, and the gag was quickly stuffed inside and secured. He tightened the gag with surprising strength. He didn't seem as sweet anymore. A hidden darkness? she thought. That could be pretty hot.

"Are you ready?" asked Tag.

Alexis nodded.
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The Billionaire's Heiress: Dirty Lessons

Alexis couldn't help feeling a sense of deja vu. Tonight she was going to a party, one that had been planned specifically for her. Unlike her birthday party a few nights ago, she would not be the absolute center of attention tonight. Similar to that unforgettable night, however, she was going to be the plaything of many men. Last time she didn't know. This time, she couldn't wait.

At tonight's party there was no mistake: she wasn't the guest, she was the entertainment. Dressed in black lingerie, she danced inside a man-sized birdcage. Though the bars were widely spaced, they weren't so far apart that Alexis could escape: the cage was very real. She and more than a dozen other women moved to trance and electronica beats, a stark contrast to the traditional band that played on her birthday. The cages were arranged in a circle around the dance floor of the great hall, and the strobe lights reflected off the pinches of glitter applied to their skin. Each girl wore a different shade of glitter, forming a circular rainbow that circumnavigated the room. A colored stripe matching each girl's glitter ran along the base of the cage. Alexis liked her's: neon pink. It highlighted her slim figure and contrasted well with her tanned skin.

As Alexis danced, she tried to clear her mind, to just be in the moment, to forget about her burning desire, that irresistible itch. Soon it would be time. She just had to be good for a little while longer.

But how long would that be? she wondered. It had been more than a day since she was last allowed an orgasm. That didn't sound like very long, but ever since she entered the program, she'd discovered just how insatiable she could be. The program subjected its participants to strict rules and she'd broken her share, resulting in all sorts of disciplinary measures. Though she enjoyed all of them, incredibly, she'd recently learned a hard lesson about self-control: left in her cell for more than a day, bound and unable to pleasure herself, she experienced a frustration she never thought possible. As a billionaire's heiress, she'd had little exposure to deprivation. Being tantalized by bondage but utterly incapable of obtaining release was almost painful, not just because of how badly she wanted it, but because not being able to have it only made her want it more. She was still feeling it, despite her best attempts. She had to be very careful how she danced, where she placed her hands: if they thought she was trying to surreptitiously pleasure herself, she would be in for an even longer stretch of denial. Days, perhaps. She knew it wouldn't take much to get off, and she was determined to wait. In the next few hours, she'd have her payoff.

But she'd have to earn it.

Maybe the men in the room could sense it, because in the dim light Alexis could plainly see there were more men staring at her, more surrounding her cage than any of the others. They all wanted to be the one to make her cum. Did they know the girl in that cage with the newly-dyed brown hair was really Alexis Hart, the daughter for whom LexTech Systems was named? Maybe they'd seen paparazzi pictures of her and had her on their wish lists of future conquests, or maybe she just looked like she was aching for their cocks. Perhaps they could be lured by her desire, like it was a pheromone sweeter than her lilac perfume.

At the last party Alexis was asked to find a man for a dance: she'd been drawn toward Bryce, and it was no coincidence that he had been planted there specifically for her. They knew that she'd gravitate toward his masculinity, his built physique and intimidating demeanor. She knew he had to be somewhere in the crowd tonight, or at least nearby. Maybe he's watching, she thought. She shivered. She knew tonight she would have some control over what would happen, but not the men. Maybe they'd be chosen at random, but maybe they'd be selected for her. But if they were, who would make the selection? If it were Bryce, she knew his choice would be... what? What did he have in mind? She could never tell. As her father's protege, Bryce benefited from a keen sense of how Alexis was raised, and how she would react to a given challenge.

That is, except for how much she enjoyed her treatment. None of them counted on that. How could they have known? I sure didn't.

When the track pumping from the stereo concluded, the music faded out, the lights brightened and a DJ addressed the crowd. "Ladies and gentlemen, good evening! I'm Ray March and it's great to see you all here tonight! Welcome to the Showcase!"

Alexis recognized the voice immediately. It was imprinted in her memory from her birthday party. It belonged to the same DJ from just a few nights ago.

A day ago she went into her first class knowing nothing about what was expected of her. Today, however, Alexis knew a little about the Showcase. She and her classmates would be "examined" by clients of the program. What did "examined" mean? That was left unclear, but she could guess: sexual favors, discipline, bondage. All the things she'd come to love since her birthday. Additionally, after being released from the restraints she'd been in for hours and hours, she'd received a message explaining the purpose of her next trial: a video from her father.

"Alexis," he'd said. "I am not present at the program to monitor your progress for two important reasons. The first is that I'm your father and I have no wish to witness any of it. However, I do know the value of the lessons you're receiving, which is why you're there. The second reason is that my company - the company I hope you will one day inherit - requires too much of my attention to be there in person.

"That being the case, I will have eyes and ears at tonight's Showcase. They'll spare me the details, but I will know if you are developing the skills you'll need to lead a company like LexTech into the future.

"In the business world, deals are never made easily. Negotiations are never cut and dry. Everybody involved has their own motivations, there own strengths and weaknesses. If you want to get the better end of the deal, you have to be prepared to conquer your weaknesses and prey on those of others. You must be ready to walk away from a bad deal. Sometimes in the course of a lengthy negotiation, people seek to make a deal, any deal, just so that they feel like something has been accomplished: you must not be susceptible to such actions, and you must be ready to recognize it in others.

"If you are as intelligent as I think you are, a keen business sense should come naturally to you. But you'll have to overcome your personal flaws. That's the whole point of enrolling in the program.

"Remember, you can quit this program at any time. If you're seeing this video, I expect you've decided to continue. Maybe you're determined to succeed, maybe you're close to reaching your limit. Either way, I'm proud of you for being willing to better yourself. Good luck tonight."

Alexis was determined to succeed, but she was nowhere near her limit. Could anybody have expected her to love the treatment she's received, to desire more and more? Doubtful.

With everyone at the party now paying attention to the DJ, Alexis stopped dancing.

"Tonight," Ray said, "you will see what our class of new arrivals has learned after only a very short time. Naturally, some of them are still a little rough around the edges."

The men in the room chuckled. Alexis could feel her face flush. That's for sure. What did they expect, after only one day?

"But they're certainly familiar with the penalties and disciplinary measures we administer here, so expect them to be on their best behavior. Or else." Ray winked. The men laughed some more. "Now, if you'll direct your attention to the big screen, we have a short presentation: a review of our girls' lessons so far."

The lights dimmed as a half dozen projection screens unfurled around the room, allowing all of the tables an easy view.

The video began by panning along a line of women all standing at attention. Their arms could not be seen, most likely bound behind their backs. It was just like the line Alexis had seen during her lesson: all the girls on their best behavior, ready to obey. The video had no musical score, but when the scene changed to show a variety of floggings, the yelps and shouts of the class were plainly audible. The video then cut to show a girl Alexis recognized: the pretty, thin, redheaded Carissa. She was taking somebody's member into her mouth, her hands tied behind her back. After a few moments, the video cut to another class member on a bed, her arms and legs spread wide and tied to the posts. She was gagged with a big, red ball-gag, and a massager was tied into place on her pussy. She grunted through her gag, rising toward an orgasm, but before she climaxed, the video cut to yet another girl in another scene.

Throughout the video, Alexis felt wetness spreading through her panties. Nothing she saw seemed unappealing: she wanted to try all of it. Why this all appealed to her, she still couldn't explain.

When the video concluded and the lights came on, there was a soft, polite applause.

"Thank you all," said Ray. "I'll now ask all of you to open the envelope you received when you came in. On it you'll find a card indicating the group you're in, indicated by color. Each color corresponds to a table and a class member. Please find your group and take your seats."

Alexis and the other girls all watched as the men tore into their envelopes. Within a few minutes, all of them found their tables.

"One group should have noticed a gold star on their cards. They're in for a pleasant surprise. More on that later," said Ray. "Each group should now take a few minutes to discuss what sort of performances they'd like to see out of our program participants. You've been grouped together based on your indicated interests: not to match one another, but to create a diversity of tastes within each group. This will allow you to test the girls' training in a variety of ways. When you're done, you'll confer with the girls and begin negotiations."

Interesting, Alexis thought. Negotiations? She knew the Showcase was a semi-regularly held event in this place, but she couldn't help feeling like this was the sort of challenge her father wanted her to face. Something with a direct link to the business world. Sort of.

Alexis scanned the crowd and located the group of men who were looking in her direction. They didn't look like Bryce, or the other two men she'd met, Huck and Harry. Like the rest of the men present, they were dressed in sports jackets and suits. Many were young: ladder-climbing, overnight success stories, probably from technology firms. A few were slightly older: veterans of industry, sages of their fields. The one thing they had in common: wealth. On another night they might all be wearing tuxedos, but this was more of a party than a soiree. Almost like a conference, or a trade show, rather than a board meeting. Instead of hundreds of different colognes, she smelled antiperspirant: they were prepared for an active night, not a night at the theater.

Alexis watched the men in her group as they discussed their... what? A plan? Strategy? Then she saw him: Bryce. He approached the group and shook hands with each of the men. He brought them in close for a huddle. Alexis wondered, was he sharing a secret or giving them a pep talk? He wants them to be ready to plow me all night long, she fantasized, biting her lip. A foot taller than the others and so much more built, Bryce looked like a giant. I hope he motivated them, instead of intimidating them, Alexis thought.

She had no reason to worry: when the group broke from its huddle, Bryce clapped them on the shoulders and left. The men sauntered over to her looking determined and confident. They probably know I'm ready to pop. And Bryce could have told them exactly how I like it.

Wearing stylish glasses and a five o'clock shadow, the first man looked to be in his late twenties. "You must be Destiny," he said.

Oh right, thought Alexis. Stage names for tonight. The men here were clients of the program, but Alexis guessed they weren't as elite as her father or the guests from her birthday. Millionaires, she thought. Here for a night with the girls, to give them some experience for the billionaire's they'll eventually work for. That was just fine, Alexis reasoned. They don't need to know who I really am to make me cum.

"Hi," she said. "What about you?"

"Call me... Tag. I noticed you were watching us just now."

"Yes." What should I say? What did Bryce tell them?

"That man said you were a special case, and we've got the stars on our cards, so I'm sure he was right," said Tag. "Do you know what it means?"

You'll have to do better than that. "You tell me," she countered.

"It means that you're not just another one of the girls in this castle. You're not an immigrant learning to become a high class companion to some oil magnate so she can send money back home to her family. You're not in debt to powerful people and here to pay them off. You have a unique reason for being here, and as such, we're to treat you differently."

As in, be careful with the merchandise? Or something else?

"And how are you going to treat me?" she asked, trying to sound sultry.

Tag and the men laughed. "Very well, I promise you," he said with a wink. "So, tell me, what are you willing to do for us tonight?"

God, what does that mean? If they were anything like Bryce, they could think of a lot more to do than her. "The DJ said you all have a few interests. What do you all want to do?"

Alexis could feel herself dripping as each man listed the things they enjoyed and wanted to do to her. She could see the bulges in their pants too, and realized that the men were all focused on pleasing themselves. "So, what do I get in return?" she asked.

"What do you want?" Tag replied.

"I want orgasms," she said immediately. "I don't care how."

"So direct," said one of Tag's group members, a slightly older man with salt and pepper hair and a beard. "No subtlety. But don't worry. Play your cards right and you'll get what you want."

"It's your... Destiny," said the youngest member of the group. The smirk accentuated the dimples in his cheeks as he spoke. Alexis thought the joke was cheesy, but she was glad he made it: there was so little genuine humor in these other men. They acted coy and clever, for sure, but the jokes always lacked mirth. They all knew Destiny wasn't her real name. Why'd they even choose that? Why not call her something realistic?

"All right," said Tag. "Glad we have an agreement. That was pretty easy guys, wasn't it?"

The men nodded in agreement. "Too bad our group goes last. Are you guys excited? I'm excited. I don't want to wait. I have an idea though. Destiny, come here."

Alexis pressed herself close to the bars as the men approached. "Give us a peek," Tag said.

Alexis felt her cheeks blushing. She ran her hands down her hips, tracing trails with her thumbs, which slipped below the fabric of her panties. She turned around, showing them her ass. She started to lower the panties, but teased and kept them up. God, I'm acting like a stripper, she thought. Still, she was enjoying it. Slowly, swiveling her hips, she pulled the panties down and turned to face the men. Then, just as quickly, she ended the dance and pulled her panties back up.

Whatever the men were thinking, they'd put on their poker faces. "We'll see you later, Destiny." said Tag.

"I'll be waiting," she said.

-

Leaning up against the bars of the cage, it took all of Alexis' willpower not to grind one of the bars between her legs. As she watched her group go, she noticed that several cameramen had taken up positions around the hall.

When the rest of the groups had all taken their seats, the DJ addressed the crowd, asking, "Would the head of each group please key into your tablets any equipment or toy needs you may have? If you want something our staff can's get, you're probably not allowed to use it anyway. In the meantime, how about we get started? Let's hear it for the green group and their beautiful, brave student, Tessa!"

The audience again applauded, but this time it was raucous and loud. The door to one of the girls' cages opened. Alexis recognized Tessa, a dark-skinned, large breasted beauty from her class.

"Tessa, please tell us what you and your group decided on," said Ray.

The woman cleared her throat. "We have decided to play a game involving tickling, caning and bondage."

Tickling? Of all the things they might do to Tessa, Alexis had never imagined they'd simply tickle her. How was that supposed to be a punishment? She'd always liked getting tickled. Alexis was excited to discover a new fetish, something completely unexpected. It was like discovering a new, enticing flavor.

The audience cheered the idea, and Tessa's group immediately sprang into action. First they instructed her to undress, which she did quickly, revealing her firm breasts and shapely behind. They then led her to a spot on the dance floor where a heavy chain descended from the ceiling. Alexis had experienced being tied to it during her birthday party, so she had a feeling she knew what was about to happen. Sure enough, a man tied Tessa's wrists together, then connected the ropes to the chain, pulling Tessa's arms up into the air. Another man tapped the inside of her thighs, prompting her to spread her legs. Once she did, they secured her ankles in cuffs that were connected to a long, wooden bar, ensuring that her legs would remain spread apart. Before they finished, an assistant appeared with the implements requested by the group: a long, thin cane and a pair of large, white feathers.

"Tessa, please explain to everyone how this game is played," said Ray.

"They're going to start by caning me in a spot of their choosing. When I feel I can't take anymore, I'll ask them to switch to tickling me. Then, when I can't take the tickling anymore, they'll switch back."

"All right," said Ray. "That sounds good to me! What do you think, everyone?"

The audience cheered in approval.

Alexis admitted the predicament sounded intriguing, but she felt worried as well: That's it? That's all their group agreed to do? Where was the reward? Was it the tickling? It didn't sound that way.

"Green group, begin whenever you're ready," said Ray.

The leader of the group took the cane and swung it around in the air, practicing his swing or perhaps just allowing Tessa to hear the whoosh it made. He paused for a moment and waited for the crowd to fall silent. He then began peppering her ass with taps from the cane. The hits didn't produce a loud slap against her skin, but Alexis could tell they hurt. Like the men in her group, the men in Tessa's looked fairly strong for wealthy businessmen. As he worked her over, half of the projection screens showed a closeup of her ass, making clear the welts developing into long red lines. The other half trained on her face, catching her pained reactions.

Tessa kept her composure at first, but soon the tapping of the cane grew louder and she started groaning from the pain. When the group leader gave her ass a loud thwack, Tessa shrieked and shouted, "Switch!"

The group leader stepped aside and the man holding the feathers approached. He didn't wait for Tessa to catch her breath, he started running the feathers over her breasts right away. Laughing hysterically, Tessa twisted around, yanking fruitlessly on the chain pulling up her wrists.

Alexis still wasn't sure she understood the tickling itself, but she knew anything that would make her struggle like that must be quite a sensation. More interestingly, Tessa hadn't been able to contain her reaction to the tickling at all: she was laughing the moment it started. She withstood caning for much longer without any kind of response. Sure enough, after only a few seconds, Tessa forced herself to breathe deeply enough to call out, "Switch!"

The leader handed off the cane to the next man in the group. Instead of standing behind Tessa so he could cane her backside, he stood in front of her. Not giving Tessa any mercy, he began caning her breasts before she could steady herself. He started slowly as well, gradually increasing the strength of his taps. This time Tessa started moaning sooner, and when she shouted for a change, several red welts had appeared across her breasts. When the man tickled her, she begged for the switch even faster.

Finally, the last man in the group caning her on her pussy. Watching Tessa's punishment, Alexis was starting to lose herself. She wanted to cum. Everybody's watching her! she realized. I could help myself, and as long as I kept it quiet... She stopped. Not because she wanted to maintain self-control, but her memories of the past few days caught up to her: Somebody WAS watching, she realized. Bryce. He would not be distracted by the show. His focus would be squarely on her.

It didn't take long for the caning on Tessa's sensitive pussy to become too painful to continue, and she screamed for the switch. This time, however, instead of just the man with the feathers tickling her breasts, the entire group gathered around her to tickle her body in as many places as possible. Tessa immediately began laughing uncontrollably and struggling against the chain to try and get away. As soon as it seemed like she might have difficulty breathing, the group stopped. After a minute, she regained her composure.

"Let's hear it for Tessa!" Ray shouted to the crowd, who cheered happily. While the audience clapped, the green group quickly untied Tessa and led her back to her cage.

That's it? thought Alexis. No orgasm? She did what they wanted - why wasn't she rewarded?

"Our next showcase will be... the orange group! Everyone give a warm welcome to Bérénice!"

Alexis watched the next girl with heightened attention. Had she made a mistake in her negotiation?

"I have agreed to be tied up in a suspension. In exchange for enduring the position and pleasuring the men in my group, I will earn at least one orgasm," Bérénice explained. The svelte brunette spoke with a delightful French accent, with a slight rasp that added a distinct sensuality. Alexis recognized her from yesterday's class as well, and hearing her say she'd be rewarded was a huge relief. Maybe Tessa was just bad at business deals? Maybe she'd cracked under the pressure and forgotten to ask for a reward?

Before the audience, Bérénice was stripped, then hogtied with rope and lifted two feet into the air, where she dangled and slowly swiveled, like a human mobile. Alexis was transfixed, her astonishment barely overshadowing her arousal. The woman had nothing to support her but the ropes restraining her. She had no safety net but the trust of men she only just met. Alexis knew the feeling of being completely under the thumb of attractive men, but she had never felt as helpless as Bérénice looked. Alexis had to force herself to keep her hands firmly wrapped around the bars of her cage; she couldn't trust them not to wander otherwise. When the orange group had enjoyed observing the girl for a few minutes, two of the men took off their suit jackets and unbuckled their pants. Seeing their cocks were as stiff as timber, Alexis' jealousy for the French woman surged like steam from a boiling kettle. The men then took Bérénice at the same time, entering her mouth and pussy. Alexis squeezed the bars of her cage harder. She considered looking away, but she couldn't.

The man pounding Bérénice's pussy came first, groaning with bliss. He quickly stepped aside, and when he did the next man in his group was undressed and waiting. He wasted no time in taking his predecessor's place. If Bérénice had noticed the change, she gave no reaction. By now her own orgasm was clearly swelling up, her moans muffled by the member in her mouth but still plain to hear. When the appendage invading her mouth expelled its load, she took the opportunity to spit out the request, "Can I cum?"

In unison, all four men in her group replied, "Yes!" The members of the audience laughed, but quickly quieted themselves so they could hear Bérénice's thunderous moan, a long, sustained report of pure ecstasy.

Alexis longed for such a release, wishing she could be in Bérénice's place. At least I know I'm not the only one enjoying all of this, she thought. Alexis' jealousy and desire continued to grow as the fourth man climaxed, because instead of stopping, the men instead continued, each taking a second turn. By the time they finished, Bérénice was completely enraptured, hanging above the floor in a daze. The audience cheered, and the men of the orange group took satisfied bows, then dressed themselves and untied their girl. The leader of the group obligingly carried Bérénice back to her cage and gently set her down there. She smiled when he kissed her on the cheek.

With their demonstration complete, the DJ called out the next group. The evening continued like this, one girl at a time. Alexis watched as each was brought out on the dance floor. Most of them had worked out an arrangement like Bérénice's: some form of bondage or discipline, coupled with a reward. Alexis imagined herself experiencing each, and made mental notes to try and remember each one: she wanted to try them as soon as she could. How though? she wondered. Would Bryce do these things if I asked? She'd never considered the notion before: her treatment thus far had always come as a result of somebody else's decisions, somebody else's rules. None of it had happened because she'd asked for it. Is asking against the code of conduct? And what would they do if they knew how much I wanted their so-called "punishments?" 

When her turn had arrived at last, Alexis felt goosebumps form on her skin. She realized, she would have to speak to the crowd like the other girls. She'd never done that before. Alexis was used to being gagged, to not speaking at all. It never even occurred to her to rehearse. What was she going to say? Were the other girls as nervous as her?

"Thank you, yellow group. It is now my pleasure to introduce our special feature of the evening. You may now have guessed the group with the gold star is neon piiiiiiiiiiink! Everybody put your hands together for our newest program member, Destiny!"

The door to Alexis' cage parted and the crowd unleashed a cacophonous response. Do they know who I really am? What were they told? she wondered.

"Also, we have a special guest: a curator who will oversee the neon pink group. Please welcome Torvald Irons."

Bryce. Alexis recognized him immediately, despite his glasses and slicked back hair. It made sense that if she were to have a stage name tonight, so would he. And she wondered, what was a curator? Was she some kind of exhibit?

"So, Destiny," said the DJ. "Tell everyone about your group's showcase."

Alexis froze. Say something! But what? "Well... we..." She didn't know what to say.

"Ray, let me help," said Bryce. "It's been a while since they came to their agreement, and Destiny has been enjoying the show as much as the rest of us."

Applause echoed through the chamber. Did Bryce know that for a fact, or was he saying that to get the crowd excited?

"Destiny has promised to pleasure each of the men in her group to their satisfaction, and as agreed, she will receive multiple orgasms if she 'plays her cards right,'" Bryce explained. Something about the way he emphasized the last part of the statement worried Alexis. It sounded sinister in some way. Still, Alexis felt grateful to Bryce for speaking in her place. 

"All right then," said Ray. "Let's see what the neon pink group has in store!"

Tag took the microphone from the DJ. "First, to get us all in the mood, Destiny will give each of us a lap dance," he announced.

The somewhat older member of their group, Charles, carried a chair onto the dance floor, and Tag sat down to take the first turn.

Alexis had never felt so nervous in her life. She'd never given anyone a lap dance; she'd never even seen it done in person. She had a vague sense of what to do, but if there was any sort of fine technique, she had no idea. And she imagined this would not be the first lap dance for these men. Furthermore, this was the first time Alexis really was in control of a performance. She wasn't tied up, gagged or even nude. It was a lot easier, she realized, to be tied up and flogged: all she had to do was take it. Maybe they'd make her count, but that was all. And to make matters worse, she still had to maintain her arousal: no climaxing.

She began by sitting down on Tag's lap, facing outward. She could feel the bulge in his pants poking against her ass. It felt hard and thick, like the end of a steel baseball bat. Not knowing what to do, she gyrated in place, rubbing his member through their clothes. She could feel moisture gathering at their point of contact, and she blushed in embarrassment. She hadn't cum, but she was dripping enough to soak through her lingerie. In a panic, she hopped off Tag and turned to look at his pants.

Tag laughed. Still holding the microphone, he said, "Anyone know a good all-night dry cleaner?" Alexis felt mortified, but before she could apologize, Tag stood up and let Charles take his place.

"I'm just kidding," said Tag. "That's what butlers are for."

Charles patted his thighs, beckoning for Alexis to sit. Although still blushing, she obeyed. She didn't sit down, instead resting her hands on his shoulders and leaning in to face him. She'd never been intimate with someone his age, and thought having to look at him would help keep her arousal in check. However, as she danced she realized that he was still handsome, and he projected confidence in a way that felt truer than some of the younger men in the group. In a way, it was intimidating: how many lap dances had he enjoyed in his lifetime? Hundreds? How could she hope to compare? "If she played her cards right," he'd said. What if her performance only rated a six of clubs? The she wanted the ace of spades of pleasure.

Grinding on Charles' lap had aroused her fully again, and before she lost control she got up. She waved over Justin, the youngest member of the group, the joker.

"You're beautiful," he said to her as she slid across his rising peak. "You know that, right?"

Alexis stopped for a moment, stunned. When was the last time somebody had complimented her? When was the last time it had come unsolicited, or not in the form of blatant flattery? Guys had told her she was hot all the time, and she'd always known they wanted her. Justin was all set to have her - he didn't have to butter her up.

"Thanks," she muttered. She increased her pace, not sure how to feel about Justin. He was sweet, and being praised felt nice, but somehow not in a sexual way. In her heart, she wanted just the opposite: being degraded by men was what got her wet.

If her hurried work displeased Justin or Heath, the last member of the neon pink group, neither complained. Alexis was desperate to move on, make the next stage, get one step closer to her reward.

"For the next part, Destiny will endure an extensive flogging while bound and gagged," Tag told the crowd, which was met with hoots and applause. "Take off those panties," he instructed Alexis. "Maybe somebody can find a nice clothesline to dry them on."

Alexis stripped off the bra and panties and tossed them aside. She held her hands above her head so Tag and Charles could place manacles around her wrists. When they were locked into place, each one was attached to a separate chain hanging from the ceiling. This caused her arms to be pulled in opposite directions. Her legs were also spread apart, in this case using the same restraints that had been used on Tessa earlier in the show.

What Alexis had not expected came next: the chains on her arms retracted slightly into their mounts inside the ceiling. Although they only moved a few inches, it was enough to lift her off her feet and onto her tiptoes. She was barely making contact with the ground, and the strain on her arms was incredible.

Alexis felt a hit on her chest. "Eyes open, beautiful," said Justin, who now held a flogger. She hadn't even realized she'd closed her eyes. Justin then produced a large, red ball gag. Alexis opened her mouth without being asked, and the gag was quickly stuffed inside and secured. He tightened the gag with surprising strength. He didn't seem as sweet anymore. A hidden darkness? she thought. That could be pretty hot.

"Are you ready?" asked Tag.

Alexis nodded.

The group began the flogging slowly. Each man focused on a different spot: two for her ass, one each for her breasts and pussy. They worked out a pattern, striking different locations in sequence. The sensation was agonizing but exquisite: she felt like a thousand jolts were electrifying her, frying her synapses and overloading her senses. Her moaning was muffled by her gag, but there was no question her senses were ablaze.

When the flogging finally concluded, every inch of skin on or near her ass, chest and pussy burned. Though feeling very sore, she also felt relieved: she was glad it was over, but she was equally happy it happened. If not for the chains holding her by the arms, she wasn't sure if she could stand. It wasn't the pleasure she had been waiting for, but it was a start. The audience had cheered for her, Alexis realized, hearing the last few claps echoing through the hall. She had completely tuned out her surroundings. They could have offered to fuck her brains out right then and there, and she would not have heard. I have to work on that, she thought. But how?

When the applause died down, Tag stepped toward Alexis with the microphone. "Are you ready to continue?" he asked, unbuckling her gag and tossing it aside.

Alexis nodded.

Tag explained what came next, and then the group set to work. Together they removed her arms from the chains hanging from the ceiling, as well as the spreader bar cuffed to her ankles. Remembering what they'd discussed, Alexis stood up straight and held her arms together behind her back. Justin approached her holding a collection of buckles and leather straps. Alexis recognized it as a harness, which they'd discussed earlier. She'd had no idea what was meant by a harness, but like an unfamiliar dish on the menu at an expensive French restaurant, it sounded enticing, even if she didn't know what it was.

As soon as the men started fitting it around her arms and waist, she knew she'd made a good decision. One of the straps was fed down her back and up through her crotch and was tightened firmly. Splitting her pussy, the strap hurt, but, at the same time, the contact with her tender mound caused her to drip with excitement.

When they'd finished binding her in the harness, Alexis carefully got down on her knees. Keeping her balance was difficult with her arms behind her back: they had been strapped together at the elbows. It was so stringent, Alexis wasn't sure how long she could bear it. She knew she had to work quickly: the next task was to give each man a blow job. Only when all four had been satisfied would she move onto the final phase and, ultimately, her reward.

Instead of taking turns sitting down, all four men removed their pants and stood before her. Judging from their swollen members, the men in her group were excited by the sight of her petite body in the harness as much as she was excited to be in it. The men moaned blissfully as she worked her mouth up and down each shaft. She'd had lots of recent experience with fellatio, and her technique had improved: her gag reflex had adjusted, allowing her to take cock deeper into her throat, and as she developed a fondness for the act, she became more enthusiastic in her performance.

This became clear to the audience as she quickly brought each man to climax. As the men waited they occasionally used their hands to maintain their erections, but watching her work did most of the job for them.

After each man had been satisfied, Alexis got to her feet, ready for the final challenge. The strap in her crotch burned, and the bruised skin from the flogging still tingled, but her excitement was commanding her attention. So close now!

"Give Destiny a hand, folks, that was hot, huh?" said the DJ. "So, what do you have in mind for her last challenge?"

"A little more pain," Tag said. "And we're not going to let this great harness go to waste."

"All right," replied Ray. "Let's see it"

The men used another spreader bar on Alexis' legs, but it was only a foot across: short enough so she could still walk, but not without a great deal of effort. The pose allowed her crotch to be exposed, and she suspected this was no accident: Justin applied a pair of clamps to her pussy lips. They felt like nipple clamps, but she'd never had them put on her there, and the pain was excruciating. Alexis couldn't help crying out.

"I'm sorry," said Tag. "That looks like it hurts lot."

"Yes, sir," Alexis said.

"Have you ever had one of those?"

Alexis shook her head.

"Would you like something to take your mind off of it?"

"Yes, sir," Alexis answered. She spoke quickly, without thinking, and knew immediately she'd made a mistake.

Sure enough, Justin produced another pair of clamps, which this time was fastened on her sensitive nipples.

"There," said Tag. "That should distract from your pussy." The crowd laughed. Alexis didn't think it was funny. She was mad at herself for falling for the trick, but consoled herself when she figured they were almost certainly going to use those on her regardless.

"Don't worry, babe," said Charles. "There's more." In his hand he held a set of metal balls.

What are those? Alexis wondered. Looking closer she could see that each had a small, protruding hook.

Charles took two and hung them from the chain connected to her nipple clamps. Alexis was not surprised by how much the added weight on the clamps hurt: it was the sound they made that took her aback. The weights had bells in them, and they jingled as they swayed. Charles then reached down and added a weight to the chain of her pussy clamps. Alexis gasped, the pain was so acute.

Before she could say anything she might regret, a new gag was put on: this was shaped like a cylinder, and it had straps that ran not just behind her neck, but across her cheeks and up her forehead. Once it was fastened, she turned to one of the projection screens to see how it looked: she couldn't argue, it was extremely erotic. It matched the body harness perfectly, and it would prevent her from speaking, but not from squealing from the pain. Taken as a whole, she looked pathetic, exposed and humiliated. She was their plaything, completely under their control.

"Walk," said Tag. It was a simple command, but Alexis was stunned by how hard it was: with her legs partially restrained, she could barely lift her feet, and when she did, the weights hanging from the clamps swayed back and forth.

"Walk," Tag said again, this time slapping her ass. Alexis yelped, as he'd purposefully targeted a spot still red from the flogging. She put one foot forward, and as she did the sound of the bells mixed with her grunting. The effect was a paralyzing sense of mortification. "Keep going," Tag ordered, slapping her in the same spot as before. Alexis complied, furious and horny and sore.

I haven't come all this way for nothing, she thought, determined to push past her pain and desire. How's this for self control?

Like an attraction in a circus parade, Alexis was led around the party hall one brutal step at a time. Together she and the neon pink group made a complete circuit around the room, and circled around each table to make sure everyone got a good look. Alexis tried to watch the faces to see if any of the men present were recognizable from her birthday party, but none seemed familiar to her. She also hoped to spot Bryce, but if he was still present, he stayed out of sight.

By the time her march ended, her nipples and pussy ached terribly. A small voice inside her begged, Please, enough. Just tell them you quit. This isn't worth it! Alexis ignored it: she knew better. She was so close.

"Wasn't that fun, Destiny?" Tag asked. Using his fingers, he rubbed her pussy, stroking the swollen lips underneath the clamps. Alexis shook and howled. "I know it hurts, but look at how wet you are." Tag held up his hand for her to see. Sure enough, his fingers glistened under the light. "Well, you've held up your end of the deal. Time for ours, right guys?"

The other men nodded, smiling malevolently. Or is that just my imagination? Alexis thought.

Tag motioned for her to follow him back to her cage. Not seeing another choice, she obeyed. When they got there she stepped inside and turned to face outward. Tag reached toward her crotch and carefully removed the clamps on her pussy. He then vigorously rubbed her skin, and Alexis groaned with delight. Finally.

"Here, let's do this right," Tag said. Justin handed him a vibrator, a large, white device with a massager at the end. Using a length of rope, he tied the vibrator between her legs so it would stay in contact with her pussy. Alexis panted in anticipation: she was a powder keg, ready to explode. He just had to light the fuse.

However, instead of turning on the toy, Tag stepped back and shut the door to her cage. "Uhh, you know Destiny, I'm having second thoughts about our deal."

What? No! Alexis grunted in frustration, struggling in the harness, as if she could break free.

"Well, we never shook hands. We never signed a contract. Really, we only had a vague verbal agreement, and that's not really binding," Tag explained, trying not to let his voice catch on a laugh. "Charles, do you think she played her cards right?"

Charles laughed. "Let's say... no."

Tag looked back to Alexis. "There you have it. Of course, if you want to go back to negotiations, maybe we could work something out, but right now I'm just not sure."

Alexis was livid. This was unbelievable. After all this! You promised! Worst of all, she could hear her father's words: In the business world, deals are never made easily. Negotiations are never cut and dry.

He'd warned her. They'd used a dirty trick, and they'd used her.

As she tried to wrestle her way free, the audience's laughter rolled through the hall.

"You know, if you can reach the switch, then you don't need me," Tag said mockingly. With her hands bound behind her back, and the switch to the vibrator in the front, she had no chance of reaching it with her hands. She could try to nudge it against the bars of the cage, but that wouldn't work and she knew it. She also didn't want to give Tag the satisfaction of seeing her try and fail.

Realizing this, she recognized the need to calm down. Stop feeding into his fantasy. Don't give him more of what he wants for free. She fixed her posture, slowed her breathing, and stared at him. "-Ut -oo -oo -ant?" she mumbled.

If you want to get the better end of the deal, you have to be prepared to conquer your weaknesses and prey on those of others.

"What do I want?" he asked. "That's a good question. Because I know what you want."

I get it, thought Alexis. That's how you manipulated me. "-Ame ih," she said.

"Lean forward," Tag said. He reached through the bars and unbuckled the gag in Alexis' mouth.

"Name it," she repeated.

"My friends and I want your ass."

Anal? She could do that. "I want to cum first," Alexis demanded. "You owe me."

"We owe you nothing," Tag said, getting flustered. Was he not expecting her to play hard ball? Maybe he really doesn't know who my father is.

"We had a deal," Alexis reminded him. "You screwed me over, so this time I want what's mine first."

"No. You'll do what I say."

You must be ready to walk away from a bad deal.

"You want my ass?" she said. "I cum first, or you can kiss my ass."

Tag fumed, but relented. "Let me confer with my group." He and the others whispered to one another, but Alexis didn't know what there was to discuss. She knew they could easily go find another girl who will let them have their way with her, but she wasn't going to be made a fool of again. Not by them, anyway. Now if Bryce were here...

Tag and the others approached her cage. "Compromise," he said. "We put a vibrating dildo in your pussy and turn it on, and we take turns fucking your ass while it's on."

Sometimes in the course of a lengthy negotiation, people seek to make a deal, any deal, just so that they feel like something has been accomplished.

Alexis could see that the men needed to save face: they couldn't let a young woman out-duel them in a business negotiation. However, the deal sounded fair. She'd been stuffed in both holes before and liked it.

"If you don't hold up your end, this stops immediately," Alexis threatened.

"Understood," Tag said.

"Say we have a deal so everyone can hear."

"We have a binding agreement and the neon pink group will adhere to its terms!" he shouted. "All right?"

"You all heard him?" Alexis asked the crowd. They cheered in response. "Good."

Ray the DJ took the microphone from Tag. "Before you begin, the deal must be approved by the curator," he said. "Mr. Irons?" 

"Proceed." Alexis heard Bryce's voice, but it came through the stereo system. She still had no idea where he was.

The door to Alexis' cage re-opened and she stepped out. Within moments an aide brought a vibrating dildo for them to use. Tag untied the massager and set it aside, then released the harness strap running through her crotch. Alexis winced as it was taken out: it had been so tight, and had been there for so long.

"You ready?" Tag asked, holding the vibrator.

"Yeah," she said.

Tag plunged the vibrator into Alexis' soaking wet chasm; despite it's considerable girth, it penetrated her easily. Tag didn't wait to turn it on.

Alexis smiled as the sensation erupted in her pussy. All of the pain from the day's activities washed away and all of the frustration evaporated in an instant; she came within seconds, and she screamed in ecstasy.

Tag took the orgasm as his official invitation. He bent Alexis over, spread her ass cheeks apart and positioned his cock to enter her tight hole. He worked his large rod inside slowly, and Alexis felt the pain of  his entrance, but she was enjoying herself now, and was eager to continue. Once inside, Tag proceeded to thrust hard, drilling into her deeply and rapidly. The sensation from both her orifices being pleasured at the same time ripped another orgasm out of her, and Alexis howled in joy.

It didn't take long for Tag to erupt inside her. Satisfied, he gave her ass a final slap, then pulled out of her and made way for Charles. Alexis didn't even notice: she was in orbit, building quickly toward a third orgasm. Charles lasted longer in her than Tag, and he smacked her ass several times while inside her. Alexis grunted happily each time, and soon her next orgasm was tingling throughout her entire body. By the time Charles finished and Justin and Heath had taken their turns, Alexis was riding a wave of orgasmic rapture, the orgasms crashing through her one after another.

However, as soon as Heath finished, Tag returned and extracted the vibrator. He thought she might strongly object, but she was demolished: she collapsed to the ground, a spent, quivering, blissed-out embodiment of carnality. "Give... it back," she muttered between breaths, but she had no strength left in her body. She shut her eyes to take a moment's rest, but oblivion took her instead.

-

"Wake up."

Alexis opened her eyes. What happened?

When she looked around she realized she was back in her cell. Bryce was standing before her. "That was some show," he said.

As she regained her senses, Alexis realized she was not on her bed; she wasn't even lying down. She was resting on her knees, but her legs were spread, and her crotch rested on some kind of seat. Her pussy was still fairly sore, but the dull throb was nothing compared to what Alexis had already endured. Unsurprisingly, she found that she was bound: her hands were fastened to the wall of her cell by some kind of metal lock. Looking at one, she saw that there restraint was a metal base plate and a metal cuff held together by four nuts. The restraints were utterly inescapable. She must have been really wiped out if they could secure her in such a position without waking her. With her back to the wall, she faced the bars of her cell, looking outward. Just like the night before, she was on display for anybody who passed by. Finally, she noticed a fresh ball gag was hanging around her neck. "Is it over?" she asked.

"It is. You missed the end, but they let it go."

They who? Alexis wondered. "Sorry."

"Don't worry about it. This wasn't an official class, it was a showcase, and we all saw plenty."

"You saw me get played," Alexis said, unhappily.

"That's true," Bryce replied. "But you recovered and got what you wanted."

Alexis smiled sheepishly. Yes I did.

"I felt that today's events warranted sending your father an update. He was more or less pleased. Here, watch."

Bryce held up a tablet and tapped the screen.

"Hello, Lexie," said her father. He was wearing sunglasses in this video, and she thought she could hear a Mariachi band in the background. "I hear you had an interesting day. Bryce didn't provide the dirty details, but from what I understand you entered a deal and got screwed over. You made no effort to hide your real goals and trusted an unknown party to follow through on their promises.

"Now, in a real world situation if you make a deal - in writing - and one party reneges, you can sue for breach of contract. However in this case they had you in a spot. Fortunately, you managed to get what you wanted, after renegotiating a new deal.

"I suppose overall you would call that a success. However, these events prove that you still have much to learn. You may have learned your lesson today, but you learned it the hard way. This is a clear reminder that you have a long way to go.

"Of course, the option to leave is still yours to exercise, should you choose to. However, Bryce has noted that you have put a great deal of effort into your study, which has not gone unappreciated."

Yeah, but has it gone unexplained? Does he really know how much fun I'm having? Alexis thought. She would trade a hundred beach vacations for the few days she's spent in this program.

"Anyway, I have to get back to my own business. Good luck!"

Her father reached for his recording device, and the video ended.

Alexis looked to Bryce. "I'm staying," she said.

"I know."

"So then, what's next... Torvald?"

Bryce started to smile, but caught himself. She saw it though.

"You feel that thing you're sitting on?" he asked.

"Yeah."

"It vibrates."

"Oh."

"Last night you were unable to pleasure yourself. Your unfulfilled desire was a constant source of frustration. Tonight you'll experience the opposite: stimulation without cessation. I'm going to turn it on, and I'm going to leave."

Alexis liked the sound of it, but she tried to keep her excitement to herself. "Okay," she said.

"The point of this is to determine where your limit lies, or if in fact you are truly insatiable. If you decide you've had enough, say so and we'll turn it off. Otherwise, we'll see how long this goes."

Alexis gulped. The idea of being constantly stimulated for hours and hours was arousing, but what if there's too much of a good thing? She wiggled around as best she could on the vibrator.

"Do you have any questions?" Bryce asked.

Alexis thought about it. "What if I am insatiable? What does that mean?"

Bryce crouched down and looked Alexis in the eyes. He cupped her face with his hand sympathetically. "Honestly I don't know. Maybe it means your place is here. It's not what your father would want, but maybe you'd enjoy it."

Is that so? she thought, sarcastically. The whole point of participating in the program was to someday inherit her father's company, the company Bryce wanted. She could never let herself forget: he was an adversary, even if he showed her what seemed like genuine affection. Either way, he had some gall to suggest she voluntarily give up LexTech. Still though, what he said seemed tempting: to stay here and be pleasured day after day... it could be paradise.

No. I'm in this to succeed. I will decide my fate and nobody else.

"I guess we'll have to wait and see," she said.

"No more questions?"

"Do it," she said.

"Very well." Bryce secured the ball gag and tightened it. "Try not to make too much noise. Girls here learn to sleep heavy, but they'd appreciate it."

He turned on the machine below her and leaned in to kiss her cheek. "Have a nice night."

The feeling underneath Alexis was extraordinary. She'd felt massagers, but this took that sensation to another level. Instead of a battery operated wand that was secured to her with a few ropes, this was a plugged in powerhouse of pleasure. It thrummed with energy, and much of her weight was resting on it directly. She soon felt the first orgasm building toward a crescendo.

Alexis knew it had barely even been a minute. Was the vibrator going to be this powerful all night long? Would she become desensitized to it after a while, or would the sensation only continue to build from prolonged exposure? She had no idea.

Panting and writhing on the vibrator, Alexis pulled at her wrists, instinctively trying to free herself. It was no use: she was totally restrained.

Unable to control herself, she quickly came, and she could feel the wetness below her. It had no affect on the machine, of course, and it continued its steady work.

Alexis didn't know how long she'd be able to take this. Right now it was enjoyable, but would it be this way all night? What if it wasn't? What if it was?

There was nothing Alexis could do but wait and find out. Either way, this was going to be a long night.

---


For Further Reading
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If you enjoyed this story but don't know how Alexis Hart's enrollment in the program began, read Sasha Rich's "The Billionaire's Heiress: Birthday Lessons" and "The Billionaire's Heiress: Hard Lessons," the first two stories in the series.

And "The Billionaire's Heiress" series will continue!
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