
        
            
                
            
        

    
The Billionaire's Heiress: Field Test

Copyright 2016 Sasha Rich 

Kindle Edition

All characters depicted are over the age of 18.

This book may not be reproduced in any form by any means, without the author's permission, except for reviewers, who may quote short excerpts.

This book is a work of fiction. All names, characters, locations and action come from the author’s imagination and presented as fiction. Any resemblance to real individuals, alive or deceased, as well as events or places, is completely coincidental.  

This book features explicit depictions of sex and other material that may offend some audiences. Therefore, is intended for adults only.


"Strip to your underwear," Bryce ordered. "Show them."

Alexis stood up and began unbuttoning her clothes. All of the eyes in the room were fixated on her; even Bryce kept his gaze trained on her while reaching under his couch to retrieve a briefcase. What's in there? she wondered. Millions of dollars in cash?

"What do you think, man?" Cam asked his partner.

"It's a lot of money," said Linton. Despite his words, Alexis could see the tent rising in his pants.

"Kayla, take off your bra too," said Bryce. She did as instructed, showing the pair her perky, young tits. "Good, now turn around and walk to the window."

Alexis stepped out of the skirt puddled around her feet, then walked slowly toward the window. What if somebody's watching through a telescope? she thought. The idea was both tantalizing and unnerving.

"Give them a peek," Bryce said next. "Show them."

She did as she was told...
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The Billionaire's Heiress: Field Test

"The results of the test are inconclusive."

Alexis listened as she showered. After the last few days, she luxuriated in the seemingly mundane ritual. More importantly, today she was being allowed to wash herself, on her own. Her instructors had decided she needed no supervision.

Inconclusive. Alexis rolled the word around on her tongue, laughing at the thought. After the night she had, for all of it to have been for nothing. She hadn't been able to complete the test, in a manner of speaking, nor had she opted out of it. In other words, she'd passed out in the middle.

Alexis didn't remember that part, of course. Not because she'd been drunk or drugged: she lost consciousness due to pure physical exhaustion. Thus, the test failed to determine if there was a limit to the amount of sexual pleasure she could enjoy.

Did they think I would beg for them to stop? she wondered. Or that I would go all night long, enjoying one orgasm after another until they got bored?

"Maybe it was a poorly conceived test," Bryce continued.

You think? Whose idea was it? she wondered. Bryce had been sent there to help train her and monitor her progress, but he wasn't an expert. Maybe it was his idea. As a rival, it was in his interest to discourage her, to get her to quit the program.

"It's your fault it didn't work. You're forcing us to improvise."

Us, he said. Was it truly him and the others, or was he spreading the blame around? Without any cards left to play, he tried something new, something he had no idea whether it would work. After all, what would be the worst that could happen? She'd reach her limit and have to quit?

Alexis wasn't complaining of course. She'd enjoyed herself immensely. The question was, how would it impact her participation in the program?

"So what's next?" she asked.

"Teachable moment," said Bryce.

"What?"

"Something unexpected has occurred, but it presents a timely opportunity to teach your next lesson."

"Could you be any more vague?" Alexis complained. The shower had been so relaxing, but all the secrecy was starting to annoy her.

"You'll find out soon. Finish up and get dressed. Do your hair, then meet me outside," Bryce commanded.

"Yes, sir," Alexis replied. Reluctant to proceed, she continued to stand beneath the hot stream of water. She leaned against the wall of the stall and breathed deeply of the rising steam. She began to wonder what would happen if she just stood there: would Bryce come back for her, and punish her insolence? She would enjoy that.

She was smiling at the idea when she got the answer: the hot water abruptly turned ice cold. Shrieking, she hopped out of the shower. Shivering in the cooler air, she imagined Bryce and her other instructors, Huck and Harry, having a nice laugh at her expense. Their point had been made though: they were in control. She'd be mad if she weren't so aroused by the idea.

While toweling off, she spied the outfit that had been selected for her and was surprised to see that it was more than just lingerie, her usual "uniform." Sure, there was a set of white lingerie to put on, but it actually seemed to be meant as underwear for once. Alexis wondered how long that would last. In addition, a black pencil skirt and blouse were set out for her. Nice, she thought, impressed by the taste of whoever picked those out. The skirt would hug and compliment her figure, and the blouse would be plenty attractive while still looking professional. The black, ankle strap heels were exquisite, and, as a billionaire's daughter, she knew expensive designer shoes.

Just what was going on? What was this lesson? After days of nearly non-stop sexual lessons, a dark fear crept into her that she was being prepared for something even more trying: sitting quietly through a boring meeting.

Alexis knew the point of this program was to learn the maturity she would need to someday run her father's company, LexTech. If she took over, she would have to sit through hundreds of meetings. Oh god, what if this IS what's going on? They tried feeding my sex drive until it couldn't take anymore; what if they're going to starve it until I can't take it anymore? What if they're going to try boring me? What if it works?

It's not as though Alexis couldn't concentrate on something, or stay committed to a task: she could spend hours choosing the right outfit, or scanning through her friends' Twitter feeds, but those were interesting. She knew nothing about LexTech, other than what she saw in the TV commercials. What if they wanted to talk about something like vendors, or logistics?

You could quit now, she remembered. Every step of the way she'd been reminded that this all stopped whenever she wanted. She'd never been tempted to even consider it. She still wasn't, but what if this lesson tested her resolve? Just have to be strong, she thought.

She looked at herself in the mirror when she'd finished dressing and combing her hair dyed-brown hair. She realized she'd never dressed this way before: she was used to dresses, jeans and bikinis. She liked how she looked. It was sexy instead of slutty. She felt classy. After days of being degraded in front of one audience after another, and sleeping in a cell nude and usually bound, she hadn't felt classy in some time.

When she left the changing room, Bryce was waiting with Huck and Harry. They were all dressed in business suits, all custom tailored and expertly fitted.

"Alexis, good to see you again." said Harry. He always spoke politely, but he'd been more than happy to use her body in the last few days.

"Ready to have some fun?" Huck asked. He was more crude than his partner. However, his raw sexual energy was almost as endless as hers. Both men were handsome: well groomed, confident and skilled in dishing out discipline. As far as she could tell, they were full-time instructors for the program, and they enjoyed their job. Who wouldn't?

"Yes sir," said Alexis. She hoped Huck wasn't just playing with her head, and that she'd actually get to have some fun. She realized, if he and Harry were coming, that was a good sign. Wasn't it?

"Good," said Harry. "Everyone follow me."

Alexis kept quiet as she walked with the three men. She wasn't sure where they were going: she knew that the building she was in, which looked like a real castle from the outside, was very, very large. It had a cell block that more closely resembled a dungeon. There was at least one interior courtyard. Near the front of the building there was a grand party hall, a resplendent but seemingly ordinary facility for receptions and functions, including her birthday party, just a few nights ago.

It seemed like months since they sprang the surprise of her life on her. She felt her pussy grow wet recalling the night: her first introduction to bondage and her first experience being used by multiple men, all in front of numerous onlookers. That night she discovered the pleasure there is to be found in pain, and the stimulation of complete submission. It had only been a few days since her carnal desires had been fully awakened, but it had quickly become a consuming obsession. Even now, despite last night's test, she was already feeling horny again.

Harry led the group to an elevator, which they rode up a short ways. When it stopped, Alexis felt a blast of wind: they were outside the building. She couldn't believe it: she thought she was going to be here all summer. "Where are we going?" she asked.

"Stop," said Bryce. He reached into his suit pocket and retrieved a black ball gag. He handed it to Alexis and said, "You know what to do."

Both surprised and excited, she took the gag. She put it in her mouth and secured the buckle tightly. Bryce gave the gag a tug to make sure she'd fastened it to his liking. "Now hold out your hands." Now Alexis was confused: were was this going? If they were going to have sex with her, why bother dressing her up?

Alexis did as she was told and presented her hands. Bryce took out some kind of thin plastic strip from his pocket and wrapped it around Alexis' wrists. "This is a zip tie," he explained as he drew the end of the strip into the head, tightening it. This was a new: she'd seen handcuffs and rope, but she was surprised that just a tiny bit of plastic could be so strong. She tried pulling her wrists apart, but it was no use: this was just as effective as any rope as far as she was concerned.

"Unbutton your skirt," Bryce said.

Alexis fumbled with the buttons, struggling with her hands tied, but eventually she managed. Bryce then pulled both the skirt and her panties down, just low enough to expose her ass, which he gave a hard slap. "I can't resist doing that," he whispered into her ear. "There are men who would give up everything they own to get their cock deep in that ass. I'm glad I don't have to."

So am I, Alexis thought.

"Now bend over," said Bryce, this time out loud. He took two more items out of his pocket: a tube of lube and a buttplug.

Oh hell, she thought. The black, plastic plug was not the largest she'd had in the last few days, but it looked big enough that she knew it would be intense, especially if it was going to be in her for a long time. What if I'm forced to sit down for the meeting? I'll feel it the whole... damn... time. How will I be able to think of anything else?

Bryce squeezed some lube onto the plug and spread it around, then pressed it up against Alexis' tight hole. "Breathe," he said, twisting the plug against her until she relaxed. Finally the plug found its way inside. When it did, Bryce wiped the lube on his hands off on Alexis' panties. He pulled up her panties and skirt, then buttoned it for her.

Oh god, she said. What if the people there don't know about the plug? She felt hot all over. There were dirty secrets and even filthy secrets, and then there's this.

"Turn around," said Bryce. As soon as she did, he slapped her ass again. Despite having to go through two layers of clothing, it still stung, and it jostled the buttplug. "Walk."

The feeling of walking with plug excited Alexis. She'd walked with plugs in her before, but never while they were meant to be concealed.

"Can you tell it's there?" Bryce asked Huck and Harry. Each stared at her ass for a moment as they walked, then took turns feeling it, their hands taking in the contours of her firm backside.

"Nope," said Huck.

"I don't think so," said Harry. "Not with the black skirt."

"Perfect," said Bryce. He shook his head as he looked Alexis up and down. "This is a good look for you."

"-hank -oo -err," Alexis mumbled through the gag. Thank you indeed, she thought as they walked. She felt so wet, it would be a wonder if she didn't soak through her clothes. Then again, maybe she wouldn't be wearing them for much longer, she reasoned, considering how the last few days had gone.

As they walked across the grounds, Alexis realized they were not alone: outdoor classes were in session. She recognized the faces of the girls in her class the other day as they stood out in the yard, all nude. Looking closer, she realized that they were tied to a series of posts rising out of the ground. Their arms were pointed straight down, resting flat against their bodies, and several thick loops of rope snaked around, securing them at the waist, the neck, above and below the knees and above and below their breasts. Standing upright with their arms not in a stringent position, Alexis realized they could probably stand that way for a long time, if necessary. They were gagged with some kind of cloth, and ropes were fed up through their crotches. Alexis felt jealous: they looked gorgeous, bound so tightly. She knew she would enjoy being in their position, though she wondered what kind of lesson they were being taught in this instance. She realized they were all watching her as they went by, and she wished she could wave at them. She settled for a nod, which she hoped they could make out at their distance. As she did, she noticed that the post in the center very conspicuously did not have somebody tied to it.

After walking a bit further, they at last reached their destination: a helipad with a  chopper waiting. Now this is more like it, Alexis thought. As the daughter of a billionaire, she'd flown in all kinds of aircraft, including helicopters. But I've never been tied up in flight before, she thought. Is there a special chapter of the Mile High Club for doing it in bondage? She grinned. That would be something.

For Alexis, the biggest surprise upon stepping inside the aircraft was the lack of a pilot. Was he not here yet? she started to wonder, but before she could finish the thought, Bryce sat down in the pilot's seat and began strapping himself in.

He's a pilot too? she thought, blushing. He just kept getting hotter. "Buckle her in," Bryce said to Huck and Harry, who nodded. They're coming too?

How many safety regulations does this break? Alexis thought as Huck and Harry, who sat on either side of her, belted her into her seat. What if there was an emergency and having her hands free would be vital to her survival? Maybe her eyes betrayed a hint of fear, because Bryce gave her a wink.

***

Within minutes the helicopter's engine powered up and Bryce had prepped for takeoff. Alexis felt the vibrations wash through her body and wished she could concentrate them against her still sensitive clit. Then they were in the air. None of them had told Alexis where they were going, or how long the trip would take, but at least tied and gagged she could enjoy it.

"Hey, do we have time for a little fun?" Harry asked Bryce through the noise-canceling headsets they wore.

"We're not going far," said Bryce. "But that could make things interesting."

"Pretty sure I know what he means," said Huck, unzipping his pants. "Alexis, get us off before we land. Use your hands." From the pilot's seat, Bryce tossed his tube of lube into the backseat. Huck squeezed a few drops into Alexis' bound hands.

If only my friends were here, thought Alexis. I bet I'm the first to give a helicopter handie.

She had no doubt the punishment for failing to get them off would be fun, despite being painful. Still, she would do as ordered. She reached over to Huck's already stiff member and began working the shaft.

Alexis watched out the window as she worked, and noticed they'd quickly flown from the secluded rural home of the castle to the city. She remembered the drive to her birthday party hadn't taken very long, so she shouldn't have been surprised. Realizing that any of the approaching skyscrapers could be their destination, she worked faster, and soon Huck groaned and came in her hands.

"Not much time left," Bryce warned.

"Let's make it easier," said Harry. He removed the ball gag from Alexis' mouth, then brought her head down to his lap. He was already hard, his cock standing stiff, straight, and long like a tree trunk. She was glad she could use her mouth instead of her hands: she'd had so much practice with oral the last few days, she knew she could get him off much faster this way. She brought her mouth up and and down, sucking as hard as she could. Soon Harry exploded his pleasure in her mouth, euphoric and satisfied.

"So close," he said. "But good work."

"Huh?" she said, his juice still on her lips.

"Look," said Bryce. Then Alexis figured it out: sometime while sucking Harry off, they'd landed. She'd finished too late. The rotors of the helicopter were slowing down, and the whine of the engine had subsided.

"Sorry, Alexis. If it makes you feel any better, I was doing my best to hold out until landing, and I still almost came while we were still in the air. You surprised me." Harry gave her a kiss on the cheek, then zipped up his pants.

Thanks a whole lot, she thought. She relented though, as the excitement of a punishment to come later raised her arousal. Something to look forward to.

Alexis looked around, trying to figure out what building they'd landed on, when she realized she couldn't see any because they'd landed on the tallest skyscraper in sight. She knew this meant one thing: this was the headquarters of her father's company. This was LexTech. Half of her name appeared in giant red letters on the north-facing side of this building. Now she was really curious about what was going on.

After they disembarked from the helicopter and stepped into the building, Bryce took a Swiss Army Knife out from his pocket and flipped out the short blade. Taking Alexis' hands, he held the edge against the zip tie and sawed the blade back and forth until the tie split apart. Alexis rubbed her freed wrists, even though she hadn't lost any feeling in them. It was just becoming a habit.

Bryce led the party into a meeting room that looked exactly like Alexis had expected. Floor-to-ceiling windows formed the walls, affording a breathtaking view of the city around them. A glass door led to a balcony suitable for a few minutes privacy or just a nice cigarette break. A series of large paintings hung on the interior walls, with one spot reserved for a projection screen. However, unlike most meeting rooms, this one contained no table or chairs. Instead, there were long leather couches. In the corner there was a refrigerator built into the wall, which she was sure was filled with top shelf spirits.

"This isn't your father's board room," Bryce said. "This is my space, and I do things a little differently. I had it designed and decorated to my demands; I didn't want it to be boring or strictly utilitarian. I'll come here to work in peace, and sometimes just to relax. That's part of why your father took me on as a protege. He likes having a fresh, less traditional mind at work."

"It's very nice, sir," said Alexis. She eyed the couch and wondered if Bryce had had girls like her in mind when it was chosen.

"It really is, man," Huck agreed. Harry nodded.

"There's more," said Bryce. He walked to one of the paintings and pressed his thumb up against the bottom of the frame. There was a loud click, and then a piece of the wall slid backward and to the left, disappearing.

"Secret room, very cool," said Huck.

"Look inside."

Together they approached the hidden chamber. Alexis gasped at what she saw: it was a miniature dungeon. Floggers and whips hung from racks and dozens of dildos and other toys rested on shelves lining the room. Chains dangled from the ceiling, and an X-shaped bondage cross was positioned in the center of the room.

"The boss lets you have this in his building?" Huck asked.

"Yes," said Bryce. "I get results, so I get to do what I want with my workspace."

Alexis felt flustered. Everything in the room looked like fun.

"Well, it's the clearly the best office I've ever seen," said Harry.

"Thank you," said Bryce. "Now, Alexis, you failed to finish with Harry before landing. Do you know how hard it is to land a helicopter so smoothly you don't even feel it?"

"No. sir."

"What if I had come in too hot, and you had accidentally bit down?" Bryce asked.

"I don't know, sir," Alexis said.

"Fortunately nothing bad happened, but I still have to discipline you for failing. Do you agree?"

"Yes, sir."

"See those chains with the cuffs on the ends?" he asked.

"Yes sir," she said. Thank god, she thought. She was glad to have chance to enjoy his little dungeon. Showing it to her without a little play time would have been cruel, even for him.

"Go cuff yourself in them, facing us," Bryce ordered.

"Yes, sir." She walked toward the chains, her high heels clicking on the marble floor, and turned around. Both of the cuffs were dangling from the same loop in the ceiling, so she was able to use both hands in securing her wrists. When she finished, Bryce approached her, but not without selecting a heavy flogger from one of the racks.

"Mouth open," he said. Alexis complied. "Hold this," he said, placing the grip of the flogger between her teeth. She bit down on it tightly.

Bryce knelt down and unbuttoned her skirt. He put his fingers under the fabric of the skirt and her panties, then slowly began pulling them downward. Alexis could feel his warm breath against her rapidly moistening pussy. "Spread your legs," he said. She did as instructed, and Bryce took the flogger out of her mouth.

"Count."

"Yes, sir."

Bryce's first swing delivered a light slap against her crotch. "One," Alexis counted, not affected by the slight pain. As Bryce continued, his hits became harder, and Alexis found herself twisting her hips instinctively, but to no avail. She counted each stinging swing of the flogger as it landed. By the time Bryce finished, she was sweating and biting back tears at the same time. "Twenty," she said.

Bryce placed the flogger back in her mouth, then unbuttoned his pants and slid them down to his feet. With one move, he pulled her legs upward and rested her ankles up on his shoulders.

With one hand he guided his massive stick into her crevice; it glided in smoothly. Using his other hand, he held the buttplug in place, not wanting it to slip.

Alexis' eyes rolled back into her head as Bryce pounded at her willing chasm.

"-um, -um, -um," she mumbled, trying not to drop the flogger.

"You can come," he said in between breaths. He was climaxing too, and together they erupted in moans of ecstasy. When he'd had enough, he slowly brought down Alexis' legs to the ground so she could stand, then pulled up her panties and skirt. She noticed that he made sure to leave the buttplug in, and to check to make sure it was still undetectable while she was clothed.

"You know what would be hot?" he asked. Alexis shook her head. "Leaving you here like this while I conduct my meeting. Knowing you're here, waiting, possibly for hours."

Alexis agreed. That sounded hot as hell. Knowing he was out there, knowing what he'd want to do to celebrate his triumph...

"But then I might not be able to concentrate as well, and that's not why you're here." Bryce took a key out of his pocket and unlocked the cuffs around Alexis' wrists. "Everyone out," he said.

***

As soon as they left, Bryce tapped a panel inside the dungeon to activate the hidden door, which slid back out until it was flush with the wall.

"Now, let's get to business. Alexis, take a seat. And fix your hair" said Bryce. He waited for her to sit down on the leather couch. When she did, she felt a jolt from inside her ass as the buttplug shifted. It must have showed on her face, because Huck snickered.

"In a few minutes we're going to meet with the owners of a company your father has instructed me to buy. We're going to negotiate a deal. Your father's done most of the hard work in convincing them to sell, but they obviously want to get the best possible price. He's left the rest to me, and told me not to spend more than a hundred million."

Holy shit, thought Alexis. One hundred million dollars. This wasn't just some class, this was the real deal.

"Consider this your first field test," said Harry. "Normally we wouldn't put a trainee into such a real situation, but Bryce and your father have given their approval. They're putting a lot of trust in you, and you should take that as a compliment."

"Yes, sir," said Alexis. She was starting to feel nervous.

"You're job will be to serve as a distraction for the owners," Harry continued. "They're both men, they're handsome and confident, and by the end of the day they'll both be very rich. You'll love them."

"You'll go by the name Kayla Spears," Huck added. "Don't let on that you're Hart's daughter. It could spook them."

"Any questions?" said Bryce.

Alexis thought about it. "How am I supposed to distract them?"

Harry handed her a pair of glasses. She put them on and discovered they were fake, just for show. "Be sexy. Offer to get us drinks. Get up every so often to pace around the room. You look hot enough, we'll all be watching."

"Is that all I have to do?"

"Oh no," said Bryce. "We're going to use you as a bargaining chip. Expect to service these men in whatever way they want. In return, I'll offer an incentive: for every five million dollars below one hundred we spend, I'll bring you to orgasm. How's that sound?"

"So, if they sell for sixty million...?" Alexis asked.

"Eight orgasms," Bryce answered.

"All at the same time, or spread out?"

"You can spread them out, but you can't necessarily have them whenever you want. I'll decide if it's an appropriate time or not."

"Fine," she said. "Deal." Alexis felt nervous and excited. Before her birthday, she never would she have expected to be in such a situation. Even after she started the training program, she still never imagined she'd be out in the field to help conduct business. Is this what the business world was really like? Were sexual favors that prevalent in high stakes negotiations?

"Good."

"Alexis," said Harry. "I'm obliged to inform you that you can opt out of this if you want. Since this is an abnormal, unscheduled test, if you like you can choose not to participate in this meeting, and it will have no bearing on your enrollment in the program. Meaning, there are no negative consequences to backing out."

"No thanks," Alexis said immediately. "I'm ready for a challenge."

"Listen, Alexis. We have some intel on these guys. When they see you, they're going to get hotter than an atom bomb," Bryce warned. "Your outfit was selected based on the way their secretaries dress, which we know about because we bribed them to tell us everything they knew. They admitted to doing some really dirty shit for those guys."

Bryce's tone was deadly serious. He seemed truly concerned Alexis was about to get herself in deeper than she'd ever been. Goddammit, she thought. She was wet, only turned on further. A normal person's response would be fear, not arousal, wouldn't it? This need could land me in trouble, she worried. But then again, at the very least...

"It'll be a good learning experience," she said.

"Very well," said Bryce. He took out his cell phone, hit a button on it and said, "Send them up."

While waiting, Bryce directed everybody to stand near the elevator in order to greet their guests. Alexis was grateful for the chance to stand, as the discomfort of sitting on the plug was increasing.

When the elevator stopped on their floor and the doors opened, Alexis saw Harry hadn't been kidding about the men. They were quite handsome, though she imagined the glasses they wore were real. She estimated that they were in their mid-twenties. They were clearly excited, probably because they expected to be millionaires by the end of the day. The only question would be how much exactly they took home. Alexis found it hard to pair the warning Bryce had issued with the two sweet-looking men before her. That's probably not an accident, she realized.

Bryce spoke first. "Welcome, gentlemen. I'm Bryce, I'm here on Mr. Hart's behalf. These are my associates," he said, indicating Harry and Huck. "And this is my intern, Kayla Spears."

"It's a pleasure," said the first man. "I'm Linton Jensen." He shook hands with Bryce, but when he reached for Alexis' hand he took it in hers and leaned down to kiss it.

"The pleasure is mine," Alexis said coquettishly.

"Cam Snyder," said the second man as he shook hands with Bryce.

"Please, have a seat," said Bryce.

"Oh, we're staying here?" asked Cam.

"That's right. We do things a bit differently at LexTech. But one thing we do the same is offer our guests a drink. Kayla here will get you whatever you'd like," he said suggestively.

Is that even legal? Alexis wondered. I'm not 21. Then she realized, they don't know that. She had to admit, her business outfit certainly made her look more mature. Then a bigger concern occurred to her: I'm not a bartender. What if they ask for something complicated?

"Whatever I'd like?" Linton asked coyly. "How about a Tanqueray?"

"Sure," said Alexis.

"Rum and Coke, please," Cam said absently. His eyes were trained on her chest.

"I'll be right back," said Alexis, infusing her voice with sultriness. She swayed her hips as she sashayed to the fridge. Doing so jostled the plug, but she could feel Linton and Cam's stares. She knew the feeling of being checked out.

Inside the fridge she found a bottles Tanqueray and Captain Morgan, a can of Coke and a pair of glasses. She wasn't sure how much of the liquor to pour, but figured better to offer too much than too little. They could drink however much or little they liked. The men made small talk as she worked, and she assumed they were still watching her. When the drinks were ready, she put the glasses on napkins and brought them over on a serving tray.

"Thank you," both Linton and Cam said as they took the their drinks.

"Vodka," said Bryce, his voice suddenly icy. Alexis nodded, and turned to head back to the fridge. When she did, Bryce spanked her ass. She yelped from the pain. "Thanks," he said.

"Let's get started," Bryce then said to the men. "Mr. Hart has filled me in on your last meeting..."

Alexis poured from a bottle of Absolut, curious about vodka. She never tried it. She looked around to see if anyone was watching, then took a tiny sip.

Is this water? she thought. It didn't taste like anything, certainly not alcohol. Of course, she realized. He doesn't want to get drunk, lose his edge.

She brought Bryce his drink, then took a seat next to him on the couch. She drew in a sharp breath as she sat down on the plug again. Did they notice? she wondered. Or were they too focused on negotiating?

Trying to make herself comfortable, Alexis fidgeted in her seat. No matter what she did, the plug was constantly there, hard as a rock and impossible to dislodge. When Alexis had settled on the best position she could find, she looked up to see Linton and Cam had been watching her. Caught in the act, they both brought their attention back on Bryce.

"Look," he said to them. "LexTech can hire your company as a vendor and put your software on all our devices. Then we'll spend a couple years reverse engineering the programming until we can replace your software with ours. In the meantime, you'll be on the hook for support, and your development team will have to work to stay ahead of ours if you want to stay competitive. How many people are on your team? Less than a hundred?"

Linton and Cam looked to each other.

"On the other hand, you can sell to us and get your payout now," said Bryce. What would you rather do? You could work your asses off for another few years and maybe get a deal as good as the one you can get today, or you could sell now and spend those years on beaches, drinking Mai Tais with women who look like Kayla here."

Alexis blushed.

"Do you like Mai Tais, Kayla?" Bryce asked.

"I do, and Sex on the Beach too," she said. She smiled to the men, but inside she thought, I can't believe I just said that.

"Don't we all," joked Linton.

"Gentlemen, you see what I'm saying. Did you get into this business because you like writing code, or because you wanted to retire before your thirties? Why don't you come up with a number?"

Cam finished his drink and stood up. "I'd like to speak with my partner privately."

"Sure," said Bryce. "Feel free to use the balcony."

When Linton and Cam were outside, their voices silenced by the thick glass, Bryce sat back and drank his vodka. "You're doing well," he said to Alexis.

"My ass hurts," she said in response.

"Good, use that," Bryce replied. "I have an idea." He handed her his cell phone. "Go stand in the corner and pretend to be texting or something. When they return, come sit down."

"Yes, sir," said Alexis. She did as asked, and stood in the corner and started typing. Of course, Bryce had locked his phone, so there was nothing she could really do with it. That would have been interesting, she thought, imaging going through his texts and photos.

After a few minutes, Linton and Cam returned.

***

"We have a number in mind," said Linton.

"Sit down," said Bryce. "Let's hear it."

"We won't sell for anything less than one-hundred and fifty million," said Cam.

As instructed, Alexis walked over and sat down next to Bryce. She felt a pang from the buttplug and let out a little yelp.

"Are you okay?" Linton asked her.

"Yes," she said. "Just... that's a lot of money."

"It's too much," said Bryce. "I'm sorry, guys, I think we're really far apart on this. Thanks for coming in though." He stood up as though the meeting were coming to an end.

"Hold on," said Cam. "How much were you thinking?"

Interesting, Alexis thought. He's playing them like a fiddle, and I would know.

"I really shouldn't insult you guys by saying," Bryce said. Alexis marveled at his performance: he really seemed to mean what he was spouting. Why am I surprised? His performance never let me down either.

"Look, we understand," said Cam. "It's not personal, it's just business. You obviously don't want to overpay, we don't want to get suckered."

"I'm sure we can come to an agreement. Why not have your sweet, little intern refresh our drinks, and we can negotiate?" Linton suggested.

"That's a good idea. Kayla, how about it? Another round for each of us," said Bryce.

"Sure," said Alexis.

"Good. So here it is, fellas: fifty million," said Bryce.

"Wow," said Cam. "I don't think we could possibly go that low. This is our company. We built it from nothing."

"Please," Bryce said dismissively. "You started it in college, five years ago, and you did it to get rich. So, here's your chance."

"With all due respect," said Linton, "We expected to get richer than this."

"One hundred thirty million," said Cam. "You'll make that in 10 years as our partners, but you could make it in five by buying. After that, you'll be in a position to corner the market for at least another ten years."

Alexis listened as she prepared the drinks. Maybe Bryce underestimated how willing they would be to see their payday shrink and shrink.

"Sixty," said Bryce. "We both know if you invest it right you can live like kings for the rest of your lives. Or, you can use it to start another company that will make you billionaires."

"Hey, let's stop beating around the bush," said Linton. "One hundred million. That's twice what Hart was offered for his company back in the day. He said no to fifty, but maybe he'd have said yes to one hundred."

Alexis looked to Bryce. He could take their deal. Daddy said one hundred.

"No offense guys, but you're no Phil Hart," said Bryce. "No, that's just too much. Good luck to you both with your company."

What is he doing? thought Alexis. It's not too much. Why did he say that?

"Hang on," said Cam. He whispered something into his partner's ear. Linton nodded, though he looked unhappy. "Ninety million."

Alexis smiled to herself. No wonder Daddy chose Bryce for a protege. He's brilliant. This just made her want him badder than ever. Her hand started drifting toward her crotch, but she stopped herself.

"Kayla, get us another round of drinks, would you? And bring over the bottle of champagne," said Bryce. "Don't forget the ice bucket and a towel," he added. "She's still pretty new at this."

Cam and Linton smiled at each other, relief on their faces.

"Gentlemen, I asked for the champagne because I appreciate your determination to not let this negotiation fail, and I think we will come to a deal tonight. I think ninety is still too high, but I have a proposal. You sell the company for seventy-five million, and tonight you can do whatever you want with Kayla here."

Cam and Linton stared at Alexis as she served them their drinks. She winked at them as though to say, No, he's not kidding. She then took her seat again on the couch, and this time the sensation from the plug was enough to get her to grimace and squeal.

"Is she OK?" asked Cam.

"She's fine," said Bryce. "But a large buttplug has been in her ass for quite a while now."

Alexis couldn't believe he said that. Cam was shocked too: he dropped the glass with his rum and Coke, spilling it over his crotch. Acting instinctively, Alexis grabbed the towel from the champagne bucket and started to pat down Cam's pants. Doing so, she could feel a rock hard bulge underneath. "I'm so sorry," said Alexis.

"It's OK," said Cam. "That wasn't funny," he growled at Bryce.

"I wasn't joking," Bryce retorted. "And my offer stands. How about this: if I'm lying, and Kayla here doesn't have a plug, and doesn't fuck your brains out, I'll take your offer of one hundred million. If she is, and she does, then you take seventy five. How about it?"

Cam looked Alexis up and down. "She's pretty hot," he admitted. "But that's an expensive lay."

"She's worth it," said Bryce. "Strip to your underwear, Kayla," he ordered. "Show them."

Alexis stood up and began unbuttoning her clothes. All of the eyes in the room were fixated on her; even Bryce kept his gaze trained on her while reaching under his couch to retrieve a briefcase. What's in there? she wondered. Millions of dollars in cash?

"What do you think, man?" Cam asked his partner.

"It's a lot of money," said Linton. Despite his words, Alexis could see the tent rising in his pants.

"Kayla, take off your bra too," said Bryce. She did as instructed, showing the pair her perky, young tits. "Good, now turn around and walk to the window."

Alexis stepped out of the skirt puddled around her feet, then walked slowly toward the window. What if somebody's watching through a telescope? she thought. The idea was both tantalizing and unnerving.

"Give them a peek," Bryce said next. "Show them."

She did as she was told, though she imagined they could already see the outline of the plug's base in her panties.

"He wasn't kidding," said Cam.

Linton's eyebrows crinkled. "And she does anything you say?" he asked Bryce.

"No. Tonight she does anything you say."

Cam stood up. "Hey, I don't mean to sound... indelicate... but. She's not a.... a..."

"I'm not a prostitute," said Alexis. "I'm... " Alexis didn't know how to finish her sentence.

"She's my very willing, very horny slave," said Bryce. "She only recently learned how much she likes getting tied up, or being fucked by several guys at once. Isn't that right, slave?"

"Yes, sir," said Alexis. Whatever part of her that would object to being thought of in such a demeaning way had given up protesting. Nothing Bryce had said was false. She would do anything for him, or anything with him.

"Gentlemen, do we have a deal?" Bryce asked.

Linton looked at Alexis and licked his lips. "It's fine with me."

"Yeah, sure," said Cam.

"Good. Let's celebrate. Kayla, bend down and put your hands against the window."

Alexis felt her pussy begin to drip in anticipation as she pressed her palms flat against the glass. She kept her head up, facing out so she could take in the city skyline. Is anybody watching? Is some perv with a telescope spying the most interesting thing he's ever found?

She heard something clink against metal, then heard the swooshing sound of something liquid being shaken. The champagne, of course. Hearing it reminded of her birthday party, of the bottles she'd popped on her way there, three of them, just to enjoy the sound they made.

"Hold still, Kayla," said Bryce. Alexis heard the squeak of the twisting cork, but she didn't just hear the pop, she felt it: aimed like a cannon, the cork bounced off her ass, stinging worse than any slap she'd felt yet. She yelped in pain and trembled.

Cam and Linton laughed. "Nice shot," said Cam.

Bryce raised the foam-spewing bottle in a toast, then drank from it directly. He took a long swig, then passed it to Linton. Each man drank while Alexis stood at the window regaining her composure. They continued to pass it around until they'd finished the entire bottle.

"Here," Bryce said as he handed Cam the briefcase he'd taken from under the couch. "This should get you started. If you need anything else, just let me know." Bryce then stepped back and took a seat next to Huck and Harry, who had been watching patiently. He took a handful of cigars and a book of matches out of his pocket.

Cam opened the briefcase to find a variety of sex toys and bondage gear. The first thing he took out was a vibrating massager. "That was mean, of your master, wasn't it?" he said to Alexis. He no longer sounded like the eager businessman; his tone was pure, sexual hunger.

"No, sir," she said as Bryce struck a match.

"No? You're a good slave. I think it was mean, so I'm going to start by rewarding you. Come here."

Alexis walked over, still feeling the buttplug jostling inside her.

"Spread your legs and fold your arms behind your back," Cam instructed. When she did, Cam flicked on the vibrator and held it against her crotch, through her panties. She immediately began to feel an orgasm climbing through her. "You know you have to ask?" Cam said, leaning in toward her. She could smell the fragrance of champagne on his breath.

"Yes, sir. May I cum, sir?" Alexis asked, already about to climax.

"You may," said Cam.

Alexis screamed in pleasure and felt herself gushing into her panties. She breathed in the smell of cigar smoke and shook as her legs began to feel weak.

"Okay, that's enough," said Linton. He pulled down her panties, which were soaked through in the crotch, and wadded it up into a ball. "Open," he said, holding the wad in front her face.

Oh god, Alexis thought. Linton stuffed the panties into her mouth, making sure every last bit of it was inside her lips, then took a roll of duct tape from the briefcase. He pulled out a segment and tore it off. Using two hands, he guided the piece of tape toward Alexis' mouth, then pressed it against her face, making sure it stuck firmly.

Alexis tasted her pungent juices and felt her chasm quiver with excitement. The gag was new - she'd never had tape used on her. It was also completely humiliating.

"Don't forget these," said Cam, who had found a set of nipple clamps. Alexis' heart raced, remembering the pain and pleasure that those could cause. One at a time, Cam attached the clamps, which were linked together by a thin chain, to her sensitive nipples. Alexis let the tendrils of pain reverberate through her, enjoying the agony.

"Go back to the window, resume the position you were in before," said Linton. He followed her as she walked, enjoying watching the plug in her ass. He brought with him a flogger made of long, black cords.

Alexis steadied herself, though she knew this flogging was going to hurt. She knew he was going to be aiming for her ass, and with the plug still in, each impact would hurt that much more. To make the situation worse, she had to concentrate on breathing through her nose: the duct tape sealed her lips completely.

Linton swung the flogger and made solid contact with her cheek. The sting was sharp and sweet, and Alexis shut her eyes. His next swing targeted the other cheek, and from then on Linton alternated, swinging the flogger in a figure-eight that caused steadily timed slaps. Alexis quickly felt her skins start to burn as welts formed.

The flogging went on for what felt like hours but was of course very short. Just when Alexis felt like she couldn't take much more pain, the flogging abruptly stopped. Surprisingly, she then felt a sharp tug as Linton pulled the plug out of her ass. She gasped in shock, then moaned in relief.

"Oh, that ass isn't done yet, Kayla," said Linton. "Put your hands up in the air and cross them at the wrists."

She did as ordered, and Cam used the duct tape to bind her wrists together. "Keep them up," said Cam.

As she stood there, the two men undressed, revealing slim but fit bodies. They weren't nearly as attractive as Bryce - who was? - but Alexis was drawn in by their raw sexuality. Both of their large cocks stood firm, and the smell of their sweat was alluring when mixed with the taste of her own sex.

Standing in front of her, Cam fondled her breasts, pulling on the chain connecting the nipple clamps, then left a trail of kisses from her chest down to her pussy. From behind, Linton squeezed her ass, then slid a finger inside. Then, together, both men brought their members upward and slid them inside her.

Alexis felt ready to explode. With both holes stuffed and stretched, the rankest gag she'd ever had in her mouth and her hands bound, she was overwhelmed. Relentlessly, the men began thrusting in rhythm. This isn't the first time they've done this to a girl, Alexis realized. All of their work on her had been coordinated wordlessly. Bryce probably wasn't kidding about their secretaries.

It didn't take long for Cam and Linton to moan in bliss, their cocks enjoying the firm grip of Alexis' tight slots.  "You can cum," Cam said.

Alexis had been on the brink of climaxing and immediately let the orgasm tear through her. She shuddered and heaved, teetering on her feet, steadied by the men on either side. Satisfied and spent, they both pulled out.

"Best you've ever had, right?" said Bryce.

"Without a doubt," said Cam.

"Yeah, the best," Linton agreed. "But we're not done yet.

***

"Kayla, come over here and bend over the couch," Cam commanded.

Alexis approached the couch, stopped, and bent over its leather back. The position forced her to rest the top of her chest against the furniture, leaving the nipple clamps to dangle.

"You ever had clamps on your pussy before?" Linton asked. Alexis mumbled an affirmation. "Not like these," Linton said.

The warning made Alexis' heart pound. What was he going to do? Having clamps on her tender lower lips would be painful, but she'd felt them before. How would this be different? She looked up to see Cam had taken the ice bucket from the champagne, including a metal ice pick.

"Can I borrow your lighter?" Linton asked Bryce.

He puffed on his cigar and fished the lighter out of his pocket, then tossed it to Linton. Bryce seemed genuinely intrigued. If he doesn't know what they're going to do, this really must be something different, Alexis thought. Huck and Harry were watching with interest as well, though she could tell their minds were comfortably tearing through the possibilities.

Linton flicked the lighter on and held the flame up to the tip of the ice pick. After a few seconds he shut it, retrieved a single ice cube from the bucket and held the pick against the center of the cube. Slowly but surely, the pick poked its way through the cube, making a hole clean through. He tossed it back into the bucket, then started working on the next ice cube.

What is he doing? she wondered, unable to see what was going on.

When Linton had pierced a half dozen ice cubes, he retrieved a pair of clamps and fed one side through the hole in one cube, and then through another and another, creating a string of ice cubes on the chain like a jeweled necklace.

"Ready?" he said.

Alexis nodded, despite having no idea what was about to happen. She trusted Bryce enough to step in if they wanted to do anything too extreme.

When the clamps were fastened to her pussy lips, the pain was immediately excruciating. She squealed and swayed on her feet, though the movement only caused the ice cubes to swing back and forth. They made the chain very heavy, but soon Alexis realized their more insidious purpose: the cold of the ice was traveling through the metal chains, and soon her pussy became gripped by the cold. As promised, it was a sensation she had never experienced before.

"How's that feel?" Linton asked, tossing the lighter back to Bryce.

All Alexis could do was moan through the gag.

"Good girl," he said as he slapped her ass cheek. "Cam, you want to go first?"

"You know it," he said. He moved in behind Alexis, stepping between her legs. He massaged her pussy with one hand, while resting the other against the back of the couch, allowing him to lean down over her. 

"That feel good?" he asked.

"Mmm hmm," Alexis mumbled. She ached for the dance of pain and pleasure. She had always experienced it in the form of a burning, or a stinging. This was new: a cold, dark throbbing, as though the fury of winter were concentrated on her cunt. The feeling intensified as Cam slid the expanse of his manhood into her.

Alexis shuddered as the waves of ecstasy and agony passed through her, encompassing every cell in her body. As Cam drove his shaft through her, thrusting like a rocket, an orgasm grew in her core that threatened to escape; she couldn't hold it back for long. "Mmm mmm mmm!" she moaned through the gag.

"Are you asking permission to cum?" Cam asked.

"Mmm hmm!"

"Not until I do," he said. He started working his member faster, bringing himself to a climax, but also increasing the strain on Alexis to hold hers in check. She screamed in frustration, fighting back the overwhelming need to cum.

When Cam finally reached his limit and exploded his seed inside her chasm, he groaned loudly, the bliss living up to his greatest desire. At the same time, Alexis took the result as an invitation to let loose her own orgasm. Powerful waves of pleasure coursed through her, and when it was finished, Alexis felt a pleasant soreness throughout her body.

"Did you do what I think you just did?" asked Linton. "Did you just cum?"

Alexis moaned, her mind outside of her body.

"You were supposed to ask first," he said darkly.

She whined softly, barely comprehending.

"In her defense," said Cam, "I sort of said she could after me."

"That doesn't count," argued Linton. "It's a universal rule, and she knows it. You always have to ask."

"So, what's the punishment?" asked Cam.

Linton took the clamps off Alexis' throbbing pussy lips. She squealed in pain as the feeling started to climb back into the cold flesh. "For one thing," said Linton, "It's time to freshen these." He took the chain and let the ice cubes slide off it and land in his palm. He brushed his hand and the cubes against Alexis' swollen pussy, causing her to shake and groan.

Smiling at her response, Linton dropped the remainder of the cubes into an empty glass, then retrieved the other pierced ice cubes from the bucket. He stringed the chain through them and replaced them on Alexis' still cold pussy lips.

"And the rest of your punishment, Kayla, will be one last pass at your incredible, little ass."

Oh god, she thought, spying Linton's engorged member. She creamed herself, ready but full of trepidation. She knew he had just promised her pain on a level that loomed like a mountain over what she'd experienced so far.

Without any further delay, Linton approached, holding his cock in his hand, and guided it up to her clenched hole. "Relax," he said, pressing the tip against her. Alexis had been holding her breath without realizing; she let it out and breathed normally, or at least as normal as she could with the collected sensations assailing her body.

Linton's cock began to penetrate her hole, stretching it as it moved further in. Alexis screamed from the pain, but already she felt the hot surge of euphoria well up like a geyser. Linton began his rhythmic pounding, sending signals of agony and ecstasy through her. "You know the rules," he reminded her. He spanked her ass three times to send the message home.

"Mmm mmm mmm!" she screamed through the gag as Linton jammed himself harder into her.

"Yes!" he shouted, and both came at the same time. For a time they simply breathed. Spent, he bent down over her and gave her ear a little nibble. "That was extraordinary, Kayla. When people ask me what it was like the day I became a millionaire, I'll tell them it wasn't even the best thing that happened to me that day." He kissed her cheek, took off the clamps on her pussy and rubbed her sensitive lips his his hand.

"You two satisfied with your end of the bargain?" Bryce asked.

"Yeah," Cam and Linton both said as they pulled their clothing back on.

"Good," said Bryce. "A member of our legal department will be in touch with the two of you tomorrow to draw up a contract for the sale of your company for seventy-five million dollars. Congratulations to you both."

Congratulations to me! Alexis thought, realizing what that meant for her. Five orgasms! It's not as though pleasure was in short supply, but sometimes it came after a great deal of devious withholding. Bryce and the others knew full well how powerful a tool was denial. They could use it to manipulate her, but at least she knew it. 

"Thank you," said Linton. "We look forward to it."

"Especially if Kayla is here," Cam added.

"Unfortunately she's going to be on assignment and probably won't be around. Don't worry though, I can arrange for somebody nice to be present," Bryce offered.

"Too bad," said Cam.

"A limousine is standing by to take you back to your hotel whenever you're ready," said Bryce.

Linton and Cam finished dressing themselves, and each gave Alexis a slap on the ass as they passed by on their way out the door. "Goodnight, Kayla," said Cam.

"-oodnight, -irs," Alexis mumbled through the gag.

When the door shut behind them, Bryce retrieved a pair of scissors from his briefcase and cut the tape binding Alexis' wrists.

"I love what they did with that gag," said Huck.

"I think she liked it too," Harry noted.

"Good, then she won't mind leaving it there a while longer," said Bryce. "Get dressed," he ordered. Before she could start though, he removed the nipple clamps from her breasts.

Alexis squealed from the pain of the feeling returning to her nipples, then started to remove the scraps of tape still clinging to her wrists. She stopped though, thinking better of it. He didn't say to do that, she reasoned. When she put on the skirt, she found it was wet against her bare skin. What a day, she thought. Less than 24 hours ago she was being worked over by a vibrating machine, having orgasms relentlessly ripped out of her, and here she was, still as full of lust as ever. She wondered, Would this be happening if I hadn't been introduced to bondage? Would I be having these urges at all? Or would I be happy to have vanilla sex on a comfortable bed in a dark room with an inexperienced lover? After all she'd experienced, Alexis couldn't imagine it.

When dressed, Bryce grabbed Alexis by the wrist. "Wait," he said. He pulled out a red ball gag, a dildo and a few bundles of ropes from his briefcase, then shut the case and shoved it back under the couch. "You saved the company twenty-five million dollars. I owe you five orgasms," he said. He then leaned in and whispered, "Your father promised me ten percent of whatever I could save of the hundred million. I just made 2.5 million dollars, so tonight I'm feeling generous. Put your arms behind your back."

If Alexis could have moved her lips underneath the tape gag, she would have smiled from ear to ear. She felt proud of her part in securing the deal. A few million spent here and there was not a big deal to a billionaire like her father, but she knew what he would say: "It's still a lot of money."

Bryce removed the rest of the tape from her wrists, then yanked off the gag. Peeling the tape off her skin hurt Alexis, but Bryce did it quickly and decisively, sparing her the worst of it. "Spit," he said, holding his hand to her mouth. Alexis let her panties tumble off her tongue. They were wet now mostly from saliva, but the taste of her own juices still lingered.

As Alexis thought of her accomplishment, Bryce got to work, using the rope. He started with her wrists and elbows, tying them together tightly behind her back. The ropes were unforgiving, and Alexis quickly began to sweat from the strain. Bryce then looped lengths of rope around her chest, securing her arms firmly against her back.

However, before he tied her legs, he reached up into her skirt and inserted the dildo into her inviting crevice. Alexis swooned, feeling her pussy drip as the device crept deeper. "This toy is one of my favorites," said Bryce. "Soon you're going to find out why."

"Yes, sir," Alexis said, excited. With his hand still inside her skirt, Bryce felt around until he found her asshole, still tender from being plugged and then stuffed by Cam and Linton. Carefully, he tested it with two of his fingers, then pushed them inside. Alexis felt the pain of their penetration, enjoying its electric pangs. She let her head fall backward and started working her hips in rhythm with his probing. Before she could climax though, as she was on the cusp, Bryce quickly withdrew his hand.

Why'd he do that? she wondered. He owes me!

Bryce picked up her still-damp panties and allowed Alexis to put her legs into them. He then pulled them on underneath her skirt. The fabric felt cold and slick, but her warmth was quickly bringing the temperature back up. Bryce then tapped her legs, which she squeezed shut. Doing so, she felt the dildo inside her chasm and wondered what was special about it. Surely it would vibrate, but was there more?

When Bryce finished tying her legs together, above and below her knees, he tied her ankles, immobilizing her.

"Open," said Bryce, holding the ball gag up to her mouth. She obeyed, and Bryce secured the gag tightly.

"All right," he said. "Let's go. Alexis, hop along."

Hop? she thought. They're not going to carry me?

Tentatively, she tried pushing off with her feet and jumped forward. She managed to keep her balance as she landed, but hadn't gone more than a couple inches.

"Faster. I won't let you fall over," Bryce assured her.

Alexis nodded, then jumped again. Feeling confident, she kept going. Each time, she felt the dildo. Pleasure bubbled inside her.

When they reached the roof of the building and boarded the helicopter, Huck and Harry didn't strap her in immediately. They retrieved their own Swiss Army knives from their pockets and flipped out the scissors. "We can't have you arriving back home looking like this," Harry explained.

"You guys only have a couple minutes before take-off," Bryce warned. "You need to be done before then."

"Don't worry," said Huck. "We've done this a thousand times."

Done what? Alexis wondered briefly. Then Huck and Harry were all over her, clutching clumps of fabric in their hands and slicing through them with the scissors. With expert precision, they destroyed her clothes without a single nick or scratch on her skin. When the clothes were sufficiently shredded, Huck and Harry pulled out the scraps from within the ropes that bound Alexis. By the time they were done, she was completely nude. Then the two men belted her and themselves in for the helicopter ride.

"All right, we're set," said Bryce. "Alexis, time to see what makes that toy different from all the others."

Bryce pressed a button on his phone and Alexis felt a minor vibration emanate from the dildo. It was so weak, how was this supposed to make her cum? The engines of the helicopter had produced a stronger sensation than that, to the point where she would have thought the additional sensation was just her imagination, had Bryce not said otherwise.

However, as the helicopter lifted off the roof of the company's headquarters, the vibration from the dildo grew stronger. That's better, she thought.

The sensation continued to grow as the helicopter crept through the sky. The buildings on the ground were getting smaller as they escaped the city limits, and as they flew the cars and houses seemed smaller too.

"I think I got it," said Huck, smiling like he'd solved a puzzle and heard a joke at the same time. "Think about it," he said to Harry.

What? thought Alexis. Stimulated by the dildo and the bondage, she couldn't concentrate, and didn't understand.

"Just wait until we make our landing approach," said Bryce, flashing a rare smile.

"An altimeter?" said Harry.

"You got it," said Bryce. "Chopper goes up, vibration increases." To demonstrate, Bryce elevated the craft and sure enough, Alexis' squeals grew louder.

"I set the base altitude for the top of the building," Bryce explained.

"What happens when you go lower?" Harry asked.

"You'll see," Bryce replied cryptically.

Alexis was too busy enjoying her first orgasm to worry about what that meant. The vibrator inside her was shaking like a runaway train, and continued to buck against her chasm as the helicopter sped through the air.

But after her second orgasm reached a shattering crescendo, the vibration began to diminish. She grunted in frustration, wanting to complete her course of earned orgasms right away. To hell with saving them, she thought.

"That's right Alexis. We have begun our descent," said Bryce. "Please put your seats back in their full upright position," he joked.

Alexis heaved against her bonds, wanting to get her hands in between her thighs so she could continue the work the dildo refused to complete. She couldn't make any headway though, and soon the machine had all but stopped.

Bryce's phone made an unfamiliar tone. "That was it," said Bryce.

Then Alexis felt it. The sensation was weak at first, but impossible not to feel. Something inside her pussy was stinging. It felt both painful and nice, like it was... Electric!

Alexis began squirming, causing Huck and Harry to laugh.

"That can't be good," said Huck.

Opening her eyes in shock, Alexis saw out the window of the helicopter that they were approaching the castle. We're almost there, she thought. We're only going lower!

Sure enough, as the craft dropped in altitude, the sensation grew stronger, punishing her already sore pussy.

"We're almost there," said Bryce.

The dildo felt like a live wire. The electric current throbbed and pulsed, and Alexis bit back tears against the pain. Yet, the pleasure was also undeniable. Is this going to be the next thing? she wondered. Am I going to want this now too?

Then Alexis felt a minor jolt as the helicopter's landing gear touched the ground, and the device inside of her abruptly went dead.

"How was that?" Bryce asked.

Alexis moaned, lost in subspace. The accumulation of all of the day's punishment and pleasure had exhausted her completely, and it had only taken a few hours.

"Guys, give me a few minutes," Bryce said to Huck and Harry.

Nodding, the two men got out of the helicopter and waited by the edge of the landing pad.

Bryce got out of the pilot's seat and sat down next to Alexis. He pulled the ball gag out of her mouth and let it rest around her neck. "I was very impressed by you today," he said.

"Thanks," she whispered, still breathing heavily, trying to regain her composure.

"You handled everything today beyond our expectations," Bryce continued. "And none of us made things easy."

"Thanks," she repeated, this time her voice clearer.

"In fact, I didn't want to leave just now. I wanted to take you back into my secret room, have you all to myself for a lot longer."

Alexis smiled. "You must bring all the girls there." But do they all enjoy it as much as me? she wondered.

"Normally yes," said Bryce. "But not lately."

"Why's that?"

Bryce thought about his answer for a beat before replying. "I haven't wanted to bring anyone else there but you, and this was the first chance I had."

"Really?" asked Alexis. "Haven't all the women you know been clawing to get you?"

"Sure," he said. "But this is the first time I haven't let them. For them, I'm the guy they'll always want, even if it's just for a night. They only think they want to be a part of the kind of life I lead. The kind you lead. I think you understand me better than any woman ever will."

Alexis listened in shock. She'd never heard him open up like this before. She wanted to believe every word of it. He sounded sincere. But she worried, What if he's just messing with you? He wants your company! But what if he wants me too? Can he have both? Can I?

Bryce cleared his throat. "While Cam and Linton were doing their ice thing, I messaged your father to tell him of our success. He asked me to deliver this to you."

Bryce held out his phone so Alexis could watch the screen. Her father appeared dressed in a suit, though his tie had been loosened and his collar was unbuttoned.

"Congratulations, dear," he said. "Bryce has informed me that you helped seal the deal on buying that company. As usual, he didn't tell me how you helped specifically, but he was adamant that you deserve credit for your part. I'm proud of you.

"Of course, it's still clear that you have a lot to learn about the business world. I want more for you than to be the pretty intern who impresses more with her body than her acumen. Someday you'll have to not only negotiate such deals, but recognize opportunities and bring potential sellers to the table. This is not easy.

"Anyway, I won't keep you any longer. I'm told today has been a long day, so get some rest and be ready for the next challenge. Of course, as a client of your training program, it is my duty to remind you that you can still opt out at any time, but we both know that isn't going to happen. Good night!"

Bryce put his phone away when the video ended. "Okay, get up," he said, releasing the helicopter's safety belts. Alexis still felt exhausted from the day's activities, and she wobbled on her feet. Bryce hooked a finger through the ropes above her breasts and held her steady. Carefully, he helped her hop out of the helicopter and onto the ground. Although the summer air was quite warm, the asphalt was freezing under her feet.

"Let's go," said Huck. "Everyone's waiting."

Everyone who? Alexis wondered. With Bryce's help, she made her way forward a few inches at a time. She couldn't believe how weak she felt. She'd never expended so much energy in so little time before.

Alexis soon realized she was being directed across the grounds of the castle toward where she'd seen her class tied to the posts. It seemed like so long ago. As they got closer, Alexis gasped: in the dusk light she could make out a dozen female forms. They're still there! And that one post is still empty... Is that for... could it be?

Sure enough, the men were leading her straight toward the empty post. As they got closer, Alexis could make out the whimpers of the women in her class. The cloth gags in their mouths sucked in and out with their heavy breathing, and many fidgeted against the ropes.

"What, you're still here?" Huck teased. "Didn't I say class was dismissed?"

"Actually, I don't think you said it," said Harry. "Quite an oversight."

"No kidding. It didn't rain while we were away, did it?"

"Air traffic control said the skies were clear," said Bryce, again smiling.

"Oh good," said Huck.

Alexis could see the anger and humiliation on the faces of the class. They'd been here for hours, and weren't in the mood for humor. Then she noticed many were staring daggers at her.

"Girls, don't be mad at Alexis," said Harry. "I promise you she's been put through the ringer today, although that doesn't excuse her from class. That's why she's going to have a make-up session now."

What? thought Alexis.

Bryce dragged her to the empty post and began adding ropes to secure her to it. At the same time, Huck and Harry began cutting the ropes binding the other girls.

"Go. Get some rest," said Huck. As they were cut free, each girl started walking back toward the building, stretching out their arms and legs as they moved.

"We'll be back for you in a few hours," said Harry. "It wouldn't be fair for you to be deprived of the training you're here to receive. For this lesson, all you have to do is endure. As you saw, your classmates all succeeded."

Yes, thought Alexis resentfully. But they didn't have to do it after everything I've been through.

When the other men had turned around, Bryce put the ball gag back in her mouth gave Alexis a kiss on the cheek. "Cheer up," he said. "You passed your field test."

---


For Further Reading
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If you enjoyed this story but don't know how Alexis Hart's journey began, read Sasha Rich's "The Billionaire's Heiress: Lessons Bundle", containing the first three stories in "The Billionaire's Heiress" series.

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