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"Class, we have a new student," said Harry. Huck snickered. "As well as a guest instructor. Say hello to Bryce and Alexis."

"Hello," the girls said in unison.

Alexis couldn't help herself, she laughed. The scene was just too surreal. A few of the girls gasped and gawked, daggers in their eyes.

"This is Alexis' first day," said Harry. "She hasn't learned as much discipline as you, and she doesn't know how punishments are administered."

Bryce walked over to Alexis and leaned in to her ear. "Group sessions, group punishment," he whispered.

"Normally we would get straight to the lesson of the day, but Alexis has delayed us for now. Carissa, what is the penalty for her outburst?" asked Harry.

Outburst? Isn't that an exaggeration? Alexis thought. All I did was laugh.

"For a first minor infraction, the offender shall receive a soft flogging, spanking or caning to a count of no less than five," said one of the girls, a svelte woman with red, shoulder-length curls and an alluring Irish brogue. She looked to be close in age to Alexis. They all are, she realized.

"That's right," said Harry. "Turn around, girls. Alexis, stand here by me. You're still learning, so you'll watch the others until it's your turn. Bryce, would you like to administer the lesson?"

"Gladly."
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The Billionaire's Heiress: Hard Lessons

Waking up nude felt normal for Alexis, and today wasn't the first time she'd found herself on the floor, so she didn't feel completely lost right away. She blinked and focused on her surroundings, wondering why the floor was cold concrete instead of soft carpet, or why she was in a cell instead of a room.

Falling asleep had taken hours, or that's how they felt, alone and naked in the dark. Alexis started to remember: the party and the challenge from her father. The man she'd chosen to dance with, Bryce, and how that turned into so much more. Her cheeks burned. She could still feel his hands all over her body. The things he did to her last night had been painful and humiliating, but thinking about them aroused her all over again. Her hand started drifting down her hips.

I shouldn't, thought Alexis, remembering where she was. There were rules to obey in this place. Her father had been crystal clear: accept enrollment in the program to learn about and overcome her weaknesses, otherwise she'd never inherit control of his company or his vast wealth. She'd have to get a job like everyone else. As an heiress of one of the wealthiest billionaires in the country, she'd lived a life free of stress and nearly free of consequences, up until now. Normally, if she wanted to let off a little steam and pleasure herself, she could.

Nobody's here to see me, she reasoned. She fingered her pussy, thinking about Bryce. At first she pictured him above her as they lay in bed, him thrusting slowly at first, then speeding up, but the fantasy seemed weak. Without meaning to, she thought, what if her hands were tied to the bedposts?

Alexis started breathing more heavily, confused by the fantasy but enjoying it anyway. Before last night she'd never imagined herself bound during sex, or felt the degradation of gags and floggings. Now they made her feel so wet and excited, as though she'd just discovered her sexuality for the first time.

Maybe I did.

She thought about the tight position she'd been tied into last night, and the gag she'd had in her mouth for what seemed like hours. However it is she came to enjoy them, remembering them worked: she climaxed. Sweating and groaning, she squeezed her eyes shut and held onto the feeling. She laughed. This is bad, she thought. One of the reasons she'd awoken in what amounted to a dungeon, which was inside the basement of what looked like a castle, is because she was supposed to learn self-control How am I supposed to control myself now?

She sat up, suddenly afraid. Her behavior was under strict scrutiny. Would Bryce know what she just did? If any lesson from last night stood out the most, it was that she needed his permission to cum. He couldn't always be watching, could he? Somebody was watching, she remembered. Would that somebody tell Bryce?

Whatever. It was worth it.

Alexis sat up and looked around the cell. Without a window, she couldn't tell the time, though it felt like morning. Sitting on the ground between two of the thick, metal bars was a thin, white box that reminded her of the kind that usually contained chocolates. A birthday gift?

She shook the box expectantly, and something rattled, but it didn't sound like candy. She opened it and found a note: GET DRESSED.

What, a school uniform?

Below the note Alexis found a black lingerie thong. High quality, she could tell. She put it aside, and sifted through the wrapping paper. She felt something cool and hard: handcuffs.

Am I supposed to cuff myself?

Putting on the panties, Alexis wished she had a mirror. She knew she must look incredible, with her tanned skin and slim figure. Yesterday she went shopping for bikinis, preparing for summer vacation. She bought a dozen, unable to decide which she liked best - she looked gorgeous in all of them, and she knew it.

She looked at the cuffs and sighed. She wasn't a dumb person: the note hadn't said to don the contents of the box if she felt like it. She secured the first cuff around her left wrist and tightened it as far as it would go. Though the idea of being cuffed excited her, she'd never put herself into bondage. What if she put them on now, but then nothing happened for hours? She shivered and felt her cheeks flush. She took a deep breath, then fastened the second cuff. She exhaled.

Without warning, the door to cell clicked and slowly swung inward. What's going on? Unsure of what was expected of her, Alexis wanted to stay put, but after a moment several women walked past her cell. All young and beautiful like Alexis, they wore black thongs like hers. None of them spoke, and all of them kept a strict posture, facing straight ahead. Alexis' stomach churned when she noticed something else: all of the girls had their hands cuffed behind their backs, not in front.

Shit! They didn't say to do that!

She didn't have the keys, of course, so she couldn't take them off and put them on correctly. 

"Get moving," a voice said over an intercom. "You don't want to be late."

Not wanting to get into any more trouble than she was in already, Alexis shot to her feet and walked quickly in the direction of the other girls. She couldn't help checking out the other cells as she passed them and discovered not all of them were open. There were still girls inside a few. Some were awake and stared back at Alexis, while others wore blindfolds and couldn't see. Most of the girls were tied up in some way, but a few weren't. None of them acknowledged her in any meaningful way.

At the end of the block of cells, Alexis came to a waiting elevator and stepped inside. To her relief, the doors shut on their own, and the elevator started rising. If it didn't, she had no idea how she would have known where to go. She got off the elevator when it stopped, finding a very dark corridor ahead. The only illumination came from light at the end, so she made her way forward, watching the ground to make sure there was nothing to trip her up.

Daylight blinded Alexis when she emerged from the hall: she'd exited the building. After her eyes adjusted she noticed high stone walls surrounding the area. She was in a courtyard, she realized. The girls she saw earlier were nearby, standing side-by-side in a single line. Scattered throughout the courtyard was a variety of wooden benches, metal poles and cages, as well as some wood and metal structures Alexis had never seen. She hurried over to join them, but stopped in her tracks when she saw him.

Bryce. Tall, chiseled and built like a champion weight lifter, his implacable expression offered no clues to his mood. Alexis felt her heart beating as their eyes locked. When she saw him last night he wore a tuxedo, but today he looked just as handsome in a polo shirt and khakis. She knew Bryce was supposed to be her rival, that he stood to take control of her father's fortune if she failed to learn her lessons, but the thought having him inside her again was undeniably intoxicating. She hurried her pace, as if he might take her on the spot.

But no: Harry and Huck were there too. They'd had their fun with her last night as well. If they were eager for more, she couldn't tell. They all watched like quiet, skilled professionals as Alexis took her place on the line. She stared at her feet, trying to hide her fear and excitement, anticipating her punishment.

"Class, we have a new student," said Harry. Huck snickered. "As well as a guest instructor. Say hello to Bryce and Alexis."

"Hello," the girls said in unison.

Alexis couldn't help herself, she laughed. The scene was just too surreal. A few of the girls gasped and gawked, daggers in their eyes.

"This is Alexis' first day," said Harry. "She hasn't learned as much discipline as you, and she doesn't know how punishments are administered."

Bryce walked over to Alexis and leaned in to her ear. "Group sessions, group punishment," he whispered.

"Normally we would get straight to the lesson of the day, but Alexis has delayed us for now. Carissa, what is the penalty for her outburst?" asked Harry.

Outburst? Isn't that an exaggeration? Alexis thought. All I did was laugh.

"For a first minor infraction, the offender shall receive a soft flogging, spanking or caning to a count of no less than five," said one of the girls, a svelte woman with red, shoulder-length curls and an alluring Irish brogue. She looked to be close in age to Alexis. They all are, she realized.

"That's right," said Harry. "Turn around, girls. Alexis, stand here by me. You're still learning, so you'll watch the others until it's your turn. Bryce, would you like to administer the lesson?"

"Gladly."

Alexis moved toward Harry while the rest of the girls pivoted on their toes to face away. Bryce walked to the opposite end of the line from Alexis, receiving a flogger from Huck as he passed by. When he reached the first girl, a cute blonde like Alexis, she lifted her arms and leaned forward slightly, presenting her ass. She waited obediently for Bryce to begin, and when he delivered each swing she winced but did not cry out in pain. She counted each hit until Bryce was finished. Without any acknowledgment, Bryce moved on to the next girl and repeated the disciplinary measure.

Alexis could hardly believe their muted response. Is he not hitting them very hard? she thought. No, each contact by the flogger produced an audible thwack. Were they that used to getting flogged? Then again, if nobody tells newcomers any of the rules, this probably happens all the time, Alexis reasoned.

Her skin flushed from watching each of the incredibly attractive girls take the punishment she'd caused them. She felt guilty, but also a coquettish naughtiness. What if they misbehave on purpose so I get punished with them? They're used to this and I'm not! The thought left her more aroused than afraid. If that's what they want to do, they'll find out I can take it too.

When Bryce had attended to all of the girls he gestured to Alexis for her to rejoin the line. 

"Alexis, apologize to the others for their trouble," said Bryce.

"I'm sorry," she said. "I didn't know."

"What was that?" said Bryce.

"I didn't know," Alexis repeated.

"I heard you the first time. What you just said, what was it?" he asked.

"An... an apology?"

"'I'm sorry' is an apology. What was 'I didn't know?'"

"Umm... an explanation?"

"It was an excuse," said Bryce.

"Oh. I just..."

"You just what?" he said. "These girls received a flogging because of you. Do you think they care about your excuse?"

"No," said Alexis.

Bryce slapped her ass. "No what?"

"No sir," she said, recalling the night before.

"That's right. Now, you might think it's unfair that you're going to get flogged for a rule you didn't know, and if you're not completely inconsiderate, you also think it's unfair that your classmates were flogged because of you. So, why do you think we do this?"

"To teach me a lesson, sir."

"Yes. What is it?"

"Life's not always fair, sir."

"Right. It's not. Now bend over."

Alexis felt the wetness spreading between her legs and the skin of her ass cheeks tingling as she bent over. She thought of the other girls - now they would get to listen to her punishment. Would they enjoy hearing her shout and moan? Or had the idea been whipped out of them by now?

Is that going to happen to me after a whole summer here? Alexis wondered. She wasn't sure if she found the idea thrilling or terrifying.

Bryce's first swing stung. Alexis shouted. "One," she said, gasping. His next four swings grew harder, but she braced herself for them. By the time he finished, she was panting with pleasure.

"Good," Harry said to Alexis. "Now we can address your second infraction."

-

The handcuffs, Alexis thought. She'd forgotten. If the other girls were mad about another punishment they gave no indication. They've been expecting this since the beginning. haven't they?

"Alicia, what is the penalty for Alexis not binding herself as specified?" asked Harry.

"Sir, what level of severity is her infraction?" asked the girl. She was tall and lanky, with small breasts and pink highlights in her long, brown hair.

"Good question. What do you think, Huck? Lenience?"

"Why not? It's her first day," said Huck. "And the rest are still pretty new too."

What? Alexis couldn't believe it. They all seemed so experienced.

"Lenience then. Call it a minor."

Alicia nodded. "For a second minor infraction, the offender shall receive a soft flogging, spanking or caning to a count of no less than fifteen," she said.

Alexis almost laughed out loud again, but stayed composed. Fifteen? Oh boy.

"But in this case, what must we do first?" asked Harry, taking over. "Maya?"

"Correct the mistake in her binding," said Maya in a shy, quiet voice.

"Exactly," said Harry.

Bryce retrieved a set of keys from his pocket and removed the cuffs from Alexis' wrists. In one motion he swung her around and pulled both arms behind her back. The cuffs barely had a chain between them, making them very tight and straining her arms. "You're off to a hell of a start," Bryce said to her quietly so the others couldn't hear. "Just say the word, we'll send you home. You can take a hot shower. Sleep in your soft, warm bed. Get drunk enough to forget this ever happened."

"I'm not going anywhere," Alexis snapped.

"You say that now," Bryce said.

"Harry, let's all go at the same time. We're running behind," said Huck.

"Sure."

Harry picked up a cane from the bench and Huck spit into his hands and rubbed them together. Bryce stuck with the flogger, and also with Alexis. Three at a time they gave out the punishments. This time Alexis was with the first group. With precise aim, Bryce flogged the same parts of her ass over and over, and Alexis lost her cool, crying out from the pain as she counted. These are light hits? They're so hard! But the pain of the flogging was only part of her anguish: she'd given the other girls the satisfaction of knowing this was worse on her than it was them.

Or am I just imagining that? she wondered. It is what she would think in their position, but she had no idea if these girls thought like her. Were they rich girls too? She hoped to get time to speak with them privately to find out. But would they be willing, or even allowed, to tell her?

She felt the heat radiating off her skin, but as the throbbing subsided the feeling morphed into satisfaction. She never expected she could take such treatment, or enjoy it and want more, but she did. A day ago she would have thrown a tantrum if her father tried to deny her her shopping privileges: now she was accepting whatever was decided for her. How does that make sense?

Alexis stole a glance at the other girls while the men were preoccupied dishing out the punishment. Some looked unaffected, but a few possessed less resilience and were visibly shaken, although not as much as Alexis.

"Very good," said Harry. "However, there's one more thing we have to do before we start today's lesson. Since today is Alexis' first day, her orientation, if you will, we're going to hold her official introduction."

Introduction? What do they mean by that? she thought. The last time the spotlight was on her, she'd been stripped and bound for everyone to see.

"Alexis, please tell everyone a little about yourself."

Oh. "Umm, I'm Alexis. I'm from-"

"This isn't speed dating," said Huck. "Tell us why you're here."

"OK. I'm here because..." She tried to remember what her father said to her. "Because I'm a brat. Spoiled. And I have trouble controlling myself. And I have a-"

"Enough," said Huck, cutting her off. "They get the gist. It's time for your proving."

My what? It sounded ominous.

"This is something we do with every new subject in the program. It'll be a bit like last night, with one important difference: the nature of your next lesson will be decided by your peers."

Alexis' eyes widened in both surprise and fear. Oh, shit.

"That's right," said Harry. "Usually the class has a tradition of making the proving something more forgiving: a nice feather tickling, bondage with silk instead of rope, or maybe they'd have her do their chores. They may be willing to follow tradition in your case, but you have earned them two floggings, and this is their decision. Alexis, come with me. Girls, you have two minutes to confer."

Harry led Alexis away so she couldn't overhear her classmates, who had formed a huddle. Alexis looked at Bryce. He'd been fairly quiet. Why is that?

"All right, come back. We're ready," said Huck.

"You took your time," Harry noted when they returned. "Were you able to reach a consensus?"

"Yes, sir, we were," said Carissa.

Speaking for the group like a jury foreman, Carissa listed each aspect of their proposed proving. When Carissa finished, Alexis she felt like she could faint. Her heart pounded. The girls were looking at her, their lips slightly curled, betraying their maliciousness. Huck and Harry looked to each other and grinned. Even Bryce cracked a hint of a smile.

"Is that all?" said Harry.

"Yes. Sir," said Carissa, struggling to suppress her amusement.

Seeing that they were all attempting to hide a smile, Alexis showed them hers. The joke's on them, right? I can take it, she thought. Rivalries with others in her clique was nothing new to Alexis. Sniping, passive aggression, pettiness: she'd been there. She understood how it worked. Her first thought turned to figuring out how to get them back - commit a third infraction, get them punished some more, just to spite them - but something about her situation gave her pause. That's the old Alexis, she realized. There was a better way: Be unpredictable. Laugh it off. Show them it's nothing.

"Alexis, what do you think of that?" Harry asked.

"It's their decision, sir."

"Good attitude," said Huck. Wasting no time, he unlocked her handcuffs. "Undress." Alexis obeyed, removing her thong. "Keep your hands behind your back." Bryce came up to her holding a large, black ball gag. Alexis opened her mouth without being asked. The gag felt huge in her mouth, and she winced when Bryce fastened it very tightly.

Huck led her to a tall, metal post sticking out of the grass. Alexis realized a streetlight was installed at the top, meaning the courtyard could be used at night. Unlike most lamp posts, however, this one had dozens of metal loops sticking out at various heights. Alexis stood next to the post and held her arms out in front of her.

Bryce fasted a pair of manacles around her wrists. Connected by only one metal chain link, they forced Alexis' wrists together. Obediently, she then raised her hands. However, instead of fastening the manacles to a loop on the post just below the height of her outstretched arms, Bryce pulled her upward, forcing her to stand on her toes. Using a padlock, he secured her manacles to the row higher up.

Alexis' classmates, still standing in a single line, hands still cuffed behind their backs, approached the area to watch the proving. They stared quietly, but with a look of contentment, as Huck handed Bryce a bucket full of clothespins.

He brought himself in toward her so he could speak just to her. "Here's what you don't get, Alexis: right now I'm being paid my full salary to bang the boss's smokin' hot daughter, something most men would do for free. Shit, I know men who would happily throw away their career for a night with you. You're young and beautiful, and if you don't quit, it'll be you and me for months. That sounds pretty good to me. Does it sound good to you?"

It does, actually, Alexis thought.

"I wouldn't blame you if you wanted to quit right now, because this... this will hurt."

Alexis tried to keep her composure as Bryce added one clip at a time. He started with her nipples, then went up and down her breasts, then down her chest and stomach, drawing two distinct lines that formed a V as they reached her crotch. After the first few clips, Alexis started to feel tears slipping down her cheeks from the pain. She shut her eyes, hoping to shut out the pain too, but doing so resulted in a sharp hit on her backside.

"Eyes open," said Bryce, who now held a whip. "Or I'll make those lines go down a lot further."

"Here," said Harry, who held white, plastic device with a large, white knob at the end. Alexis recognized it: a vibrator. Harry slipped it between her legs and nuzzled it against her clit. "Hold it," he instructed. "If you drop it, I'll tie it in place and leave it on until the battery runs down."

Alexis squeezed her legs together, believing he would make good on the threat, and also because the last thing she wanted to do was earn her classmates another punishment. Who knew how many other opportunities they would have to throw it back at her? Harry turned the vibrator onto its lowest setting. However, even that caused the stimulation to flood into her, and she nearly dropped the vibrator.

The men took a step back and watched for a time while the pain from the clothespins interacted with the pleasure from the vibrator. Then Bryce took a position a few feet from Alexis, swirling the whip in circles. "Don't move," he ordered. "And don't cum."

After a handful of practice swings, Bryce proceeded to deliver a series of whippings to Alexis' breasts and belly, each time knocking off a single clothespin. He worked his way down and then up the V, dislodging each pin with expert precision. Each impact of the whip stung like a bolt of lightning, and left each spot tingling as feeling returned, only to unleash more pain. When Bryce finished and all of the clothespins lay scattered at their feet, Alexis felt both agony and relief. Soon the pain subsided and the vibrator began to build her towards a climax, but before she could, Bryce reached between her legs and pried them apart. He took in the sight of her shaved pussy, which was red and dripping.

"Good," he said. "Nice and warmed up for part two."

Quickly, he unlocked her manacles and let her down.

"Lie down there," Harry said, pointing to a metal picnic bench with a bright green gymnastics mat set on top. Alexis' chest stung so much she didn't want to move, but she obeyed. She climbed onto the table and quickly brought her arms back into position behind her back. Now Bryce returned with several bundles of rope. As he tied her hands, arms and legs, Alexis discovered Bryce was as adept and dextrous with his hands as he was strong. The ropework was elegant, technically flawless and aggressively stringent. Alexis was sweating by the time he finished the hogtie, which left her completely immobilized. Her arms were pulled behind her back into a box-tie, and each leg was folded and tied, calves to ankles. Her legs were then spread apart, exposing her ass and pussy. When they finished tying her up, they beckoned to the other girls to gather around the bench to watch.

Bound so thoroughly, feeling so totally helpless, Alexis ached for sex. Disregarding the rules, she struggled against the rope, trying to bring some stimulation.

"God you're dirty," Huck said, noting her arousal. "You know you're about to get it, but you can't wait."

Bryce crouched beside her and spoke into her ear. "Keep it up, Alexis. If you don't learn some self-control, I'll be running your father's company in ten years instead of you. Being a millionaire is great, but I want billions. I don't need your help to get them, but you're going to make it real easy."

Was he talking? What did he say? Alexis thought. She was lost to the world, overwhelmed by desire. All she could think about was the pleasure to come, but at this moment denied to her. She barely perceived the sensation of lube being applied to her ass, but she felt the toys as they were stuffed inside. The dildo in her pussy felt enormous, both in length and girth, but it slid in easily. The plug in her ass took more muscle, but Bryce had no difficulty gradually applying pressure until it penetrated, eased inside by the lubrication. She gasped as it slid inward, then moaned. It felt enormous. It was all too much. Her senses were overloaded. She'd never had both her holes used at the same time, or felt so stretched in either.

"Are you ready?" asked Bryce, giving her ass a series of fast slaps.

Alexis gurgled through her gag. If her words would have been cogent without the gag, nobody could tell.

Using a remote control, Bryce activated the vibrators built into the battery-powered dildo and buttplug. They hummed to life, no louder than a cell phone buzzing inside a purse, but to Alexis they were unyielding engines of throbbing, orgasmic bliss. She immediately shot off into the stratosphere, cumming with exhaustive intensity. The men and the girls all watched as Alexis bucked against her bonds and climaxed over and over. She screamed, a loud, sustained outburst, and the blackbirds perched on the courtyard trees scrambled into flight and scattered to the wind.

-

"That's probably enough," Bryce said, eventually, and deactivated the remote.

Alexis gradually started regaining control of her senses. She couldn't believe how incredible she felt. She tingled everywhere below the waist. Her jaw ached from the gag. Her arms burned from the pull of the ropes. However, when she looked to her classmates, they looked pale and panicked, eyes wide in fear. "Huh?" Alexis grunted.

"They look frightened, don't they?" said Harry. "They realize they made a big mistake."

Mistake?

"Personally, I lost count of how many times you came."

"No idea," said Huck.

"I wasn't counting," said Bryce.

So many, Alexis thought. Too many.

"So can you figure out why your classmates aren't happy?"

"Nnn," she said through the gag.

"You never asked permission," said Bryce.

Oh wow. She wanted to cackle like a maniac. Oh no.

"Class, what level of severity infraction is climaxing without permission?" Harry asked.

In one terrified voice they answered, "Major."

"Correct," said Harry. "The question is, how many infractions do we assess?"

"How about one?" Huck suggested. "Or we'll be here all week."

A few of the girls sighed in relief.

"One. That's quite a bit of lenience. That all right by you?" Harry asked Bryce.

"Sure. I wouldn't want to throw off your schedule any more than we already have."

"Very considerate, thank you," said Harry. "Tessa, what is the punishment for a first major infraction?"

A girl with a large bust, olive skin and long, curly hair answered, "The offender shall be gagged, if not currently, and receive a hard vaginal flogging or caning to a count of no less than ten."

Gags and a pussy flogging, thought Alexis. They're not going to be happy about that.

"Panty gags?" Huck suggested.

"Good thinking, that'll save some time," said Harry. Working together, the three men pulled down the girls' panties and tied them into their mouths like cleave gags. If having their underwear in their mouths was unpleasant, they offered no complaint.

They left Alexis where she was, still bound, gagged and stuffed.

"We've got some wet ones here," Huck laughed, holding up one of the thongs.

As each girl was gagged, they spread their legs, ready for their punishment. Like the previous punishment, Bryce, Harry and Huck worked in tandem, but this time they all selected a flogger of their choice. The members of the class cried out with each hard swing, the pain amplified by being flogged repeatedly in such a sensitive location. When they were finished, all of the girls were trembling. This included Alexis, who hadn't received her punishment, but imagined it was her each time she heard the others scream.

"Are you ready?" Bryce asked when her turn came.

Alexis nodded. She knew the flogging was going to be extra arduous, with her pussy still so tender from the vibrator, but she wanted the pain. Listening to the others had only aroused her further.

Bryce made his first swing, targeting the sweet spot. Alexis screamed, then moaned, experiencing the flogger's impact, the ropes' tightness and the plugs' penetration all at once. Each hit brought a new wave of pain and pleasure, and by the end Alexis could barely stand it.

"Good girl," said Bryce, patting her on the ass.

Does every new girl go through this? Alexis wondered. Or am I special?

"All right," said Harry. "Now we can finally begin today's lesson. It's going to be shorter than usual, but that's fine. Today we're going to work on composure. I expect this is going to be challenging for our newest student, but the rest of you already have some practice in this area. As you know, self-control is the cornerstone of true discipline. This extends not just to the desires you experience, but how you react when your desire is realized. If your reaction can be predicted, you can be controlled through it. This is a problem because to truly submit, you must relinquish control voluntarily, not have it taken away. So, the objective of this lesson is to feel sexual stimuli, but suppress your external response."

While Harry spoke, Huck went to each member of the class and eased into their pussies a vibrating dildo like the one used on Alexis. At the same time, Bryce cut Alexis loose from the hogtie, though he left her wrist bindings intact. He helped keep her steady when she stepped off the bench, expecting her legs to feel weak.

"So, the way we're going to go about this will be to activate the vibrators and gradually raise their intensity. Whoever is the first to react will receive an individual punishment. Get ready to start in three... two... one."

Alexis mustered all the determination she could to not react when the vibrator powered on. She was at a disadvantage, having her ass plugged as well, adding to the erotic stimulation, but there was nothing to do about it. She was helped, however, by no longer being tied so tightly: she couldn't believe what a turn on it was, but the evidence was clear. Her mind wandered, concerned about whether sex without being in bondage would ever have the same appeal to her. Would she even be able to get off without being dominated in some way? Most of the men she knew were more like boys: they talked a big game but were inexperienced, insecure and barely knew how to tie their own shoes. And as a billionaire heiress, they'd be too afraid of my father to do the things we're doing here, even if I begged them.

Analyzing the sexual prospects of her peers left Alexis so dejected, she didn't realize at first that the moaning she heard wasn't her's. Abruptly the vibrators turned off.

"Eve, please step forward," said Harry. A very short, thin girl stepped forward. Her innocent face was red and tear-streaked, which, combined with the panty gag, made her look like a devastatingly sexy submissive. Harry retrieved a set of nipple clamps and fastened them onto her small, pink nipples. She squealed as they pressed down on her tender breasts. "You may step back."

As soon as she did, the vibrators resumed their work on the class. Most of the girls caved eventually, earning their nipple clamps. Some moaned like Eve had, while others fidgeted, breathed heavily or squeezed their eyes shut. When Alexis received hers, the tendrils of pain arcing through her breasts aroused her further. This was only going to get more difficult, she realized.

"That's enough time on the first setting," said Harry. "Time for an increase. But instead of stopping the session for each punishment, we will administer them in an ongoing manner."

What does that mean? thought Alexis.

When the vibrators turned on, they were more intense, as promised. Alexis had no reserve of resistance left, and groaned immediately. As a result, she was jolted by an electric shock inside her pussy. The shock weakened her knees, and she nearly crumpled to the ground. Oh my god, what was that?

"As Alexis just found out, these vibrators feature an electrode," said Harry.

Alexis struggled to catch her breath as the vibrator turned on. The punishment had been so jarring, she felt a new sense of determination. As she resisted the vibrator, the girls around her let out howls and gasps as they experienced the shocks. The lesson continued for several minutes, and Alexis felt the shock several more times. It was just too difficult not to respond to the vibrator, and the electricity was starting to appeal to her as well, especially when she knew it was coming.

"Good," Harry said at last. "Most of you were only shocked a few times. You should be pleased with yourselves. Since we're out of time, we'll work on this more tomorrow. The lesson is suspended. You are dismissed and can go to your next class. Except Alexis. You stay."

The class bowed to the men. Alexis mimicked the bow when she saw them, but her bow was noticeably out of sync with the others. The rest of the girls then trotted out of the courtyard, still adorned by their gags, vibrators and nipple clamps. 

When they were all gone, Bryce, Harry and Huck came over to Alexis. Bryce reached behind her head, loosened the ball gag, took it out of her mouth and let it fall around her neck. "You think you pulled a fast one on us?" he asked darkly.

Huck reached behind his back and pulled something out of a sheath hanging from his belt: a sharp hunter's knife. Alexis' heart started to pound, not from excitement this time but from fear. What's going on?

Huck leaned in close to her and she thought about trying to make a break for it, but before she made up her mind, Huck reached down and sliced open the ropes binding her wrists. "Had you going," he mocked.

"You are in trouble though," said Harry.

"We heard about what you did when you woke up," Bryce explained, unzipping the fly of his pants.

Shit. She'd completely forgotten. It seemed so long ago, but really it hadn't been more than a couple hours 

"Naughty, naughty," Huck jeered, unzipping as well.

"Pleasuring yourself without permission. Cumming without permission. Completely impulsive," Harry chided, lowering his pants.

"So now you're going to pleasure all of us," said Bryce.

That doesn't sound so bad, Alexis thought. She felt herself starting to drip, lubricating the dildo.

"God," said Huck. "Look at her. That thing's going to fall right out."

"I'll take care of it," said Bryce. Quickly he found a bundle of fresh rope and looped it around her waist, then brought it through her crotch. He pulled the rope tight and tied it off, securing the plugs snugly in her holes. "On your knees," he said. 

The rope passing over the plugs and between her buttocks felt incredible. When she saw the three men's rapidly stiffening cocks, her arousal shot through the roof as well. She wished they would turn on the vibrator. They'll let me cum once I've sucked them off, won't they? Getting off was all she could think about.

Ready for her supposed penitence, she leaned forward and took Bryce's member into her mouth, then started working up and down his shaft.

"Stop," said Harry.

What?

"You're supposed to be pleasuring all of us. At the same time. Use your hands."

Alexis couldn't believe it. Deep, deep down she'd fantasized about being used by several men at once. She'd had wet dreams about being stuffed every which way. They had better let me cum after this!

Now understanding what she had to do, Alexis spit in her hands and rubbed them together. She gripped Huck and Harry's cocks, which looked massive in her dainty, little hands, and brought her mouth back down on Bryce. The taste of salt and smell of sweat hit her like a slap, as though depravity had invaded her through all of her five senses. Working all three in the same rhythm, she worked each man until they groaned in pleasure and came in her hands and mouth. When finished, she looked at them expectantly, thinking of the vibrator. Just push the button. Please.

"You two good?" Bryce asked Huck and Harry.

"Yes."

"Yup."

"Good," said Bryce. "We're going to continue this back in your cell," he told Alexis. "Your lesson isn't over yet."

Please, come on. Just let me cum! she thought. She wanted to ask, but she knew what they'd say.

"Stand up," Bryce instructed. She got to her feet, feeling the plugs shift inside her, which sparked an arc of pleasure throughout her body. The sensation grew when Bryce grabbed the rope and pulled her toward him. Huck handed him two more lengths of rope: the first he used to tie Alexis' wrists behind her back once again, and the second he fed through the rope around her waist holding in the plugs. When finished, he took the black gag hanging from her neck and put it back in her mouth.

"Let's go," he said, yanking the rope. Not expecting to be pulled like a recalcitrant pet on a leash, Alexis nearly tumbled to the ground, but kept her balance and sped forward. The motion of walking with the plugs aroused her even further. If not for Huck and Harry walking behind her and watching, she'd have used her hands to pull on the rope from behind. She must have tried to grab it without thinking, because Huck slapped her ass.

"Pace yourself," he said. "Your last lesson of the day is going to be a long one."

-

When they arrived at her cell, Alexis found it in a different state than when she left: the solitary, lumpy pillow had been replaced by a bed, though the mattress looked hard. Several straps and chains stuck out of the sides of the bed frame, including cuffs for her hands and feet. Alexis felt herself dripping again, knowing what that meant for her.

"Sit," he said to her, reaching underneath the bed. She sat down, sharply feeling the plugs inside her. From below the bed Bryce produced a tablet, which he turned on and placed on her lap.

A video began to play. "Alexis."

Daddy?

"If you're seeing this video, it means that your first day did not impress your instructors in terms of your ability to delay or abstain from gratification."

That's for sure.

"I understand that you were raised without experiencing want," her father continued. "Everything you could ask for was provided immediately, or as soon as possible. You never learned the value of desiring something you couldn't have, or the satisfaction of getting something you worked hard for. Do you remember when you were young and a friend of mine offered to buy the company?"

She didn't recall. How long ago was this?

"He offered me fifty million dollars. I could have signed on the dotted line and have made more money than you, me or your mother would ever need, but I said no."

What? That's insane, she thought.

"Not only was I well aware of how much the company could be worth in another 15 to 20 years, I didn't want to let go of something I'd spent my life building. I was right, wasn't I?"

She had to admit, he was.

"Now, even if I were willing to sell the company, there's nobody rich enough to buy it!"

Wow. She'd never thought of it that way. Alexis began to listen to his words more closely - if she'd learned anything today, it was that paying attention would be worth her while.

"This means there's two very important reasons why you need to learn to control yourself. First, so that you can lead a life of true fulfillment, and not just momentary pleasures, and second, because I can't sell this company, I have to give it away. That's the problem I've made for myself, though it's a good problem to have.

"I named LexTech Systems after you. It bears your name as much as mine, which is why when I relinquish control, I want it to be to someone who will not let that name become a joke. I'd prefer that someone to be you.

"Of course, if you are unwilling to continue at this place, you can leave at any time. This will not change."

Oh, it's changed, she thought. I can't leave. Where else would I find somebody to fuck me like this?

"This is your life, and I can't decide how you want to live it. I can only offer my guidance. I hope you'll listen."

The video concluded, and the tablet automatically turned off.

"If only he knew how badly you failed today," Bryce said.

Alexis seethed, but she knew he was right. She was more furious at herself: how could she choose? On one side was the amazing life her father wanted for her, while the other held what seemed like an unlimited supply of carnal pleasure. She squirmed slowly, as if she could hide grinding herself against the bed.

"Stop it," said Harry, removing Alexis' gag. "We know you're dying for it right now, and we're going to oblige, but first we want to make sure you understand today's lesson. So, why do you think we flogged all your poor classmates for your infractions?"

Alexis didn't know how to answer. She'd been so focused on what was happening, she gave little thought as to why. "Because I did something bad?" she said.

"Yes, but why not just punish you? Why punish everyone?"

"Umm... so the others don't do it either?"

Huck laughed. "She's got you there."

Harry smiled. "You're not wrong, but that's not what I'm getting at. How do you feel about causing them all that extra pain?"

"Bad," Alexis said definitively. That much she'd figured out.

"Right. To them, does it matter that you didn't know what would happen?"

"Probably not."

"Exactly. Some of them understood that you didn't mean to do it, but some of them don't care, because they were flogged either way. So, what does this teach you about the consequences of your actions?"

Alexis had never needed to connect the ideas of right and wrong for herself. She'd never faced a serious situation that had irrevocable consequences, but she wasn't dumb. She knew where he was going. "That the consequences sometimes are the same no matter what you meant to do," she answered.

"Yes," said Harry. "Put another way, there can be unintended consequences to your actions. Life is unpredictable. You have to be aware of that every day."

"Your father didn't become a billionaire without weighing every single action he took for years and years," Bryce added.

"But, I didn't know what to do," Alexis said. "I feel like you set me up for this."

"Probably because we did," said Huck.

"That's another important lesson," said Harry. "Alexis, even when you know everything there is to know, or even if you're very careful, there can always be something unexpected that changes everything. Being an adult means accepting this and rising to meet these challenges."

"Okay," said Alexis.

"And that lesson wasn't just for you," said Harry. "Your classmates needed a reminder."

"What do you mean?"

"The girls decided to give you hell for your proving. Instead, they earned themselves a pussy whipping. We could have given them a half dozen more, if Huck wasn't so merciful."

Huck snorted. "They didn't see that coming," he added.

Alexis wasn't sure he meant the whipping or the mercy.

"They wanted to make you suffer for the floggings you earned them, but it backfired," Harry explained. "If they'd thought a little harder, maybe they'd have realized you would be so overstimulated you wouldn't ask for permission to cum."

Wow, thought Alexis. She was stunned. She never would have looked at the situation that way. If she'd been with the others, deciding what to do to the newcomer, she wouldn't have done anything different.

"They learned as much as you today," said Bryce. "Never would have thought, huh?"

"No." Somehow, the idea that those girls were almost as clueless as her gave Alexis a sense of comfort. They were well-behaved, or well-trained, but they weren't smarter.

"Alexis, your father is very rich, so that's what you're used to," said Harry. "These girls come from very different backgrounds, and choose to be here for different reasons. Some of them were very poor, and will resent you for your wealth. If you want them to accept you as one of them, you'll have to find a way to connect that transcends your bank balance."

"Okay," she said. "I'll try."

"All right. Anything else you can think of, Huck?"

"Nope."

"Bryce?"

"No."

"Good." As soon as he said it, all three of the men began undressing. Bryce pulled Alexis to her feet by the rope around her waist, then untied it. When he removed the plugs, Alexis groaned, not sure if she was relieved, or resentful at their absence. They'd been inside of her for so long, she'd become sore, but the burn fed into her desire. It had subsided while they spoke, but had never faded completely. Too much of the conversation reminded her of being flogged, gagged, tied and humiliated, and the nipple clamps were still there, the pressure producing a faint but constant throb.

It didn't hurt that this was the first time she'd seen the three of them nude; last night they'd never undressed fully, and she'd been too shocked to really take in what she saw. Harry was tall and thin, but well-toned, with little chest hair, like a captain of a swim team. Huck was shorter, but had an athletic build and an evenly developed physique. Bryce, as she knew, was built. Like a weightlifter or a boxer, his chest boomed and his arms bulged, and he looked like he could carry her in them as if she weighed no more than a towel. With such a massive figure, she expected his cock to seem smaller in comparison, but she saw he was in no danger there: fully hard, it looked perfectly proportioned.

Alexis' heart pounded, eager to proceed with whatever they had in mind. Huck sat on the bed and twisted around to lie down. "Come on," he said.

Alexis stepped onto the bed, but before she knew what they wanted, Bryce moved her into position so he and Huck could enter her at the same time. He cupped her breasts in his hands and massaged them, fingers spread to allow the nipple clamps to hang between them. The pain shot through Alexis like lightning, but she didn't care. It only made her hornier. As the two of them began to work on her, Harry moved in and directed her mouth toward his member. Needing no explanation, she took him in deep and began sucking.

Within seconds, Alexis felt herself losing control. Only her hands were still tied, but she felt completely dominated. Bryce thrust his rod into her ass like a jackhammer, and continued to slap her already sore ass cheeks. Huck pounded her just as hard, and used his fingers on her at the same time, expertly enhancing his penetration.

She felt as if all three of the men could last forever, that they'd never be satisfied. Or maybe that was her fantasy. The rhythm of her work on Harry's cock was guided by pure momentum: all of her mental energy was being devoted to not cumming without asking first. She was determined to succeed in this one thing, at all cost. When the moans of the men had grown loud enough to echo throughout the cell block, and Alexis felt the orgasm on the verge of crashing through her like a tsunami, she raised her head and shouted, "Please let me! Please let me!"

Bryce squeezed his fingers to remove her nipple clamps and said, "Yes."

Alexis screamed in pleasure and pain, a deafening howl that reverberated off the hard walls and floors of the cell block. She shuddered and convulsed as the orgasm exploded inside her, intense as a volcanic eruption. Somewhere in the back of her mind she felt the men pulling out as they came, and she collapsed to the bed, sweaty, out of breath and spent.

Without a word, Harry and Huck dressed themselves and left the cell. Alexis was surprised to see them going without saying anything, but didn't let on. Maybe they're coming back.

After untying Alexis' hands, Bryce lay down on the bed and took her into his arms. He was so much taller than her, with such broad shoulders, that she felt completely enveloped by his grasp.

"What did you think of your first day?" he asked.

Should I tell him the truth? she wondered. She climaxed so hard, so many times, she couldn't imagine so much pleasure could be had in one day, but that wasn't why she was here. She was supposed to be learning, not having more orgasms than she could count. On the other hand, what if holding back the truth got her into more trouble? And Bryce would know if she were lying.

"I think I had too much fun to want to learn self-control," she said. "All I want is more."

Bryce chuckled to himself and fondled Alexis' breasts. "'All I want is more.' Spoken like a true billionaire's daughter."

"Shut up," she said, blushing. "I know. But that's how I feel."

"Don't worry," he said. "We're going to work on that."

"What do you mean?"

"We've got all summer, and you're going to experience to a lot more. With enough time, you'll figure it out. If you don't, you won't get the company," he said in a matter-of-fact tone.

"Yeah, sure."

Bryce's features softened and he held her tighter. "Look, you like ice cream, right?"

"Yeah."

"Yeah. Think of it like this: you're someone who just had ice cream for the first time, and now you want it all the time. But then you get used to it, and even though it's still really good, you can go without it until next time."

"You're saying sex is like ice cream?"

"Sex is like anything that gives you pleasure," Bryce explained. "If you have too much, it loses its power to make you feel the same way each time."

Somehow, this idea rung a bell in her head. "Is that what people mean by 'less is more?'" she asked.

"That's right."

No, she thought. It's wrong. Who does he think he's talking to? My daddy's a billionaire. There's no such thing as less. If he thinks that I'm going to get tired of this, he's delusional.

"You don't believe me," he said.

"No."

"Don't worry," said Harry. He and Huck had returned. "We're going to prove it to you, with this."

Alexis looked at it, not sure she believed her eyes. She'd seen them in movies and on TV, but never in person. At first it looked like a normal shirt, but it was bleached a bright white and bore excessively long sleeves: it was a straightjacket. In was open in the back, but it didn't have a zipper: instead there were dozens of holes for laces, like the back of a corset.

"This was custom made for you. It should fit very snugly," said Harry.

The jacket may have been the most erotic thing she had ever seen. She quickly pictured herself wearing it, and her pussy grew wet all over again.

"Not so fast," said Huck, noticing her reaction. "You're not getting off with this thing on."

No? she thought. We'll see.

Bryce reached to the gag hanging from her neck and put it back into her mouth. He pulled the strap tightly, forcing it deep. She felt the ball against her tongue and pushed against it, but it wouldn't budge at all. Once he was satisfied, Bryce lifted Alexis from her hips and stood her up on the ground. "Hold out your arms," he said.

With unspoken but clear coordination, Huck and Harry fed Alexis' arms into the sleeves and pulled the two halves of the jacket's back together. Alexis could feel the material stretching over her skin, but not quite meeting in back. While Huck and Harry held the the jacket, Bryce laced the two halves together, constricting Alexis further and further. When he was finished, the jacket was impossibly tight, and it felt like nothing she had ever worn. Not yet finished, Bryce pulled the sleeves across Alexis' chest and wrapped them around her body. They linked together behind her back, in the center, which was locked with a padlock. The final part of the jacket was a thin but strong fabric strap that hung from back. With a smirk on his face, Bryce pulled it up through Alexis' crotch and tightened it through a loop on the front. With Bryce's raw physical strength, the strap felt as tight as the rest of the jacket, and it burned through Alexis' sensitive pussy.

"How's that feel?" he asked.

"It hurts," she mumbled through the gag as best she could. Though in pain, she found the new form of bondage to her liking.

"I know. Now, try to get out of the jacket," said Bryce.

Huh? There's no way I can get out.

Bryce slapped her ass. "Struggle," he ordered. "Make it sexy."

Alexis thought about it, then tried pulling her arms out of the sleeves, but couldn't get them free. She bent over, as though the angle would give her some kind of leverage. She shook back and forth, trying to loosen the jacket, but there was nothing loose about it. She fidgeted and squirmed, but nothing she did made any difference.

"It's a good look," said Huck.

"It is," said Harry.

Alexis glanced at their pants, and saw their bulges growing.

"Lie down on the bed," Bryce instructed. "Face up."

She did as she was told, letting herself be dominated. The crotch strap felt so tight, like she was being split in half. She waited patiently while the men tied her to the bed, connecting the chains from the bed to her jacket. When finished, Huck and Harry spread her legs, each taking an ankle and locking it into a cuff.

Alexis blushed, realizing that the bed was facing outward: anybody looking through the bars of her cell would have a front row seat to stare at her pussy, and there was nothing she could do about it.

Well, there's one thing: I could quit, she remembered. She dismissed the idea. A day ago it seemed like an option, but now the notion was completely absurd.

"One more thing," said Bryce. He gently lifted up Alexis' head and fitted a blindfold over her eyes. Made of black leather, it was small and shaped like a pair of sunglasses. It was just small enough to completely impede her vision without being uncomfortable to wear.

Alexis wished she could see herself now. How incredible she must look, in a helpless, pathetic way. Completely bound in a tight straightjacket, gagged and blindfolded, with her legs spread wide and her pussy on display. She felt herself creaming as her imagination provided the image.

"Alexis, do you want to cum right now?" Bryce asked.

"Uh huh," she said, smiling around the gag. Alexis felt something make contact with her pussy, then heard a click as a vibrator turned on.

"Don't forget, you have to ask permission," Bryce reminded her.

The vibrator quickly sent Alexis into paroxysms of pleasure, and it took all her willpower to fight off the orgasm begging to be unleashed. She moaned in pleasure, and writhed in her bonds. She instinctively tried adjusting her hips, but the vibrator stayed pressed firmly against her throbbing flesh.

"It sounds like you're close," said Bryce.

"Aaaaaaaaah," was all Alexis could reply. She tried not to think, not to arouse herself further by giving mental voice to the litany of things arousing her.

"You better not cum," Bryce warned. "You know you have to ask."

Alexis felt her resistance start to crumble. She was like an over-inflated balloon, moments away from bursting. When at last she felt she couldn't possibly hold it in any longer she screamed, "'Leez, leez leez et ee um!"

As soon as she said it, the vibration disappeared. She still heard the toy's humming, but whoever held it had withdrawn it from her pussy. Then she heard the click, and it shut off completely.

She couldn't cum. She still felt the tingling, the heat and the ache, but without the vibrator to finish the job, she was left hanging.

Panicking, she tried heaving her hips to try and stimulate herself, but she could barely move. It was no use. "'Leez!" she screamed.

"No," said Bryce.

"'Leez!" she begged.

"No," Bryce repeated. "You were told you weren't getting off again. You didn't believe it, did you?"

No, Alexis realized. She hadn't.

"Next time, you will."

"We're leaving now," said Harry. "Tonight you'll get a visit from our orderlies. They'll clean and feed you, but don't ask them to pleasure you. They won't help you, but they will tell us you asked."

"Hey, why'd you tell her?" Huck said. "She could've learned that the hard way."

"Call it a freebie," said Harry. "I hope you've learned a lot today. Good luck tomorrow. We have some great lessons planned."

Alexis heard two sets of footsteps, which faded away quickly. At the same time, she heard the rustling of clothing. It was Bryce getting dressed, she realized. She heard him zip up his fly, and then he stopped. She felt him standing over her, the intoxicating smell of his musk reaching her.

He leaned down and she could feel his warm breath against her cheek. Carefully he traced his finger over her pussy. She hoped he would go faster, but knew he was just teasing. "I'll see you tomorrow," he whispered and kissed her cheek.

When she heard the door to her cell lock with a clank, the reality of the situation sunk in. Last night she was naked, but not bound at all. She could curl up into a ball and make herself as comfortable as possible. Now all she could do was lie there. Being bound was enjoyable and arousing, but also extremely frustrating if she couldn't climax. Were they really going to leave her like this all night?

What about the other girls? Occasionally she could hear the quiet sound of bare skin on cement as one paced around her cell. Were they allowed to talk to her? If so, would they?

Alexis tried to clear her mind and let herself settle in. As time passed, she became certain that the men were not trying to fake her out. They weren't coming back today. She would be alone for hours.

Is every night going to be like this? It's like being in prison! Alexis thought. She tried to shut out the pain from the strap running between her legs, but the more she told herself not to think about it, the more she did. Maybe mental discipline will come later, she hoped.

In the meantime, all she could do was wait for her next lesson, and imagine what it would be. The only thing she knew for sure about it was that it wouldn't be easy.

---


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," the first story in the series. To continue the series, check out "The Billionaire's Heiress: Dirty Lessons,"

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