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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

Bryce," he said in a low voice.

What are you doing later tonight, Bryce?"

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

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

"Daddy, what's going on?"

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

---

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

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

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

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

Fat chance, she thought.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

"You want to go first?" Huck asked.

"Flip for it?" Harry replied.

"Sure."

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

"Heads," said Huck.

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

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

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

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

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

"Your turn," he said to Huck.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

"What?" said Alexis as she writhed.

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

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

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

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

"Please what?"

"Please sir!"

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

"You can cum," Bryce said.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

"Bryce, would you do the honors?"

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

---

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

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

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

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

We'll see, old man, Alexis thought.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

"Sit down and eat," said Bryce.

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

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

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

"First day of summer school."

"What?"

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

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

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

"How long will this take?"

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

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

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

This is bullshit, Alexis thought.

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

A what? "That means...?"

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

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

"Who is it up to?" she asked.

"I can't say."

"Is it going to be harder than tonight?"

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

"Yes," Bryce said.

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

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

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

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

"I'm being watched?"

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

"Okay."

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

---


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.

---


The Billionaire's Heiress: Dirty Lessons

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

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

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


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

But she'd have to earn it.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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


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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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


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

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

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

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


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


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


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

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

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


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


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

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

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

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

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


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

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

"What do you want?" Tag replied.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

"I'll be waiting," she said.

---

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

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

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

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

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


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

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

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

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

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

The audience cheered in approval.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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


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


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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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


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

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

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

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


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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

"Are you ready?" asked Tag.

Alexis nodded.

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

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


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

Alexis nodded.

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

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

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

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

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

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


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

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

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

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

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

"Yes, sir," Alexis said.

"Have you ever had one of those?"

Alexis shook her head.

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

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

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

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

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


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

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

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

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

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


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


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

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

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

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

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

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

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


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

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

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

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

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


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

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

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

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

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

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


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

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

"Name it," she repeated.

"My friends and I want your ass."


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

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

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

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

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

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

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


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

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

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

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

"Understood," Tag said.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

"Yeah," she said.

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

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

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

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

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

---

"Wake up."

Alexis opened her eyes. What happened?


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

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

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


They who?
 Alexis wondered. "Sorry."

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

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

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

Alexis smiled sheepishly. Yes I did.


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

Bryce held up a tablet and tapped the screen.

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

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

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

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


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

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

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

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

"I know."

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

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

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

"Yeah."

"It vibrates."

"Oh."

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

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

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

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

"Do you have any questions?" Bryce asked.

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

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


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

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

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

"No more questions?"

"Do it," she said.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

---


For Further Reading
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If you enjoyed these stories, read the continuation! "The Billionaire's Heiress: Field Test" by Sasha Rich is coming soon! For updates on all future stories, visit Sasha's page on Amazon
.
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