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The
Interview.

 


Nancy sprang up
from the plastic seat when the door she had been nervously watching
opened.

“Miss Nancy
Cooper?” called out a beautiful blonde from the doorway.

“Yes,” Nancy
stammered.

“Please come
through, Mr Sharpe is ready to see you now.”

On shaking legs
Nancy made her way across the empty function room of the town hall.
Her heals echoed loudly in the barren room, making her feel
ridiculously self-conscious.

The woman
watched her impassively, her face as carefully composed as her
smooth updo and the sharp black business suit that showed off her
long, tanned legs. Nancy felt shabby and inadequate in comparison.
Maybe she shouldn’t have worn the black, ankle length skirt and
plain white shirt. OK, both items were fitted and clung to her
curves in all the right places but she still felt like a tramp
compared to this leggy blonde goddess. The woman just reminded her
how short she was, how boring her shoulder length brown hair was,
and how her curves were in danger of getting out of control and
sliding into ‘fat’ territory.

Once in the
small interview room, the woman immediately took a seat in the far
corner as if to be as unobtrusive as possible.

Jasper Sharpe
stood up to greet her and extended his hand across the basic, fold
up plastic table.

“Nancy Cooper,
I am delighted you could make it today. Please, take a seat,” he
said, gesturing to the plastic chair on the other side of the
table.

He sat down too
and nodded briefly towards the woman. “That’s my assistant, but
please, pay her no heed. It is solely I who will be conducting this
interview.”

Nancy glanced
over at the woman but she kept her head bowed and avoided eye
contact.

Could this
be any weirder, Nancy thought. She was pretty close to walking
out of the little interview room and forgetting the whole thing had
ever happened.

But not close
enough to actually doing it. Even though her gut instinct was
screaming at her to get the hell away, his offer was ultimately too
intriguing. She had to know more before she made her final
decision.

She certainly
hadn’t expected him to be so handsome. And he was a lot younger
too. The combination made her even more nervous, if that was
possible.

“May I just
start off by saying how sorry I am about your Mother.”

Alarm bells
instantly went off in her head.

“How do you
know about my Mother? And what does that have to do with anything?
I’m sorry Mr Sharpe, but I’m finding all of this a little strange.
I would really appreciate it if you could tell me what this
mysterious invitation to some dinner party is all about. And how
and why did you choose me in the first place?”

“Please, call
me Jasper.”

“Then
Jasper, I would really like an explanation.”

“As stated in
your written invitation, this an interview to see if I think you
will be a suitable guest for my little soiree. And of course, an
opportunity for you to decide if you wish to attend or not.”

“Fine. But what
is it exactly that you’re inviting me to attend?” She opened up her
shoulder bag and pulled out the invitation, unfolding it and laying
it flat on the table. “Your answer to my question is about as
obtuse as your invitation.”

She didn’t have
to read it to know what it said. She knew the strange words off by
heart:

 


Dear Nancy
Cooper,

The millionaire
Jasper Sharpe cordially invites you to attend an interview at the
town hall on Thursday at 10.30 a.m, with a view to winning the
opportunity to attend a Black Tie party which he will be
hosting.

The successful
applicants will be picked up on Friday night at 8 p.m. and
transported to Mr Sharpe’s home. The overall winner of the party
games will leave with one million pounds. Jasper Sharpe looks
forward to meeting you on Thursday.

 


“I am an
exceedingly rich man, Nancy, as I am sure you have gathered. And I
am an altruistic man, up to a point. Think of this little get
together as a fun game for me, at the end of which I give a huge
amount of money to the winner.”

And Nancy was
sorely tempted. Which was why she was here. She worked all the
hours she could and still she was in danger of falling behind with
the mortgage repayments. She felt sure that losing the home she
shared with her sick Mother would kill her Mother off
completely.

“But why?
What’s in this for you?”

“I told you,
it’s the thrill of the game. Just remember that I will only answer
your questions up to a certain point. I like to keep elements of my
party games shrouded in mystery, it’s the secrecy that makes
everything so much more exciting.”

“OK, I get that
you’re an eccentric millionaire and you’re looking for new and
interesting ways to part with your cash, but why me? I’m just a
boring old office worker and barmaid, how did you even find me?
Have you been stalking me? How did you even get my address to send
the invitation? I mean, I’ve never seen you before in my life.”

“No, but I’ve
seen you, pulling pints at The Hare and Hound. I thought you looked
like a perfect candidate and I did a little research into you.
Getting information is quite easy.”

Nancy had heard
enough. She stood up, scraping back the light plastic chair across
the laminate flooring.

“Thank you but
no thank you Mr Sharpe. I should never have come here today, I
don’t know what possessed me. I wish I could say it was a pleasure
to meet you.”

“Wait.”
Something in the tone of his voice gave her pause and she stopped
mid stride. “Don’t you want to help your Mother?”

“That’s none of
your business,” she said indignantly, spinning round to face him.
“All the money in the world won’t buy her a new heart. And what the
hell has my Mother got to do with you? You’re a creep and a stalker
and I don’t have to listen to this.”

Not only am I a
millionaire, I am a powerful millionaire. I have
connections. I could easily move a seventy year old woman to the
top of the heart transplant waiting list.”

As angry as she
was, his words resonated within her.

“Go on,” she
said against her better judgement.

“So please, sit
down, and as charming as it is, keep that temper of yours in check
so we can talk like grownups.”

She glared at
him for a moment, torn between stomping out and sitting back down.
Once again she was struck by how handsome he was. She guessed him
to be mid-thirties or so, a few years older than herself. He was
tall and it was easy to see that beneath the tailored suit he was
powerfully built. The arrogant half smile tugging at his full lips
irked her and she despised the languid but assessing, know-it-all
expression in his heavy lidded, half closed blue eyes. Eyes the
colour of a cold, bright winter sky, she duly noted.

But the most
striking thing about him was the colour of his skin. She would
expect a millionaire to be tanned thanks to countless exotic
holidays but he was as pale as a vampire. ‘Vampire’ was an apt
comparison in her mind; he seemed like a metaphorical blood sucker,
bleeding the collective wealth of society dry to line his own
pockets.

And behind the
charm and impeccable manners, coldness radiated from him as if he
was a beautiful ice sculpture made flesh.

“You’re
assessing me. Tell me, what do you see?”

“You don’t want
to know,” she said, sitting back down, blushing slightly that what
she was doing was so obvious. “How do I know you’re not a nut job?
How do I even know you’re a real millionaire?”

He just
laughed. “Like you haven’t googled me already.”

He was right,
of course. He certainly looked like the multi-millionaire and
playboy she had googled on the net.

“Can you really
help my Mother?”

“Yes. I can get
her a new heart within twenty four hours. If you play my game of
course. And if you win.”

Nancy thought
of her poor, sick Mother and for the first time in ages she allowed
herself to feel something she hadn’t felt for a very long time.
Hope.

“OK, I’m in.
Just tell me when and where.”

“Good, I’m glad
you’ve seen sense. Although, I must make it quite clear, these
party games will be of a sexual nature.”

Nancy’s heart
instantly started beating at twice the normal speed and her lips
went dry. Her tongue flicked out to moisten them and she watched
him watching her mouth.

“I don’t
understand,” she stammered, “you want to pay me for sex?”

“No, not at
all. You have my word that my cock will not enter your pussy.”

His words had
her face burning.

“Then what
do you mean?”

“You will just
have to come to dinner to find out.”

“I am not a
prostitute Mr Sharpe.”

“Indeed you are
not Miss Cooper.”

“Do you give me
your word that you won’t, well, you know.”

“Fuck you? I
promise I won’t fuck you, orally, anally or vaginally.”

“God! Please,
will you stop using language like that?”

“The quivering
virgin act is quite a turn on Nancy. I will have a chauffeur pick
you up at eight tomorrow night.”

“Now wait just
a minute, I haven’t agreed to any of this yet.”

Jasper sighed
in exasperation. “I told you, I will not fuck you. And you are free
to leave at any point during the evening. You do not have to do
anything you do not want to do.”

Nancy thought
of her Mother and she caved.

“OK, OK, I’ll
play your sick games Mr Sharpe. Good day to you.”

She stood up
and turned to leave, glancing fleetingly at the woman in the corner
of the room as she did so. Her head was still bowed and she acted
like she couldn’t hear a thing of what was being said.

So bloody
weird, she thought one final time.

“Miss Cooper,
one last thing before you go.”

Nancy turned
around, her hand on the door handle.

She gasped in
shock at the sight which greeted her.

The woman who
had been sitting so quietly in the corner for the duration of the
interview was now on her feet.

And she had
taken off the severely cut jacket and was unbuttoning her crisp
white blouse. Her small, pert breasts came into view.

Nancy watched
in disbelief as the woman shrugged off the blouse.

Jasper laughed.
“Aren’t you curious to stay a little while longer? Don’t you want
to know what happens next?”

Nancy stood
there dumbfounded, her heart hammering. She wanted to turn and
leave, she knew that was what she should do.

But somehow,
she couldn’t. She watched mesmerised as the woman unzipped her
skirt and elegantly stepped out of it. She stood there in just her
white, lacy knickers and black high heels.

Nancy turned to
look at Jasper, her eyes wide.

“You passed the
first test,” he said softly.

“What do you
mean?” she asked, her voice so shaky she hardly trusted herself to
speak.

“You didn’t
leave. You stopped to watch. You are exactly what I’m looking for,
Nancy.”

Whatever
strange spell she had fallen under, his words broke it. She glanced
at the woman one final time before she opened the door. The woman
was pulling down her knickers, revealing her completely bald pubic
mound.

Jasper’s
laughter rang out after her as she fled the room.


 


The party.

 


The hour of
reckoning had arrived.

The hour of
Jasper’s party.

Nancy had been
nothing short of a nervous wreck all day. She had toyed with the
idea of not going, of making sure she was out when the clock struck
eight.

Instead she was
dressed in her finest black dress, a knee length, figure hugging
number that she considered to be sexy without being trashy.

Her Mother was
in a particularly weakened state today and was asleep upstairs.
Nancy had told her she was going out with the girls. She hated
lying to her but she figured she didn’t have much else of a choice.
What would she think of her if she knew she was going to some
weird, perverted party hosted by some sleazy millionaire?

The doorbell
sounded bang on eight o’clock and Nancy jumped, even though she was
stood in the hallway waiting for it.

She checked her
reflection in the hallway mirror one final time. She didn’t usually
wear much make-up but she had made an effort tonight. Her lips were
painted cherry red and she had attacked her wavy, shoulder length
hair with straighteners. She looked good and she knew it. Nancy was
not a vain woman, but neither was she stupid. There was no denying
the simple, almost childlike beauty of her face and she was far
from conceited over her symmetrical, Marilyn Monroe-esque features.
She still retained an innate modesty, the part of her that refused
to fully acknowledge quite how beautiful she really was. She had
far more important things to think about. Like her dying Mother and
paying the mortgage.

The doorbell
chimed a second time and Nancy opened it, feeling very much like
this was all a dream.

“Miss Nancy
Cooper?” asked the tall good looking man who was wearing a
chauffeur’s uniform, complete with dinky little hat.

Nancy
nodded.

“Your transport
awaits.”

I can’t
believe this, she thought, following the driver to the waiting
black limo. He opened the passenger door for her and she got
in.

The man didn’t
speak to her throughout the half hour drive, he didn’t so much as
turn round to look at her once. The drove passed the city border
and out onto the winding countryside roads. The further away from
the city they got, the more nervous she became.

At last the
limo indicated left down a narrow gravel road that was nothing more
than a dirt track. They rounded a corner and a mansion loomed
ahead, invisible from the main road.

The sun was
setting behind it, lending it a foreboding air. The house was big
and square and looked like a stately home or some kind of
institution. Or something straight out of an eighties horror film.
All it needed now was a thunder storm and it would be perfect.

“This is where
Jasper Sharpe lives?” she said stupidly.

The driver
acted like he didn’t hear her.

They parked on
the forecourt, adjacent to the large water fountain with the
obligatory naked female stone statues.

She sat dazed
on the backseat, not trusting her legs to carry her. The driver
opened her door.

“Follow me
please.”

She did, and
stood shivering on the wide porch, despite the warmth of the summer
evening.

Jasper Sharpe
opened the door and the driver seemed to melt away. The sight of
him knocked her breath out. He looked more devilishly handsome than
ever. He wore a dinner jacket and looked every inch the perfect
gentleman. But a gentleman that was as hard as nails and as cold as
ice. James Bond meets Dracula, she thought wryly.

“Nancy, I’m so
glad you could make it tonight, please, come in.”

The opulent
hallway overwhelmed her for a moment and she realised her mouth was
hanging open like a gormless idiot.

“You have a
beautiful home.”

“Thanks.
Unfortunately I’m not here much. I love the north of England but I
spend most of my time in London because of work.”

Her heels
clicked loudly on the highly polished wooden floor as she followed
him down the long hallway. Large oils hung from the walls, mainly
hunting seats and some old looking portraits. An elaborate
chandelier hung from the ceiling that dazzled her with crystal
light.

He opened a
door on the right and stepped to one side to allow her to pass.

Now she really
had to control her mouth and stop it from hanging open. The room
was beautiful. Big and grand, it oozed money old and new. It was
almost the size of a ballroom, at the centre of which was a massive
and long, highly sheened table with places set for six. The biggest
chandelier Nancy had ever seen hung from the ceiling and ornate,
vintage furniture was artistically placed throughout the room. A
chaise-lounge here, a Chesterfield sofa there, elaborately
patterned rugs that she was sure had to be the real deal from
Persia.

In the few
seconds it took for her to grow accustomed to her opulent
surroundings, she was oblivious to the fact she was not alone.

It was only now
she noticed the four other women who had previously been
overshadowed by the sheer size and grandeur of the room.

They were all
dressed up like her. More so, in fact. They huddled together over
by the bay window, and all three of them had turned to look at her
expectantly.

Are there only
four of us here? This is too damn weird…

“Come and meet
the other guests,” Jasper said, leading the way.

“Ladies, I’d
like you to meet the fourth and final contestant, Nancy Cooper.
Nancy, this is Jennifer Brown, Abigail Welch and Julie
Perkins.”

They all
murmured their greetings, and Nancy forced herself to remember
their names by attaching it to their hair colour. She had a feeling
that it was important to remember their names. This was a ‘game’
after all.

Jennifer was
easy to remember because she bore a striking resemblance to
Jennifer Anniston, complete with the famous long haircut from her
earlier days. Abigail was a tall and top heavy redhead and Julie
was a petite blonde.

OK, so Abigail
red, Julie blonde and Jennifer Anniston. Got it. I hope.

“Shall we sit
at the table? Drinks and snacks will be served before the games
begin.”

Jasper took his
place at the head of the table, Nancy and the Jennifer Anniston
lookalike sat to his right, blonde Julie and red headed Abigail sat
to his left. Even with five of them round the table, there was room
for ten more.

For some reason
this made Nancy feel suddenly very alone and scared.

“Welcome to my
home, I am thrilled you could all make it tonight,” Jasper said, an
unholy sparkle in his pale blue eyes.

Movement on the
other side of the room caught Nancy’s eye and she and the other
four woman swivelled their heads to look.

Nancy instantly
recognised the woman carrying a wine bottle in each hand. On her
feet she wore thin high heels and her blonde hair was styled in the
same smooth updo she had worn yesterday at the interview.

And that was
all she wore. Her nude and tanned body glistened under the bright
light of the chandelier and her little breasts jiggled as she
walked.

Nancy caught
the eye of blonde Julie sitting opposite her and saw she looked as
shocked as she felt.

The woman
stopped at Jasper’s side.

“Red or white?”
Jasper asked Nancy who was sitting closest to him.

“Red,” she
replied, her voice catching in her throat.

“Pour the lady
a glass of red, Slut.”

Slut? Did he
just call her Slut?

Nancy watched
dumbfounded as the woman filled her glass with red wine. Jasper
repeated the question to each woman until every glass was
filled.

The woman set
the bottles down in the middle of the table and resumed her
position by Jasper’s side.

“As I was
saying,” Jasper continued to his stunned audience. “I am so glad
you could all make it tonight. As I made you all aware during the
interview, there will be games at this party. What I didn’t tell
you is that there is also another quarter of a million pounds at
stake. Only one of you will walk away with a million pounds but
everyone at this table will probably leave with a fair few
thousand. If, of course, you play the game to my satisfaction.”

“This is
seriously fucked up,” muttered petite blonde Julie.

“I’m sorry my
dear, did you say something?”

Julie blushed
to the roots of her loosely held up platinum hair.

“It’s just
weird that’s all. I don’t get why you’re doing this,” she said,
voicing everybody’s unspoken thought.

“It’s really
quite simple. I believe that deep down, every last one of you is a
whore. I believe that all women are slags and every female has a
price. And breaking down a real woman is so much more satisfying
than paying a professional, like my good friend Slut here.” He
smacked the naked woman hard on her backside. “This is a woman who
will do absolutely anything I ask of her, she’s the best and most
highly paid whore in the business. And as pleasurable as that is,
it’s not as fun as having a real woman bending to your will.”

“You are sick,”
said the outspoken Julie. “You can’t go around talking to women
like this. I’m outta here.”

She stood up
abruptly, scraping her chair backwards.

Nancy
wholeheartedly agreed with her. She was about to stand up with her
when Jasper got to his feet and banged the flat of his palms on the
table.

“Listen up and
listen good,” he said directly to Julie. “You are free to leave at
any time but hear this. I will pay you two thousand pounds in cash
right now if you touch Slut’s nipple for fifteen seconds. And then
you are free to go if you still so wish.”

 


 


 


Nancy watched
the indecision flash across the young woman’s face.

“Are you
serious? All I have to do is touch her nipple and you’ll give me
two thousand pounds and then I’m free to leave immediately with the
money?”

“Yes. And just
one other small thing. During that fifteen seconds I can say
whatever I want to you and you are not allowed to answer me back.
Back chatting me will result in you getting no money.”

“OK, fine, I
can do that. And then I’m gone.”

“As you wish,”
Jasper said with a self-satisfied smirk.

Nancy had heard
enough and stood up.

“You’ll have to
forgive me Mr Sharpe, but I find this whole thing distasteful. I
know the fact I came here in the first place says a lot about my
character, but at the same time I’ve seen enough. I don’t want any
part of it.”

“So you don’t
wish to help your Mother?”

“You’re a
bastard Mr Sharpe.”

“And you, my
dear, are a slut. I will give you three thousand pounds if you stay
and watch Julie touch this whore’s nipple. At least that will pay
for your taxi home.”

He was right of
course. She hadn’t even thought of getting home again, a taxi from
here into the city would cost a fortune.

Come on
Nancy, she thought. He’s offering you three grand to watch
her touch the woman’s nipple…

“OK, OK, I’ll
watch. And then I’m gone.”

“Whatever.” He
turned his attention to Julie, leaning nonchelently back in the
chair. “Do it, bitch. On your feet.”

Nancy watched
Julie bristle at his words, at the way she physically had to hold
down her retort.

She got to her
feet and stood before the naked woman. She reached out to touch the
woman’s nipple, grimacing as she did so whilst holding her hand
completely still on the woman’s breast.

“Good little
whore,” Jasper said. “It’s no wonder your husband left you and took
the kid with him. How old is your little girl now? Why, two years
and seven months I believe. You’re a lousy Mother and your daughter
is better off without you. You might intend to use my money to get
her back, but you don’t deserve her. I bet you’d let me bend you
over the table right now and nail you in the arse if the price was
right.”

Julie had
turned a darker shade of pink but she didn’t break contact with the
woman’s breast. Nancy felt sorry for her, suffering through
Jasper’s attempts to verbally humiliate her. She watched her
counting silently beneath her breath and Jasper laughed softly.

“Just remember
my little slag, don’t backchat me or you won’t get paid. Time’s up,
you can let go now.”

Julie’s hand
withdrew at lightning speed from the woman’s chest, a disgusted
look on her face.

“I’d like my
money now Mr Sharpe. Please.”

“Me too,” Nancy
added, standing up.

“Of course
ladies.” He turned his attention to the naked woman. “Fetch the
suitcase Slut.”

The woman
elegantly crossed the room, her heels click-clacking on the wooden
floor. She retrieved a black leather suitcase tucked next to the
large bookshelf in the far corner of the room and made her way
back.

Jasper took it
from her and laid if flat on the table. The lid pinged open,
revealing a pile of banknotes secured together with elastic bands
in neat little wads.

He took out
five wads and handed two to Julie and three to Nancy.

“Each wad is a
grand. Count it if you wish.”

Julie and Nancy
both opened up their handbags and placed the money inside.

“Shall we call
a taxi?” Nancy asked the blonde.

“Sure,” Julie
said, smiling back at her.

Conscious of
every single pair of eyes on her, Nancy began to walk on unsteady
legs towards the door with Julie just a few steps behind her.

“Wait,” Jasper
called out.

Nancy
froze.

No, she
thought, her heart sinking down to her elegant spiked heels.
Whatever you’re going to offer me, just no. This isn’t me, I
can’t do this…

“Six grand each
if you both stay for another half an hour. You don’t even have to
do anything, all I request is the pleasure of your company. All I
ask is for you to stay and be an observer.”

“That’s all we
have to do?” Julie piped up instantly. “All we have to do is stay
for another half hour, do you give your word we don’t actually have
to do anything?”

There has to be
a catch, I don’t believe him. I want to go home.

But Nancy
remained stood half way across the room, torn between doing what
was right and the desperate greed stirred up within her at having
such vast sums of money in such easy reach.

“You have my
word. All I ask is that you don’t backchat, I won’t pay if your
mouth gets smart. So what do you both say? Nancy?”

He said her
name so softly it made her shiver. She just looked at him, never
having felt so torn in her life.

“Fuck it, I’m
in,” Julie said, obviously having no such dilemma because she had
already resumed her place at the table.

Sighing deeply,
Nancy made her way back over. For a brief second a look of relief
passed over his face like a cloud, but just as quick it was gone
again and Nancy thought that maybe she had imagined it.

But a sixth
sense warned that she was getting special treatment, that for some
reason he had singled her out.

The thought
chilled her.

She sat down
again at the table and the Jennifer Anniston lookalike next to her
glared at her.

What’s
rattled her cage, Nancy wondered. Then the red headed girl
called Abigail who was sitting opposite her spoke up, answering her
question.

“Are the rest
of us gonna get a chance to win some cash anytime soon? Why are
those two getting special treatment? And why has she got
nine grand for doing fuck all?”

Nancy blushed
under the redhead’s attack.

“Showing your
true colours there Abigail. But that is why I invited you, I
thought you’d add a touch of spice to proceedings.” Jasper
proceeded to speak broadly to everyone at the table. “Abigail here
is what you might call your bone fide gold digger. She’s starting
to lose her looks, she’s got a reputation as a hardnosed, gold
digging bitch and she’s running out of money and men to fuck
over.”

Losing her
looks? Nancy wondered. Hardly. She didn’t look a day
over thirty and she was beautiful. She looked like a natural
redhead, minus the freckles and pale skin. Her hung down in a silky
curtain to her waist and she wore a long, emerald coloured evening
dress which her huge breasts were practically spilling out of,
barely constrained by the flimsy fabric and spaghetti straps.

“How dare you
talk to me like that?”

“Oh relax
Abigail, we’re all friends here. It’s not my fault you killed off
your elderly ex-husband and you’re rapidly squandering his
fortune.”

Abigail turned
an indignant shade or red and her green eyes flashed angrily. “How
dare you accuse me of murdering my husband! He died of a heart
attack, I could have you for slander.”

“Whatever. Do
you want to play this game or not? Because if you’re going to be
rude to me and my guests, you can leave right now. You could leave
here with a lot of money tonight. Or if you carry on
behaving like a spoilt brat you can drag your sorry, forty five
year old arse back home and pay for your own taxi.”

Abigail looked
mortified. It looked as if she was about to speak, then thought
better of it. More than anything, Nancy was fascinated to discover
she was forty five.

I’m twenty
nine and she looks younger than me, she thought in a flash of
entirely inappropriate jealousy.

“Right then. As
you’re feeling so badly done to Abigail, it’s your turn. I’ll give
you one hundred pounds to pull your dress down to your waist and
jiggle your tits for twenty seconds. And eat the first course with
your tits out.”

“A hundred
pounds? My fucking lipstick cost more than that.”

“It’s your
call,” Jasper shrugged. “Take it or leave it. But remember, if you
forfeit you are out of the game. And if you play you have an
exceedingly good chance to win a lot more later on. So what’s it to
be?”

“Bastard,” she
muttered. “You give the snotty cow nine grand for nothing in
return, and a measly hundred pounds for me to act like a slut?”

As she spoke
she was looking at Nancy, her eyes flashing angrily.

Boy, she’s
really got it in for me, Nancy thought nervously. What the
hell have I done to piss her off so thoroughly?

“Like I say,
it’s your call. And for the record my offer has been reduced to
seventy five quid due to your rudeness. And my offer to Nancy has
increased to ten.”

Ten
grand, she thought incredulously.

“You
arsehole,” the redhead said.

“Fifty pounds,
and that’s my final invitation for you to play. Any more rudeness
from you and you can see yourself out.”

The redhead’s
eyes flitted hungrily to the opened suitcase on the table and she
ever so slightly nodded her head.

“Fine. I’ll do
it.”

Nancy and the
other two women watched the exchange with rapt attention, no one
daring to speak.

“No time like
the present,” Jasper said with a smile that made Nancy’s stomach
flip over.

He just looked
so damn handsome and cruel that it made her heart beat
uncomfortably fast.

Abigail slipped
off the thin straps over her smooth, ivory shoulders and peeled
down the neckline of her flimsy dress. She wore no bra, as Nancy
already knew. Her big tits popped out, round and full and entirely
perfect. Nancy let out an involuntary little gasp, unable to stop
herself from openly admiring the large, coffee coloured nipples
which so contrasted with the milky white skin.

Abigail cupped
her breasts in her hands and started playing with them. Her tits
were so big the fleshy orbs spilled out around her hands. When the
woman’s nipples came into view through the cracks in her fingers,
Nancy saw how stiff they had become.

“Come on,”
Jasper chided, “I told you to jiggle them, not gently stroke them.
Play the game properly or get the hell out of my house.”

The redhead
obliged. She held the undersides of her tits and shook them hard.
Nancy watched mesmerised, unable to tear her eyes off the scene
unfolding before her. She guessed the woman had implants from the
way her breasts moved. She knew for a fact that her own breasts,
despite being a similar size and shape to the redheads, would
wobble a lot more if she were to do that to herself. But the
woman’s tits sat there like two fleshy boulders, despite the
violent treatment.

“Hold them by
the nipples, shake them, I want to see them ripple.”

Abigail did,
pinching her nipples between thumb and forefinger and shaking them.
The skin rippled a little and her tits bounced against each other
ever so gently.

“OK, you can
stop now. You’ve had a lot of work done I see. I suppose plastic
tits have their place but I much prefer a natural breast.”

His eyes
latched onto Nancy’s chest as he spoke and she felt herself blush
hot. There was no way she could do to herself in front of
people what the redhead had just done.

Really? Are you
sure about that? Not even for a million pounds?

Nancy looked
down at her lap, blushing furiously and close to tears.

Jasper laughed
and smacked the naked woman on the backside. “Go on, get out of
here, I’m hungry.”

The woman
walked away from the table, her neat but curvy buttocks flexing
with each step.

When she looked
over at Jasper she saw he was staring at her, a look on his face
she couldn’t decipher. Like he was studying her as if she was a
rare animal in a zoo.

She breathed a
sigh of relief when he looked away.

“Well done,” he
said to Abigail. “Now it’s Jennifer’s turn. Jennifer, I’ll give you
five hundred if you take off your knickers and place one foot on
the table and hold your pussy open for twenty seconds so everyone
at the table can see.”

Jennifer, the
woman who had been silent up until this point, shrugged like he had
asked her for nothing more out of the ordinary than to pass the
salt.

“Sure,” she
said, “I’ve done a lot worse than that in the past.”

Nancy wasn’t
expecting her to come out with that. She caught Jennifer’s eye and
the woman smiled at her. But it was an empty smile, devoid of
warmth and kindness.

“What are you
looking at, Miss high and mighty?”

What was it
with these women, she wondered. First Abigail and now
Jennifer. She had no idea what she had done to make them hate her
so much.

“Now, now, put
those claws away, you know the rules,” Jasper said. “You’ll have to
forgive Jennifer’s rudeness, years of cocaine and too long in the
modelling industry have left her bitter,” he added, looking
directly at Nancy. “Not to mention she’s snorted most of her money
up her pretty little nose and now she’s in dire need of a large
cash injection.”

“It’s fine,”
she stammered, hating the way he was making the redhead and the
brunette resent her even more. Or maybe that was the whole
point.

She resisted
the sudden urge to leave. Just see it through for the next half
hour, take the ten grand and run, no matter what else he offers
you.

“No time like
the present,” Jennifer said, standing up.

She lifted up
the hemline of her long, black cocktail dress and reached up
underneath, sliding the black thong down her slender legs.

With the
hemline of her dress rucked up around her waist she lifted up one
leg and placed the tip of her foot encased in the spikey black
heels on the table edge.

Her forefinger
and index finger parted the lips of her sex in an upside down V,
revealing the dusky pink flesh that ran from her clit to her
hole.

“Very nice,”
Jasper said. “Tell me Nancy, what do you think of Jennifer’s
cunt?”

Nancy tore her
gaze away from the completely bald cunt, her mouth suddenly dry.
What a question, how the hell was she supposed to answer it?

“It’s just a
cunt,” she said, feeling her face bush hot.

“Just a cunt,”
Jasper repeated laughing, “I like it.”

Nancy glanced
again at the Jennifer Aniston lookalike, her gaze inexplicably
flickering back to the exposed pussy. It was just that she had
never seen one in the flesh before, apart from her own of course.
The soft pink flesh glistened and Nancy realised that the woman was
actually wet with arousal. How could she get off on showing off her
body like this? What was wrong with her?

Nancy squirmed
on her seat, a heat spreading from her stomach into her pussy.

It’s just
fear, she told herself. Fear and disgust.

“Very good,”
Jasper said, “you can sit back down again now.”

Jennifer did,
pulling down her long dress and sitting on the chair. She didn’t
put her knickers on again though, Nancy noticed.

“Can I have my
money now?”

“Of course,”
Jasper replied, picking up a wad of money and flicking his thumb
through the banknotes thoughtfully. “But I’ll tell you what
Jennifer, I’ll increase your five hundred quid to a grand if you
take off your clothes for ten minutes.”

“Fine by me,”
she said without a moment’s hesitation.

“Oh, and you
can keep the shoes on.”

She stood up
once more and slithered out of the clinging black dress like a
snake discarding its skin.

Just like
Abigail, she wasn’t wearing a bra. Nancy stared at her beautiful,
naked body. She was model slim with neat little breasts and
oversized, toffee coloured nipples that stuck out from the dark
aerola.

“Take a picture
why don’t you,” Jennifer said with a cruel smile, “it’ll last
longer.”

Abigail
laughed. “I think the princess in the room has secret lesbian
tendencies.”

Nancy blushed
hot and Julie threw her a sympathetic look.

“What is it
with you two,” she managed to get out. “What have I ever done to
you?”

“Ladies,
please, don’t start fighting or you’ll all be disqualified. Ah,
here comes the party food.”

The naked woman
from before entered the room carrying a tray laden down with fruit.
She placed it in the centre of the table and Nancy warily eyes the
bunches of grapes, bananas, apples, and other exotic fruit of which
she didn’t know the names of.

There was
something so decadent about the mound of fruit. Or something so
ominous. It put her in mind of a Roman orgy and a shiver ran up her
spine.

“Ladies,”
admonished Jasper. “You haven’t touched your wine, please drink.
Slut, fetch the champagne.”

The naked woman
left once more and Nancy nervously sipped her wine, as did the
others.

“Shall we liven
things up a little?” Jasper asked. “Abigail, I’ll pay you one
thousand pounds right now to spend the remainder of the evening
naked.”

“And I don’t
have to do anything else for that grand? Just be naked?”

“No, nothing
else. If I want anything more from, I’ll just pay again for it. I’m
sure you have a price. Every woman does.”

Not this
one, you bastard, Nancy thought.

“Whatever,”
Abigail shrugged. “As long as you hand me the money now.”

Jasper picked
out a wad of bound together notes and chucked it at the redhead.
She caught it and it was instantly swallowed up by her handbag.

“You can leave
the shoes on too,” he added.

“Fine,” she
said, getting to her feet, slipping out of the emerald dress that
was bunched up at her waist. “I’m sure the little closet lesbo will
enjoy the show.”

Jennifer
tittered. Nancy was under no illusion as to who the ‘closet lesbo’
was she was referring to. Not for the first time she fought down
the strong urge to leave.

Then she
thought of her Mum and she proudly lifted up her head. At least her
motives for being here were relatively pure, unlike those two money
grabbing slags.

Abigail removed
her lacy white knickers. Like Jennifer, her pussy was bald.

“No way to tell
if you’re a natural redhead then,” Jasper quipped.

Abigail threw
him a withering stare and sat back down. Jennifer giggled that
horrible giggle again and Nancy had a sudden image of herself
slapping the silly tart across the face.

Julie reached
into her handbag and pulled out her mobile to check the screen.

“What do you
think you’re doing?” Jasper asked sternly.

“Checking to
see if the half hour is up yet,” she said.

“Don’t be so
fucking rude. Here.” He counted out eight wads of cash and slid
them across the table towards her. “Yours I believe.”

Julies eyes
widened as she stared at the cash.

“Thanks,” she
stammered, stuffing the notes into her shoulder bag.

Nancy felt a
small rise of panic, when was she going to get paid?

“Now little
Julie, I have another proposition for you. You are free to leave in
exactly twenty minutes with the cash and do nothing more. But I’ll
put this to you, fifty thousand pounds if you strip off too.”

Julie stared at
him and Nancy could see her mind working, summing up her
options.

“That’s a lot
of money,” she said slowly. “how long would I have to be naked, and
what else would I have to do?”

“Nothing, that
is all the fifty thousand pounds covers; your nudity for the
duration of the game.”

Nancy silently
wondered if and when he would ask her. Would she even be able to
bring herself to sit there naked? Was he right about all women
having a price? And if so, would fifty thousand pounds be hers?

“I’ll do it if
you give me the cash first,” Julie said.

The naked woman
appeared carrying a tray, on which two bottles of champagne and
accompanying flute glasses were perched.

Jasper
addressed the nude waitress:

“Fetch the
other suitcase, the money grabbing whore is clamouring to be
paid.”

“Hey, there’s
no need for that,” Julie complained.

“And I told
you, back chat means you’re out of the game.”

He proceeded to
count out loud the wads of money, placing them in neat piles by the
opened suitcase as the naked woman set down the tray and left the
room once more. He stopped at thirty six, and slid the piles of
cash across the table towards her.

“Thirty six
grand and the rest to come.”

All four women
stared greedily at the money open mouthed and Julie wasted no time
in opening up her shoulder bag and sweeping the money inside. Then
she quickly slipped down the straps of her knee length, clingy blue
dress lest he changed his mind and retract his offer.

She hesitated
for a moment when she stood up in just her plain white
underwear.

The whole table
fell completely silent, watching her.

She hesitated
for a moment, then reached behind her back and unfastened her bra.
Her pert little breasts popped out. They were cone shaped with
pale, pointy nipples that stuck out at perfect right angles.

Nancy couldn’t
stop herself from openly staring at her crotch when she stepped out
of her knickers. Her bush was neatly trimmed and pale blonde, like
her hair. Her inner labia was ever so slightly visible, poking out
from beneath the downy blonde pubic hair.

Nancy glanced
up at the girl’s face. She looked mortified. Nancy didn’t feel too
sorry for her, she was getting more and more worried for
herself.

“Nice,” Jasper
said. “You can take your shoes off though, I like you being so
short.”

Julie kicked
off her high heels and sat back down.

Now Nancy was
the only woman clothed. The redhead and the Jennifer Aniston
lookalike didn’t seem to care too much, but Julie blushed a deep
red and kept her eyes lowered. No one spoke as the naked prostitute
went round the table with the champagne bottle, placing a flute
glass before each woman and filling it up with the golden fizz.

Jasper raised
his glass.

“Cheers. Here’s
to a fun evening. And now the games are really gonna begin.
Would one of you ladies be so kind as to reach into the bottom of
the fruit pile and retrieve the special gift?”

Instantly Nancy
was on edge. Just twenty more minutes and there’s ten grand in
your pocket. No one’s forcing you to do anything else, remember
that.

Abigail stood
up and reached into the pile of fruit in the middle of the table.
Fruit rolled across the table as she pulled out the plastic object
beneath it all.

It took a
moment for Nancy to work out what it was. A black vibrator, shaped
like a ginormous cock.

Abigail held it
aloft, the faintest smile playing on her lips. “You’re a kinky son
of a bitch.”

Nancy, however,
was horrified. And so was Julie, judging from the expression on her
face.

“Abigail,
Jennifer, Julie, I’ll give you ten thousand pounds each if you make
each other cum with that dildo.”

Abigail and
Jennifer looked at each other. Julie just looked appalled.

What about
me? Nancy thought. Why the hell hasn’t he asked me to do
anything?

She was scared.
She had the most horrible feeling that when he was going to ask her
‘to play,’ it wasn’t going to be pretty.

“No,” Julie
said in a shaky voice.

“No?”

“I’m done here,
I’m happy with fifty eight thousand, anything more would just be
plain greedy.”

“You don’t want
the chance to win a million?”

“Fifty eight
thousand will buy me lawyers to get my little girl back. Besides,
we all know that I don’t stand a chance of winning the
million.”

As she spoke
she looked at Nancy. There was no reproach in her frank gaze, but
the meaning behind her eyes was clear. You’re the winner here.
The rest of us don’t stand a chance.

Nancy didn’t
understand. She wanted to say something, to deny the silent
accusation, but she could think of nothing to say.

“Fine,” Jasper
said dismissively. “In fact, fuck hanging around, why don’t you
just leave now?”

The naked
prostitute was by his side holding a second briefcase. He took it
from her and laid it on the table, flipping open the lid. He
counted out the rest of her money and placed it in the empty
suitcase before sliding it across the table towards her.

“Now get the
fuck out of my house, I am entirely bored of you.”

Julie got to
her feet, looking faintly ridiculous, clutching her clothes, bag
and briefcase to her naked body.

“Out!” bellowed
Jasper, making everyone jump. “Get dressed in the hallway, I’m sick
of looking at you.”

Julie scurried
away.

“And then there
were three. Seems that I was wrong about Julie,” he said, looking
directly at Nancy. “And maybe later I’ll tell you why, when you
better understand everything.” He clapped his hands, turning his
attention to the other two. “Right. Get on the floor like the dogs
you are. You first Jennifer, on all fours and Abigail here will
make you cum. Nancy, you’d better watch the show, you really don’t
want to miss any of this.”
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The women did
as they were bid. Jennifer got into position and the redhead
flicked a switch on the vibrator. It buzzed into life and Abigail
positioned it at the woman’s cunt.

Nancy watched
transfixed, her heart beating wildly. Abigail held the toy on her
pussy, running the tip of the thing along the woman’s slit.

Jennifer’s back
arched slightly under the redhead’s administrations. Abigail held
it on the woman’s clit, massaging it slightly round and round in
circular motions.

“Don’t stick
that fucking thing inside me,” she panted, “just make me cum quick
and painlessly and I’ll return the favour.”

“You got it,”
Abigail replied.

“Teamwork, I
like it,” Jasper said.

But Nancy felt
his eyes on her for the most part. There are two women having
sex on the floor in front of him and he’s looking at me? In God’s
name, why?

It didn’t take
long for Jennifer to start panting softly. Her hips gyrated
slightly and she squirmed on her hands and knees.

“Oh God, I’m
cumming,” she panted.

With a final
moan of pleasure, her body went slack and she fell to her
elbows.

“My turn,”
Abigail said, shoving the woman on her shoulder and dropping the
still buzzing sex toy under her nose. “Let’s get this over
with.”

“On your back
sweetheart, and spread ‘em.” Jasper ordered.

The redhead lay
on the floor and opened her legs. Her pussy lips were slightly
opened, the glistening, swollen folds testament to her arousal.

The sight was
crudely arresting and Nancy licked her dry lips. Jennifer kneeled
at Abigail’s hips, bending over slightly to place the vibrator on
her exposed cunt.

It didn’t take
long for Abigail to start writhing on the floor, her hands on her
own breasts, violently kneading them and pinching her nipples.

Her hips jerked
upwards and her upper body flushed crimson. Nancy watched the way
the woman’s juices dribbled down into the crack of her arse, her
moans of pleasure crawling into her brain like it was she, not
Abigail, who was orgasming so fiercely.

When she was
done Nancy realised she had been holding her breath. She let it out
in a shaky sigh, aware of Jasper watching her but refusing to
acknowledge his eyes on her.

“Bravo,” he
said, clapping slowly. “Good show. But all that pleasure has to be
balanced out by a bit of pain, don’t you think? One cannot have one
without the other. Slut, fetch the equipment.” The prostitute, who
had been standing silently by his side the entire time, left the
room. “Abigail, I have a party question for you, one of my personal
favourites. Would you rather stick that dildo up your vagina for
fifty pounds, or stick it into Jennifer’s arse for two thousand
pounds?”

“Hey,” Jennifer
protested, as they both got shakily to their feet. “That’s not
fair. What the fuck is in that for me?”

“The chance for
you to get a question like that afterwards. A chance for you to win
money at Abigail’s expense. So what do you two say?”

The two women
eyed each other warily.

“Fine, then
let’s do this. But I want lube.”

“No lube. Your
dirty little cunts will provide all the lube you need.”

Abigail’s green
eyes flashed anger at him but she didn’t say a word.

“Fucking do it
then,” Jennifer said getting down on all fours. But you better be
gentle bitch or you’re gonna pay big time when it’s your turn.”

“Not there,”
Jasper barked. “Get over her and do it at Nancy’s feet, I don’t
want her to miss a thing.”

Nancy’s toes
squirmed in horror when the woman crawled over to her. Abigail
kneeled at the woman’s arse and glared so horribly up at Nancy that
she shrivelled inside.

The redhead
positioned the head of the dildo at the woman’s arsehole, gritted
her teeth and pushed.

“Slowly, damn
it,” the woman said, her face hidden from Nancy’s view. “You need
to fucking wet it.”

“Aw, fuck it,
I’ll fucking wet it for you, bitch. Let’s give Miss goody-two-shoe,
teacher’s pet, closet fucking lesbian really something to
look at.”

With that she
tugged Jennifer until she was lying on her back. She positioned her
head between her legs and buried her face in the woman’s cunt.
Jennifer sighed and tangled her fingers in Abigail’s hair, pulling
her mouth in closer.

“Let’s get you
all nice and juicy again,” Abigail could be heard mumbling into the
woman’s pussy.

Nancy watched
the redhead’s tongue darting out over the woman’s distended red
clit. Jennifer squirmed on her back, gasping in pleasure.

How can they do
this, she thought. What’s wrong with them?

Abigail sat up
between the open V of the woman’s legs and grabbed the sex toy.

“I have to wet
the dildo baby, but I’m gonna make you cum so hard, I fucking
promise.”

She eased the
dildo into the brunette’s slick opening, inch by slow inch. The
woman groaned and clawed her own thighs, twisting on the floor.

Abigail slowly
pumped the dildo in and out of her, fingering her clit with her
other hand as she did so.

“Is that good
baby?” Abigail asked huskily.

“Yeah, fuck
yeah,” gasped the woman. “Harder on my clit, oh God, oh yeah, just
like that.”

She came,
gasping and thrashing her head from side to side.

When she was
done she sat up and got back into doggy position.

Abigail finger
fucked her for a moment, smearing the wetness up along her arse
crack, before delving the tip of her forefinger into her puckered
anus.

“I have to do
it quick before the dildo dries,” she said after a moment or two of
swirling her finger around in small circular motions to stretch her
arsehole.

The woman
grunted her consent and Nancy watched the way her back stiffened
and straightened as if to brace herself. For good measure Abigail
delved a hand between her own legs and fingered her pussy before
smearing her wet fingers onto the dildo for added lubrication. Then
she spat on the thing for good measure.

“Ready
baby?”

“As I’ll ever
be.”

Ever so slowly,
she eased the thing inside of her. With her free hand she reached
round and fingered the girl’s clit. This seemed to help for the
dildo slipped in further.

Nancy watched
the spectacle open mouthed. She didn’t know what she was feeling
right then, all she knew was her heart was beating way to fast and
she couldn’t catch her breath.

“Stop,”
Jennifer gasped after a while. “Please, it won’t go in
anymore.”

“She’s right,”
Abigail said, looking pleadingly up at Jasper.

“Jasper
thoughtfully stroked his chin. “But it’s only three quarters of the
way in, are you sure that’s as far is it will go?”

Abigail pushed
it and the girl beneath her squealed.

“Oh, fine then,
you win. Just pump it in and out of her until I tell you to
stop.”

Nancy managed
to wrench her eyes away from the grotesque, but somehow compelling
scene when Jasper spoke to her.

“So tell me
Nancy, are you having a good evening?”

“Yeah. I’m
having the time of my life. Ten more minutes and I’m out of here
ten thousand pounds richer.”

“We’ll see
about that,” Jasper said with a smile. “OK ladies, you can stop
now.” Abigail removed the dildo and Jennifer collapsed onto the
floor on her stomach. “Get up Jennifer, you’re going to like this
next bit. I’ll give you fifty pounds to eat Abigail’s pussy and
make her come with your tongue, or two thousand pounds to cane
her.”

“Cane?”
Jennifer asked stupidly, wincing as she got to her feet.

The prostitute
was back, and she handed Jasper another briefcase. Except this one
was almost three times the size. She placed it on the table in
front of Jasper and he clicked open the lid.

All three women
gasped in shock when they saw the long thin cane he pulled out of
the briefcase. But none gasped so loud as Nancy. The sight of it
had her trembling like a leaf and squirming in her seat. For a
second everything took on a grainy, black and white quality and she
felt sure she was going to faint.

And this time
there was no mistaking the churning sensation in her lower gut for
anything other than what it was.

Arousal.

She felt like
weeping.

“Jennifer, two
thousand pounds to bend Abigail over your knee and cane her five
times on the backside.”

“What?” Abigail
spluttered. “Uh uh, no way.”

“Oh come on,”
the brunette moaned. “I took that fucking thing up my arse, the
least you can do is take a few lashings. It’s only five, don’t be
such a stuck up bitch.”

“Jennifer is
right, Abigail,” Jasper added. “If you forfeit it’s game over and
Nancy here gets the million.”

The exchange
left Nancy numb. But a discreet glance at her watch showed the half
hour was up. She got to her feet.

“I’d like my
ten thousand pounds now please,” Nancy said in a small voice. “I’m
ready to go.”

“Sit back
down,” Jasper said.

“No. My half
hour’s up and I want to go…”

“I fucking said
sit!”

His raised
voice made her flinch, but still she didn’t sit back down. He
softened his tone a little when he next spoke.

“Look, I’ll
give you sixty thousand pounds to sit down and see the game through
to the end. You know the score by now. All you have to do for that
sixty thousand is sit down and shut the fuck up.”

Her head
reeled.

Sixty thousand
pounds? Had she heard right?

“Slut, get the
money and hand it to her, will you? So Nancy, are you staying or
going?”

Against her
better judgement she sat back down. I don’t have to do anything,
I don’t have to do anything, she said to herself over and
over.

“Good,” Jasper
said, a note of exasperation seeping into his voice. “I’m glad
that’s settled. You two, get the fuck on with it.”

Jennifer sat
down on the chair next to Nancy and Abigail awkwardly leaned over
her lap, her hands gripping the side of the chair and her arse
raised in the air.

From this
position her wet pussy was clearly visible to Nancy and she closed
her eyes at the intensely erotic sight.

I am not a
lesbian, so why am I aroused by this?

Jasper came
over to her and crouched down by the side of her chair. She tried
not to flinch when he stroked the side of her face.

“You are
perfect,” he murmured, “everything I thought you’d be and more. And
you’re not gay, you’re just different, that’s all. You’re wired up
the same way as me, I knew it the first second I ever saw you.”

How did he know
she was worrying about being gay? It was like he was peering into
her very soul and the thought chilled her. But still she didn’t
understand what he was talking about. Wired up like him? She was
not sick in the head like him, she wasn’t….

The cane
cutting through the air and landing with a resounding thwack
on Abigail’s bottom snapped her back into the moment.

She flinched as
the woman screamed. Her face burnt and as much as she hated to
admit it, her pussy ached.

The cane came
crashing down four more times, leaving an angry looking, red
criss-cross pattern on the redhead’s arse cheeks.

Nancy couldn’t
tear her gaze away from the unfolding scene, tears stinging her
eyes the wetter she got. It was like she could feel every blow on
her own bottom and her heart and soul craved the pain and
humiliation the cane would bring.

When the women
were finished, Abigail stood upright. She had to steady herself on
the table edge and tears slipped from her eyes.

“You bastard,
it hurts like fuck,” she complained, bending over at the waist.

“Ladies, I’d
like to thank you for your participation, and I have decided on the
winner. The woman that will be leaving here tonight with one
million pounds is Nancy.”

There was a
humming sound in Nancy’s ears and she swayed slightly on her seat.
She was dimly aware of the incredulous, evil looks the other two
women were giving her.

And she
couldn’t say she blamed them.

“Why,”
spluttered Abigail, obviously having forgotten about her sore
bottom. “The bitch hasn’t done anything. Why the fuck is she
getting the million?”

“Yeah, I can’t
believe it,” Jennifer added. “that’s just fucking sick. It’s so
unfair.”

“Oh, quit your
moaning. I said Nancy was the winner. If she accepts my challenge
of course.”

What
challenge, she thought in despair. Whatever it was, she knew it
would be bad. How could it be anything less than horrific coming
from this sadistic pervert?

“What would I
have to do?” she asked quietly, not believing that she was even
contemplating his proposition.

“Just remember
Nancy, you’ll be doing this for your Mother, not just for the
money. I meant what I said in your interview, I will get your
Mother into hospital to receive the treatment and the transplant
that will save her life; treatment that would normally be
completely inaccessible to people like you.”

People like
me. She wondered what she even was to him, how he perceived
her. Was she just a toy to him, someone to play with and then
discard at the end of the night when he was bored with her?

But one million
pounds was one hell of an expensive toy. None of this made any
sense to her.

“Here is my
proposition to you Nancy. I want you to strip off and accept the
punishment that will be dished out to you from me and the three
slags in the room.”

“Why the fuck
should we help?” chimed in the redhead.

“For an extra
fifty grand each. Besides, don’t you want to see Nancy suffer? I
know how much you two hate her, how jealous of her you are. I’m
sure you’d love to watch her hurting.”

The redhead
smirked humourlessly. “Well, since you put it like that. Yeah, I’m
in.”

“Me too,”
Jennifer added. “It’s not fair she gets the million.”

“So there you
go,” Jasper said, turning towards her. “If you do as I ask you’ll
be one million pounds richer with the best medical care in the
world for your Mother.”

“What would I
have to do?” she whispered.

“Nothing. Just
take what’s given to you.”

“You said in
the interview I wouldn’t have to have sex with you.”

“And I stand by
that, dear Nancy. This is about so much more than the physical act.
It’s about power and control. And your submission, mind, body and
soul.”

Still she
didn’t get it. This was completely outside her field of
understanding.

Then she
thought of her Mother.

“OK. I want the
money up front, and I want your word you’ll help my Mother.”

“Slut, fetch
the rest of the money,” he ordered the prostitute. “I will give you
the suitcases filled with the cash now, you can look at them when I
break your spirit. And when I’m through with you, you have my word
you will be safely transported home by my chauffer. And tomorrow
your Mother will start her treatment.”

Nancy knew what
she had to do. As if she had a choice. There was never a choice,
that’s why she came here tonight, and that’s why she was still
here.

“OK then. Let’s
do this.”


 


Nancy Plays The
Game.

 


 


“It’s really
quite simple sweetheart, all you have to do is take off your
clothes and lie down on the chaise lounge.”

Nancy was
struck dumb and immobile with stage fright. Nothing worked, not her
legs, her arms, or her voice.

The prostitute
had brought in five briefcases, all of which were lined up on the
table. Jasper had briefly shown her the contents. The sight of so
much money had made her want to faint.

But still she
couldn’t bring herself to move.

“The fact
you’re still here shows I know you will do it, there was never any
doubt in my mind. Julie left because she wasn’t cut out for it. But
you are, it is your true nature, stop fighting it.”

“Yeah, get a
fucking move on,” Jennifer complained.

Jasper threw
her a withering stare and she shut up.

 

Abigail held
the cane, Jennifer a whip that looked like a riding crop.

Her paralysis
broke. I’m doing this for you Mum…

Her dress
couldn’t be sexily rolled down her body like the other women had
done; she had to pull it over her head in an ungainly, clumsy
manner, getting her arms caught up in a tangle of fabric as she did
so.

Now she was
free of the dress and stood there in her sensible black
underwear.

I can’t
believe I’m doing this, she thought as she unhooked her
bra.

She closed her
eyes when she felt her heavy breasts fall free. It felt so wrong to
feel air on her bare tits. Wrong and humiliating.

So then why was
she so slick between her legs?

“And the rest,”
Jasper said.

There was no
mistaking the heavy arousal in his voice and she shivered. She
pulled the damp knickers down her slender legs and stood quivering
and naked, peeking up at him through lowered lashes. It took every
last ounce of her will power not to cover herself up with her arms
and cross her legs tightly together.

“You’re
beautiful,” he breathed, “these two sluts have nothing on you.”

Nancy glanced
at the naked women holding the cane and the whip and she shivered
in a terrified kind of arousal. Needless to say, they openly glared
at her, hating her for winning the million pounds and hating her
for being Jasper’s favourite.

She felt sure
she was about to feel the full extent of their hatred all over her
body very soon.

Her heels
clicked on the floorboards as she made her way over to the chaise
lounge.

“That’s right,”
Jasper said, “lie on your back, arms above your head and
relax.”

He came over
and looked down at her. She could feel her heart hammering against
her ribcage.

To her surprise
he kneeled down at the end of the chaise lounge and pulled her
right leg so her foot thumped the floor and her cunt was exposed to
him.

She gasped,
instinctively going to close her legs.

“No,” he said
abruptly.

Instantly she
relaxed her legs and allowed herself to be in this position that
went against every natural urge to hide from his hungry gaze.

“You have a
beautiful cunt, so why hide it? But I’m afraid that this
will have to go.” He tugged at her neatly trimmed, dark pubic hair.
“You don’t get to hide your assets behind hair.”

The prostitute
appeared by her side as if from nowhere, making her jump. In her
hands she held a pair of nail scissors and sheets of what looked
like fly paper. It took Nancy a moment to work out that they were
waxing strips.

“No,” she
gasped, attempting to sit up.

Jasper pushed
her back.

“Oh don’t be
such a baby, it’s only like going to the beautician’s. Just relax
and let the whore do her job.”

He stood up,
allowing the silent prostitute access between her legs. She felt
the woman’s fingers on her pussy, then the snick of scissors
trimming her close in preparation for the waxing.

She flinched
when she felt the woman tug on her labia, stretching it out so she
was better able to trim the hair there. Nancy peered over the great
mounds of her tits at her, close to sobbing in humiliation.

She wasn’t the
only one looking at her tits. Jasper leaned over to lightly touch
her soft flesh, grazing his fingers over nipples. They stiffened
instantly at his touch and he laughed.

“Hey, you two
whores, get over here.”

The two women
that had been watching silently form the dining table came over,
still holding the whip and the cane.

“Put down your
weapons for the moment. Get on the floor and do a sixty nine. I’ll
give you both an extra five grand each each time one of you
comes.”

They didn’t
have to be asked twice. If they were disgusted, they didn’t show
it. Jennifer lay on her back and spread her legs and Abigail sat on
her face and buried her face in her pussy.

Nancy stared at
the intensely erotic sight. But her eyes were wrenched up to the
ceiling when she felt searing pain on her pubic mound as the hair
was ripped out at root.

She squealed
and Jasper smiled at her discomfort. He leaned over and began to
knead her breasts. He had large hands, but still her flesh spilled
out around his fingers and he couldn’t disguise his groan of
approval.

Now the
prostitute was removing her hair in short, sharp bursts, using the
corner of the strip to make sure every last bit was removed.

It felt as if
the delicate skin between her legs had caught fire. Her labia
especially burned and raged and she sobbed.

Jasper let go
of her tits and crouched down, taking the prostitute’s place
between her legs.

“Much better,
now I can actually see you.”

He slipped his
hands beneath her buttocks to spread them and positioned his
shoulders in such a way between her thighs she was unable to close
her legs.

“No she gasped,
when he his face descended on her pussy.

She gasped when
the heat of his wet tongue connected with her clit.

But she did not
push him away. She needed to save her Mum and she wanted that
million.

Christ, that
feels so fucking good, she thought, despite herself.

He licked along
her wet slit, his tongue stiffening and darting in and out of her
drenched hole, before latching onto her clit again.

It felt good,
too good, the pain of having her pussy waxed all but gone.

Oh Christ no, I
don’t want to come on his face…

Just when the
pleasure was building to such heights she was in danger of tumbling
over the edge into a spiral of ecstatic release, he pulled
away.

Instantly she
was mortified she had nearly come so easily and so quickly in his
mouth.

She wriggled
under his grip, trying to close her legs but he wouldn’t let her.
His lips and chin glistened with her arousal and as he spoke he
massaged her buttocks, spreading her cunt even wider.

“I did promise
at the interview I wouldn’t put my cock inside you, but that my
darling can wait until next time. I may not physically fuck you
this time, but trust me, you are going to feel more fucked at the
end of this than you have ever felt in your life.”

Conceited
bastard, she thought. There was no way she was going to go
through all of this again. No way on God’s earth…

She gasped when
one of his hands let go of her arse and moved round so that his
thumb was firmly and directly massaging her clit.

The sparking
pleasure from the too direct pressure bordered on painful. In fact,
the longer it went on, the more painful it became.

She squirmed
and groaned, trying to wriggle away from his touch.

But he was
relentless.

“Come for me.
Pinch your nipples, look me in the eye and come.”

She found the
request obscene.

Yet she was
unable to prevent her hands from seeking out her breasts. The pain
shooting between her legs clenched in her lower abdomen. Pain that
was now inexplicably mixed with intense pleasure. Pleasure and pain
collided, twisting and tumbling in her lower guts until she was
writhing and arching her back on the chaise lounge.

Without
warning, a short, sharp but fierce orgasm crashed over her, rolling
her eyes back in their sockets.

It was only
when she was finished did she realise that she was tweaking her
nipples between her thumb and fingers.

She dropped her
hands to her sides in disgust, panting hard. Jasper’s gaze bore
into her and she lowered her eyes, blushing furiously.

Now the orgasm
had abated she was aware of the two women grunting on the floor.
They were a tangle of sweaty limbs, seemingly oblivious to their
surroundings.

“Up,” Jasper
barked, getting to his feet himself. “Time to give Nancy a good
beating.”

Nancy’s blood
ran cold. Surely she hadn’t heard right. Yes, the two women had
previously been holding the whip and the cane, but somehow the
reality of her situation hadn’t sunk in to this moment.

“No,” she
croaked in a hoarse voice as the two women got to their feet.
“Please.”

“Do you want to
do this or not?”

Nancy’s mind
whirred in confusion. She was scared, terrified in fact.

So then why was
her pussy still wet?

“Please,” she
whispered, sitting upright.

“What are you
pleading for? Are you pleading to be hurt?”

Tears sprang
into her eyes at the torrent of desire his words unleashed within
her. She figured she was in shock, that she was out of her mind
with terror.

So then why is
your God damn pussy pulsing it’s so wet..?

She let out a
strangled sob, horrified at the nasty little whisper in her
head.

The women
picked up their weapons and walked over to her.

“I’ll take your
silence as an invitation to continue. But you do have a safeword,
and it is briefcase. Just remember that the safeword will end the
game completely and you walk away with nothing. Do I make myself
clear?”

“Can we beat
the bitch now?” the redhead asked impatiently.

“Shut up!”
Jasper shouted, then quietly to Nancy: “So do you want to play or
not?”

“Yes.”

“Good girl. And
do you understand the rules?”

“Yes.”

“Then let’s
play. Stand up and bend over at the waist. You may steady yourself
on the back of the chaise lounge.”

Nancy shakily
got to her feet and bent over as instructed.

Abigail, who
was holding the cane immediately brought it down onto her buttocks
with an almighty thwack!

Nancy screamed
when the bamboo rod connected with her tender buttocks. The sharp
pain shot through her body as surely as an electric shock and her
knees buckled.

She managed to
keep herself upright, her chest hitching with her quiet but
uncontrollable sobbing.

“Just once
more,” Jasper ordered.

She could hear
that his voice was heavy with arousal.

She flinched
rigid when she heard the whoosh of the cane slicing through the
air. For the second time she screamed out loud, howling in pain
that brought with it toe curling humiliation.

This time her
legs did buckle, and she ungainly crumpled over the back of the
chaise lounge, her tits and arms hanging down the other side of the
backrest.

Every muscle in
her body trembled and her buttocks stung and throbbed.

She hadn’t
heard Jasper come up behind her and she jumped when he slipped his
fingers between her legs.

“Wet. Soaking
fucking wet. I knew I was right about you.”

His touch made
her shudder and she realised that her clitoris was positively
singing in need when he gently touched her there. His finger skated
over her wetness and her humiliation was complete.

He finger
fucked her for a moment, then smeared his wet fingers up to her
arsehole. She stiffened when she felt the tip of a finger pushing
at the tightly puckered entrance of her anus. It slipped in up to
the first knuckle and she cried out, not in pain, but in soul
destroying embarrassment. She tried to stand up but he easily
pushed her back down again.

“Please,” she
whimpered.

But not even
she knew what she was pleading for. His finger was only inside her
rectum the smallest amount and he jiggled it around inside her. It
felt alien and very, very dirty to have something in her arse and
she squirmed and writhed uselessly. His other hand snaked around
her front and found her clit and massaged it hard. Another finger
slipped inside her vagina, leaving her panting and helpless in his
grip. Her arse cheeks brushed painfully against his suit and she
yelped.

But amazingly
she felt she felt she was close to cumming again.

Jasper laughed
and let go of her. She flopped over the backrest, panting and
sobbing.

Lie on your
back on the chaise lounge, just like you were before,” he said
huskily.

She sat down
gingerly, crying out when her buttocks connected with the soft
upholstery. She lay back, unable to get comfortable with anything
touching her sore arse cheeks.

But
inexplicably the pain in her backside throbbed in tandem with the
horny pulsing of her pussy.

“Now things are
going to get really interesting. Jennifer, I want you to
whip her tits. Gently to start with, until she gets the taste for
it.”

Jennifer
smirked nastily. “My pleasure.”

Nancy recoiled
in horror.

But she did not
get up or use the safeword. She watched mesmerised as Jennifer
towered over, brandishing the whip like a born dominatrix.

Nancy inhaled
sharply when without further warning the whip snapped against her
breasts. It connected with her soft flesh with the lightest
crack, hard enough to leave a red line in its wake, but not
hard enough for that line to be raised.

She stared down
at her heaving chest, at the red line an inch or so above her left
nipple. Her tit stung in a high, sharp pain; a pain that made her
toes curl and her pussy ache.

“Again,” Jasper
breathed.

Once again the
whip came down, harder this time. Her other breast sung out in
pain, the bite of the whip leaving a new, angry red line on her
flawless white breast.

“Three
more.”

Jennifer obeyed
Jasper’s command with obvious glee. Three more times the whip
sliced into her soft flesh, leaving her panting and thrashing and
her head.

Nancy had never
felt anything like it, her breasts were buzzing with pain, her skin
was tingling and tender.

Yet it felt so
good. Her skin crawled and throbbed, the pain was muddled with
pleasure, the murky crossover where she couldn’t tell one from the
other.

The thrashing
stopped and Nancy moaned in hurt relief mixed with
disappointment.

When she looked
to her side the prostitute was standing next to her. Her heart
stopped beating then resumed at twice normal speed when she saw
what she was holding. It was the same black dildo the two women had
used on each other earlier.

Jasper nodded
imperceptibly and the prostitute kneeled between her open legs,
positioning the dildo at the entrance to her pussy.

The thing
pushed into her wet hole and she gasped and arched her back. It
felt too good and she sobbed in horny debasement as the toy
stretched her wide. Her insides throbbed and tingled and it felt as
if her vaginal walls were in danger of splitting open.

She looked down
at herself over her heaving tits marred by the red crisscross
patterns and at the black cylinder sticking out of her cunt.

Then the
prostitute really began to pump it. She rammed it in and out of her
at speed and Nancy gripped hold of the sides of the chaise lounge
to steady herself against the vigorous thrusting.

Jasper reached
down and lightly traced his fingertips over the red lines that were
settling into welts.

“Beautiful,” he
murmured. “I knew I was right about you. You are the ultimate pain
junkie.”

Nancy didn’t
understand his words, not really. She was too busy concentrating on
getting fucked by the woman with the dildo.

Jasper’s hands
clamped more firmly onto her tits and he crouched down to kiss her
square on the mouth.

Nancy gasped in
surprise at the unexpected wet kiss. His tongue darted between her
parted lips, tickling and probing. Instinctively, without even
realising she was doing it, her hands snaked up and tangled in his
glossy dark hair, pulling him in closer.

He groaned into
her mouth, his tongue pushing in deeper.

And then there
was an empty place where his deliciously warm, wet mouth had just
been. Nancy wondered why he looked suddenly angry, but she didn’t
have time to ponder on it for long.

“Abigail,
Jennifer, get over here. Abigail, sit on her face. Jennifer, I want
you to nipple clamp her.”

Nancy’s head
spun with the new set of instructions. Nipple clamps? A woman’s
cunt on her face? She wasn’t gay, there was no way she could
actually eat out pussy.

“Please, I
can’t…” she started to protest, but it was too late, the wheels
were already set in motion.

Abigail kneeled
on the chaise lounge, straddling her head. One knee rested by her
shoulders and her other foot supported her weight on the floor. Her
opened cunt loomed into view, pink, wet and glistening.

Nancy let out a
small squeal of protest before the cunt pressed smearily into her
face, effectively suffocating her.

She pushed at
the woman’s hips but someone grabbed her wrists and lifted her
hands above her head.

Her ears
started to ring and her head felt fuzzy and tight with the lack of
oxygen circulating to her brain.

“Stick your
tongue out bitch, fucking lick it,” a female voice drifted to her
from seemingly very far away.

The pussy
lifted slightly from her nose and Nancy sucked down air. She stuck
out her tongue, if anything it helped to keep the pussy slightly
away from her face.

The liquid that
pooled on her tongue and dripped down her chin tasted a little
musky with the slightest bitter under-tang. It wasn’t the taste of
it so much that made her recoil, but the fact of what it
was.

Robotically she
circled the tip of her tongue over the slimy clit, and all the
while her own cunt was being stretched wide by the ever-thrusting
dildo.

Hands roughly
explored her breasts and she writhed uselessly with her arms
stretched above her head.

Something cold
and hard brushed against her nipples, then she felt biting pain.
She screamed into the cunt smothering her mouth, pain radiating out
from her nipples. She couldn’t see what was going on, but she knew
she had been clamped. There was a tugging sensation deep in her
breast tissue, and she felt her heavy breasts lifting skyward by
the nipples.

The thing
ramming her pussy picked up speed and she gasped at the
overwhelming physical onslaught to her body.

“Fuck, I’m
gonna come,” the redhead said above her.

Right on cue a
vicious tasting, watery fluid squirted into Nancy’s mouth from
beneath the clitoral hood, coating her tongue and hitting the back
of her throat. She gagged, but kept licking until Abigail was done
and dismounted her face.

Now Nancy had
an uninterrupted view down her body. Jennifer was holding a long,
thin chain, the end of which separated into two chains that were
attached to her nipples by what looked like small metal clothes
pegs.

The woman
tugged the chain and Nancy squealed.

“Please,” she
said, turning her head to look at Jasper who was the one holding
her arms above her head. “Please don’t do this.”

“Get the rest
of the toys,” Jasper said directly to the prostitute.

The prostitute
let go of the dildo and got to her feet. But the thing remained
planted inside of her, poking obscenely out of her snatch. Her cunt
felt strange and achy without the pounding action and she actually
missed it.

That is until
she caught herself doing so and mentally kicked herself in
disgust.

Jasper let go
of her arms and they fell to her sides, heavy and tingling. She
resisted the urge to pull off the nipple clamps and rested them
meekly at her side. Jasper took the woman’s place between her legs
and pulled the dildo out with a wet plop.

He positioned
it at her arsehole, the bulk of his body preventing her from
closing her legs.

“No,” she
gasped as soon as she realised his intention.

“Oh shut up,
you want my money don’t you? Besides, you’re a horny little slut
and you’re loving every second of this.”

“No,” she
protested, none too convincingly.

“Yes. Trust me,
you’re going to love anal. Not only are you a natural born
masochist, it’s been scientifically proven that when something
isn’t as painful as you think it’s going to be, the brain
interprets it as pleasure because of the endorphin flooding
relief.”

Jennifer
smirked and tugged on the chain. Nancy gasped and her hands flew up
to grab the chain to slacken it.

“Don’t you
fucking dare touch that!” Jasper bellowed.

She let go of
the chain with a scream when he pushed the sex toy into her arse.
She looked down her body, at her painfully distended nipples and
lifted breasts and the dildo pushed a few inches into her
protesting anus.

She squirmed
and writhed, her body contorting in pain at having something shoved
up her arse.

“Relax,” Jasper
said. “You’ve come so far, it would be a shame to fuck it up for
yourself now.”

Jennifer gave
the chain another good hard yank. From the look in her eyes, Nancy
didn’t think she would find it a shame at all if she fucked it up
for herself and missed out on a million.

Jasper eased
the dildo in a little further and she gritted her teeth, her
fingernails digging into the upholstery beneath her.

It hurt. It
hurt like merry hell and stars momentarily danced before her eyes.
Inch by painful inch, the slick dildo eased inside her rectum. She
thought the damn thing might split her in two and it felt as though
her guts were being ripped open then set on fire.

Her nipples
pulsed in time to the fiery agony in her arse and she writhed on
the chaise lounge as if she were being consumed by invisible
flames.

She realised
Jasper had stopped pushing the toy further inside and when she
looked down over her heaving, sweat sheened torso she saw the end
of it peeking out of her rectum.

“Keep pulling
that chain,” Jasper instructed, getting to his feet. “Make her tits
wobble.”

Nancy took
deep, steadying breaths, half screaming, half groaning through
gritted teeth as Jennifer mercilessly jerked the chain up and down
and side to side, tugging on her nipples so hard Nancy was
terrified they would be ripped clean off her body.

“You look so
fucking beautiful,” Jasper said, reappearing at her side.

He, the redhead
and the prostitute stood over her, watching her tits being tortured
at the hands of the brunette.

It took her a
moment to notice what each of them were holding. Abigail brandished
the whip, the prostitute the cane and Jasper a fat roll of silver
electrical tape.

“Get up,”
Jasper barked.

The chain
attached to her nipples went mercifully slack and she rolled
ungainly on to her side so as not to hurt herself further on the
plastic penis in her anus.

She got shakily
to her feet, wincing at the thing inside of her that forced her to
stand with her legs apart and waddle like a duck. She noticed the
redhead smirking and she blushed hot at being forced to play such a
degrading game.

“Get over to
the table. Carry your own chain.”

Nancy hobbled
over to the dining table, aware of the four people behind her,
mortified that they would have a clear view of the dildo sticking
obscenely out of her arse. She couldn’t even begin to think how
ridiculous she must look and hot tears burnt shameful rivers down
her cheeks.

She completed
the agonising walk of shame and stood next to the recently cleared
table, cradling the chain in her arms.

“Get up on the
table and get on all fours.”

As if in a
trance Nancy did as she was bid. She did so unthinkingly and in a
small way, gladly. She got into position and awaited for whatever
next might befall her.

“Good girl,”
Jasper approved. “This is your grand finish. So you’d better make
it good.”

With that he
gently stroked down the length of her back and over the swell of
her buttocks, stopping at the protruding dildo.

She flinched
when his fingers lightly grazed it, just that smallest of touches
causing the thing to move inside of her, touching her in places it
had no business touching.

She was head
height with Jasper’s chest and she glanced down his be-suited body.
The bulge at his crotch was unmistakable and her pussy
involuntarily clenched in wet arousal.

What the
hell is wrong with me, she thought, squeezing her eyes tightly
shut. I must be sick in the head to be turned on right
now.

Her eyes
snapped open when she heard the unmistakable whiz of a roll
of robust tape being unwound.

He slapped the
end of the tape over her mouth, ripping it free from the roll. She
twisted her head round and watched in disbelief as he taped her
shins to the dining table. He started the tape at the table edge,
drawing it over first one shin, then the other. He repeated this
five times until she was well and truly stuck to the table top.

“On your
elbows, bitch,” he said, knocking her hands out from underneath
her.

She squealed
into the tape and fell onto her forearms. The impact jolted through
her shoulders and she sobbed.

He proceeded to
do the same at her arms, taping her firmly down.

Her head
flopped forward with the exertion of holding it up and she saw the
way her large tits hung straight down, complete with chains hanging
off her nipples. She wished she could draw her upper arms together
to partly hide them from view but of course, she couldn’t.

And then the
beating began.

Jennifer was
the one to start; she brought the cane crashing down onto her
already sore backside, making her yelp and shudder. When she
flinched her rectum tightened around the dildo, causing more pain.
She gave up trying to watch, it put too much strain on her neck so
she let her head flop submissively forward.

Her tits swayed
with each one of the five hard smacks across her buttocks and she
helplessly watched them.

“Good girl,”
Jasper said, by her side once more. “Abigail, I want you to beat
her with the whip. Not too hard, just tenderise her flesh. Don’t
forget her front. And Slag, fuck her in the arse with the dildo and
make her cum.”

Nancy didn’t
have to look up to know who ‘Slag’ was.

Jasper walked
round to the end of the long table so he was facing her, taking the
end of the chain with him as the prostitute took her place at her
side.

Jasper pulled
on the chain the same time as the prostitute eased the sex toy
almost the entire way out of her arse before slamming it in again
hard.

Her tits were
tugged forward by the nipples and the dildo pushed in and out of
her bottom.

Nancy screamed
in protest into the tape, her throat quickly becoming sore with all
the grunting and wailing.

Then Abigail
started in on her with the whip.

Nancy
howled.

Jasper laughed
and tugged harder on the chain, shaking it from side to side so her
tits wobbled and swung, completing her abject humiliation.

The fucking of
her arse grew harder until Nancy didn’t think she could stand it a
second longer.

The whip bit
into her lower back and she flinched, clenching her arse muscles
too hard around the sex toy, making her whimper like a beaten
dog.

The whip
slashed into her back again and again. But a least it was no way
near as vicious as the caning of her buttocks had been.

She forced
herself to relax and found that it really wasn’t that bad being
whipped. In fact, it barely hurt at all. Or if it was pain, her
brain wasn’t registering it as such. Her skin tingled all over and
to her amazement and horror she wanted to be whipped harder. She
wanted to feel more, more of everything. More hurt. More shame.
More dirty…

Tears welled in
her eyes when she caught herself thinking like a horny slut. What
was it Jasper had called her?

A pain
junkie.

But it just
felt so fucking good, she had never felt so alive. The skin on her
back prickled and tingled and she could no longer deny her body’s
violent reaction to this sexual debasement. Even the pain in her
arse had dimmed, or turned into something else entirely.

Pleasure. Pure,
unadulterated, filthy, dirty pleasure.

Jasper pulled
even harder on the chain and she groaned in agonised approval. She
felt fingers sliding into her soaking wet slit, settling on her
clit. The prostitute pumped the dildo even harder in and out of her
anus, all the while finger fucking her and rubbing her desperate,
swollen clit.

Now the redhead
started in on the underside of her body. The whip trailed fire over
her sweat sheened abdomen, biting into her flesh again and
again.

When it moved
up to her breasts that Jasper continued to tug on, she lost
control.

The combination
of attacks on her body was too much, the arse fucking, the clit
rubbing, the tit whipping, the nipple tugging…

The sensory
overload sent her careering into the grips of a violent orgasm. She
howled into the tape covering her mouth, her body racked with
pleasure and pain.

“OK, everybody
stop now,” Jasper said when the last wave of obliterating orgasm
washed through her.

Nancy shivered
and trembled, barely able to hold herself upright any longer. The
dildo was extracted from her arse with a wet pop, and the
beating ceased. But she remained attached to the nipple clamps and
bound by the tape.

He stood at the
end of the long table facing her and unzipped his suit trousers,
pulling out his cock. It was fat and long, and bounced slightly at
the sudden freedom. He circled his hand around the fat base and the
mushroom head pointed up at the ceiling, swollen, red and
glistening with pre-cum.

“Abigail, get
your arse over here. Ten grand for your pussy, forty grand for your
arse.”

Abigail went to
him and Jasper unceremoniously bent her over the table.

“Take my arse,”
she said.

Jasper pushed
her torso flat against the table top, her tits mashed down against
the wood and her long red talons clawing uselessly at the smooth
mahogany.

From her angle,
Nancy couldn’t see him penetrating her, but judging from his
jerking hip action and her wide eyed, pained expression, he was
in.

His eyes locked
with hers over Abigail’s head and a whole range of surprising
emotions raged within her. Anger at him for humiliating her like
this. Fear of what he was capable of. Sadness for what she had
turned into this night.

But for the
most part, she was jealous. As much as it pained her to admit it,
she wanted to be the one getting fucked by Jasper.

My depravity
knows no bounds, she thought humourlessly.

Jasper’s mouth
opened into a rictus of a silent scream, and he threw back his
head. His hips twitched jerkily, then he was still.

He bodily
picked up the woman and flung her to one side. She staggered
sideways, her mouth set into a grim line.

Jasper
approached her, zipping himself up again as he walked towards her.
Ever so gently, he reached underneath her and detached the nipple
clamps. Then he proceeded to rip away the tape at her limbs and
mouth.

“You bitches
can get dressed now. Wait in the hallway when you’re done and I’ll
sort out your money. Not you,” he said, when Nancy went to retrieve
her clothes along with the rest of the women.

So she stayed
on all fours on the table as the other women got dressed around
her.

“Nancy,” he
said softly when they were finally alone. “You were amazing,
everything I’d thought you’d be, and more. My chauffer will drive
you home tonight with a million pounds and your Mother will
commence treatment tomorrow.”

She supposed
she should thank him. “Can I get off the table now?” she said
instead.

“Be my guest.
But before you get dressed, let me put one more thing your way. Why
don’t you move in?”

Nancy thought
she had misheard him. “Excuse me?”

“Move in with
me. Be my submissive.”

“Your what?”
she asked, scrambling to her feet and wrapping her arms
protectively around herself.

Even if it was
a bit late for her show of modesty.

“You heard. And
you know exactly what I mean. Other subs are too hardnosed, too
seasoned. Either that or they’re like the pretty little Julie from
tonight; too unwilling and without the innate desire to submit. You
my darling are the ideal combination and contradiction. An innocent
slut. A shy exhibitionist. You understand the pain and the pleasure
of the flesh.”

Nancy didn’t
know what to say. She figured the man must be crazy.

Even so, on
some level, she understood what he was saying perfectly and she
shivered in longing and anticipation.

Her flesh ached
to say yes.

“No.”

“No? Are you
sure?”

“I’m sure. I
want to go home now please.”

The light that
burned behind his blue eyes dimmed as surely as if a switch had
been turned off.

“If that is
your desire. Get dressed, this night is over.”

He left her
alone in the huge, empty room.

 



 


Home again.

 


Nancy had left
the mansion without further incident. Jasper had blanked her from
the moment on she had refused his offer, and she had left with the
money and the strangest, emptiest feeling she couldn’t even begin
to describe or understand. Whether that feeling derived from what
she had been through that night, or whether it was because she had
turned down his bizarre offer, she didn’t know.

Either way, the
limo pulled up outside her house an hour later and Nancy felt like
the shell of the woman she had been just a few short hours ago.

She exited the
limo with her suitcase stuffed full of money and entered the next
chapter of her life.

 


The End.


Thank you for
reading, dear reader, I hope you enjoyed ‘The Invitation.’ Below is
the first chapter of my novella, ‘His Majesty’s Pleasure.’ But I
must warn you, this one is seriously kinky…

 


Book
Description of HIS MAJESTY’S PLEASURE by SAMANTHA HYDE:

 


Jane Winston is
just your ordinary kind of girl…except for the fact she is dating
The King of England’s son, Prince Rupert.

The day Rupert
brings her to the palace to meet His Father, King Humphry The
First, is the day Jane’s life will change forever.

His Royal
Highness is a Dom, and he has his sights set on the virginal
Jane.

But maybe Jane
isn't quite the innocent she first appears to be. Which is a good
thing, as His Majesty’s tastes fall on the far side of extreme.
This Dom just happens to have a genuine, medieval torture chamber
at his disposal in the dungeons of the palace and he isn't afraid
to use it.

He isn’t Sir.
He isn’t Master. He is The King of England. And Jane had better not
forget it…

 



CHAPTER
ONE

 


 


 


“Relax darling,
don’t look so scared. Just be yourself, my dad is going to love
you,” Rupert, Duke of Cobbold said when he led his trembling fiancé
along the cavernous hallway of Broughham Palace.

“Scared? Why
should I be scared? My fiancé’s father is only the fucking King of
England.”

“Jane,” Rupert
hissed, stopping and digging his fingers into her upper arm. “I
said don’t be scared and be yourself. I didn’t say swear like a god
damn fisherman’s wife.”

“I’m sorry, I’m
just so fucking nervous. There’s no fucking way he’s going to let
you marry a commoner like me.”

“Jane! Control
yourself, for the love of… Hello Dad.”

“I thought I
heard voices,” A man wearing an immaculately cut grey suit boomed
from an open door at the end of the hallway. “Don’t just stand
there gawping, come on through.”

The man’s voice
was deeply familiar to Jane as she had heard it countless times on
the television. And now here she was, face to face for the first
time with the man himself; Humphry Bathurst-Astor. Or King Humphry
The First, as he was commonly known.

“It’s a
pleasure to meet you Your Royal Highness,” Jane said, quivering
from head to toe.

He was tall, a
lot taller than he looked on the TV. He was in his late forties and
still in possession of a full head of thick black hair. His
piercing brown eyes unabashedly swept the length of her body and
her heart beat that much faster. He was dark, brooding and utterly
bloody gorgeous, more like a film star than a member of the royal
family. An entire nation of females had wept the day he had married
his childhood sweetheart, Lady Agatha, twenty-nine years ago.

“Please, call
me Humphry, I won’t have any of that bowing and scraping rubbish.”
He turned to address Rupert. “You were right son, she is a
beauty.”

Jane blushed to
the roots of her long blonde hair as she and Rupert followed the
King of England into one of the Palace’s many drawing rooms.

There was no
two ways about it, she was totally overwhelmed. Jane Winston came
from a relatively ordinary family, albeit a rich one. Her mum was a
teacher and her dad a GP, so she was no stranger to comfort. But
this. Fucking hell. The sheer opulence of the Palace defied
description.

“Thanks Dad. I
happen to think she’s the most beautiful girl in the world
too.”

Rupert smiled
lovingly down at her and gave her hand a reassuring squeeze. Jane
smiled back, in that moment not being able to stop herself from
comparing him unfavourably with his father. Both men were tall and
broad shouldered, but that’s where the similarity ended. Unlike his
dad, Rupert was blonde and even at the tender age of twenty one,
his thin hair was receding. His jaw was weak too, and his nose was
too big. Not like his father, who had a square jaw and straight
nose that would put James Bond to shame. Rupert looked scruffy
compared to his dad. In his bid to appear ‘normal’ he wore high
street jeans that did nothing to help the shape of his womanly
bottom.

“I am pleased
you brought your girlfriend to meet me Rupert, truly I am. But
there are things we need to discuss with regards your
engagement.”

“I love her
Dad. Nothing you can say or do will stop us being together.”

There was an
edge to Rupert’s voice that Jane had never heard before. She looked
up into his usually gentle face and saw how his puddingy mouth was
set in a grim line.

“Relax, son, I
am not saying you and Jane cannot be together, I am saying that
maybe marriage is not necessarily the answer. Shall we sit?”

King Humphry
gestured to the long, highly polished oak table than ran down the
centre of the room. On it was a bottle of champagne on ice, and
three flute glasses. The King of England took his place in the
elaborately carved, high backed chair at the head of the table, and
Rupert and Jane sat either side of him. He poured out the champagne
and Jane watched his long, elegant fingers. Aristocratic fingers.
She imagined them snaking into her knickers and parting her wet
pussy lips and she blushed hot at the inappropriate thought.

“To your good
health,” King Humphry said, looking directly at her and raising his
glass.

There was a
half-smile on his lips that deepened her blush. It was as if he
could read her mind.

“Dad,” Rupert
began. “Me and Jane are going to be married. To hell with stuffy
old tradition, I love her and that’s final. I love her too much to
keep her a secret or take her as my mistress.”

“My dear boy,
you are still so young, you have so much to learn of life. Are you
a virgin Jane?”

For a moment
she thought she had misheard him. She stared stupidly at him, her
face so hot she thought it might burst into flames. She knew he was
just as famous for his scathing tongue and outspokenness as he was
for his devastating good looks, but to be on the receiving end of
it was something else entirely.

“Dad! What kind
of a question is that? I can’t believe you would ask such a thing,
what in God’s name does that have to do with anything?”

“Do not take
the Lord’s name in vain, Rupert. I am the Defender Of The Faith and
I will not tolerate blasphemy.”

“I’m sorry
Father,” Rupert muttered, obviously angry but apparently too used
to being bulldozed by the old man.

“I’ll let it
pass. This time. But back to the matter at hand. Royals stick to
their own, we simply do not marry beneath ourselves. Can you
imagine the tabloid stories if you two become an official item? All
Jane’s ex-boyfriends would come out the woodwork with lurid stories
to tell that would irreversibly damage the House of Astor’s
reputation. The lower classes have no compunction over, what is the
phrase, ‘selling out.’”

“No one has
come to light yet, and Jane is already in the press,” Rupert
argued.

“Along with a
lot of other more suitable, blue-blooded women. I had no idea you
were serious about any of them. Besides, you are not in the public
eye properly at the moment. I have a deal with the press, you know
this. You are to be left alone for your three years of study at
University to be normal and mingle with the riff raff. No offence
Jane.”

“None taken
Your Royal High… Humphry. And there no ex-boyfriends,” Jane said
softly.

The King raised
a disbelieving eyebrow. “Really? Are you honestly telling me that
you are a virgin at the age of nineteen, looking the way you do,
and being from the class you are from?”

“My father is a
doctor,” she said primly, “I would hardly consider that working
class.”

The King
snorted good naturedly. “He works. Of course he is working class. I
do not believe that you are a virgin.”

When Jane
glanced at her boyfriend, he was a little red in the face.

“Yes, I can
vouch for it,” Rupert muttered.

“If you are
serious about this girl, she would have to undergo gynaecological
tests to ascertain if she is telling the truth.”

“No Father, I
won’t let you put Jane through any such thing.”

“Be quiet
Rupert. In fact, I think I would like a little alone time with your
would-be fiancé. Have someone drive you back to your University
digs, this no longer concerns you.”

“No, I am not
leaving without her.”

“It’s alright
Rupe, I’ll be fine,” Jane said reassuringly.

“Jane is to
spend the rest of the day here at the Palace. If you are as serious
about her as you say you are, then you will not mind her spending
the day with me. I need to find out more about her without you
distracting her and answering for her. This is the biggest decision
of your life and one that will have great impact on this family.
You are the only child we have Rupert, therefore it is of even
greater importance that you make a good choice with regards to
marriage. You do trust me, don’t you? I trust you too want the best
for this family?”

“You know I do
Father. You know I take my royal duties seriously.”

“Then leave us.
Jane will be returned to you in short order, you have my word.”

“Jane? Are you
sure you are OK with this?”

He looked so
pathetic sitting there, his weak chin wobbling so much she thought
he might cry.

“Yes, It’s
fine, your father only wants to do the right thing to honour his
family’s name. I do understand.”

Rupert stood
up, his champagne untouched. “I’ll see you tonight. I love you
Jane.”

Jane smiled in
reply. “Goodbye Rupert.”

Rupert left the
room, leaving Jane and The King alone.

“So, Jane,”
King Humphry The First said when they were alone. “Do you think you
have what it takes to be a Royal?”

Jane fiddled
with the knee length hem of her royal blue dress, a demure yet
figure hugging outfit she hoped would impress her prospective
father-in-law.

“I love your
son, Your Majesty. I mean Humphry. I think I do have what it
takes.”

“Hmmm. You must
understand Jane, there are plenty of more appropriate women for my
son. Britain is positively teeming with blue bloods clamouring to
get their grubby paws on such a position, title and of course
wealth.”

“I do not doubt
it.”

“If, and this
is a very big if; if I were to approve this little love match, you
would have to undergo much training.”

“Training?”

“Yes, training.
You need elocution lessons for a start, I can distinctly hear
cockney shining through your public school accent. You possibly
have the raw material; looks, poise, elegance and not too shabby a
family from the sounds of things. And you must be bright to get
into Cobbold’s University. I wish the same could be said for
Rupert, the boy is as dim as a twenty watt light-bulb, he makes a
mockery of such an academically prestigious establishment. I trust
you are a natural blonde?”

“Yes,” she
said, his gunfire questions and observations making her head
spin.

“Not albino are
you? You are very pale.”

“No,” she said,
bristling slightly. He really was most forthright.

“Good, we
cannot afford anymore weak genetics, healthy children are
important. Well, I have to say a dose of fresh blood may be a good
idea. You do know that bearing children is a requisite of marrying
my son?”

“I’m only
nineteen, I haven’t given children much thought. Of course, I hope
to one day…”

“Do you love my
son?” he barked, cutting her short.

“Yes, of course
I do,” she said, deeply flustered.

“I don’t
believe you for a second, a woman like you could never love a wimp
like him. What is your angle Jane? At best you are in love with the
idea of him. At worst, you are a little whore using your looks and
virginity to worm your way into a life of luxury and privilege. And
to become famous beyond your wildest imaginings. Is it fame you
want, Jane? Do you want that exquisite face of yours adorning
banknotes? Do you want to be as lusted after as much as Pamela
Anderson in her heyday but to be worshipped like some kind of deity
too? Or maybe you just wish to be a Princess and Queen Consort one
day?”

“No,” she
gasped when he had finished. “I just want Rupert.”

“Liar!”

He spoke
harshly and banged his fist on the table to emphasise his
point.

“I don’t know
what you want me to say. I’m telling you the truth.”

Although she
wasn’t. Not entirely. She had worked hard to get into Cobbold’s
University, only partly because Rupert was there. She had studied
hard at college, gained amazing results in her A-levels, and used
her looks and wit to charm her way through the vigorous interview
process such a university required.

So she fancied
being a princess. What girl didn’t? If a girlish fancy had made her
end up in the most prestigious university in Britain, where was the
harm? She hadn’t really expected to bag the prince, yet alone
develop a genuine affection for him.

I am not a bad
person. I am not…

“Jane, are you
one of the simpering proletariat who is with my son purely because
you have had a lifelong crush on me?”

“No,” she
gasped.

But his words
touched on a nerve. So what if she’d had posters of HRH on her
walls? Every girl in the land did. And she did love Rupert.
Sometimes when she looked at him, he made her stomach flip.

Yeah, only
because he’s his father’s son, and sometimes, especially in dim
lighting, he looks like HIM…

“I am willing
to give you a chance. On one condition.”

“Please, name
it Your Royal… Humphry.”

“When we are
alone you are to address me as Your Royal Highness, Your Majesty or
Your Lordship. Is that understood?”

Jane was
confused. What the hell had happened to ‘call me Humphry?’ Surely
that was a cockeyed way of going about it, shouldn’t it be the
other way round? Formal address in public and relaxed in
private?

No matter, she
wanted him to think well of her.

“Yes, Your
Majesty.”

“Better. My
conditions are quite simple. You are to do whatever I say. I am to
mould you into a suitable addition to the royal family. Are you
prepared to make the necessary changes?”

“Yes Your
Majesty. I just want to be with Rupert.”

“Good. Only
when you are trained up will we officially announce the engagement.
In fact, it is probably better to consider yourself un-engaged from
this moment on. Have you told any of your University friends?”

“No, it was
important that you were the first to know. Like you say, we didn’t
want it leaked to the press.”

Trained up, she
thought. That’s a funny way to put it. For some reason the words
stuck in her mind. They sounded so ominous.

“In an ideal
world, I would send you to a Finishing School for Young Ladies in
Switzerland. But that would interrupt your University studies too
much and it is important my son marries an educated woman. So you
shall be home schooled, by The King of England himself. What do you
say to that?”

“It would be an
honour, Your Royal Highness,” she answered truthfully.

The fact that
The King of England would invest so much time in her was truly an
honour. Still, she doubted she would see too much of The King
himself. He was bound to fly in a finishing school tutor from
Switzerland, or use someone of a similar ilk. She had visions of
some be-titled lady with grey hair pulled back in a tight bun; a
cross between an aging, diva ballerina and Mrs Doubtfire…

“Yes, indeed.
Oh, and keep your eyes lowered when we are alone together. It is
disrespectful to stare directly at The King.”

Jane lowered
her eyes, her hands clasped meekly in her lap. She had been alone
with him for all of ten minutes and it was like they had slipped
into the role of master and servant rather than teacher and
student. It was all most odd but Jane was just happy to be gaining
The King’s approval.

“Do you know
what is taught at Finishing Schools, Jane?”

“No Your
Majesty.”

“Social skills.
Etiquette. Preparing the female student for marriage.”

Jane could
think of nothing to say in reply. She kept her eyes downcast. His
voice was doing strange, twisting thing to her insides and she was
having difficulty catching her breath.

“We shall start
your training today. And as a test to see what you have learned we
shall dine with your soon-to-be fiancé this evening, plus a few of
my closest friends.”

Jane’s mouth
went instantly dry. No pressure then.

“Yes Your
Majesty.”

“As it is the
Easter holidays, you are to move in to the Palace for two weeks to
undergo an intensive course in the fine art of the aforementioned
topics. Do you consent to this Jane?”

Move in? Now?
“But I don’t have anything with me,” she blurted out unthinkingly.
“What about clothes? What about Rupert? Shouldn’t I discuss this
with him first?”

She looked him
in the eye when she spoke, momentarily forgetting the new rule
imposed upon her.

“For the next
two weeks you are to answer to me, and me alone. Have I not made
myself perfectly clear? And do not look at me.”

“Yes Your
Highness.”

“Your
Royal Highness. I shall inform Rupert of our plans in short
order and you shall see him at dinner tonight.”

“Yes Your Royal
Highness.”

“Better. Tell
me Jane, are your breasts natural?”

The question
jolted her. “What?”

“They are
awfully large for so slight a girl. Have you had implants?”

“No, I have
not,” she replied, her heart hammering at his impetuousness.

“I should hope
not. The future King of England would not marry the type of trashy
girl that has implants. If you have implants they would have to be
removed.”

“But I
don’t.”

“Take off your
dress, Jane. I need to see that for myself.”

Jane simply
could not believe what she was hearing. Surely her ears deceived
her? The King of England, asking her to strip? Maybe, once upon a
time, in her secret, girlish fantasies, he might say such a thing
to her. But in reality? No way.

“Your Royal
Highness, is that really necessary?”

“If you do not
willingly consent to training, you have no future within this
family. And there is something else you should know too. Wilfully
disobeying me will result in punishment. I will ask you one final
time, do you consent to training?”

“Yes Your
Majesty.”

“Then stand up
and remove your dress.”

Jane got
shakily to her feet, the chair scraping noisily over the highly
polished floor.

I can’t
believe I’m doing this, she thought, reaching up behind her
back to unzip the garment. The dress fell to the floor in a puddle
around her feet encased in the sensible court heeled shoes.

Beneath it she
wore plain white cotton underwear, her bra good and sturdy to
accommodate her heavy breasts.

The King rose
from his chair. Jane was reasonably tall at five-foot seven but The
King towered over her, making her feel tiny. His commanding
presence seemed to add at least another foot to his already
impressive height.

She gasped and
recoiled in shock when he reached out to gently cup her
breasts.

“Naughty, Jane,
you are to let me take control of you, that is the only way you
will learn what you must learn. I hope you realise I am storing up
your punishments for later. It would be a wise move on your part to
start minimising your misdemeanours.”

He closed the
gap between them; close enough that she could feel the warmth
emanating from his body but not close enough that they touched. He
reached behind her back to unclasp her bra and she passively let
him.

Her big tits
sprung free, round and soft and completely natural.

The King took a
step back, his eyes wide.

This time when
he reached out to touch her tits, she let him. He grabbed them
hard, squeezing and moulding them with his long fingers. Her tiny,
pale nipples puckered under his touch and a small whimper escaped
the back of her throat.

His touch left
her weak kneed and trembling and she concentrated on looking at the
hollow of his throat as he completed his physical examination of
her breasts.

“Well, I can
safely say there is no silicone in those. They are a delightful
example of full, natural breasts. No, I didn’t say you could get
dressed again. Put your clothes down.”

Jane had
retrieved her bra and stopped dead in her tracks when His Royal
Highness ordered her to.

“Please sit
down again Jane. Drink your champagne.”

“But Your
Majesty, I am practically naked.”

“Yes, you are
right. You are practically naked, you are not entirely naked.
Please remove your knickers and kick off your shoes. I wish to see
all of you.”

His indecent
command had her trembling indignantly. As if in a dream she did as
he asked and stood naked before him.

To her
surprise, he made no move to touch her. For the first time she
fully acknowledged her growing arousal; her pussy was wet and she
pressed her thighs tightly together, ashamed if The King were to
discover how much this harsh, bizarre treatment was turning her on.
Because Jane didn’t fully yet understand what this was. All she
knew was she was as horny as fuck, embarrassed and scared.

“Good girl.
Your body and your obedience please me. Sit down. We are going to
learn a very important lesson today with regards to social graces.
Or in this case, about the indomitability of the human spirit. To
put it in layman’s terms, it is what one might refer to as a ‘stiff
upper lip.’ A true aristocrat keeps emotion tightly reigned in. If
one is embarrassed, one does not show it. If one is hurting, one
hides it. If one is scared, one acts indifferently. The art of
detachment and poise, Jane. No matter what is going on in the
inside, you do not show it on the outside. This lesson will be put
to the test at dinner. Tell me Jane, how do you feel right now? I
want you to be completely honest with me.”

“I’m
embarrassed Your Majesty. And I’m scared, I don’t understand why
you are doing this. And I’m…I’m…”

“You are what,
Jane?”

“I am aroused,
Your Majesty.”

“That is
evident, Jane. Is it safe to say you are experiencing many
conflicting emotions at this precise moment?”

“Yes Your
Majesty.”

“The upper
echelons of society would not bat an eyelid at such trifles. I do
not want you to be ashamed of your nudity, Jane. It is natural and
right to be comfortable in the skin God gave you. As part of your
training you will spend a good deal of your time nude. It will
teach you stoitism. Drink your champagne for heaven’s sake.”

Jane raised the
glass to her lips, the bubbles hitting the back of her nose and
fizzing hotly down her throat.

“Now, I would
like you to climb onto the table and get on all fours.”

Jane’s head
buzzed, but with alcohol or nerves, she didn’t know.

“I’m scared
Your Majesty,” she replied truthfully.

“Don’t be
scared. Or be scared but do not show it. Reign it in child, never
let your weaknesses show. Come on, I know you can do this.”

Without quite
believing she was actually doing it, she crawled onto the table on
all fours. She quivered from head to toe when the King trailed his
fingers down her spine, stopping when they reached the top of her
arse. She was painfully conscious of her big tits hanging straight
down and her pussy and arse so obscenely on display.

“Tell me the
truth child. Can you swear on your life that you are a virgin?”

“Yes Your Royal
Highness.”

“Why have you
held onto your virginity?”

“I am only
nineteen, Your Majesty.”

“I will give
you one more chance to tell me the truth child.”

“Up until the
age of eighteen I attended a private boarding school for girls. I
have not properly been around the opposite sex until I enrolled at
University.”

“That is all
well and good, but it is not the entire truth, is it?”

She wanted to
lie, she wanted to tell him that yes, of course it was the truth.
But it wasn’t just her body that was bared to him, it was her soul
too.

“No Your
Majesty.”

“Tell me
child.”

“I knew that,
even in this day and age, The King’s son would prefer a
virgin.”

“I appreciate
your honesty Jane. You must never lie to me.”

“Yes Your
Majesty.”

His fingers
stroked down her tight arse crack, worming their way deep between
her cheeks before one digit settled on the tightly puckered
arsehole.

She flinched at
his probing fingers and held her breath.

“You have a
beautiful arse, Jane. One day, but not today, I shall enjoy
plundering its depths. Stop looking so fraught, what is it that you
are learning about today?”

The tip of his
finger pushed more insistently at her anus.

“The
indomitable human spirit!” she gasped.

Well done,” he
said, his finger pushing no deeper, but still resting against her
anus too firmly to be comfortable.

The slightest
extra pressure on his part and he would slip inside her. She
squirmed in discomfort, tears welling in her eyes.

“Relax. Never
let your discomfort show on your face. Compose yourself in the
manner of a true Lady. Lift up your face and stem the tears.”

Jane took a
deep breath and swallowed back the tears. She lifted her tear
stained face and looked dead ahead, her gaze fixing on the hanging,
family coat of arms on the far wall.

“Better. If you
cry I will give you a thrashing, do you understand?”

“Yes Your
Majesty,” she said in a cracked voice.

“Good, although
I do enjoy a thrashing.”

Jane didn’t
want to find out what constituted a ‘thrashing,’ so she held back
the tears and forced herself to be still.

“The idea of
what I am about to do to you will hurt a lot more than the
actuality. Do not move. Do not cry. Keep your face calm and serene
at all costs.”

His finger
pushed even more firmly at her anus until the tip of it slipped
inside of her. A small cry of shock escaped her lips before she
could do anything about it.

Stiff upper
lip, she thought, gritting her teeth against the alien sensation of
having something in her arse. He was right; it didn’t hurt. It made
her want to squirm and holler because it felt so dirty and nasty,
and just plain wrong.

She guessed he
wasn’t in that deep, maybe just up to his first knuckle. She forced
her sphincter muscle to relax so she was better able to more
comfortably accommodate his finger.

“You still
looked pained child, relax your facial muscles. I want you to look
as serene as the Mona Lisa.”

It wasn’t easy.
Especially when The King, still with his forefinger wriggling
inside her anus, edged up her body slightly so he was standing
parallel to her. With his other hand he slapped one of her
tits.

She shrieked
and flinched.

“Composure!”
The King shouted, making her jump. “God damn it you filthy little
whore, never let anything show on your face.”

He slapped her
other tit and inside she raged in white-hot humiliation. She stared
dead ahead at the coat of arms, all the while catching glimpses out
of the corner of her eye of her tits swinging beneath her with each
of The King’s hard slaps.

Her breasts
began to ache. They felt uncomfortable and distended and she longed
to cradle them in her arms.

But she did as
she asked and kept her head held high.

The finger
pushed in deeper up her bottom and the discomfort grew severe. She
wanted to wriggle away but she remained rooted to the table top.
She could feel The King’s eyes on her face but she kept her gaze
trained ahead.

“Tell me how
much you like me slapping your tits.”

“I like it Your
Majesty.”

He slapped them
harder and faster and she couldn’t help but flinch.

“Tell me that
you love it.”

“I love it Your
Majesty.”

“Tell me to
finger fuck your arsehole harder. Tell me what a dirty fucking slag
you are.”

“Finger fuck me
harder Your Royal Highness, I am such a dirty slag.”

All at once the
abuse of her body stopped. Her head reeled. The King of England had
just done unspeakable things to her body and called her a dirty
fucking slag. This had to be a dream. Or a nightmare.

“Well done, you
have pleased me. Lie on your back on the table and open your
legs.”

She did as he
asked, the table top digging painfully into her prominent shoulder
blades.

“You are a
natural sub. Most women would have run screaming from this room
regardless of whether or not I am The King of England. Have you
always known you were a submissive?”

“No Your
Lordship.”

Jane knew next
to nothing about the sexual art of dominance and submission, only
what she had read in trashy ‘BDSM’ novels as a teenager when they
had been all the rage. She had no idea she harboured such
inclinations.

“You are as
natural as they come and it pleases me greatly. Tell me, has my son
ever satisfied you with his tongue or fingers?”

Jane thought
back to their frequent, and ultimately dissatisfactory fumbles. In
fact they were so cringe inducing she was relieved to keep him at
bay by telling him she was saving herself for marriage. Sure, he
had grumbled, but she knew he respected her for it and was secretly
over the moon that she was a virgin.

“Rupert has
touched me Your Majesty, with his fingers. He hasn’t satisfied
me.”

“The useless
idiot. A man should be able play a woman’s cunt with the finesse of
a classical violinist. Play with your tits while I speak,
child.”

Obediently Jane
cupped her own breasts, feeling the weight of them pushing against
the palms of her hands.

He stroked the
soft, blonde, downy pubic hair adorning her crotch, trailing his
fingers lower, gently grazing the fleshy folds between her
legs.

She sucked in a
sharp intake of breath, not believing the explosion of fireworks
that shot out from her vagina at his light touch.

“Sensitive,” he
murmured. “My son is a fool, he should have forced himself upon you
a thousand times over, virginity be damned. Still, I am glad he has
not. Look at me when I speak. I want to see you cum for me.”

She wrenched
her gaze up to meet his, painfully conscious of the pleasure etched
upon her face. His deft fingers parted her swollen pussy lips and
slid inside her wet slit. She gasped when he located the sensitive
bud of her clit, applying just the smallest amount of pressure to
the aching nub. He allowed the layer of skin covering her clit to
do the work, dragging it in gentle circles with the tip of his
index finger.

The effect was
explosive. She came quick and hard, unconsciously clawing at her
own breasts as pleasure seized her body. The orgasm was short and
sharp, and disappeared as soon as it had arrived. She lay there
panting, her eyes locked with his, every nerve ending in her body
blazing, needing more.

“Get dressed
and wait here, you may drink the champagne. I won’t be long.”

Her heart gave
an unexpected lurch at the mere thought of him leaving her. She
wanted to ask where he was going but she bit down the question,
knowing it was not her place to ask.

And just like
that he was gone, leaving her alone and naked in the opulent
surroundings. Hastily she got dressed, her head positively spinning
with the sharp turn of events in her life.
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