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CHAPTER ONE

 
Oh, The Irony.
 
“In the twenty first century, there is no need for any individual, whatever their circumstances to end up on the streets, destitute and homeless. In fact, it is unacceptable for this to happen in 2021.”
Lady Virginia De Roscoe was addressing the annual fundraising ‘do’ that included all of the homeless charities and all of the government departments that were tasked with tackling the increasing tide of homeless transient people in the city and in the wider country.
“With the world in this constant state of flux, we have a duty to protect the vulnerable in society. We have a duty to ensure our people are protected in every single way. So as well as raising as much money as we can tonight in this room, I will be taking the opportunity to talk to ministers and junior ministers here, with a view to putting measures in place that will eradicate homelessness and street dwelling for good. I don’t like what I see on the street these days. I don’t like the sense of doom that what I see leaves me with. I don’t like it full stop!”
Lady Virginia was a striking woman who not only spoke with passion, but with a level of intellect and breeding that hinted that she had ties to royalty. Certainly she couldn’t do what she did for the city without her ties to the upper echelons of society and her distant family. It could be said she milked her position, but only for good causes. And she didn’t do it in a way that was obvious, or that were for her benefit. She used her position for the greater good. At least that was the general feeling about this woman and she was well liked by all in society.
Lady Virginia was a natural red head - well, she had a mane of deep auburn hair that was bracketed in the ‘red’ category of colours. A tall woman in her early forties, she had the natural glamour of a bygone Hollywood superstar. And now, she was the new breed of high society. Back in the day she would have been seen on a man’s arm, her husband’s arm, as decoration, but these days it was different. These days the women were more at the forefront. They did it themselves, especially if they had a platform from which to make their voices heard. There was a ripple of applause and Virginia let that die down before she spoke again.
“It isn’t just people, young people and older people who for whatever reason feel the need to live on the streets. It’s those vulnerable to mental health issues, those who have no choice but to go on the path they are on. There are huge issues out there. There are huge significant hurdles to cross if we are to eradicate homelessness and street dwellers in the city within five years. And this is the target that we will achieve. We will take all of the homeless off the street and ensure that measures are in place to guarantee such a state of being is never reached again in our city and our country.”
There was another this time more enthusiastic round of applause. Lady Virginia stood back and just for a second, maybe a split second there was this wave of irony that travelled through the room. She was addressing a huge posh function room full of entitled people from her circle as well as the hugely paid CEO’s of the charities she represented. There were none of the foot soldiers, or the actual workers who got the funds or aid to where they needed to be. This was just the upper tiers, and the very top of the tree in the form of Lady Virginia De Roscoe. And for this reason there was this feeling of irony that was inescapable since women like Lady Virginia would probably never experience poverty and despair the kind of which would see her living rough. But this was an irony that would not stop there.
Lady Virginia was very elegant in her long black evening dress. That dress slit on one side to her hip and that exposed an expanse of nylon sheathed leg that went on for days. Certainly someone from her side of life wouldn’t be dressed in such a provocative manner back in the day. These were different times though and the statuesqueness of Lady Virginia was something, like an asset that she had and used to good effect. She presented something of an imposing figure. There was this ‘don’t fuck with me’ aura that seemed to ooze from every one of her pores. There was this confidence in her that almost, but never quite spilt into arrogance. And it was this that got her through. It was this confidence and ‘almost’ arrogance that made it possible for her to do what she did for the charities and various government departments. That had to be said about this woman, that she used what she had to get what she wanted. And yet at the same time there was this selflessness about her. Lady Virginia De Roscoe was a lady who had everything. She didn’t want for anything and now it was like she was making sure that the less fortunate in society got the very basics at least.
Of course it wouldn’t be the done thing for ‘royalty’ to get involved in politics, and yet Lady Virginia was distant enough from the main bubble to be able to get away with it. She didn’t speak of her connections, or her heritage directly, but then she didn’t need to. Everyone knew who she was. She was very similar to a former first tier royal who dallied with the edge of politics before her untimely death in 90s. One just had to mention ‘Lady Virginia’ and everyone knew who she was. It was like something she used under the radar - like a connection that she made something of but didn’t at the same time. Lady Virginia would never be so crass as to remind anyone who she was during a conversation and yet it was there all the same. It was like her aristocracy was built into her - the way she looked. The way she stood. The way she talked and the way ‘looked’ at anyone. She was the new breed of high society. The new breed that had been morphing out of the stuffy old version for the last decade.
Lady Virginia had legs for days and which were further enhanced with her choice of spike stiletto court shoes in patent black leather. But she also had that roll of hips that supported an impressive ‘V’ which in turn supported the most amazing and impressive pair of breasts which formed the kind of cleavage that adolescent boys wet dreamt about every single night. She was statuesque and she was a Amazonian - but she had elegance and grace at the same time. She had this natural grace about her that drew eyes to her and she could hold eyes. She could walk into a crowded room and that room would just immediately ‘hush’ and all eyes would turn to her.
“Let’s do this tonight ladies and gentlemen, but let’s not stop at tonight. Let’s make sure the message gets out there. Let’s make sure we hold our ground. And for the ministers here tonight, don’t leave until we have spoken. We have much to discuss and a lot to talk about.”
And in this there was this sense of impending doom which elicited a deep rolling laugh from the crowd. But those ministers she was speaking to know who they were. They knew that they better not leave without speaking to Lady Virginia. That was the sort of influence and power that she had over people. She could talk in general and highly educated tones in general but her comments would reach exactly where they needed to reach. And as she alighted the raised stage there was another rumble of applause.  But it was safe to say that at that precise moment in time, every pair of eyes in the place were on her.
 
A Little Later
 
“Have we done anything, I mean ‘anything’ about the multimillion dollar properties in the higher end parts of the city that are standing empty for eleven of the twelve months of the year?”
Lady Virginia was sipping champagne delicately from a long stem flute. It sounded, from her tone of voice that she was making casual, almost disinterested conversation. But anyone who knew her, anyone who’d had dealings with her in the past knew this not to be the case. And she was addressing her words to a rather short, almost nondescript man in a suit. That is, he was nondescript in the sense that he wouldn’t attract a second look apart from the size of his stomach. In fairness to this man he looked petrified in the company of this connected woman who towered over him.
“We’re looking into it. But you know Lady Virginia, tracking down the actual owners of these properties is something of a nightmare. From the fact that they are overseas owners, mostly Middle East, but increasingly from China and India, to the fact that they are registered with offshore companies so that they can take advantage of the tax laws we try to uphold, getting to speak to the actual people we need to speak to can sometimes take weeks, or even months to arrange.”
The man sounded exasperated with himself more than anything.
“But, that’s what you department does, doesn’t it? It’s the housing and social affair department, isn’t it? You’re supposed to be on top of the disused, high end property list. Some of those buildings would be ideal for conversion into dwellings for the homeless, and for making into refuge for people escaping abusive relationship - and so that that the traffickers can’t get to know where to pick their next victims.”
Lady Virginia spoke from a position of knowledge. She had made it her business to know what she was fighting for. Oh yes, at the front of it all was housing for the homeless, but she knew that the city didn’t just have a homelessness problem. She knew that the dangers out there, below a certain level in society was a huge one and she was determined to make every issue her’s to deal with.
“It is my department Lady Virginia, and you can rest assured that I am on the case. These things do take time though.”
Again his little man sounded exasperated. It was as though he’d rather be anywhere but right here right now.
“But you’re not ‘on the case’ are you? I mean I remember speaking to you about this the first day you took up your post. And what progress has been made, hmmm?”
It wasn’t that she liked to toy with these ministers - it was just that she rarely got them like this, where she could make them squirm, so to speak.
“I know, I know Lady Virginia, from the outside it looks like no progress is being made but behind the scenes there is a lot of good, hard work at play. We’re already changing legislation for overseas buyers to make sure that if a property stands empty and unused for a certain amount of time then the local councils can take possession and use the buildings for various means including emergency housing. The legislation takes time to go through all the stages, and this is where the bottlenecks occur. But I promise you Lady Virginia, we are on to it.”
And this time this man sounded rather pleased with himself.
“Oh for gods sakes man, hurry it up will you. We need to make progress that ‘I’ am satisfied with, not what you are satisfied with, am I making myself clear?”
This time it was Lady Virginia who sounded exasperated. It wouldn’t have been the done thing for a member of the royal family, no matter how distant, to talk down on the constitution and the processes involved in parliament. But for some reason, it was made ‘ok’ for Lady Virginia De Roscoe to do just that. It was that she had done so much good for the less fortunate in society that she could say what she wanted and it was fine.
“Perfectly clear Lady Virginia, perfectly clear.”
And with that Virginia turned away from the man as though dismissing him. She had let him know how thoroughly agitated she was that very little progress had been made on his front and she was letting him know he could go now. And he did that, he turned and sidled his way through the groups of suited and booted men and woman all talking about their own things.
“I just wanted you to know that I think you are doing a wonderful thing in the city.”
Lady Virginia had turned away from the little fat man and straight into the path of another woman.
“Oh well thank you. I don’t think we’ve met though, have we?”
Lady Virginia knew damn well she hadn’t met this woman before. That was the thing about her, she met someone once and she never forgot. It was like during her normal day she could meet literally tens of people and she would never forget them. Like when she signed papers, she never forgot those either. She had this ability to speed read the small print and she never forgot.
“No Lady Virginia we’ve never met, I’m sorry I should have introduced myself, I’m Tilly Abrahams.”
And this attractive woman in her thirties held a hand out that Lady Virginia just looked for a few seconds. And that few seconds pause before she took the hand would have registered with anyone, including Tilly. No, Virginia hadn’t met this woman before but the face and the name were familiar to her. She held the hand in that soft shake as she made eye contact.
“I’m pleased to meet you Tilly. And what brings you to a function like this?”
Lady Virginia was nothing if not forthright. This woman had perked her interest and she was just trying to find out more.
“Oh you know, I’ve taken over my dad’s business interests. He’s no longer up to it. And anything like this, anything like the work that you do has to be high on my list of interests.”
Tilly was an attractive woman. Pretty, in an almost understated way and immaculately dressed and made up. Now it was coming back to Virginia. She was remembering the Abrahams name. It was connected to organised crime not just city wide but country wide. And it could have been that recognition in Lady Virginia’s eyes that alerted Tilly.
“I’ve made a personal donation to your cause this evening of five million, and I was hoping that we could work together on projects in the future. Our companies own quite a lot of prime real estate in the city and beyond. I wouldn’t be against using some of this for the right causes and for the right exposure.”
The thing about Lady Virginia was that she was not that impressed by money. She wasn’t all about the numbers and that must have shown on her face.
“Five million? That’s very generous so thank you for that. I’m not that sure how much further our dealings together could go though.”
Virginia cut her sentence short but she was letting Tilly know that she now knew who she was. In a way, it was a put down but in the most subtle of ways. But that didn’t get past Tilly - this attractive, leggy, astute woman got it, but she smiled.
“Ah, I get it you know. The family name, the reputation, the rumours. I get it. But since I’ve taken over from my father I have set about cleaning up the businesses. I’ve set about cleaning up the personnel and the processes that give rise to a lot of the rumours about the Abrahams family and our businesses.”
In a way this was just what Lady Virginia wanted to hear. But the problem was that she didn’t believe a word of it. Virginia may have come from the upper echelons of society, she may have had those distant connections to the royals, but she was also very ‘up’ on the underbelly of the city. She was very ‘up on the less than savoury aspect of life in a city like this.
“You mean you don’t do gambling dens anymore? Or brothels? You don’t traffic girls for sexual slavery? You don’t sell drugs on a county lines basis, and you don’t demand ‘protection’ money from innocent business owners across your patches?”
Lady Virginia just wanted Tilly to know that she knew exactly what the Abrahams family name meant. But there was no issue between these two women. There were no raised voices, or lipsticked snarls.
“Like I said, I have set about cleaning the businesses up. Some of the business aspects have been dropped and some will be phased out over time. My father spent a generation building up the business often in difficult times and in the face of adversity and racism. We can look back with hindsight and accept that we could have done things different and somethings not at all. But I can promise you, now that I am on the case, things will be different.”
And the thing about Tilly was that she was not an unlikeable woman. There was nothing deeply unpleasant about her as might be expected. She came across as an attractive approachable business woman and Lady Virginia would always have to give credit for that.
“Well I’m pleased that you’re even seeing that your business models need to change. So going forward that is good. And now that you are on my radar, I will keep an eye out and if there are opportunities, and if I see that your family name is becoming cleaner, so to speak, then I see no problem with us coning together going forward. But for now, I have to mingle, keep in touch?”
Lady Virginia was smiling. She had an engaging, almost hypnotic smile that was accentuated by her wearing a deep blood red lipstick. But so too did Tilly Abrahams have that accentuated smile. They shook hands and there was that eye contact. One had to wonder what was going through Tilly’s mind as she was dismissed. She had accounted for herself and the family name well but she surely wouldn’t have liked having her business interests listed in such a heinous fashion by this pillar of the community and distant royal. But she didn’t show it. And that was the thing, she didn’t show it. In a way it was like she’d expected it from the great woman herself Lady Virginia De Roscoe.
Tilly was almost an enigma wrapped in a mystery herself. One had to wonder why a super intelligent, attractive woman of mixed race would want to get involved in a set of businesses with such bad reputations in the first place. There had to be a feeling that this was a woman who would want to stay away from the sleazy side for as much as she was worth. But this was coming across as an act.
The Abrahams were gangsters. It was the life they lived. It was like once a person, or once a family were in the ‘game’ then the whole family was in the game. It wasn’t a case of picking and choosing who went into the businesses. It became a family affair. And for a family like the Abrahams who had stepped into the black hole that had been there, and built it from scratch after a mass clear out of crime families had been either murdered or been sent down for long stretches, family meant everything.
 











CHAPTER TWO

 
The Wealth, Yes The Wealth
 
“I think we are going to talk again Lady Virginia. Thank you so much for your time now, but I know you are a busy woman, so I’ll leave you to it.”
And rather than Virginia dismissing this woman, Tilly Abrahams, it was the other way around and that didn’t escape Virginia. She smiled as she was left standing there. For some reason she liked the woman’s style. She watched her from behind slink her way through the crowd. She managed stupendously high heels as though she was born on them, and she managed a tight fitting, almost hobble style dress in much the same way. Lady Virginia knew she should have been repulsed to have been approached in this manner by a representative of one of the biggest crime family in Western Europe but for some reason she wasn’t and for some reason she wasn’t disturbed. For some reason she was more disturbed that she wasn’t disturbed by this encounter - if that makes sense.
If she weighed up the pros and cons she should have told this woman that she would be getting her five million returned to her. But then she thought deeper. Maybe what Tilly had said was the truth. Maybe she was taking over and cleaning up the businesses. Lady Virginia, these days had the habit of giving people, all people, the benefit of the doubt. She’d seen enough of life’s underbelly to know that first impressions were not always the correct impressions. She’d seen drug addicts, and dealers who she’d have stepped over and left years ago, but who she would now stop and help. She’d seen young single mothers, selling their bodies just to feed their kids, she’d help those to. And she’d seen destitute women, and men who through no fault of their own had hit rock bottom and knowing always that there was a story behind it, and most often two sides to that story, she would still help.
So was it such a flight of fancy to now know that Tilly Abrahams was on a mission to break the family tradition and turn round the businesses into wholly legitimate enterprises? That was the thing - the Abrahams had always, ALWAYS given over this air of legitimacy. It was what had made them able to do what they did over the decades. One would lose count as to the amount of police chiefs who had tried to take them down one way or another. All had failed and that was because of the legitimacy of the businesses and the fact that they paid their taxes. Everything else was hearsay. Nothing could ever be proved. Nothing extra unsavoury could ever be connected to them. That’s not to say it didn’t exist, it just couldn’t be proved.
Oh those in power knew that the drugs were connected, and the prostitutes connected and the trafficking also connected. Everyone knew that the cities gambling dens belonged to them but the web had been too intricately constructed and built around individuals, non-Abraham stooges, that their names were never near the top of the pile. Often their names were nowhere to be seen. More often than not, police chiefs were left scratching their head as to how such an organisation could be built and even exist like this in the twenty first century.
Lady Virginia De Roscoe smiled as she took another glass of champagne and made for another group of people she wanted to have words with before she left the function.
“Ah Lady Virginia, do you know, someone has donated five million tonight. Do you know who it was? It was made anonymously. Imagine that, five, million!”
That was a lesser person in the state benefits department. The little plump lady had been there for years beavering away, making sure that the little sums of money got to where they were supposed to be going. Virginia liked her but she was a gossip. She smiled slightly that Tilly Abrahams had made an anonymous donation and then told her about it. That didn’t make sense, not really. But then on the other hand it showed a level of cleverness. An anonymous donation that would have certainly been turned away had the name Abrahams appeared anywhere on the paperwork and yet Tilly had come to her and told her that the donation had been made. That was clever because it showed a level of forethought on Tilly’s behalf. It could even be like she was testing Virginia to see if she would mention it to anyone.
“I have no idea who would donate that much and not shout about it from the rooftops my dear. But who are we to question it? Every little helps and all that.”
Virginia wouldn’t say where it had come from. She was puzzled but she wouldn’t say anything. Maybe she would be more alarmed or even disturbed if she wasn’t from wealth herself. To her, five million was nothing and sometimes she had to remind herself that actually, in the real world it was a lot. Had she been from the real world she would have thought deeper. Yes Tilly Abrahams puzzled her, that couldn’t be denied. But Virginia was laid back about it. She could afford to let it unfold itself and see where it went. Maybe Tilly just wanted to prove to her, and her alone that she was genuine in wanting to do future business together. Maybe this was just her rather odd way of testing Virginia, to see if she wanted the same.
Virginia smiled to herself and she looked around. It was time for her to leave. She didn’t want to stay too long or until the men got drunk and started slobbering over her - she couldn’t stand it when that happened. It never ceased to amaze her when little men in their stone cold sober state wouldn’t even make eye contact with her, and yet pour a few single malt whiskeys down their throats and they all of a sudden get a shot of intense and obnoxious bravery. And it had to be bravery because Lady Virginia could put someone down with just a look, ‘that look’. And she didn’t usually have to say anything - UNLESS the man in question was drunk. No it was definitely time for her to leave. Her work was done for this evening.
In another part of the function suite Tilly Abrahams stood at the bar and she was smiling. There was no immediate reason for her smile because she was standing alone and no-one was around her. It could have been that the smile was her resting bitch face. One of those faces that threw everyone around her off the scent. Her nylon sheathed ankles were crossed as she stood and there was something about the way she stood. There was arrogance there, yes there was. But there was more than that. Her demeanour with Virginia had been flawless - she didn’t need to be told who or what Virginia was, she already knew. But it was like she knew more than that. She sipped from a crystal tumbler of single malt and she savoured the burn inside of her attractive mouth before she swallowed. And then she did swallow and it was elegantly done. The slow roll of her throat and the pressing together of her red lips. She was enjoying herself but it was not clear why. And she was enjoying her own company but the reason for that was not clear either.
She took out a cell phone and scrolled through then dialled.
“Bring the car round, it’s time for me to get out of this place.”
And she hung up the call without any conversation. There was now a couple next to her standing close and seemingly in deep conversation. Tilly could have said something but she didn’t. Instead she let her eyes run the length of the impressively built young woman. Through a sheer silk blouse Tilly could see the ‘perk’ of large nipples and she smiled. The woman was aroused and Tilly wondered what made her so. The volume of this woman’s breasts was also impressive. With nipples like those there had to be the flesh to support them and accentuate even more. Then Tilly’s eyes settled on the woman’s face and eyes.
There were almost chiselled cheekbones that were high and blushed. And her lips, full. Tilly concluded this woman had a large mouth, but it was an attractive one and she tried to imagine what the young man with her would ‘taste’ when he kissed her. The funny thing was that Tilly showed no interest in the man at all, other than this. It was like all of her attention and all of her focus was just on the woman. And it was an intense focus that might be missed in the hubbub of the function room.
There was no mistaking that Tilly Abrahams was a woman of mystery. One would have to conclude that she was indeed a lady who was difficult to work out. But then one would have to also conclude that this was by design. One couldn’t imagine anyone getting invited into Tilly’s inner sanctum. And yet if one were to be lucky enough to get that invite that there was a world of wonderment, puzzlement or ‘nastiness’ that awaited. Her phone pinged an incoming message - that was her driver outside. She finished up the tumbler of the finest single malt whiskey and took one last look at the young woman she had been studying and she left.
Tilly herself had flawless olive skin. There was definite Arabic overtones about her and yet she spoke with a local accent - as though she had been born and bred here, which she had. She was about 5’9” in her bare feet but she always preferred to wear heels. And it was the heels that accentuated her as though if her feet weren’t arched into severe stilettos then there was something wrong about that. She dressed stylishly if somewhat conservatively - always in fitted suits, jackets and shapely legs in the sheerest of nylon. It was as though she understated herself deliberately to keep a low profile. And to an extent this worked but when one got to know who she was, and what she ran on a day to day basis then it was understandable why she played it down.
But take a longer, closer look at this woman and she was breath-taking. And what made her more so was that air of ‘something’ about her that no-one would be able to put their finger on. If someone did manage to do just that, then it would be a streak of sadism that ran through the core of her. She was a pleasant enough woman who didn’t come across as ‘gangster’ to anyone who didn’t know who she was. To those who did know then there was this simmering, almost brooding gangster-like quality to her that defied any description. And to those who knew her more, there was that sadism that ran from her core but bubbled under the surface as well. And when all out together in this breath-taking package one had to conclude that Tilly Abrahams was a woman to be reckoned with and one with a dark side.
 
The Palatial Home
 
Lady Virginia didn’t ‘need’ a house this big. She didn’t need twelve ensuite bedrooms, four massive reception rooms and three quadruple garages, right in the middle of the city. She didn’t need expansive grounds and gardens all designed by A Listers. But when taken into consideration she was lucky she had a space like this in the middle of a city. One could walk the grounds and forget where this place was set. She’d always have the buzz of the city but it was easy to get lost in the magnificence of the property.
Somewhere along the line this would have been ‘gifted’ to Lady Virginia - maybe even from the royal lineage and despite the fact that she could furnish a mortgage this big, she would never need to. She’d once commented that hell would freeze over before she filled in a mortgage application form. Although she did concede that for some people mortgages and banking services were a necessary evil. She gave that impression that all of that was beneath her. It could have been her being a snob, it probably was, but that was the way she had been born and brought up in this world.
The pool-house was a lavish, splendid affair. From the outside it looked like a huge summer house, but one look through the tall slim windows would reveal the massive, heated pool complete with several levels of diving boards. It was way over the top for a domestic property, but then maybe not so given the size of the house and the amount of people it could house. What was definitely over the top was that the roof could slide back seemingly folding over itself to reveal the sky. You know, for those balmy days that this country was famous for! In effect then this could be an open air swimming pool with full BBQ facilities in somewhat of a sun trap part of the grounds of this more than impressive house.
All in all this was a house and a half, plus some more and Lady Virginia and Gilbert just rattled around in. She would never get rid of it though, or move out of it. She told anyone wo would listen that she loved the house and that they would have to carry her from it in a wooden box rather than her willingly move out. She’d part grown up in the house and her fondest memories were here. Thought they she could or would lose it at any time didn’t even enter her head.
But this wasn’t the only house or property that Virginia owned. Her father, the Earl of Beaufort had once told her,
‘Cash is not king, property is. Buy up as much as you can and hold on to it.  You can’t go wrong!’
And she had taken that advice to heart. Over a few years in her middle to late twenties she had gone on a spending spree buying up houses, apartments and various forms of real estate and land within the city. The fact was though that despite what she purchased, she’d still have more money left than she’d know what to do with it. Certainly she’d know that what she had was obscene, but she didn’t care. She didn’t need to care and come to think about it, she probably didn’t even know what actual ‘caring’ felt like. There weren’t many people alive, or from any walk of life that would know, or even come close to knowing what it was like to be Lady Virginia De Roscoe. She came in for a lot of under the radar hate from certain quarters but this was born mostly out of jealousy and bitchiness from other women. But one had to wonder how many of those haters and trolls actually had any empathy for Virginia as in what it was like for her to be ‘her’.
She’d never understand the haters. She didn’t go out of her way to be nasty to people. In fact she did all she could for others, especially others less fortunate in life. That was what she had chosen to do with her life, to help others. But there was no doubt that Lady Virginia De Roscoe was a flawed woman. She never took into account how she was brought up, in wealth and in privilege, and how that might rub others, quite a lot of others actually, the wrong way. She never thought how helping others at rock bottom, whilst wallowing in her own wealth and privilege might get right on the hater’s nerves. As far as she was concerned she was helping others and they should be grateful - that was the underlying vibe that went along with Virginia. 
It wasn’t her fault. She was a product of who she was and what she was. And because she was hero worshipped because of all the work she did for charities, the undercurrent of resentment for this woman was strong and it was ever present. But, because of who she was, largely she was shielded from this. Virginia wasn’t a bad person, she was just someone who put herself out there because she thought she was doing the right thing and although she knew the underbelly existed, although she knew she had her detractors, she simply waved them off with perfectly manicured fingers. They didn’t worry or bother her - not really they were just something else she had to deal with 
 
“So what are you going to do with yourself today? Don’t tell me, don’t tell me, nothing, right?”
Virginia didn’t often have ‘digs’ at Gilbert. It was like she had one now and again just to keep him on his toes.
“I might mow the lawn, do some weeding, who knows. Oh no, but I don’t have to do I, the gardener comes in five days a week and does it all.”
And when she did have that little go at him, he responded in kind, bitchily. It was just something they did, to ease the monotony of life. One had to assume that it was hard to want for nothing in life.
“Well, as usual I have a busy day. And do try to stay away from ‘that’ part of town, it doesn’t become you, you know?”
In her own way she was dropping a bomb on him. Gilbert thought he did what he did, the gambling and stuff without her knowing any of it. But a comment like that would make him wonder if she knew he went over ‘that’ side of town, how much else did she know? The truth was that he had been spotted a number of times. But that was all - he had been spotted. Virginia had been puzzled by it but never more than that. She just found it ‘fun’ to wind him up a little bit from time to time.
“Darling I don’t know what the fuck you are talking about. How do I get to ‘that’ part of town anyway? Is it via platform nine and three quarters by any chance?”
And with that Harry Potter quip he gave his magnificent wife a wink. Virginia could never resist those winks and she threw her main of dark auburn hair back and laughed. That little vibe of digging each other had been broken.
“Virginia darling, I couldn’t kind of, you know, ‘fuck you’, before you go could I? Asking for a friend.”
What Gilbert asked in a slightly croaky, well-educated voice was ludicrous for two reasons. One, he knew he couldn’t last a good fuck and that he’d end up making a mess over the insides of her thighs, at best. And two, why the fuck would he ask that for a friend? She laughed again and wagged her finger at him, the way she did.
“You know that never ends up well darling. But maybe we’ll have some fun later. But for now I have to go.”
And she kissed him on the cheek like he was a cheeky boy getting sent to school by his mamma.
‘Mmmm I’ll look forward to it. Don’t save the world too many times today now will you?”
And again he had that cheeky little look on his face that melted her every time.
“I’ll save the world and many times as I jolly well like and you will thank me, along with the rest of the peasants.”
And this was Lady Virginia De Roscoe. She made little quips like this in all innocence not really understanding that such a quip would annoy the fuck out of most of the ‘little people’. Not that Gilbert thought of himself as one of the little people.
 











CHAPTER THREE

 
Gilbert De Roscoe, Waste Of Space
 
Gilbert watched through a massive ornate window as his wife climbed into the chauffeured car waiting on the huge gravel drive. He always watched her doing that. Come to think of it, he watched his wife at every given opportunity. He dearly wished he could fuck her long and hard like he knew she wanted it, but he couldn’t. He always came before he was supposed to. It was like a flick of the switch and his balls were exploding prematurely. He had that premature thing going on, but he had those other issues as well. He watched the huge 500 series Mercedes glide down the drive towards the main road and turned away from the window at the same time as looking at his wrist watch.
The thing about Gilbert was that he really was a waste of space. He was a scoundrel and a bounder all mixed into one. And like his wife he was a flawed individual. He had charm, and he was handsome and long before Virginia came along, his cheeky charm had seen him able with ease too relieve wealthy women of their assets. It was something that he did with too much ease - like it was second nature for him to set up his marks, like a grifter and then relieve them, not of everything they owned, but ‘mostly’ everything and then just vanish into the night. Her did it for years moving from city to city around the world to gain and then blow the wealth on his gambling habit. He would do his homework in advance. He didn’t just wander round the world aimlessly and then happen across these women who needed to be fleeced. He’d spent hours and hours on the net, researching and selecting his next target and he’d use his previous victim to fund the next, flying everywhere first class. It was this lifestyle that enabled him to infiltrate the worlds of those higher up in society.
Oh yes Gilbert, when he eventually met and fell for Lady Virginia De Roscoe, was an accomplished con man, but the world was closing in on him and Virginia happened at the right time. At last he could give that life up and at least she could take him in, offer him sanctuary, unbeknown to her that this was what she was doing. But as already mentioned - he was flawed. He had a gambling addiction and had won and blown fortunes in the best casinos around the world.
And he had another flaw as well, a sexual flaw that had followed him round all of his adult life. That flaw being the desire for, and almost addiction for virgin girls. Not girls or sex workers playing the virgin, but actual virgins that he could pop the cherries of. He’d never be able to say where the addiction came from. He’d probably not even be able to remember the first time he’d popped a virgin’s cherry. All that he would be able to say, or admit to if he had a mind was that he had this insatiable appetite for young, very young virgin girls. And one could maybe pinpoint his premature ejaculation issue to this. He needed virgins because they were inexperienced and would have no great expectations from a man taking their cherries. And so, he could slip into them, break the hymen, feel that little bit of blood seeping round his cock and within a stroke or two he could empty his balls and leave the girl with stars in her eyes.
But faced with a real woman, like Virginia, and he wouldn’t get past slipping his slippery wet, dripping cock up and down her thighs and he would be exploding. It made their sex life ‘weird’ to say the least. But he was used to weird and Virginia, it suited her not to have this man crawling over her for long periods, like for foreplay, prolonged sexual activities and then orgasm. For her, Gilbert’s premature issue wasn’t an issue at all - if anything it made her smile because it was a convenience for her.
Gilbert came away from the window once the car was out of sight. He’d lost count of the amount of times that he’d watched the car reach the big electric operated gates only for the reversing lights of the car to come on and the car come back up to the house because Virginia had forgotten something or other. This time though the huge Merc just glided out and turned left into the city traffic.
The thing about Gilbert was that there was a time when he would have thanked his lucky stars for what they had now. All of the grifting all over the world had taken its toll and now because Virginia was a bottomless pit of wealth he didn’t need to go elsewhere. He had everything he wanted and needed. This house, the other houses, the apartments and the cash at his disposal. Well, the cash almost at his disposal. He could have anything he wanted, he just had to ask.
Virginia was astute enough not to give Gilbert unfettered access to cash - she’d never be so stupid and he just needed to ask. She knew about his gambling, sort of, to a lesser extent. She knew he’d win and lose - she’d seen the statements and the casinos listed and she knew he’d been spotted in that part of town. But she gave him that. She’d never deny him a little bit of gambling freedom. There was no harm done and he always came home to her. That was the most important thing, that he came home to her.
But it was him, it was Gilbert who wasn’t ever satisfied with what he had. He could wallow in the properties and the cash wealth - he could get anything material that he needed and wanted with no questions asked and he could shoot his load over his Amazonian wife any time he liked, more or less, and all of that was a given. All of that he didn’t have to work for because it was his for the taking. All he had to do was ask. Maybe it was because he had to ask, that deep down he resented it. But all of what he didn’t have to work for, all that he could take for granted was not enough. It would be enough for most people but not him. He had the other things he had to deal with. The gambling and the virgin deflowering.
It wasn’t like he didn’t know he was massing up debts in the casinos. In his mind he’d worked it out that he would ride his luck for a while, see if he could gamble his way out of debt. He’d done it before, admittedly not with such an amount of debt. But then he’d considered that if the worse came to the worse then he would simply pay it off in smaller lump sums so not to attract Virginia’s attention. She’d give him relatively large amounts without a blinking but, a quarter of a million would raise eyebrows, he was sure of that. He wasn’t unduly concerned, his name around town was good.
He was the husband of Lady Virginia De Roscoe after all. His credit was good. He was good for it. He wouldn’t ever not pay off his debts. He could ride his luck for a little bit longer. He was almost a celebrity in that part of town - the bounder, the scoundrel, ‘ah here he comes again, good old Gilbert’. This was his thought pattern - this was how he worked things out in his mind. He wasn’t beyond considering himself a legend in his own lifetime but he was beyond comprehending the gathering clouds on the horizon.
The insatiable appetite he had for virgins was the real problem for Gilbert. The mushrooming gambling debt was something he could deal with easily, or so he thought. But the need for young, fresh unused cunt twitching on the end of his cock was something he always feared would come back at him at some point or other. In more liberal countries around the world he had got away with it easier, and such girls were plentiful in supply for the right price. But now that he had settled in the land of his birth, with the woman he was convinced he would spend the rest of his life with, he wasn’t so blasé and comfortable with his delectation for young pussy. He was even less enamoured that the only place, or the only way he could get the pussy he wanted was through Tilly Abrahams. That kind of unsettled him, it disturbed him more than a little that this woman, this gangster, had this on him. She was his supplier in effect and she was the only supplier in the city, of what he needed and wanted.
Gilbert was convinced that if Virginia got wind of any of this he would be finished. He was convinced that not only would she throw him out and probably divorce him, but that he would be finished in the city. There would be no way he would be able to show his face in the usual haunts, if it was public knowledge that very young virgins flicked his sexual switch. He’d be lucky if he avoided a lengthy prison sentence. There was this unsettled feeling that was creeping into Gilbert’s everyday life that didn’t exist before and it was becoming part of his life. He hadn’t needed to ‘juggle’ things before, it all used to roll on quite happily. But it was increasingly not like that anymore. The finances were coming on top, his need for virgin flesh was eating away at him. And now in his peripheral vision were the Abrahams - Tilly Abrahams in particular.
Even now he knew they were on to him for the debt. He knew it was a quarter of a million and he knew that he couldn’t pay it off, not in one go anyway. His immediate problem was getting more credit so that he could gamble his way out of it, or try to. The only way he could get that was to turn up at the main casino owned and run by that bitch Sylvia. She was a shrewd fucker, he knew that much. But he knew also that she reported to the one and only Tilly Abrahams. He knew that he had to go over to that less than salubrious side of town and immerse in order to get what he wanted. 
He wanted and needed the credit and he needed to feel a tight virgin pussy round his cock, even if it was only for seconds. In a way Gilbert regretted letting on who he was and who he was married to. Although that was a regret that was pointless. He could have remained anonymous for a certain amount of time, after all, people came and people went.  But once he began to tot up the debts, then he would have been looked into. For sure, Tilly Abrahams would have the ways and means to get any information about any individual who frequented her establishments. Gilbert wouldn’t have been able to remain anonymous for long., so he didn’t bother.
 
A Little Later
 
The thing about Gilbert was that he could blend in. Yeah his usual circles were not in the city’s underbelly, but he’d got down and dirty before, especially in the early days of his grifting. He knew what it took and even though he had been spotted over there, he could and did blend in well. He looked at himself in the huge wall sized mirror in the main foyer of the house. Ripped jeans, black leather boots, a check skirt and body warmer. Yes he looked the part and more to that, he felt the part. He smiled at himself in the mirror, he was getting the buzz again, just like he always did before he went gambling. It was that thing of not knowing how it would go for him. Sometimes he won, sometimes he didn’t. Sometimes a virgin would materialise wrapped tightly around his cock, and sometimes one wouldn’t.
This was the time when the buzz took over him. He loved it. It gave him that ‘alive’ feeling all the way through his core. It gave him the escape he needed. And that was odd - he loved Virginia like he thought he would never love a woman, and so he didn’t ‘need’ an escape from her. It wasn’t her he was escaping from as he left the huge property via a side gate onto the main road. Rather the was escaping ‘to’ the illicit things that he needed in his life. Virginia didn’t drive him to gambling and to taking the cherries of innocents. Rather they were just vices that he needed from time to time. They were just sleazy, needy vices that he desired in his life, as well as the love of a good woman like Virginia.
By the time he got to the subway station it was already midday. Whenever he immersed in this other life of his, he took public transport. It got him into the right frame of mind and it allowed him to feel that buzz going through him. In a way it allowed him to be himself. He could have got on to the company that supplied Virginia’s chauffeur and got another 500 series Mercedes to allow him to arrive at the city’s underbelly in style. But he wouldn’t do that. It was like that wouldn’t be ‘him’ arriving then, it would be the husband, the kept husband of Lady Virginia De Roscoe. And this time was his - it was his time that allowed him to be ‘him’. Maybe it was him unable or unwilling to let go of his past. If he took that wealth and used it to cross into this other world of his, the buzz wouldn’t be the same again. In a way it was like Gilbert was preserving the other self in him. Like he had found this woman and fallen in love with her but he was desperate at the same time to preserve a little bit of that old life of his.
He always got the feeling that he was heading into ‘badlands’ when he travelled like this. The further east the subway travelled the ‘thicker’ that feeling of badlands became. Every so often the train would emerge from underground and travel over ground and that became more so the further out of the built up city it travelled. The super glossy, super modern high rise buildings gave way to suburbia, the rows of terraced houses, the housing estates and the super glossy high rises giving way to ancient high rise apartment blocks that were local authority owned and local authority decayed. Gilbert didn’t know why this world excited him so much. In his grifting days he’d moved up smart, wealthy circles and it was like ‘this’ now was taking the place of that. This suburban sprawl was the stomping ground of Tilly Abrahams and her network. Why did that excite him? He didn’t have the answer to that.
He remembered seeing Tilly Abrahams the first time and he’d got that thing, that thing that all men got, the desire to ‘have a bit of that’ and just for split seconds Gilbert had imagined feeling his cock sliding into her and then him pummelling her cervix with his cock. Maybe she had been the hook from the word go. He knew he’d never fuck the gangster Tilly Abrahams - but it never stopped him imagining it, or thinking about it. He knew that he’d never be able to keep it up long enough to fuck a woman like her. But he needed to consider if ever he gave his life the full post mortem treatment, that it was Tilly who had hooked him from the word go. He’d always remember her first words to him.
“You’re a lucky man, having the love of the one and only Lady Virginia De Roscoe. Not many men, not ANY other men would be able to boast that they had the love of this woman.”
This words would always stay with him - but so would the woman Tilly Abrahams stay with him. She was always there in the back of his mind. Always there on the fringes of his mind. It to be her who was feeding the addictions in him, and furthering those addictions. It had to be her that was allowing that debt to increase and then spiral. It was a known fact that Tilly ran a tight ship and there was nothing that got past her.
The train rolled into the stop near the end of the line. This far out of the city centre it wasn’t even underground any more. It was just like this outpost of suburbia. But this was where the Abrahams empire had been born all those years ago. This was where it all began and now that empire had crept inwards, into the city centre and into the people and places that otherwise would have nothing to do with the Abrahams empire. There had only been one direction that the empire would head and that was ‘up’.
Gilbert waited for the train to roll to a hold and the sliding doors to open. He stepped out onto the platform and took in a deep breath. He’d swear down that the air was cleaner out here than it was in the hustle and bustle of the inner city.
On the opposite line a group of teenagers, boys and girls were collected. They would be getting a train back into the city for a day, or a night out. Briefly, very briefly Gilbert scanned the girls and wondered if any of them were virgins. He’d come up with the answer to that almost immediately - no! The way they were dressed and made up, old before their times. No virgin meat there. And Gilbert oddly found that sad - that it was getting harder and harder to find a good quality virgin. Thank the good lord for Tilly Abrahams - that was all he could do.
He made his way over the footbridge and stood for a few seconds looking out at the area he had come to, to get his fix. This was the outer circle of the city. It was where the signs of the city expanding into smaller towns could be seen. In a few decades this town would be swallowed up by the city. In a few decades this place wouldn’t exist at all the way it had for probably centuries before. In a few decades too, the Abrahams empire would have swallowed up a whole lot more.
He stepped down off the bridge and onto the platform that the teens had been collected on. They were gone now on an adventure of their own. He swiped his ticket and passed through the gates onto the street. He turned right and began the walk up the gentle hill. At the top of that hill was the first casino that the Abrahams had built. That had been built before the family had got a foothold but it remained their ‘base camp’. It was where meetings were held, decisions made. It was where the machine that was the Abrahams empire operated from. Tilly had a permanent office there, and it was where Sylvia was based even though she ran all of the family’s casinos and clubs now. Most of that side of the empire were in the city centre these days. It was where most of the money was. They were the places that attracted the biggest spenders - the biggest losers. Gilbert liked it out here though. He liked the vibe, like the undercurrent and the underbelly.
 











CHAPTER FOUR

 
Gambling, It’s A Mugs Game
 
Yes, Gilbert always dressed down when he came to this part of town. He wasn’t always successful though. It was like he tried but didn’t try at the same time. It was like he was aware that maybe he shouldn’t be seen in these places, but then revelled in the fact that he would be recognised. It had to be in his DNA to be a cunt. What the spectacular Lady Virginia De Roscoe saw in him, and this was a question that was asked time after time after time, one could never quite work out. He was like the ying to her yang. The rough to her smooth. The trouble was that one word summed him up completely and utterly and that was ‘cunt’ and it was a bit too late for it to be recognised that he was trying to change now. He was a cunt of the first order now, and yet what he had been for all those years before was something that might shock to the core of anyone finding out,
As we know Gilbert didn’t come from money himself, far from it. He was someone who latched on to others for all they were worth and then relieved them of their wealth, and he had done that to Lady Virginia, at least at the start. But he’d done it to many others before her. He’d always exuded that level of charm, and he’d always at least tried to mix in the right circles so it was understandable that he’d been able to get into the functions, and go to the parties that he’d needed to in order to latch on.
The trouble with Gilbert was that he was a scoundrel - and that was the polite way of describing him. He’d made Lady Virginia laugh and that had gone a long way. He’d always said to anyone who’d listen, that ‘if you can make them laugh you can get them into bed’. He’d never been ashamed of thinking like that - he’d never apologise for it either. It was just the way it was. It was just the way he was.
Gilbert had met Virginia in the early days of her crusade of putting the world to rights. He’s spotted her in the society papers and planned to be where she was on a certain night. He said all the right things at all the right times and he’d made her laugh. He became close to Virginia. For her, this man was someone who was a companion and someone who it seemed understood her and what she was about. He supported her and became her rock. It was like that’s what he wanted to do, and what he needed to do for her. He squirrelled his way into Lady Virginia De Roscoe’s life in a way that she became dependent on him. Oh, she was independent and strong and didn’t need a man in that way. But Gilbert was just someone who grew on her in a way that eventually she just liked having him round. And the sex, well the sex was not quite ‘ok’, it was just a little weird.
She certainly rocked his sexual world. He could shoot his load just looking at her - but then she was spectacular. And that was the thing - sex was never a long drawn out affair that was preceded with lots of foreplay. Poor Gilbert, as a rule, wouldn’t be able to hold onto his load longer than a minute or so once Virginia was in that frame of mind. She’d only have to look at him in a certain way, or touch him in a certain way and he would explode the contents of his balls all over her.
On the rare occasion she got to slide his cock into her mouth, she would barely flick her tongue round his glans and he would moan and groan an intense and gushing orgasm. It was one of his downfalls. He would never be able to sate Virginia. But in a way she was ok with that. He came up trumps, kind of, in other ways so she would forgive him his shortcomings in the bedroom department. They had the fun, the innuendo and the banter so it was all ok.
Of course there were lines that could not be crossed. She got it that she turned Gilbert on, that her body, her breasts and her smooth hairless royal quim got him ‘hard as’ before he prematurely shot his load all over her and rarely inside her, but when he had quite matter-of-factly one day asked her,
“Can I spank you Virginia darling, over my knee? I’d love to see that glorious ass ripple under a few firm spanks.”
She had wagged her finger and moved her head side to side to the negative.
“Oh no, none of that kinky stuff here Gilbert sweetie. If anyone’s ass is going to ripple it will be yours.”
And they had never spoken about it again. Obviously having his ass spanked by this more than superior woman was not something that rocked his boat so he left it. At the time he thought he’d try again when he felt his luck was in. But he never did. And this was the rather odd story of Gilbert and Lady Virginia De Roscoe. Hardly a match made in heaven. It was like she kind of knew he was a waste of space. He didn’t work but that didn’t bother her so much. She had more than enough money to be going on with. And way more than they needed to live on. When he’s asked her to marry him, it was on a champagne fuelled drunken night and she had said yes without a second thought. It was like she knew what she was getting into but didn’t at the same time. And for him it had to be like all his birthdays and Christmases had come at once.
The thing for Gilbert was that he never tried to be anything he wasn’t with Virginia. That is, he knew his place in the food chain. He knew that she could cut him off without a penny at any time. But Virginia didn’t really know that much about the deeper man. Ok he was a bit of a chancer, and a charmer all rolled into one. But she didn’t know so much about his gambling habits, and she knew nothing of his occasional trip into drug fuelled decadence with extremely young virgin girls.
That was it really - Lady Virginia didn’t know anything really of note about his dark side. Maybe she didn’t know he had a dark side until it was too late. And with his lack of ability in the sex department with her, she wouldn’t even guess that what he actually liked to do was slip his thick cock into tight, virgin cunts. That was his ‘kink’ if it could be called that. He liked to search out virgins, real virgins and have them served up to him on a platter by Tilly Abrahams - THAT was his kink.
So the overall outlook for Gilbert was not that good. To gamble the way he gambled he needed to search out and join in illegal games at first. And to do that he needed to frequent the less than salubrious areas of the city. And to get his jollies off, his real jollies off, he needed to engage with less than desirable people - people of the Abrahams family ilk. Not so much the Abrahams themselves, but the people they employed to do their dirty work. What was pretty astonishing was that this man, Gilbert, Mr Virginia De Roscoe, could dress down a bit and then think he could sift and filter into the underbelly and not be known. This was a man who before he got into serious debt had been splashed all over the society papers and the red tops. He was a man who was beyond well-known but he was a man who was fundamentally stupid. Quite simply Gilbert was a man in over his depths before he even knew it.
 
6 weeks ago
 
“Gilbert, about your tab. It’s getting bigger by the day and it needs to be serviced.”
Sylvia was a casino manager that Tilly Abrahams had put in as much for her striking looks and charisma as her ability with the books. Tilly liked her, and trusted her. It was like she didn’t need to spell out what Sylvia was becoming involved with - it was like everything was ‘unsaid’ if that makes sense. All Tilly had to do was make her salary sufficient for Sylvia to know that she was being trusted and that she was being invited into the inner sanctum of the firm.
“Can I sort that out next week Sylvia. You know me, I’m good for it.”
And he winked at Sylvia who just looked down at him sitting at the poker table. Sylvia didn’t take prisoners and she let it be known.
“Settle in full next week Gilbert or we are going to have to come looking for you. And that isn’t a good thing, trust me.”
Sylvia had used a tone of voice that would have left Gilbert in no doubt as to this woman’s ability - IF he hadn’t been so thick skulled in the stupid department.
“Sylvia darling you know I’m good for it. I’ll sort it out before the big game next weekend.”
And he winked at her again. If Sylvia detested anything in her life it was being winked at by creeps like Gilbert. But she smiled that thick lipped, lipstick smile and playfully shoved him.
“Course you’re good for it darlin’, course you are.”
That has ben and beginning of the downward roll for Gilbert.
 
Now
 
The trouble was that he didn’t come up with it. And he didn’t come up with the next deadline either.
“What’s he in for now? How much does he owe?”
Tilly Abrahams was talking to Sylvia. She was using a casual business like tones.
“Quarter of a mill, and rising.”
Sylvia spoke as though the numbers were nothing. And in the big scheme of things, a quarter of a million was nothing if you had money like the De Roscoes’ had.
“Ok, he’d never be able to pay that without Lady Virginia knowing, so even now he’s fucked. Ramp it up a bit, give him free reign. I know that no matter what cash amount he’s into us for, she can afford it and she would bail him out. I want it to be about more than the cash. He has to gamble away everything she has. We know he hasn’t got a cent to play with personally but she does.”
Tilly was talking all thoughtful like.
“Oh Sylvia, we don’t want him to get a freak win either. Give him little ones, feed that need in him. Make him want to come back time after time. But basically he’s just accruing debt to us - a debt that gets bigger and bigger and one that cash alone will not service. Take whatever little he offers in payments off the debt, but we know that these sums will be tiny and our interest rates are outrageous, right? Let him know that the interest rate is high. We need to destroy him before we can reel her in.”
And again Tilly was speaking thoughtfully. Three days ago she’d made a five million donation into Lady Virginia De Roscoe’s good causes, just to have an ‘in’ into the woman, and she’d got that. She didn’t dislike Virginia, quite the opposite, even though the woman herself had put her in her place with regard to how the Abrahams did business and what kind of businesses they were in. Tilly smiled to herself. She liked the entitled ones. If the truth were known she liked them the best. Lady Virginia wouldn’t know what had hit her until it was too late.
“I think I get the picture Tilly. I’ll get the word round all the casinos because we know that he’ll know he’s building up this big debt and like the fool he is, he’ll spread it round as though he’s diluting it, even though he’s not.”
Sylvia smiled a wide lipstick smile at Tilly.
“Good thinking pet! Let’s VIP him all round town. Give him the time of his life over the next few weeks. No limit on credit and keep feeding him with as many real virgins as he can manage. Maybe introduce some illegal substances as well, make his slide into oblivion ‘nice’ for him.”
And this time Tilly was smiling but it was smile that might chill anyone to the core of their spine. She was making it clear that she wanted Gilbert out of the way. But more than that she was making it clear that her target was Lady Virginia. And in that there had to be questions marks. The Abrahams had more money than they could spend in a lifetime. They had more property more business interests worldwide than they could cope with which was why they had the payroll they did. It could have been that she had it in for Virginia but that wasn’t it. There was more to it than that.
Tilly brushed the front of her teeth with her fleshy wet tongue and in doing so pushed out her full lips. Under her desk she crossed her legs and there was the sound of nylon rasping nylon. She was enjoying this. She was enjoying what she was laying out here. It seemed almost inconceivable that it was ‘sexual’ and yet it was looking that way. What was more than inconceivable was that a distant member of the royal family was in her sights and it was as though this was the pinnacle of Tilly Abrahams’ desires. That was cause for concern to say the least.
“Consider it all done Boss.”
And Sylvia, a stunning thirty something woman, also of Middle Eastern heritage smiled at Tilly.
 
“Ah, Gilbert, it’s nice to see you again. Please come in, enjoy the hospitality. Credit has been extended and is unlimited in all of our casinos. And, when you’re ready for an interlude, see the girl over there, the one too young to drink legally, is an oven ready virgin ready to lose her cherry to you.”
This was a turn up for the books. Gilbert had thought he was going to need to grovel for that extension to his credit and here he was being given free reign. His eyes flicked over to where the virgin girl was and immediately he felt that twitch in his pants. There was the tell tail lick of his lips and Sylvia smiled inside. It had to be a fact that this man made her blood boil. He was an entitled fuck-wit of a pervert and he made her flesh crawl, but she didn’t show that - she wouldn’t show that. Instead she was the perfect hostess.
“Pretty little thing isn’t she? And she’ll bend over backwards to make sure it’s nice for you.”
Sylvia’s voiced hissed into the psyche of Gilbert and he looked at the girl again. She smiled and raised her hand to acknowledge him and his cock twitched again. He liked her, she was skinny, barely budding breasts under a tight silk top, and although eventually her legs would go on forever, at this time they were skinny as well. But for him they were perfect legs. For Gilbert this girl was perfect.
“Thank you so much Sylvia. You know I’m good for it right?”
And Gilbert used that line he always used. It was like he used it thinking that it was a magic spell he passed over those he was in debt to.
“Absolutely darlin’. We know you’re good for it and that’s why we are giving you free reign in all of our establishments. Don’t feel the need to travel all the way out here when you need that escape. Just give me a bell and I can have a girl like Candy over there delivered to you, wherever you are in the city.”
Sylvia was good - she was really good. Gilbert might have made her flesh creep, but the way she spoke to him, the way she made it clear that he was being VIP’d throughout the network of casinos and premises that the Abrahams owned, was like she was getting into the very core of his brain and residing in there. All he would be thinking was that yes, this was a turn up for the books, but then dismissing it because of who he was. Or more to the point who he was married to. It may have also crossed his mind that the Abrahams were not ‘all that’ after all. And that the high and the might of the royal family out-blitzed organised crime in this city after all. And this was the problem with Gilbert, sometimes despite knowing his own place in the food chain, he got above himself.
There were times when he could feel it all coming in on top of him, like when he was recognising issues and problems that had not been there before and that made him twitchy. But with this change in fortunes when he was expecting the opposite, it allowed him to slip back into his entitled, cocky self and that was evident. Sylvia for one would be able to see that but she could smile because she knew that what was happening, and what was being given to Gilbert right at this point was for a reason, and for a greater cause. She turned and looked up to the offices of Tilly Abrahams and the lady herself was up there, in an observation widow, in silhouette, smoking a cigarette and looking down. Sylvia looked up for a few seconds but there was no communication between then. Their eyes met in the pseudo-darkness of the casino club and there was just this knowledge between them. There was just this smooth flow of knowledge and trust between them.
Sylvia didn’t know the extent of what Tilly had planned. But then she didn’t need to know. What she did know was that this was the beginning of the end for Gilbert. She knew that he was going to be taken out of the picture in one way or another. She didn’t even know what that meant - that Gilbert would be taken out of the picture. She had been with the Abrahams long enough to know not to ask too many questions. All she had to do was her job and she would be fine. All she had to do was ensure that she remained trusted by Tilly Abrahams and she was determined to do that at all costs.
Tilly watched Gilbert slink off into the depths of the club, towards the young girl Candy and Sylvia did the same then they looked at each other again. Gilbert didn’t make Tilly’s flesh crawl like he made Sylvia’s. Tilly was a different breed of woman to Sylvia. For her there was a reason that animals like Gilbert existed. It was the animals like him that made it possible for her to do what she did to others. These perverted creatures made it possible for her to take out her competitors. They allowed her to expand the empire. And Gilbert allowed her to immerse into that private world of her’s. He was allowing her to infiltrate the world of Virginia De Roscoe, and he was allowing his wife to be taken down. And the thing that would make Tilly smile was that Gilbert would have no idea, no clue what was happening. And by the time he realised something was very wrong, it would be too late.
 











CHAPTER FIVE

 
Urges, Addictions, Urges
 
Candy wasn’t her real name. It wouldn’t be would it? She was an innocent hell bent, against the best efforts of her parent, of breaking into casino work as a career. She’d never know why she was attracted to that side of life. Her mother had asked her once, not that long ago, and she’d replied
“Oh mother. Glamour, glitz, the possibility of earning big money, big tips. It’s what I want to do mother, that’s all.”
And there had been no talking to her, even though mother had tried.
“It’s one step away from sex work. For god’s sakes can’t you see that? You’re a pretty girl, and they’ll pray on that.”
Candy’s mother sounded desperate and distraught. It was like she had inside knowledge of the kind of work that attracted her one and only. Maybe she did. Maybe she knew geographically that they were in the middle of the Abrahams’ manor and that the Abrahams ran pretty much every single casino outside the city limits and inside. Maybe she knew that if her daughter went down that road, that sooner or later the Abrahams would swallow her up. She would have known that the Abrahams, led by Tilly, ran all of the illegal drinking clubs and the thinly disguised brothels and she could see the natural progression of things for her girl. But it did no good. If she forced her views, then she would push her little girl away. She’d just need to go along for the ride with her, and just be there if she was needed.
And that had been ok, at first. But when Candy did actually get spotted by Tilly, it became like a waking nightmare.
“She’s gonna be fine ‘mum’ don’t worry, I’ll make sure she’s looked after.”
And when Tilly had been telling Candy’s mum this it had all sounded ok. She’d found herself believing Tilly Abrahams. More fool her!
“She’s never even had a boyfriend, I’m just worried about her Tilly, that’s all.’
And that had perked Tilly’s interest. She’d lost count of the amount of young girls who’d had aspirations to ‘get into casino’ work only to do a runner when they found out it wasn’t all it was cracked up to be. But now, here was one, a real life virgin. A rarity in this part of the home counties, and even more so in the city.
“Of course you’re worried about her. What sort of a mother would you be, if you weren’t? Trust me, she’ll be fine. I’ll take care of her myself, I promise.”
And there was Tilly Abrahams saying all the right things in all the right tones to this pretty much broken mother. But Tilly would say anything to anyone in order to get what she wanted. At the end of the day she was a woman running the biggest crime family in the south east. There was an ultra-femininity about her, and yet there was this hard edge as well. As far as she was concerned, Candy was fair game. She was a teenager attracted to the bright lights of the city and of the casino life. As far as Tilly was concerned, girls like Candy were on a pre-ordained path in life. And that path ended at her casino front doors. She had even chosen the name ‘Candy’ and for some sick, bizarre reason she’d smiled at the mother when she’d told her.
“She looks like a ‘Candy’ to me, don’t you think? We never use real names you know, just in case.”
Tilly had persuaded the mother that her one and only was in safe hands with her but as a parting shot she’d had to intimate that her daughter would have a name that had sex worker written all over it. Plus the added worry of using another name ‘just in case’. That had made mum distraught all over again and Tilly had smiled to herself.
She’d smiled for another reason as well. Gilbert De Roscoe had been an accruing problem in his need for virgin girls. The fact was that there weren’t enough virgins to go around. But now things were beginning to happen. Tilly was able to see light at the end of the tunnel in terms of taking down Lady Virginia De Roscoe and so, the constant need for virgins wouldn’t be a problem for that much longer. If things went as she hoped they would, then Candy would be the last one she would have to source for this despicable, cunt of a man. If not the last one, then one of the last.
She’d had to scrape the bottoms of her own barrels to keep this man fed with virgin flesh up to this point, and even she noticed the drop in ‘quality’ of the girls she was supplying. Having to dredge the housing authority estates for girls and parents with habits that would see them let their little ones go with her. But Candy was ‘quality’. She was a girl who came from a decent home. Ok, her mother was single and there was no dad around but Tilly secretly admired this woman for raising this stunning girl who just happened to have flights of fancy about working in casinos and so had started a length of time for the grooming of Candy.
Tilly took care of that herself. She knew what to say to make it all seem it was alright. She knew how to slip in that that casino life was all about making the big spenders happy, ‘whatever it takes’. Slipping in the fact that, yes, sex was a big part of what she would have to do - that it would be inevitable but that would be ‘ok’. All the girls did it so it was ok. All the girls had to do things sometimes they preferred not to do. And Tilly sweetening the picture she was painting even more with the odd illegal substance and the odd heavy cash bonus. She was selling the glamour and the glitz at the same time as confirming the sleazy part of it.
Candy wasn’t the only girl Tilly had prepped for the life. Candy would have her virginity taken by Gilbert and then she would be shipped to a sex den in the city. She’d probably hate herself by then anyways. That was a common thing with what Tilly did, self-loathing. There would be a light that would come on somewhere or other, in Candy’s mind, telling her that this was all wrong and that she shouldn’t be doing it. But all the time the soft dulcet tones of Tilly Abrahams would be playing and replaying in her mind about how this was all ok. That it was what all the girls did and that it was just that, ok. When Tilly did a number on a girl, she did it thoroughly and for the most part irreversibly. No-one could groom a young girl like Tilly Abrahams. She was a young girl once herself so she knew what buttons to push and what switches to flick.
 
“Make yourself look nice for him, he’s a big spender. He’ll want to fuck you Candy because you’re a virgin. Nice red lips, shaved smooth pussy and some stockings for him to feel and rub as he’s taking your cherry.”
By the time this night had come Candy was beyond any kind of repair process. She’d been kept away from sexual encounters because her virginity was the most important thing. But she’d been fed big doses of glamour and glitz and even been introduced to some B list celebrities. For her it was all still on. Ok, she’d not expected such a blatant sexual angle but she could go with that. She’d been told time and time again that her virginity wasn’t such a huge thing anyway and it would be ‘over before you know it’. She knew it wouldn’t be what her mother wanted and that it was what she was warned about all the time. But having a taste of the life and being under Tilly Abrahams wing meant everything to her and she wanted to please the woman who was giving her the opportunity. And besides, the odd line of coke helped things along more than a little bit.
“Come to me you little fuck puppet.”
It was Gilbert that spoke but he was different. This wasn’t the cheeky scoundrel and husband of Virginia De Roscoe. This was the sex addled Gilbert. This was him at base level and dripping with sexual need for this girl in front of him. The pupils in his eyes had dilated and he was trembling at the sight of this ‘quality’ virgin all dressed, or undressed for him. He hadn’t had one this good for a long time. Usually the prerequisite was just ‘virgin’. But he could see Candy was quality and this was what he wanted. A quality, well raised virgin ready and willing to have her cherry taken by him. His cock was hard, so hard and so dripping. His only worry or concern was would he be able to hold onto his load until he was inside her. He was doubting himself because what he was seeing in this seedy bedroom above the casino was what he saw in his fantasies and dreams.
This was the epitome of his perversions. This girl, Candy slightly ‘high’ but not high enough to shield the slight fear in her eyes. All of a sudden that she was about to lose her virginity was real for her. All of a sudden it meant more than those whispered words from Tilly. And this was the look that Gilbert liked. He craved that power he had over a pretty virgin girl. That was it - the power he could wield over an almost petrified young girl. This wasn’t the sort of power he could wield over his wife Virginia. If he wanted this then he had to seek it out, and he had to pay for it. Already his evening his debt had grown from a quarter of a million, to three quarters of a million. But the cocaine had numbed that a bit. And he knew that once he had fucked Candy, then he had a date with the roulette tables where he would lose even more.
He just about got his cock inside Candy before he shot his load - only just though. He’d got Candy to straddle him whilst he took in the sight of her over him. He mauled her developing tits and the used his own spit on his fingers to lubricate her hairless pussy. And there was a little squeal from Candy as his bell end clicked past her hymen. He sensed a small amount of blood and looked up at her. Her eyes were wide realising that there was a man inside her for the first time. Her stockinged thighs were spread either side of his torso and he moved himself inside her. But he couldn’t move much before he shot his load. He was deep inside her because after that initial penetration he’d pushed himself right into her, all the way making her gulp and cry in equal amounts. And then it was over.  But he’d never remember the last orgasm that he’d had that was so intense and so fucking lovely.
It was the thing for Gilbert - shooting his load up into this girl’s reproductive tract knowing that no-one else had been up there and no-one else had shot their hot semen into her. This was it for him. This quality girl twitching on the end of his cock - this was what he had fantasised about all those years but had never managed it with any of the countless virgins he had deflowered. And now he was getting a taste of what it was really like to get exactly what he wanted. What was happening was that he was being sucked deeper and deeper into Tilly Abrahams’ world. What was happening was that he was taking the bait. What was happening was exactly what Tilly wanted to happen.
Gilbert stayed up inside Candy longer than he stayed inside anyone. And he was feeling her squeezing her thighs to his sides as she sucked every last drop of semen from him and into her. For her, it wasn’t such a bad thing. That feeling was partly fuelled by the lines of coke she’d sniffed up her pretty nose. But it could have been worse. Gilbert could have had a huge cock and the staying power of a real stud. The fact was that he didn’t. And for Candy, she’d had the shock of his cock head breaking her hymen and then the travel into her most private place of that cock.
But almost immediately it was over - done and dusted.  She’d done the deed and there was no going back. Later when she came down from the high and when she’d have time to consider what she’s done, that would be when the guilt and the shame would hit her but that would be when Tilly was with her again - giving her some after care. Letting her know that she was being moved from the flagship casino to the brothel near the city centre. It would be at precisely that time that Tilly would give her more drugs and more drink to help her through. And then truly there would be no going back for her. This was what Tilly Abrahams was guilty of.
 
Later - The Early Hours Of The Morning
 
“He’s up to two million and counting.”
Sylvia spoke to Tilly but she was looking at the screen zoomed in on the roulette table.
“What sort of mood is he in?”
Tilly didn’t take her eyes off the screen as she watched Gilbert squandering away Lady Virginia De Roscoe’s cash.
“Well he’s full of the white stuff so he’s happy at the moment. That will wear off though when he realises what he’s into us for.”
Sylvia didn’t sound concerned but she did sound ready for the inevitable come down that would hit Gilbert from the cocaine at some point.
“That’s easy then isn’t it? Keep him high and up the stakes. He’s riding a wave of being VIP’d so he probably thinks he’s untouchable. Knowing Gilbert he probably knows he’s untouchable. That’s what the white stuff does to you if you have enough of it in one hit and he’s been at it all night.”
There was a period of silence as the two women watched from above as Gilbert carried on gambling. After a while they moved to the comfort of two sumptuous deep leather sofas. Tilly sat down first. She was in a fitted short sleeve dress and she looked stunning. Her legs were sheathed in sheer dark brown nylon and her feet were arched into stiletto heeled court shoes that were patent leather. She wore full makeup that complimented her olive skinned features. She was an Arabic woman but she was westernised. She’d been born and bred in the country, and yet she wore her Arabic appearance with pride.
Sylvia was much more formal. She was in fitted skirt suit that was almost like a casino uniform. It gave her an almost strict and severe appearance and with her makeup she looked formidable. She too, was stunning and with the two of these women together there was this sense that the world was changing. It would never have been two women running things and orchestrating things back in the day. But this was the twenty first century after all - things had moved on. Both women sipped on long flutes of champagne as they spoke.
“I want him to be in to us for so much cash by the end of the night that he’ll know he won’t be able to pay us off. I want him to be thinking of other ways that he will have to pay us off. Properties, businesses, assets.”
Tilly had obviously worked out the downfall of Gilbert. That was the easy part though the thing was that she had obviously intricately worked out how she was going to take Gilbert out of the picture and then get to Lady Virginia.
“When he leaves us today, give him some more coke. Tell him to come back tonight and carry on where he left off. Tell him there will be another virgin for him to pop the cherry of. Tell him that his luck has to change at some point and he is bound to win at least some of it back. Keep that feel-good factor flowing for him. He’s on the hook now and we don’t want him to wriggle free. I want him into us for so much that we are left with no choice but to call Lady Virginia in.”
Tilly sat back and she crossed her shapely legs to the sound of nylon rasping nylon. There was a wry smile on her face that Sylvia caught sight of. She knew that look.
“You know when Virginia takes the fall it’s going to be huge right? You know that it will bring a big spotlight on us, and the firm?”
Sylvia didn’t really know why she was running that past Tilly. Tilly didn’t do anything without knowing the consequences, or without looking at it from every angle.
“I do, yes. But I’m ready for it. They’ve never been able to touch us in all the years dad was building his empire and then after. They tried to take us down, the newspapers, the police, tax authorities, customs - they all tried. This one is different. We’re taking Virginia out through legal means. And then when she’s rock bottom, I am moving in for the kill, so to speak.”
And Tilly was contemplative. She was thoughtful in her words and tone but there was still that smile there. Sylvia although knowing the boss, hadn’t seen her, or heard her quite like this before. There was an intensity about her that she hadn’t seen. It was like she was on a mission. The thing with Tilly was that she had been on many missions before but none of them had lit her up like this one.
“You’ve got a thing for Lady Virginia? You know, she’s part of the Establishment. Her downfall isn’t going to be taken lightly. Is this ‘business Tilly’, or is it, you know, the other one?”
Sylvia obviously knew Tilly quite well. Tilly had taken Sylvia in when she’d needed someone to trust, right at the start of her reign when her dad had retired. She’d cleared the whole of the old guard out. There had been people she didn’t like - hangers on that she felt were taking the piss out of her father. So when she’d taken the reigns she had that big clear out and that hadn’t gone down too well in some quarters. But Tilly was hard. She was feminine and she was sexy and she was all that softness that one would expect in a woman that looked like her, and yet her core was rock hard. Her core was like some kind of other worldly steel.
“Well you know me darling, business is business. But beyond that, let’s just say that other self of mine has plans for Lady Virginia De Roscoe.”
And that was all that Tilly said and she took another sip of the chilled champagne. From the corner of her eye, Sylvia was watching Tilly. She didn’t say anything else but she did watch. She kind of knew that other self that Tilly referred to. And she knew that any ‘plans’ she had for Lady Virginia were not going to go well for the distant royal.
 











CHAPTER SIX

 
Too Much Of A Good Thing
 
Gilbert didn’t know if the girl on the end of his cock was a virgin or not, not really. Sylvia had told him she was and he’d believed her and as long as he believed her then that was ok. Ok, she wasn’t as tight and as smooth as Candy, but she had some great qualities. Titties that were ‘advanced’ for her age - for all he knew they were fake. But he didn’t care. He was having the best time of his life. He’d been given the freedom of the Abrahams’ empire - at least he’d been given unlimited credit and somewhere inside that drug addled head of his that was a good thing. And he was being promised virgin after virgin and that was a good thing for him as well. The problem was that he was not seeing the problem. He wouldn’t see the problem until it was too late. And it wouldn’t be too late until he came down out of that drug addled state that he was in. It was then that a big ugly problem awaited him.
What Tilly Abrahams had done was use this man’s weaknesses to bring him to this place he was in. She hadn’t worried about him, nor cared. She had her sights on Lady Virginia De Roscoe and as far as she was concerned, Gilbert was simply collateral damage. She didn’t care where it ended for him. She didn’t spare a second thought for the damage she was doing to his brain with all that high quality cocaine he was snorting. As long as what she was doing reaped rewards for her, she really didn’t give a flying fuck.
Gilbert was fucking the girl from behind. She was petite, small even and those tits seemed oversized for her frame. If he’d had just a small little bit of his mind left he would have known he’d been sold a dummy here. But Candy had been the catalyst to euphoria for him. She had been everything in a virgin that he had ever dreamt of. And so everything that came after was perfect as well. The coke didn’t help him see it for what it was. The state of his mind couldn’t unravel what was happening. He was just along for the ride. He’d gone home the night before over four million down, but so high was he that he’d laughed about it. It was like he was happy about it. Even Lady Virginia had commented,
“You’ve been on that funny stuff again haven’t you darling? It’s ok, I don’t mind you having a good time.”
And she had been like that because she knew that was what Gilbert did. He went out and had a good time and then he came home to her. She knew he had his little binges and she knew that he’s probably lose a shit load of money, her money. But that was something that she was prepared to take the hit for. It was what he did and they had more money than they’d ever be able to spend. The trouble was that Lady Virginia De Roscoe was also one who had no comprehension of the gathering clouds on the horizon. She had lived a sheltered and privileged life, protected from the harsher realities of the actual real world.
Gilbert grunted and sent a gush load of semen into the depths of the would-be virgin that he was impaled inside of. And as he came he reached round and under her tits and mauled them. If he could have seen the state of himself he would have taken a step back, maybe. But he was past the point of return and he was fucking like a rabbit. This wasn’t like Gilbert at all. Usually a brush with his dripping cock head over a silky creamy female thigh was enough to make him cum. But he was fucking this one like he meant it and like he had never done before. Candy had been like the fuse paper and once that was lit he was away. He thought he was fucking another virgin - at least in that addled mind of his he was and the world had never been a better place for him than it was right at this time.
He had already lost the beach house in St Tropez by the time he was sucking his own cum out of the big titted, petite and small one. There had been something, like a trigger in his mind when the money he’d lost reach nine and a half million. Only god could possibly know how his mind was working when stimulated by all of that white powder. But somewhere in there he had thought to a good idea to speak to Tilly and tell her that it would be good idea if they moved off a cash debt, to one that involved property. What possessed him could have only been the beautiful white powder. In his mind he was thinking that he could cover up losing properties, how was anyone’s guess. One had to assume that in his mind he thought it would take time for the loss of the properties to filter through to Virginia and by then he would have worked it all out. Maybe that he would have gambled his way out of it and it would all be fine again.
That’s what drugs did to the brain - kind of persuade someone that they could fly when they couldn’t. Gilbert was flying even when he was sucking that semen out of the girl and tasting it. He knew that it was his own semen but somehow that didn’t matter to him. In fact such was his euphoric state that knowing it was his own semen he was consuming was made it a better sexual hit for him. The cocaine was providing massive sexual stimulation for him, and so anything else on top of that was making it a more intensive and addictive hit. To say that this whole episode now in day two, was making more of a pervert of Gilbert than was already there was an understatement of massive proportions. He was eating this girl out with her straddled over his face. He was eating her deep and he was eating what came out of her. And then he was inside her again.
The thing about Gilbert, he had never been a repeater. He had never been able to manage one fuck, let alone two. He had never been able to keep his cock up after he had shot his premature load. But this night it was different. He was in a different place and all he knew, or thought he knew was that he had this virgin on the end of his cock and life was good. And all Tilly Abrahams had to do was make sure he stayed like that until he had lost so much money and so much property that there was no going back.
 
Once Gilbert had finished with that girl he was back at the tables. His preferences in gambling shifted. For now it was the roulette wheel - and it was easier to lose a lot of money and valuables there than anywhere. Another time it could be the poker tables but he was shit at poker. He always had been. He didn’t have anything like a poker face and whilst the roulette wheels were a constant immediate drain on resources, poker tables could do a devastating drain over time, as well.
“Look, I’m feeling good, I’m feeling lucky. I’ll put the Docklands penthouse up. We never use it. But I’m feeling lucky.”
Tilly was standing over Gilbert with a hand on his shoulder. It was like she was steadying the ship and the aroma of her scent wafting up inside his nasal passage was like an accentuation to the drugs he had taken.
“Are you sure Gilbert? You don’t want to run this by Lady Virginia do you, first?”
Tilly knew that Gilbert wouldn’t do that. But she was apparently running this by the book. She knew that it was Virginia’s name and not Gilbert’s over all the properties they owned. But she also knew that as her husband, Gilbert had his entitlements in law. She knew that she would end up round a table discussing the debt with Virginia at some point. And she also knew that every time Gilbert signed a slip detailing a cash IOU or putting a property on the line, that it was legally binding. After all, she ran legitimate gambling businesses right?
“No no. it’s all good Tilly I promise. No need to run anything by Virginia. I’m gonna a win it all back after all so she doesn’t need to know a thing. Not a thing.”
Gilbert’s voice was full of highs because he was high.
“Well if you’re sure Gilbert that’s ok. Just spend some more time here, and I’ve got another girl for you for later. She an expert with her mouth Gilbert, but she’s a virgin between her legs, if you know what I mean.”
Tilly was using her seductive voice. There was something about a woman pimping other women that hit all the right places in Gilbert’s mind and his cock, ever since the first hit of cocaine hadn’t lost its erection. He was like an animal ready to go at the touch of his buttons.
“So I can fuck her virgin ass, and she’ll blow me off like she’s an old timer?”
Gilbert’s mind was getting the better of him and that was coming across in his tone.
“That’s right Gilbert. I searched for her specially for you. You can do anything with her you want. Anything at all.”
And again Tilly was using that seductive feminine voice of her’s to throw a spanner in Gilberts works. What he should have been thinking about was what he was doing, what he was losing and what he was going to lose during the rest of this night and the next day. But Tilly was feeding that addiction in him now. She knew how quickly the cocaine got to a person and she knew how much of the stuff he had put up his nose. She knew how much his will had been eroded and she knew that her plans were all on track. She was playing him and she wouldn’t blink an eye as she was doing that. She knew what the end result was going to be and again, that wouldn’t bother her in the slightest. He had the time of his life with the cock sucking virgin - so much so that he went at her three times - that was until she wasn’t a virgin any more.
 
Two Days Later
 
Gilbert was crying. Correction he was sobbing. He couldn’t even remember getting home let alone making it to the bed. And when he’d begun to wake up he kept his eyes clamped closed, shit tight because it was all coming back to him. He wasn’t remembering everything but he was remember the important bits. At least, he was remembering the most important bits of the important bits. The trouble was that he was remembering those important bit in intricate detail. How could he have been so stupid? He stopped sobbing when he heard Virginia approach the master bedroom suite.
“I’m off, I have meetings all day. You need to get some rest you look like shit.”
The thing was that he’d never been AWOL for days at a time like this. That was one thing he was sorry for. Not as sorry as he was for what he’d done though. In a way he wished he could turn his brain off so he didn’t have to ponder on how utterly fucking stupid he was. The thing about Gilbert was that although he was a cunt, he wasn’t a stupid man. He couldn’t be a truly stupid man because of how he made his way through life and what he had been able to pull off using just his wits. But now the cocaine was seeping out of his system, the harsh realities were hitting him and he was trying to bury his head in his hands and make like it was like it wasn’t happening.
“Ok. I’ll get some sleep. You wanna meet somewhere for dinner later?”
He might have looked like shit but he sounded it as well. He was already thinking ahead. He was going to have to tell Virginia what he had done. There was no point in trying to hide it. What looked like an easy ride when he was coked up, didn’t look quite so easy now. In fact it looked like a nightmare unfolding in his head and in front of him. He’d have to talk to Virginia and ‘fess up to her. That was all he could do and then it would be up to her what she did.
“Sure, I’ll call you later. Depends how my day goes. And for fucks sakes Gilbert try pull yourself together.”
Gilbert listened to the doors slamming shut as Virginia made her way downstairs then out of the front of the house where her car and driver were waiting. It didn’t take long for him to start blubbering again as the cold harsh realities began to hit him, and hit him hard. He looked at his watch, a Rolex submariner, probably 50 years old and worth a fortune. It was almost midday - he needed to do something, anything but it was all too much for him and he curled up on the bed and began to cry again. At some point he fell asleep.
He was woken at 3pm by his cell phone on the bedside table.
“Hello, hello Gilbert speaking.”
He sounded and looked more shit than he did before. Time wasn’t a healer on this occasion.
“Oh, Tilly yes, yes I was going to come in tonight, try to win it back, you know, steady the ship and all that.”
There was an amount, however small, of panic in Gilbert’s voice. He’d planned to meet Virginia for dinner, explain that there was a problem but probably not tell her the extent of it, and then slink off over to the casino later to at least try to minimise losses.
“No Gilbert, this won’t wait. You need to be here in two hours so that we can discuss the best way forward. I’m guessing you’d like to do that without Lady Virginia’s knowledge at this time?”
And in that, there was more than a hint of a threat.
“Ok, ok, give me two hours. I’ll be there, I promise.”
And there was a click on the other end of the line as Tilly hung up the call without responding. She hadn’t needed to respond.
“Shit! Shit! Fucking Shit!”
The more Gilbert woke up the madder he got with himself. He’d gambled and lost the high street shopping mall, and a nearby block of new build apartments that had meant to be an investment. He’d lost two townhouses in upcoming areas of the city and another three penthouses. And he was twenty five million down in cash. Even though he’d been as high as a kite when he was near the end of the night there was something from deep down telling him he was deep in the shit. And now, in the cold light of day it was hitting him like a freight train. Even before Tilly’s call the enormity was dawning on him. But hearing her on the other end of the line like this was like a fucking nightmare in waking form.
He sat on the edge of the bed and held his head in his hands.
“What the fuck have I done? Fuck!”
There was no mistake he was annoyed with himself. There was no mistake that what he had done, what he’d lost was enormous and now Tilly was in demand mode and already she had scuppered his plan of at least beginning the process of coming clean to his wife. Almost in a daze he showered and began the process of getting dressed and looking at least half decent. This time he didn’t dress down. This time he put on slacks and a blazer, a shirt but no tie. His brown, patent leather shoes were perfectly polished. And he called the chauffeur company to send a 500 series and a driver. He’d never know why he was doing it this way. One had to assume that he was in the early process of being ashamed for what he had done and he was trying to cling on to some dignity. What better way to do that, than to turn up on Tilly’s manor in a chauffeur driven car? One had to doubt that Tilly Abrahams would be impressed by this though.
 
Two Hours Later
 
“I haven’t got anything else to put up. You’ve got everything.”
Gilbert sounded destroyed as he sat in front of Tilly Abrahams.
“That’s not quite true Gilbert, let’s not overplay this. But I am seeing that furnishing the debt with cash alone is not a feasible option, and you’re running out of asset options, unless…”
And she left the sentence hanging there. But for Gilbert that pause was a lifeline.
“Unless what Tilly? Unless what, I’ll do anything to get out of this?”
And he looks as desperate as he sounded. For Tilly, she was playing with this man. She didn’t care about him and she wasn’t about to offer him a way out of his monumental fuckup.
“The mansion. I’ll give you the opportunity of halving the debt - the rest can be discussed. Put the mansion up in a bet. If you win the debt is halved. If you lose, the mansion is added to my list of assets.”
Tilly spoke coolly and calmly - she was very business-like in her tone. Gilbert sat for a good few seconds as he digested and processed what Tilly had said to him.
“But, Virginia loves that house. It’s about the only thing she truly loves.”
And when he spoke like this the amount he was distraught came through.
“She probably loves all the other properties you’ve gambled away as well. And the Mall, the businesses, all gone. It’s up to you, I’m offering you a lifeline. If I call in these debts, she’ll lose the house anyway. I’m giving you a chance to win some of it back.”
Tilly crossed her legs under her desk to the sound of that nylon rasping nylon again. She sat back in her chair and studied the man in front of her as he fell apart from the inside. She was still playing games and she was only offering to lessen the debt, not wipe it out. In effect she was using his desperation to at least appear like he was doing something right.
“Ok, ok. I’ll take the bet. My luck has to come back at some point. And here, I’m fucked if I do, fucked if I don’t.”
And there was this desolation in his voice. Even though the cocaine was more or less out of his system now, the draw of the roulette wheels was stills strong and Tilly was playing with that. She didn’t mind if she took the beloved mansion off him, or off Lady Virginia herself. Already she had instructed lawyers to begin processes off that would relieve the De Roscoes of their wealth, legally. Once she had done that, once everything was wrapped up, then the real fun with Virginia De Roscoe could begin.
“It’s true Gilbert, you are fucked one way to the other.”
And there was something that was almost erotic about the way the f word slipped from between Tilly’s lipsticked lips.
 











CHAPTER SEVEN

 
Losing Everything
 
“Why is that Abrahams woman trying to contact me? I don’t want to speak with her. I should have told her when I met her. I can’t be doing with a woman like that hanging round me. It sends out all the wrong messages.”
Lady Virginia sounded put out that she would even get calls from Tilly Abrahams. For Gilbert he looked more than distraught. He’d lost that bet and so the mansion was gone as well. More to the point he hadn’t discussed with his wife that there was a problem of monumental proportions about to unfold for them both.
“Just take the call, see what she wants. It can’t do any harm can it?”
Gilbert was seeing a way out of it for himself. Dump Virginia on Tilly and do a runner. He could be out of the country before Virginia was fully up to speed. Not the way he would have wanted it to go, truly, but when needs must and all that.
“This hasn’t got anything to do with you has it? You’re not mixed up with the Abrahams in some god awful way are you?”
Virginia had got it in one. Albeit in an understated way she had hit the nail on the head. Gilbert ducked the question by asking one of his own.
“Why don’t you return the call, see what she wants, and then we can go to lunch? How’s that for a plan?”
Gilbert was pretty sure that Tilly wouldn’t go into minute detail on the phone so he was buying some time.
“Good idea Gilbert. I can put her off once and for all.”
Virginia spoke as she was taking her cell phone out and scrolling the missed and refused calls, looking for Tilly’s.  She had a few of those calls she didn’t take or that she ignored. She found the one she was looking for and dialled.
“Tilly hi, its Lady Virginia De Roscoe, you’ve been trying to get hold of me. I have to say right from the offset…..”
But Virginia was cut short. It was almost as though she had been told to shut the fuck up and listen and didn’t quite know what to do with the shock of such rudeness. Gilbert just watched the horror unfolding as the colour drained out of him.
“What can possibly be of that much importance? I don’t care, I’m not going to ‘that’ part of town. If this is THAT important you can come to the house. I don’t want you anywhere near the charities or businesses for obvious reasons. Come to the main house and we can put this to bed.”
Gilbert could have quite willingly been swallowed up by the floor had there been a hole in it, but there wasn’t. It wouldn’t have gone over Tilly’s head, the way that Virginia spoke to her - her tone and manner even though it was over a phone call. But it would have just made Tilly smile. Correction it would have made her laugh softly because she knew where this was all going and she knew that Virginia, the one and only Lady Virginia De Roscoe knew absolutely nothing. And she knew also that her hunch had been right - that Gilbert hadn’t said anything or tried to warn her off. She knew that he was a coward and would have been banking on it all ending ok without him having to come clean.
Tilly had even pre-empted that Gilbert would try to do a runner, but she cut that possibility off.
“You want Gilbert at the meeting as well? Whatever for? Oh that’s ok, whatever. When is convenient for you? Say 5pm today? I’ll see you then Ms Abrahams.”
Virginia had this thing she did, where she avoided using first names with someone she didn’t want to do business with. Since that first encounter, and since that five million donation she’d looked into the Abrahams empire as much as she could - and into Tilly as much as she could and there were too many shady areas, too many question marks for her to consider doing any business with her. She had hoped that she wouldn’t hear from Tilly again and then she would avoid the conversation that led to them parting without any deals. But now that’d had been scuppered she would have to deal with it. Virginia didn’t feel bad about it. In fact she felt good. It gave her a chance to clear the decks.  She was a little puzzled as to why Gilbert needed to be there though - if anything that made her a little suspicious. But only a little. The penny was slowly dropping though, this was all to do with him. She just didn’t know the extent.
For Gilbert, inside he was distraught. His chances of making a getaway before the full story unfolded for Virginia were being taken away. For the first time really, Gilbert was thinking, or working out that Tilly Abrahams was some kind of sick bitch and that she had to be playing some kind of game with them. Whatever he thought now was irrelevant. Everything now was out of his control. All he could do was go along for the ride and hope he could skulk off into the sunset without having to look Virginia fully in the eye ever again. Of course that possibility was all but deleted as well.
For Tilly Abrahams, she just sat back in her chair and smiled. And when she crossed her long legs this time, the noise of that rasping nylon was different. It was an more intense rasping as she squeezed her thighs to get a shot of the sexual pleasure she felt as the net closed in around Lady Virginia De Roscoe.
 
18.30 hrs - The Mansion Meeting
 
The colour was drained from Virginia’s face. She looked like she had seen a ghost. This was not like Lady Virginia at all. She was seated but she appeared slumped, as though any strength or energy had been drained from her. She kept moving her head side to side as though trying to deny something, or as though she was having a problem processing what she was being told. The latter would have been it. The meeting had begun at exactly 5pm as arranged and over the ninety minutes she’d had it explained to her, in graphic detail about how she was in the process of losing everything. Virginia was an intelligent woman, she didn’t need it to be spelled out in such terms but it was anyway. Tilly Abrahams had rocked up with her lady lawyer and Sylvia in tow. One had to say, it looked impressive - three power dressed women all there to deliver the gory details, and with wry barely disguised smiles.
“Obviously, you’ll want this all wound up in as quiet and discreet a way as possible. And we understand that.”
The lawyer spoke firmly and yet with some compassion. She had a South African accent that was strong. Her words kind of hung in the air unprocessed for what seemed like an age but in reality was just a few seconds. Then there was this ‘explosion’ from Lady Virginia.
“You’re getting nothing you fucking bitch. What you’ve done to Gilbert was deliberate, and criminal. Your IOU’s and the property bets and losses don’t have a hope in hell of standing up in court, so you can take your lawyer and that ‘tart’ and get the fuck out of my house. I don’t want to see you again.”
Lady Virginia was trembling and a pale Gilbert sat to the side of the main group looking on wishing he was anywhere but there right now. Even though it had been he lawyer who spoke, it was Tilly that Virginia aimed her words at. The lawyer was just the mouthpiece.
“Oh, Lady Virginia don’t make a victim out of Gilbert. He lapped up all that gambling, and the sex, illegal sex I have to say.”
And that was a moment. Virginia was trembling but when Tilly spoke she stopped and was upright erect again.
“What do you mean ‘illegal sex’?”
And she glared over at the more than sheepish Gilbert. For him, he really didn’t want to be there now. He could have been on a plane going anywhere but Tilly had managed to put a stop to that little way out. Tilly nodded to Sylvia who produced a tablet that she tapped her PIN into. She then scrolled through files and brought up video clips which she played on a loop and handed the tablet to Virginia. Lady Virginia could do nothing but watch.
“Your husband has, let’s say a ‘lust’ for very, and I mean very young virgins. And this is what he does with them. The clips you are watching are from just the last two weeks. I have to re-iterate they have to be ‘virgins’.”
Tilly didn’t overdo it. She wanted Virginia to watch the clips uninterrupted. And then she spoke again.
“We had no idea he was using the room I let him use, for illegal sex with underage girls. For security all of the casino rooms have CCTV that continually records. That’s a girl called Candy, the other one is called Fluffy, and the other one is Trixxy. You don’t need to know names but the met police do. We had no idea and as you know, I run a smooth clean ship these days. There are officers on the way now to take Gilbert in for questioning.”
Tilly stopped and Lady Virginia was slumped again. It was clear that she couldn’t believe what she was watching, or hearing. But now there was anger in there as well.
“They can take him. I don’t give a shit about him. But you are getting nothing from me. I’ll see you in court. Now fuck off out of my house.”
Lady Virginia stood up to her full impressive busty height but she was furious. To one side Gilbert was trying to get his head round that the police were on the way to pick him up. It was clear that he wasn’t getting the full understanding of that and what it meant for his immediate future liberty.
“My house actually Virginia. But have it your way. We were prepared to be discreet about this, but you don’t want that. You want the full glare of publicity in on your fall from grace. Quite the decision I have to say.”
Of course Tilly didn’t want it to be discreet, but it sounded good. And as all collected stood to signal that the meeting was over, Virginia shoved the tablet back into Sylvia’s hand. Just then she looked out of the huge window that looked over the drive and she saw a number of police cars at the gate waiting to be let in. They’d come for Gilbert.
Once the house was empty. She tried to take stock but she couldn’t get her thoughts together. It was like her brain wouldn’t work at all. She’d been shocked to the core, that much she knew. She just needed to gather what thoughts she could and then start to plan. Gilbert was history - whatever he’d been up to, he was on his own. She had to distance herself from that. She had to make like she knew nothing about what he got up to, which was the truth, but how many would believe that? Then she had to call her lawyer - she had to get the lawyer involved at the earliest possibility.
She remained determined that this gangster bitch Tilly Abrahams would not be getting anywhere near her fortune, or her assets. At this point she wasn’t unduly concerned that she was going to lose everything. She was adamant at least with herself that her fortune, her property and her investments were safe and sound and that this was just a minor niggle that she had to take care of. She was related to royalty for fucks sakes and the worse thing about it was that she was having to get involved on a ‘commoner’ level, which wasn’t really a done thing for a woman in her position in life.
It was her lawyer that woke her up to the fact that she was in real danger here - and that she could actually lose everything.
“Look Lady Virginia, the Abrahams are slippery as eels but their legitimate businesses are just that and the gambling side of it is as squeaky clean as it can be. The only question that can be raised is why would Tilly extend such massive credit to Gilbert? There has to be some kind of moral and ethical question in that given he was obviously displaying addictive behaviour towards the act of gambling. This is something that we can absolutely raise.”
Lady Virginia wondered why the fuck she paid lawyers such huge sums of money. She wondered who was more crooked, Tilly Abrahams or the lawyers.
“I think Gilbert was set up if I’m honest but proving that will be hard at best but more likely impossible. I can’t get involved in that, he’s brought this on himself. I mean he was actually fucking those young girls so he’s going to have to account for himself and I can’t get involved or I will be somehow tarred with the same brush and THAT can’t be allowed to happen.”
Lady Virginia was tossing Gilbert to the side of the road, like road kill. The lawyer nodded that she understood and agreed.
“But these debts Lady Virginia - these are the real problem. They are legitimate and they are binding. That lawyer of Tilly’s is no mug. She will have had the processes and the work methods signed sealed and delivered to the Abraham’s casinos in airtight containers. No judge is going to write them off. Did you think about negotiating with Tilly Abrahams? You know, you might come out of this with something as opposed to nothing?”
The attractive lawyer was trying to give Virginia a dignified way out but that was failing.
“We fight her. All the way. She’s not getting a penny off me, and I fucking mean it.”
There was a period of silence in which the two women just sat. Virginia’s mind was going round and round. She was seething and yet she was just still seeing this as minor issue that she needed dealt with. As for Gilbert, truth be known, she had wondered pretty much on a daily basis when he would finally fuck up for good, and now it had happened. In her mind she shrugged it off. He was done and she didn’t care what happened to him. Deep down she was hoping they threw the book at him and that he was on his way down for lengthy stretch for being a nonce.
 
One Week Later
 
The days following that meeting with Tilly Abrahams hadn’t been good ones. Although shocked to the core, Lady Virginia had been convinced there was a way out of the mess that Gilbert had created. That was her breeding and stock telling her that. It was like there was no way ever she could possibly be dragged into such sordid affairs. But she was learning bit by bit, day by day that this was not the case. The only good thing so far was that nothing had hit the news yet. There was nothing on news channels and there were no paparazzi outside the gates to the mansion.
For the first time Virginia shed a tear. She’d be woken at 9am sharp. She never usually rose from bed until 11am at the earliest. It was a group of people headed by that South African lawyer.
“We’ve come to do a detailed inventory of house and contents. For court purposes.”
That had been over the intercom from the gate.
“Oh fuck off. You’re not coming in.”
Virginia was seething in anger and she wasn’t even awake properly.
“I can come back with a court order and enforcement officers if you’d prefer. Or we can do this the sensible way?”
Virginia growled from the back of her throat as she buzzed them in through the gate. There was the lawyer but a crew of three men and a woman to carry out the actual inventory. Between Virginia buzzing them through the gate and them arriving at the front door, she had called her lawyer.
“You need to get over here NOW. They’ve come to do an inventory of the house and contents for Tilly. For fucks sakes!”
Virginia had been on the verge of tears then. But ten minutes after she had let them in to start their inventory, the lawyer arrived.
“They can’t do this can they? I mean, the house yes but not the contents, surely to god? Look tell me she’s not going to win this, for fucks sakes?”
Virginia had a long silk, Japanese style wrap around her just tied off with a waist cord. There was this magnificence about this woman that was hard to fathom and that one just had to see, to understand. She was statuesque and Amazonian in appearance and the enormity of her breasts only served to accentuate her femininity even more. But the thing here was that it didn’t seem right that a woman who looked like this was reduced to almost a state of despair and distress. It was clear that the previous week had got to her.
“I can’t tell you they won’t win Lady Virginia, because I’m not sure that they won’t, and as it stands she has the law on her side. And they can do this inventory because as the debt stands there is not sufficient funds or property to cover the debt. So the natural recourse then is to include personal items and house contents in the inventory for the courts to consider.”
The lawyer spoke matter-of-factly although she was aware of what she was saying to Virginia so there was a level of sympathy.
“My personal stuff? They can include those? You’re telling me I could lose literally everything?”
Virginia sounded deflated if any kind of description had to be applied as to her state right at this time.
“I’m afraid they can. That doesn’t meant that they will get everything, or anything at all because I am fighting this all the way as per your instructions. But you do need to prepare yourself for the worse Lady Virginia - it does appear that Tilly Abrahams is not bluffing and she has deep, deep pockets to fund it all.”
For a few seconds nothing was said. Lady Virginia just seemed to stand trying to absorb what the lawyer had told her as all of these people swanned round her house taking stock of everything. The humiliation was already beginning to set in. She was standing in a silk wrap that did nothing to hide her breath-taking femininity, and the more raw side of real life was now part of her life.
“The artworks, in the gallery wing, these are ‘yours’ right. I mean, you own them?”
The South African lawyer spoke to Lady Virginia with something like contempt really. If there was any respect for the fact that she was speaking to a member of the establishment then that wasn’t on show.
“Yes, all the artwork is mine.”
“And the car collection?”
Virginia sighed almost silently.
“It was Gilbert’s, but on paper it’s mine.”
“It doesn’t matter. His or yours, it’s all viable. I’ll need to see your jewellery collection as well. Also the contents of any safes you have. Obviously, shoe, handbag, clothing collections we will need to itemise as well. everything really that has any value attached to it.”
Virginia swallowed and she pressed her full lips together and rolled them in. The lawyer for Tilly Abrahams was going for it and she was enjoying it. She was standing in front of the barely dressed Lady Virginia and she was forcing eye contact.
“Why are you doing this to me?”
“Why am I chasing debts owed to my client you mean? That’s my job. It just so happens I LOVE my job.”
And this woman was smiling a wide lipstick smile that Lady Virginia just seemed to watch. If anything at this point, Virginia was getting that this was serious and that it wasn’t just a minor niggle she could simply brush off. But this was just the start of a process that would take Virginia down to depths that she didn’t know existed let alone ones that she’d ever experienced.
 











CHAPTER EIGHT

 
The Letter Of The Law
 
Three weeks had passed since that humiliating, degrading episode of having the mansion and contents inventoried and verified. Unfortunately it hadn’t stopped there. The same process had needed to be carried out at all properties. Thankfully, Virginia hadn’t needed to be present each and every time - her lawyer took that burden off her but she had been very much aware that these processes were taking place.
The final winding up process had begun and Lady Virginia had declined the ‘offer’ to negotiate debts out of the court system.
“No, fucking no! I’m taking this the whole way. I’m not rolling over.”
That was pride and dignity more than anything that made her react that way but Tilly had smiled. She’d known that this fucking snotty cow wouldn’t just give up but that suited Tilly. It suited her down to the ground. Virginia’s lawyer had brought up various points of law, and ethics that could be put before the judge and she had told Virginia that she’d done her best but she wasn’t wholly confident that the judge would see it her way. The problem with going the court route was that details are then made available to the press around the country and therefore the world. And on the day of the hearing things took another turn for the worse.
“I’ve spent considerable time going over all of this paperwork and I can’t find anything wrong with it. The debts are substantial and cannot be serviced by cash alone. I’ve got no choice but to grant the winding up order in favour of Ms Tilly Abrahams. From what I can see, this woman has acted with pure and sincere professionalism throughout. The only hurdles put in the way were by the defendant herself, Lady Virginia De Roscoe. That has to end here in favour of Ms Abrahams. That cash assets are frozen with a view to settling what of the debt can be settled, and property and other assets sold to cover the rest. I’m just wondering, Ms Abrahams, will the debt be settled in full with everything taken into consideration?”
The judge had sided with Tilly the whole way. Lady Virginia, not used to being sided against with anything in her life, ever, had slunk down in her chair next to the lawyer. And that she and her affairs were being talked about as though she was not there, was degrading to her. For court she had dressed in a stylish fitted dress, hose and heels and she looked every inch the royal bomb. However in the setting of a court the ‘show’ that was Virginia taking on a ‘mutton dressed as lamb’ vibe. At least this was how she was feeling.
Tilly stood up to address the judge. She too was dressed to the nines. A powerful woman indeed in heels and fitted skirt and jacket.
“Thank you for your considerations You Honour. In answer to your question, I don’t know if the debt will be serviced completely - the totting up hasn’t been completed yet. Items and property will have to be sold. There will be expenses that come out of the total. It will be some time before the bottom line is reached. But in all honesty I doubt that the entire debt will be covered. But I’m hoping that Ms De Roscoe will work with me in the event of any overlap in required finances so to bring this to a conclusion.”
Tilly sounded every bit the professional pillar of society. For Virginia she had the humiliation of being talked about as though she was not there, plus the audacity of Tilly in referring to her as ‘Ms’ and not by her Lady title. That was something the reduced her nearer to commoner status than anything else so far.
“Indeed Ms Abrahams and may I say how impressed I have been with how you have handled what must have been a traumatic time for you. This debt is a huge one, which almost made my eyes water. Gambling addiction, is a scourge of our society when not handled correctly and here it has seen the mighty fallen. And you Ms De Roscoe, I assume you will endeavour to assist Ms Abrahams in coming to the conclusion of this matter?”
Virginia had felt her skin crawl as this judge addressed Tilly. She briefly wondered if he was a ‘punter’ at one of the sex den clubs the Abrahams ran and owned - it wouldn’t have surprised her. The lawyer nudged Virginia to stand which was another cause for her to feel degraded, but she stood.
“Sir, I don’t agree with any part of these proceedings. As far as I can tell these people, these ‘gangsters’ have targeted a weak willed man with a gambling habit to get to me and my fortune.”
“Let me stop you there Ms De Roscoe. Do you have evidence that Ms Abrahams is a ‘gangster’ and do you have any proof that your husband was ‘targeted’? If you don’t then I suggest you curtail your accusatory comments, to prevent you being dragged to a different court for defamation of character.”
The judge smirked and made it like what Virginia had said was ludicrous.
“I can assure you that I have been through everything with a fine tooth comb. Yourself and your husband don’t even deny the debt. From what I can see you are just a trifle miffed that it is being called in. And your husband, gambling isn’t his only weakness is it? But that is for another court, a criminal court, on another day. I repeat my question, do you intend to work with Ms Abrahams to a conclusion that she is happy with?”
The judge was not amused by Virginia’s mini outburst and when he drilled his eyes into her she responded.
“I’m sorry. Yes, yes I will your honour.”
And she sat down immediately. If anything there was life being sucked out of her now. But for Tilly the opposite was true and she positively glowed.
“There you go Ms Abrahams, you will get full cooperation from the defendant.”
Tilly, still standing smiled and nodded, almost bowing her head in respect to the senior judge.
“Thank you so much your honour. I’m sure I can work with the defendant to bring this to a conclusion that suits all.”
The audacity of the woman referring to Virginia as ‘the defendant’. It was almost as though she were having her identity taken off her and a much lesser tag being applied to her instead. And that brought this part of the proceedings to an end for the day. The judge didn’t address Virginia again, rather he just stood and glared at her, over his glasses    before leaving the court room.
 
In the minutes before the proceedings coming to an end, and Lady Virginia leaving the court house with her lawyer, the parasites of the paparazzi had gathered. The news was rippling through the news networks worldwide and through social media. At the same time as the financial misfortunes of Virginia were hitting the headlines so were the sub-headlines of Gilbert’s arrest and detention on investigations and charges, sexual in nature.
“The shit has hit the fans Virginia, I’m so sorry.”
The lawyer was apologising as though it was her fault. The attractive professionally dressed and made up woman spoke as she stood on the steps of the courthouse with Virginia as the camera flashes and video cameras recorded the moments directly after her downfall.
“Get me out of here for gods sakes.”
There was no doubt that Virginia was feeling the pressure.
“Virginia, I’ll see you back at the mansion. We do have some things to discuss immediately - the rest can wait. I know it’s been a traumatic day for you so far.”
Virginia didn’t need to spin round to see who was talking to her now. She would recognise Tilly’s voice anywhere and it was clear that Tilly was taking advantage of the photo opportunities. But Virginia didn’t know what she meant by needing to meet back at the mansion. Her immediate thought was that she didn’t want this woman anywhere near her house. It wasn’t quite getting through to her yet that from the close of the court proceedings, the mansion wasn’t her’s anymore.
“Yes, yes ok Tilly, I’ll see you back there.”
Inside Virginia was seething in anger but that anger didn’t come out of her mouth. If anything she sounded strained, and drained. She tried to smile at Tilly, to find any small amount of kindness but there wasn’t any. Tilly just looked at her directly in the eyes, and then up and down with blank eyes. There was so much going round Virginia’s head that it was all a bit overwhelming for her. There was this sense of bemusement that she felt and that came across looking at her.
“Virginia, we’re going to need to discuss settling the legal bill as well. This has been huge and verging on over three million, and counting. I’m not sure how you are going to be able to afford it.”
The lawyer was just saying it as it was as they both climbed into a car supplied by the lawyer’s company. The chauffeur services that Virginia had used for years, had been dispensed with. In the last few weeks, leading up to the court hearing and winding up of affairs, Virginia’s finances had been all but closed down. It had been like a ripple effect. Bank accounts frozen by Tilly’s lawyers. Credit cards and other means of credit being closed down. Virginia, now heading back to the mansion that had been home, hadn’t realised the extent of the machinery working behind the scenes. She didn’t get it completely. So privileged was she, so entitled was she that she’d never needed to know the mechanics of being made bankrupt the way she had been, let alone the mechanics of how money worked and how accounts and credit scores were applied.
“I’ll sort it. Don’t worry, I’ll sort the fucking legal bill.”
Virginia snapped at the lawyer who knew more than she did that the Lady wasn’t in a position to settle anything.
“Once we get to the house, I’ll stay around whilst Tilly speaks to you, but when I leave, that will be my part done. I have to hand your case files to the senior partners who will deal with Tilly’s lawyers regarding recouping legal fees from what they’ve taken from you.”
Maybe that was a penny dropping moment Virginia.
“You can’t just leave me. I need to be represented.”
If she had been bemused before she was more so now as they alighted the car and heading into through the huge gates of the mansion. Tilly’s cars were already there. This could have been the exact time when it was real for Virginia that she was losing everything.
“You have been represented Virginia but you don’t have anything to defend any more. You need to get your head round the fact that you’re heading into a new chapter of your life. Do you know where you will go?  Have you tried to call the family. Do you know what you’re going to do from this point on? Have you put any thought into it at all?’
The lawyer, and attractive thirty something didn’t sound so friendly any more. It felt like Virginia was being deserted because she was.
“I don’t know what the fuck I am going to do. The family won’t take my calls. They’ve washed their hands of me. I’ve got nowhere to go, everything is owned by Tilly now.”
Virginia had that right - that the family, the inner royal family had washed their hands of her. They were a machine in their own right, and if you were in, you were in, but if you fell foul of them, if there was any reason for a member to be locked out, then the lock out was complete. On a number of occasions Virginia had tried to contact more senior royals to get their take on it but she had hit a brick wall. The thing was that, she knew how it worked. She knew that she’d been banished and cast out by The Family.  She’d seen it done and been part of it herself, and now the shoe was on the other foot. Virginia had never felt alone, or on her own before but now she was getting waves of that isolation washing over her.
 
“Ah, you’re here, please do come in.”
Virginia was being invited into her own house. The three power dressed women, Tilly, the South African lawyer and Sylvia were the welcoming committee. Virginia and her outgoing lawyer stepping inside the huge double front door of the mansion.
“Look Tilly. I’ll move out as soon as I have somewhere to go. Just a couple of weeks and I should be able to sort something.”
Virginia didn’t exactly know how she had any hope in hell of sorting anything out, but she was struggling, and fighting for time.
“Oh, no it doesn’t work that way sweetheart.”
Tilly spoke albeit rather patronisingly,
“You can’t stay here at all. What you can do is pack a bag of essential personal items to take with you and you can keep what you are standing in now. Any jewellery you’re wearing has to be left here. But I’m afraid you can’t stay here at all. At the moment you’re a guest here, my guest. But with this little bit of business out of the way, you’ll be escorted off the premises.”
And now she was speaking directly to Virginia who was having trouble processing what Tilly was saying. It was like she was hearing every single word and understanding them, but not believing them. At the same time she was slipping expensive rings off her fingers, in some cases antique rings that she had inherited. Bracelets, and a neckless which Tilly indicated for her to put on another antique table in the main foyer of the huge house.
“But, but I’ve got nothing. Nothing left!”
And it was a line that was delivered in a teary tone.
“I know that. But you know, business is business right? I have arranged for a charity to deliver a box of second hand clothes, just to help you get started all over again. Once you are established ‘homeless’, there will be help for you to get back on your feet, and maybe a room somewhere that you can rent.”
Tilly smiled as though she was doing Virginia a favour as opposed to accentuating the degradation she was inflicting on this woman. And for some reason Virginia responded,
“Thank you.”
It was as though she was spotting at least a little bit of kindness in Tilly Abrahams. It wasn’t kindness, it was cruelty.
“Virginia, this message has come in from the charities you represent. They say collectively that under the circumstances, you cannot continue your work with them. They’ve dropped you as of immediately.”
And that was another bomb being dropped. With everything that had happened Virginia had forgotten about the charities she’d put so much into. At the very point that the lawyer spoke she was being infested with images of herself taking delivery of a charity box of second hand clothes. That was what she couldn’t get her head around. She was now in a similar position to those she helped through the charities. And now she was being dropped by those charities. Lady Virginia De Roscoe would have understood people being dropped by charities for various reasons. But now that it was her, it hurt her to the core. She didn’t respond to the lawyer - what could she say?
 
“I’ll be in touch Virginia.  We need to make sure the windup of affairs goes as smoothly as possible, and your assistance will help that of course. I’m sure after all that’s happened, that you don’t want me to be out of pocket having to chase you for more.”
Tilly spoke with more than a hint of glee in her voice. It wasn’t accentuated glee, but one that bubbled under the surface of her silky smooth voice. She was walking Virginia to the huge front gates. Virginia was carrying a small box of charitable items that had been delivered. It was ironic that she was still wearing designer outfit and shoes but she had been allowed to keep what she stood in and nothing else. Inside the mansion were huge walk in dressing rooms full of the most expensive items. But here she was heading for the gate, being escorted out of her own house by Tilly Abrahams.
“Look Tilly, surely we can come to some kind of arrangement? Surely we can work between us, me and yourself to conclude this.”
Virginia was grasping at straws of course. Probably now she was at her most desperate.
“Oh, you’re part isn’t over until the debts are covered completely. So we will have contact you can be sure, but be aware Virginia, that I don’t need you. You’re nothing to me. And judging by the way everyone, even the esteemed family, has deserted you, you’re nothing to anyone else either. How the mighty have fallen hey?”
Now the gloating was a little more evident as they reached the gates. But it was more than just gloating. There was an intensity in what Tilly was trying to get across to Virginia. There was this focus in this woman’s eyes that said it all. One could describe it as evil - but it was more than even that. Tilly had used the full machine of the law to bring Lady Virginia De Roscoe down - the law had been on her side and yet there was this feeling that the financial take down of Virginia was just the first phase in a bigger take down - a bigger picture. And the thing was that Tilly was in no rush. It was like she had an agenda but that she was letting that agenda play out.  In fact it was as though the slow evolving agenda was something that this woman who was also a gangster, lived for.
This was more than business for Tilly. It just reeked of something that was more than her recouping gambling losses. The way that Gilbert had been set up, the level of credit that has been extended to him, the way they had given him free reign to the point of him losing everything was a huge thing. That it could happen spoke volumes for the resources of Tilly’s empire. And then the attention to detail of the financial take down - the letter of the law being applied in ways that every t was crossed and every i was dotted. The take down sealed by the legitimate law but in a way that opened up the darker areas of Tilly’s businesses to her in the further take down of the former Lady Virginia De Roscoe to the point that the judge of the proceedings ensuring that Virginia must further cooperate with Tilly to bring conclusions in smoothly. It was like she had to help in her own demise.
If Virginia had been capable of thinking straight then she would have been thinking of the future. She would have been thinking beyond the shock that was being levelled at her as she was shown out of the gates of her own mansion - her former mansion. She would have been thinking what the future meant for her. She would have been assuming that with all the cash assets taken into consideration, with all the fees paid out and then the rest going to Tilly, that the debts would not be settled in full - that there would still be an amount outstanding.
That was what she should have been thinking about and then to how that was going to be resolved. She’d already been told that she had to work with Tilly to resolve everything but what did that mean? What could she do when she had lost everything already? These were questions that she should have been asking herself right now instead of wallowing in her shock.
Tilly locked the gate behind Virginia once she was out on the street and she looked between the bars. There was no doubt that Virginia looked desolate and destroyed and it was that, that Tilly wanted to see.
“I’ll be in touch Virginia. Don’t worry about me finding you, that will be easy.”
And she smiled as she turned away from Virginia to head back to the mansion that was now her’s.
 











CHAPTER NINE

 
Literally, Nowhere To Go
 
Virginia didn’t know how long she stood outside those gates. She was numbed through as reality quickly took the place of entitlement. When she tried to place one stiletto foot in front of the other to walk, she stumbled instead. She turned a foot on one of those spiked heels and that made her look like an amateur hooker who wore heels only for ‘work’. The fact that they were designer shoes that cost thousands was lost in the predicament she was in. But then so was the whole designer outfit she wore. She cut a striking figure but someone who dressed so well, and normally carried themselves so well wouldn’t be seen carrying their own box of belongings. 
The day was getting late now and there was a chill in the air. Virginia’s mind was a mess but there was something like survival instinct that was waking up inside her. The thought of rummaging through the box to see what she had been given by a charity she used to more or less head, pretty much mortified her even though she was unable to think straight. But then the self-defence in her telling her not to do it in the street but to find a public toilet that she could lock herself inside a cubicle so not to be seen. She couldn’t be seen because if she was the paparazzi would soon be on to her. 
That was another thing that she had to deal with in her mind. Those fuckers in the gutter press liked nothing more than a story of riches to rags. If they tracked her down they would show ‘before’ and ‘after’ pictures of her and then microscopically detail her road to ruin. She would have to be on guard for ever. These were the things that were coming to her even though her mind was in something that resemble a fog of confusion and distress. That she was thinking at all had to be a good thing. That might mean that she would always do the right thing at the right time even though she had been ruined.
The public toilet literally stunk of stale urine and vomit. She’d never been in one before so maybe this was how they all were. But that contrast, this well-heeled woman in designer shoes, expensive nylons, and the dress, in this absolute shit-hole of a public convenience - set against the dirty graffiti strewn walls with questionable brown skid marks, and filthy floor was a striking one. Striking and strangely erotic. It kind of highlighted Virginia’s downfall and her degradation.  By the time she came out of that disgusting place she didn’t look like Virginia at all, and this could have been a good thing in her evading detection by the paparazzi.
A huge fluffy, woolly jumper did it’s best to cover the enormity of her breasts. It was long, and although the flesh was covered, the mounds of her chest could be seen with ease. A pair of ‘leggings’, black ones clung to her lower and upper legs. If anything these leggings were a size too small for her so they were tight to her crotch and a little short above the ankles. But these leggings accentuated her legs and did literally nothing to hide the length and the shapeliness of them. In fact quite the opposite. She taken her hair down out of the high bun, and let it loose. She had a thick mane of auburn hair that would take no time at all to look straggly. She used some of the toilet tissue to remove her makeup and there had been a cracked mirror half hanging from and half screwed to the wall, that assisted her. This wasn’t how she saw her day ending when she got up in the morning. And yet now she was faced with a battle of survival. She had nowhere to go. She didn’t even have a cell phone to call anyone who might come to her aid. Her phone contract had been cut off early in her financial winding up.
When she approached the bridge, she could see the homeless all there, huddled up in sleeping bags and blankets. The odd one of two of them had cardboard boxes built around them to keep the cold night air and weather away from them. She didn’t have a sleeping bag, or even a blanket, so she chose a collapsed cardboard box from a pile that looked like they had been put there by a good Samaritan for the use by the homeless. Virginia had crossed this bridge from north to south of the city many times and she had never even thought that there would be a community under it. A community of homeless people. This was an eye opener for her even if, in recent years she had been made aware, through her work with the charities, of the various sites over the city that saw the homeless collect.
“You’re new aren’t you? Never seen you here before.”
That was an old man, like a tramp, who had spotted Virginia just standing trying to take it all in and trying to take stock.
“Uhm no never been here before so I guess I must be ‘new’.”
Virginia could dress down to disguise her look but she couldn’t disguise that educated, superior voice.
“Ohh and a posh one at that. Welcome to the real world. Pick a spot, and settle in. We look after each other here, we have to because no-one else will. You’ll have to find a spot to beg at as well. You’ll need money. But the old bill will move you on. They may even fine you if you’re caught begging too many times.”
And this man was genuine and sincere. There might have been a time when Virginia gave people like this a wide birth and even have looked down her nose at them. But this was the first genuine bit of kindness she had come across in a long time even if she couldn’t see herself actually ‘begging’ in a month of Sundays. She was recognising the kindness of this man where she would never recognise it in many people from her own world. She was noticing that this was a ‘man’ as opposed to a creature. In fairness to Virginia since her work with the charities she had begun to see and learn more about real people. But now, in her second hand clothes and facing her first night of homelessness in the city on a cold winter’s night, she was learning and seeing a lot more.
She made her way right under the iron structure and tried to find a spot where there would be little draft or wind. She rightly guessed that most of the best spots had been taken and she briefly wondered how long some of these people had been here. For her it didn’t bare thinking about. Eventually she found what she considered the best spot, and she set about building the huge cardboard box as best as she could, and then using the rest of the second hand clothes she had been supplied with, made a makeshift bed. It was only when she finished and when she eventually lowered herself to sit on the rags and gather the box around her that she broke down into a deep seated sobbing as she took account of her new lot. Eventually she fell into an uneasy disturbed sleep. The next few days she would learn a lot about the real world.
 
10 Days Later Outside Magistrates Court
 
“You’re going to have to ‘think’ Virginia. Think about how you can make some money. You can’t go robbing shops. This is the third time you’ve been caught and now you’ve got to wear a tag. If I hadn’t stepped in, you’d be on your way to prison for a short sharp shock, right now.”
Tilly Abrahams spoke to Virginia as though she was a teenage girl being let loose in the big wide world for the first time. Virginia hadn’t been able to lower herself enough to ‘beg’. She’d thought she would try it and she did make her way for the likely spots. She’d seen beggars in the tourist hotspots before and could never have imagined herself being in such a predicament. She couldn’t do it at the end of the day. She thought she could cope with it. She was coping, just about with homelessness - but she’d had to do that. That was foisted on her and she had to deal with it. But the begging, getting ready from her cardboard box home to go and beg - that was a different thing altogether. It was like a switch in her mind that would not come on.
“I don’t know what I can do Tilly. Look at me. How can I earn money?”
Virginia didn’t know how she felt about Tilly turning up at court. She’d not seen her since that day at the mansion. Indeed that day seemed a long, long time ago - like in another time and place. For some reason she thought that Tilly would haunt her every day of her new existence but she didn’t. And yet somehow she had this feeling that Tilly was watching from afar. She’d never know why or how, it was just a feeling she had.
‘You might consider selling your body, sexually. A ‘street girl’ like you, will be able to earn a decent amount.”
Tilly spoke matter-of-factly. Virginia was immediately disgusted and outraged at the suggestion and the thought and she was about to give both barrels to Tilly. But the gangster was one step ahead of her.
“I can give you a corner to work from and a room for you to live in. It won’t be a palace of course and it will be a business arrangement. You’ll pay rent for the room and the corner but you’ll be able to earn a decent wedge to live on for giving hand jobs, blow jobs. You could even open yourself up more. The more services you provide the more money you can earn. I’m just trying to help you here.”
The fact was that Virginia had hit what she thought was rock bottom when she’d settled down to that first night under the bridge and it didn’t get easier on subsequent nights. It wasn’t living at all, it was simply existing. And now Tilly was offering her a room. And for the first time ever in her life she was considering selling herself in order to make money. It was like going from one kind of rock bottom to another for her. That was what she was feeling. It was like jumping out of the frying pan and into the fire. She’d just been fined in court for going robbing shops after a whole load of warnings and she was running out of options. Tilly was offering her a way out of it and she was considering it. Not that there was much to consider. Just like she was forced to live rough for those days and nights now she was being forced to accept the only route out of that mire.
‘What’s it going to be Virginia I don’t have all day? Don’t worry about the fine, I’ll pay that as well.”
Virginia just looked at the immaculate, impeccably turned out Tilly and nodded.
“What do I have to lose?”
“Indeed. I’ll get that tag removed, and get you sorted with a room and a corner. I’ll provide you with suitable street hooker attire until you get going. I take 65% of everything to take care of your room and corner rent. That will be reviewed depending on how you do.”
Virginia’s first thought was that she was being pimped out by another woman and that sat somewhere between outrageous and strangely erotic to her, but then her thought patterns were all over the place since her change in fortunes. She swallowed and nodded her agreement to Tilly. Tilly smiled a perfect lipstick smile. It wasn’t as though Virginia didn’t feel or know how degraded she was being made by Tilly. She got it, but she got as well that she didn’t have a choice.
 
24 Hours Later
 
Virginia didn’t know whether to laugh out loud, or cry when she looked at herself in the old faded out, cracked mirror that was an intrinsic part of the ‘room’ she had been given by Tilly Abrahams. In the event it was the latter but it wasn’t a bitter sobbing that emanated from this woman. Rather it was a single solitary tear that squeezed from one of her heavily made-up eyes and ran a river of thick black mascara down her cheek, and that then dripped from the tip of her lower jaw to the stacked shelf of her uplifted tits. She may have been related to royalty but she made something of a breath-taking street hooker as well. Tilly had told her,
“The more out there you are, the more business you will get. I’m giving you a chance here Virginia, don’t throw it back in my face and don’t waste it,”
The thing was that it sounded like Tilly had taken the higher moral ground. She didn’t just sound like Virginia’s boss, but she sounded like she was doing this tall, Amazonian woman a favour. If one analysed it, little by little, she was pulling Virginia out of the kind of rock bottom mire that would have been impossible for her to do herself. If Virginia had taken time out to think, then yes, Tilly was helping her, but at what cost? In a broad speaking sense she was escaping one rock bottom for another. But that first rock bottom of being homeless and unable, without begging, to get money for food, was something, like rut that she would have been stuck inside of for weeks, months, maybe forever. But at least it would have been an honest existence. Maybe she would have been able to beg after all, or not.
But in this second rock bottom she was becoming a prostitute, pimped out by the woman who had taken her down. She was becoming a street hooker selling her body, and sexual services for payment which Tilly then took 65% of. It was another strange fact that she had taken this second option. One had to wonder why she didn’t choose to stay away from Tilly and try to make it on her own. She could have always sought Tilly out had she needed to later. But then there was the feeling, or just the basic knowledge that she would never be free of Tilly and her life was fucked. And despite the loss of her dignity, and pride in offering her orifices for the sexual gratification of the lowest of the low, she had a better chance of climbing out of rock bottom sooner rather than later with some money. Virginia wasn’t so set aside from the real world now to know that there was money, a lot of money in sex work.
Her lipstick was deep blood red. She’d always worn red lipstick because she had the lips for it. And had always suited her and brought accentuation to her lips for all the right reasons. Now it was different. Now she wore the lipstick so that her mouth looked attractive enough for a man to slide his cock into. The same with her eye makeup and general face of makeup. Now it was worn with sexual services in mind. Now it was worn as an invitation for her to be used.
The same as the rest of her dress. A thin, micro slip dress that looked more like a silk full slip in some kind of pale peachy orange and that barely contained her massive tits. It wasn’t new. Tilly had thrown it to her and said,
“This is a probably several sizes too small, but the punters like that.”
She hadn’t been wrong in the several sizes too small. It fitted Virginia tightly and the thin shoulder straps were straining under the weight and the pressure of her breasts. Huge nipples poked through the micro thin silk enticingly. That slip dress barely covered her ass cheeks and she wore full black hose that sheathed her long shapely legs to perfection. The worn, slightly scuffed stilettos enhanced her height and her body posture and when she stood in front of that mirror she knew what she looked like and she knew what she was about to do. She knew that the hose would probably get holed and run and so she a couple of extra pairs in her little bag, also second hand. She didn’t wear jewellery and she didn’t wear expensive perfume. Instead Tilly had sprayed her with cheap stuff.
“You can go a bit more upmarket if you make it on the street. Be on the corner for the city rush hour. There are men on the way home from work who will drive, or walk by wanting relief. And then work through to the closing of pubs and clubs. The more you immerse in this work, the more you will earn. If you need a little ‘something’ to help you through, I can do that as well. Although a regular supply will cost you, of course.”
Tilly spoke like she had done this sort of thing for most of her life - there was certainly no discomfort for her putting a woman like Virginia to ‘work’ selling her body. To her it was nothing that she was saying to the former Lady Virginia De Roscoe. To her it was just business. To Virginia it was almost like the end of the world for her. She took a final look at herself and then went out on the street.
 
“How much for a full blow job.”
Virginia hadn’t been on the corner allocated to her for fifteen minutes when a rickety old Ford drove slowly passed and then reversed back to Virginia. She’d known she was being checked out and she’d pretty much guessed the solicitation would be next.
“Thirty. Is that ok for you?”
The degradation that Virginia felt could not be understated. This was the blunt end of sex work. The raw end of it if you like. This was where the fears, the disgust and the reality all blended into one and where the self-loathing began to take shape.
“And you’ll swallow? And take your tits out for me to feel as you suck?”
Virginia bit her lower lip compressing the lipstick as she did that. Thirty sounded good to her. She hadn’t bothered with cash for years and had only ever carried a small amount around with her, ‘just in case’. But now cash was king and she needed cash. She did a quick calculation in her head, after Tilly had taken her 65% she would be left with 10.50. In her mind that was something. It wasn’t a lot but it was something. But if she did three thirty buck blow jobs, she’d be left with 31.50. Simple business rules told that she was being robbed by Tilly Abrahams. But also in the back of Virginia’s mind was the knowledge that she was already on the slippery slope in a downward direction. And that she was in Tilly’s grip. One couldn’t say if Virginia knew at this point that she was being sucked into a life of sexual servitude of Tilly’s planning or if she thought that this was the natural order of things. That this was the way it had to be in other words. She couldn’t spend too much time pondering that.
 











CHAPTER TEN

 
Rock Bottom
 
“Make it forty you can play with my nipples as well.”
It would have been the kind of scenario that Virginia wouldn’t have been able to comprehend, not completely, not really. She nodded,
“Jump in, let’s get this on.”
She was sliding into this man’s rickety old Ford and it was a fact that the car was worse inside than it looked from outside. It resembled a dustbin on wheels and there were empty drinks cans, fast-food containers and general ‘nastiness’. The car stunk in a rancid way and as this man helped himself to Virginia’s tits first and foremost she sat there in the front seat almost frozen to the spot. He’d taken her to a dark barely used alley and then pushed both seats back. He intended to get his forty pounds worth and he scooped both magnificent breasts out of the silk slip dress. Virginia tried to work out how she felt about what was happening to her. She tried to work out what the ‘royal her’ would have felt about this creature practically crawling over her.
She tried to wrap her head round the fact that this man, in his late fifties was rolling her substantial nipples between his thumbs and forefingers to get them erect. And then she was getting a shot of self-loathing when she could feel her nipples react to this man and what he was doing. It was like she would do anything, anything at all for that forty pounds but if she thought that this man thought he was turning her on, flicking her sexual switches then that was too much for her to bare. And hard, elongated and erect nipples signified that she was aroused, rather that it was just nature taking its course. This was her worst nightmare trebled and then laid bare in front of her in the form of reality.
As this man played with her nipples and tits, Virginia undid his pants and took out his cock. She wasn’t sure if her gasping was audible or not she hoped to god not. Gilbert had been pretty well endowed in the cock department and so was this man. And then the knowledge that she had to slide that cock into her mouth was something that was making her salivate profusely. She wished she didn’t do that but she did and it made her look, or feel that she wanted that cock in her mouth. He was already hard and the foreskin had been peeled back to reveal an angry looking, purple bell end that was leaking it’s pre-cum already.
“When I saw you under that lamppost I thought. All my Christmases had come at once. You look hot and you look dirty. I like a big titted filthy slut.”
Virginia was masturbating the huge cock that this man had between his legs. She was getting him ready for her mouth. In her mind the less time he was in her mouth the better. But that he was actually going to cum and she was going to swallow negated that to an extent. And what he was saying to her - it was so far away from what she was used to, being talked like that it made her queasy inside.
“Mmmmmm I love big cocks like this. Real man cock. I can be a dirty slut for you.”
Virginia was playing it as she thought he would want it. She was providing a service and if a bit of dirty talk was part of it then she could oblige and it didn’t matter if it made her uncomfortable or if she had to say things that she would have never said to a man before. But as she felt his hand on the back of her neck guiding her mouth down to that enormous bell end, she could feel her nostrils begin to flare. If the truth were known she didn’t want that cock in her mouth, right at that point, and part of her was wishing that she was somewhere else now. Such as on the river bank with her begging bowl - that looked a decidedly better option at this precise time. 
But before she knew it, that dripping, leaking cock head was nudging at her lipsticked lips and she was parting them to take the bell end into her warm wet mouth. She pursed her lips, made the hole for the cock a little tighter at first but then loosened off her lips and made it soft and nice for him. There was a moment in time when it changed from being something that she didn’t want to do, to it being her job - to her remembering that she was doing the only thing she was equipped or able to do in order to earn money - in order to survive this harsh world she had been plunged into.
Virginia wouldn’t be able to remember the last cock she’d sucked besides Gilbert’s. And that had been just a swift swipe of her tongue across the glans, and across the penis tip to make him ejaculate his load into her mouth. She had sucked cock before, but not in these circumstances and she could never remember her mouth being reamed quite so wide. It felt like her jaws might dislocate if she got this wrong. And so she began to ‘suck’ that cock head. She knew about glans and she knew about how those glans could be encouraged to open up and then explode into orgasm. The man was still playing with her nipples and she had the throb of those nipples to contend with. She wished that she didn’t have to deal with that as well, but she did. She was trying to cope with the knowledge that she was being sexualised and degraded in the most base and obscene ways in this stinking car and so it made her feel physically repulsed to think that her sexuality was responding in any way.
She sucked that cock and got used to the feel of it in her mouth. When it came down to it, it wasn’t that bad for her. There was that initial shock to her system, selling herself this way and then finding herself in the car to do the deed. But once she got her mind around that she was able to focus on the matter in hand. She scooped out his huge heavy balls and she cupped them, squeezed them and massaged them as she sucked his cock wetly. And she could hear his breathing shallowing, and she could hear his ‘grunts’ being underlined with volume as she worked his glans. She ran her fingers up and down the shaft finding the individual veins that gave the most brutal impression of that cock. And she could feel her mouth stretched to almost its capacity as this man bucked his hips a little so that he was fucking Virginia’s face.
And yes that was what he was doing as he approached his orgasm. He was fucking Virginia’s face and it was that thought, that notion that spurred him on and made his orgasm rise more and more towards the head of his cock. And as he got closer and closer to explosion of orgasm Virginia could feel that cock head swelling and contracting inside her mouth as though it had a life of its own and as though it was breathing. And she could feel and taste the pre-cum as it oozed and leaked from him.
“That’s right dirty bitch, suck it like the whore you are. Suck and swallow you dirty whore.”
When she was spoken to like that, it brought it brought it home to Virginia what she was now, and what she was doing. The man wasn’t being a gentleman and what he was saying was the truth - she was a whore. And she certainly was no lady. Right at this time, he was her first punter as a street level hooker, she was sucking him off and she was going to suck him to the extent that he would explode into her mouth. And then rather than spitting that semen out she was going to taste it in her mouth and then she was going to swallow it. She was a whore and she was going to consume the seed of her first punter and that thought, that fact, kept crossing and recrossing her mind. If she had ever been at rock bottom then this was it. That is, this was it if she knew what rock bottom actually was. As far as she was concerned at this point there was nowhere lower, there was nowhere lower than this version of rock bottom that she could feel through her veins now.
She tickled under the man’s heavy balls and she flicked her tongue under the bell end, where the foreskin folded under, and then she slipped her lipsticked mouth right over the enormous head again so that this man could fuck her face for the final few strokes. And he twisted his fist into her thick auburn hair and he pulled and pushed her head and mouth in the fucking motion and the closer he got to cumming, the more urgent and rougher he got.
The first gush of thick semen hit the back of Virginia’s throat and she went into auto swallow. In a way she was grateful for the sensation of thick gloopy semen sliding straight down her throat without her having to taste it. But the subsequent jets of seed, filled her mouth up and she looked up at him as she tasted. She got eye contact with him as he neared the precipice of his orgasm and now her throat rolled into that swallow at the same time that her mouth was re-filled with cum and there were little drizzles from the corners of a perfectly lipsticked mouth.
She could feel her nipples being squeezed and gently twisted as this man sated himself and as his orgasm subsided Virginia began to suck his dwindling cock head in little, tiny sucks. She was drawing every last drop of semen out of him. She was making sure that he was sated and that he was happy with her service. And as she finished, she wiped her mouth, all hungry and waif like. Maybe this man would become a regular of her’s. She was thinking of repeat business. She was thinking of the future but at the same time she was trying to deal with mind paralysing humiliation and degradation. It had been possible for Tilly Abrahams to take Virginia out of the royal family but it was impossible to take the royal out of Virginia.
She was born and bred of high stock and that would not be drained from her very easily, if ever. She would live her degradation every single day going forward - like a continuous loop being played and replayed every single day. As this man cleaned up and got ready to start his car again, he counted out the notes to give Virginia and that was another moment - her accepting money for sexual services rendered. It ate into her like a terrible virus. She would learn though that she needed to get the money before the deed was done. That was the right way - no self-respecting whore would give the services before being paid, but Virginia was learning, she was a rookie.
‘You know, come to think of it, you’re familiar. Where have I seen you before? You’re a good cock sucker, I’ll give you that. Not many swallow and look like you do, doing it.”
Virginia didn’t respond the man’s questioning of her. She shrugged and got out of the car still in that dark alleyway. She was a little unsteady on her feet. What she had just done was a huge thing both physically and mentally. She had been dragged down into the gutter and beyond and now that ordeal was over, the shock was making its way through her system. She could still taste semen in her mouth and that was something that she thought she would never have to do, the more she tried to swallow that taste out of her mouth the stronger it seemed to get for her. It was a taste that she needed to get used to because it was something that she would have to do on a daily basis - drink the seed of men and deviants who would pay her for her for that very service.
She was still stumbling on her heels a little when she came out of that alley and on to the main drag. She turned left and made her way back to her corner. For a split second she thought how weird it was that she did that. She had finished her first paid sexual service and she was heading straight to the corner that she worked from - in effect, her shop window. She was trying to come to terms with it all in her mind as the next car pulled up beside her. She had barely got to her corner.
The car was better this time - a better class of punter maybe? But then what level of punter could one expect soliciting a woman on the street. The wealthy and the half decent men who either needed to buy the services of a sex worker, or who got a kick out of the power they could wreak over a woman selling her services, would seek out the more classier call girls - and the more specialist establishments. But that was no guarantee that the punter would be more classier. Any sex worker was at risk from the people they provided services to. They were at risk all of the time.
“Hey, bitch, you do anal? How much.”
The car window had wound down electronically. The man inside the BMW a rather large black man with dreadlocks. His request wasn’t disguised in any way. It wasn’t a trick question. But it did throw Virginia slightly. She was still trying to swallow away the semen taste in her mouth when she was now faced with the prospect of being impaled anally on a black cock.  She stopped trying to walk with any dignity and leaned into the car.
“That’ll be a 50. That ok for you?”
She leaned into the car so that her heavy, huge tits almost rolled out to greet this man with a mind of their own. The black man smiled with a mouth full of mainly white teeth, but some gold in there as well.
“That’s what I like a cheap white slut. Get in bitch.”
“You can pay more if you want to.”
Virginia was responding as she got into the car. Across the road there was a big Mercedes limousine with black out windows. A driver was inside and in the back Tilly Abrahams was watching. She was watching and smiling.
“I’ll give you more if I think you’re worth it bitch slut. You talk like you got a plumb in your mouth. Hit on hard times hey? I like bitches like you the best. Ones that wouldn’t do this shit for nothing in their normal world. But when it comes to it like this, they have to. Yeah bitch you gonna be a good ass fuck for me.”
The thing was that this man was right. Everything he said was right and everything he pointed to was right. Virginia was never gonna be able to hide her pedigree and her breeding. Her educated posh voice would always out her. And then the way she looked and the way she intermittently carried herself. Sort of a halfway house of carrying herself with pride and dignity, and then a Bambi like rookie hooker with tits and legs to die for but with no sex work business sense or experience on those heels.
That dark alley must have been ‘the’ dark alley that street girls took their punters to - at least in that area. As the BMW seven series turned down it, another car was exiting at the other end which signalled that a girl had completed a service for which she had been paid. The black man glided the huge car to the middle of the alleyway but kept the engine running.
“Just get on your knees, on the seat and bend over the back. Peel that little pretty dress up and I’ll rip a hole in the hose. Try not to scream.”
There was that smile again from this black man as he flopped out a thick, snake like cock deliberately so that Virginia could see it. She swallowed on sight of this cock and she looked at him as though saying, ‘you’ll never get that thing up inside my ass’. But it was like he was reading her mind.
“Don’t worry, I’ll lube up real good and slide it in slowly.”
This was all part of the game for him. It was like he liked to shock with the first sighting of his cock. Like he’d get a price for the anal and then he’d show what was going to be involved and he liked the shock the sight of his cock was able to induce.
“I dunno. That’s going to hurt me.”
Virginia was truly wishing that she had turned him down but now it was like it was too late for her to do that. Now it was like she had agreed and she had been taken to the alley and there was no going back now.
“Yeah it’ll hurt. But you know what they say, ‘once you go black, there’s no going back’ right? And you know, I know that’s one of Tilly’s corners so you must be working for her. Tilly wouldn’t be impressed to know that one of her girls was reneging on a client.”
And there it was again, that wide, mostly white but a third gold smile. Virginia hadn’t thought of herself as working for Tilly. But when this man mentioned her name she got a stab of fear that seemed to travel through her. He was right, she did work for Tilly. Why did she even pretend to think otherwise? That fact was that she’d seen doing sex work as a way out of the mire she was caught up in. That she would do it for a little while and then when she had salted enough money away, then she would just leave the city and move somewhere else and get a half decent and mostly respectable life together. That had been brief thoughts in her mind that would help her through the worse times but they were fanciful thoughts.
But what this black man said was completely right and again Virginia was being hit with the fact that she would never be free of Tilly Abrahams - and that she would always be one of ‘her girls’.
“Ok, ok, I can only try can’t I. I want to make it nice for you. Please be gentle.”
Virginia turned around on the deep leather front seat of the. BMW and she spread her knees as wide as she could. As she did that, the black man altered the seat electrically so that she went forward and so that her tits rolled out of the little slip dress and crushed into the leather.
“Good girl. Dip your back, arch right back for me like a good white slut. That’s right, thrust it back to your black daddy.”
And it was clear that for this man it was a visual treat that he wanted and needed. Oh he would fuck an ass and he would deposit his semen inside the anal tract of a girl, but there was this innate need in him to physically and visually humiliate and degrade the woman in the process. And this was what he fully intended with Virginia. But eventually in this life there would be worse, much worse waiting for her.
 











CHAPTER ELEVEN

 
An Anal Impaling To Remember
 
That visual degradation began with the lubrication. But that couldn’t start until the hole had been ripped in the hose. It would have been easier had Virginia been wearing stockings, but the micro length of the slip dress would have made her street work too obvious. On that street corner she would have been an obvious hooker and therefore a target for the police to pick up. There was little hiding that she was a street hooker anyway, but there had to be a line drawn.
Virginia squealed involuntarily as she felt the fat fingers of this black man pierce her hose and then rip a hole for access. She felt the immediate loosening of her buttocks and the immediate air-conditioned air swirling around her panty-less sex and ass. Tilly had told her, and she would always remember her words,
‘Don’t bother with panties ever. There’s no point. They are an expense you don’t need. They are just a waste.”
At the time Virginia had been mortified at the thought of going anywhere or doing anything without panties. But now it made sense. For ease of access and for visual treat, a sex worker without panties was ever-ready to work and that was a good thing. And yes, that ease of access with no fumbling and no restriction - just enabling a straight down to business approach.
This man got out a huge tube of lube and it was at this time that Virginia was getting another wave of self-disgust and self-loathing. She still had that taste in her mouth of spent semen, and now she was prose, over the back of a car seat waiting for a black cock to be slipped up inside her ass. There was this fear of this happening above all else. The thickness and the length of this cock was almost something out of a nightmare. And there was the psychological fact that she was about to be ass fucked by a black man. She could never have had a black partner, as a member, however distant, of the royal family. And now she was selling her ass to a gold toothed, dreadlocked Rasta man. The irony nor the degradation escaped her. She couldn’t get away from that pure humiliation and the deeper strain of degradation she was being subjected to.
She was aware of this man taking time out to lean back and look at her all ready for his cock. She was aware that the visual feast for him was as important and as needed as the explosion of orgasm up inside her anal tract. And now he was slopping lubrication between her ass cheeks, and that made her squeal in little yelping sounds. He found her ass with ease which told that this was something that he did regularly and expertly. And with the lube coating his fingers he was able to slip, one then two then three of his fingers up inside her. If there was a point at which she felt like a piece of meat then then was it. She just had to lean forward over that seat back and let this man do what he wanted with her knowing he was enjoying her degradation visually as well. Also knowing that after Tilly Abrahams had taken her sixty five percent of the fifty, that she would be left with just seventeen fifty of that fifty. A cheap street whore was something of an appropriate description of Virginia at this point.
 
He didn’t want Virginia to play with him first, or suck him first. He didn’t want any foreplay at all.
“Cheap white whores don’t get to play with black cock, or taste it. That’s a privilege that has to be earned.”
And it was as though he believed those words that he hissed as he climbed over onto the seat behind Virginia. These words alone shocked Virginia - the reverse racist slant to what he was saying was something that she had never come across or imagined before. There was the fact that as a member of the establishment, and of the royal family, she would not have been able to get with a black man, not ever. But then the thought would have never crossed her mind and so her own racism, or the racism she was brought up treated as normal was just something that she didn’t think about either. It was a fact that Virginia was learning a lot on her first day on the streets.
This man had used copious amounts of lubrication that seemed to make her very slippery. Her buttocks were sliding together but her anal hole felt as though it was overly wet and slippery as well. The first nudge of his cock head, just to slip it between her ass cheeks told Virginia all she needed to know about the size of that cock. She was wondering if all of her sex work would involve oversized cocks. She nibbled her bottom lip as this man ran the huge cock head up and down the valley of her ass. And despite her fear she was taking in all of the very small details involved in what was going on in this car at this time. She was noticing the fact that with the stroke down the valley of her ass cheeks the man was sliding it deeper as well. Deeper and nearer to her ass hole. And then eventually there was this inevitable ‘touch’ of that huge bell end against the raised rim of her ass hole and that made her ‘twitch’.
“That’s right white whore, you get ready for it. You get ready to receive superior black meat. Push yourself back onto it like you’re desperate for it to be up inside your white ass.”
And by this time he was poured into the contours of Virginia’s arched back and he was positioning himself ready for the thrust of that long, thick cock but he wasn’t in a rush. He was going to get his 50s worth. And it was almost like a ritual that he went through each and every time. For Virginia she was a little numbed. Her head was having to contend with a lot. She had been through a cataclysmic time in her life. She’d lost everything, she’d been dragged through the legal system and she had been degraded in the process. She’d been made homeless and she’d been dragged through the lower court for robbing shops. And then she had been ‘rescued’ into low level, seedier type of street sex worker by the woman who was now at the root of every single one of her issues.
She’d been introduced to street work earlier this night and now she was in a black racist’s car waiting for his enormous frightening cock to be slipped up inside her ass. There was a lot for her to contend with. There had to be a time when she would be able to stand back for all of this to sink in. There had to be a time when she would be able to reflect on what she had been through and what she was going through. But there had to be the fear also that when that time came, that she would sink into some kind of despairing shock and mental health crisis that she wouldn’t be able to simply climb out of. One had the feeling, or the sense that this was a journey that she was destined to go on. A journey of Tilly Abraham’s making and one that there was no return trip from.
When that huge, bulbous black cock head ‘clicked’ past Virginia’s sphincter, she screamed out loud but that scream, or that ‘squeal’ was cut short as the man clamped his hand over her mouth and squeezed.
“Mmmmmm a nice tight white ass. Just what the doctor ordered. Scream into my hand bitch, there’s a good girl.”
Virginia’s eyes bulged as though they were about to pop. The pain she was feeling, that sudden explosive and pure pain that went deep into her femininity, was the kind of pain that made her forget about everything else going on in her life. It could have been an escape from her woes under different circumstances. But she was trapped against the seat back of the car and her enormous tits were crushed there as this man drilled his cock deeper and deeper into her anal tract.
There was no rush for this man to do what he was doing. It was as though getting the most complete and deepest penetration was more important than a rushed, amateur anal fucking. It was as though he didn’t want to, and wasn’t trying to spare Virginia any of the pain involved in what he was doing. And there was a lot of pain. There was that ‘deep’ very personal pain caused by the spasms and the cramping caused when he slipped past her sphincter. That was a pain that could be described as terrible. That would be the least it could be described as.
But then there was the other pain. That pain of her tight asshole being stretched by the enormity of this cock. That first penetration past the sphincter, and then this man just holding himself right there as he quelled the scream by clamping Virginia’s mouth. And then the thrust of him sliding deeper and deeper into her. That stretching of her anus giving way to the stretching of the inner tunnel of her anal tract. That feeling, that sensation of her being ‘full’ of this black cock. That feeling or that sense that she wanted or need to expel that cock from her back passage but not being able to because this man was just slipping it deeper and deeper inside her. If it wasn’t for the lubrication there would be little chance of it being able to slide inside her deep like this. But the lubrication ensured that there was no resistance. It made it impossible for the flesh to resist the onslaught of that cock. And at the same time it underlined and accentuated the size of it and the effects of it.
And then of course there was yet another pain involved. The mental pain that this man was causing inside Virginia’s mind. There had to be this pain existing in her mind. The way he was fucking Virginia’s anus was designed to affect her mentally. He had made it racist before he even introduced the hugeness of his cock to her ass. So the moment she felt that abysmal pain shredding through her very inner femininity, at the forefront of her mind was that fact that it was a black cock inside her. That she was being penetrated deeply, anally by a black cock. And that was something that was on her mind despite the pain. It was something that existed in front of the pain. And when this man had penetrated her to the bend of her colon, he held that pressure right there. He pushed his cock head into the bend of the colon causing more pain, more pressure at the same time and Virginia spluttered into his hand.
This man hadn’t just been looking for an anal fuck of a white whore. He had been looking for a total head fuck of a white whore. He didn’t want his 50 to be spent quickly. He had wanted to make it last. He’d wanted an ‘event’ and he’d wanted that event to stay with the whore he fucked. He’d wanted Virginia not to be able to get over what he did to her. He’d wanted to slowly fuck her brains out via her ass but he’d wanted to ‘effect’ her at the same time. He’d wanted to make it different to her being fucked by a white loser. He’d wanted her to know that she’d been ‘blacked’ in the most abysmal and destructive way.
And to do that he had needed to fuck her ass slowly. He had needed to hurt her physically and then he’d needed her to able to ‘feel’ the thickness and the length of his cock inside her. He’d needed to make sure it wasn’t something that was over quickly. He’d needed Virginia to mentally try to reject what he was doing to her but fail. This was a man who sought white sex workers deliberately to do what he did. And for Virginia this was just her second professional engagement. This sort of encounter was something that any sex worker would hope they never came across, but Virginia did. And outside of that dark alleyway in that Mercedes limousine, Tilly Abrahams was smiling. She was smiling but she had something like a contented look on her face as well.
Back inside that BMW the Rasta man was readying to erupt inside the anal tract of the deposed former royal. Actually, was Virginia a ‘former royal’? Just because she had been cast out of the inner circle, just because even basic royals didn’t return her calls any more didn’t mean she wasn’t a royal. For her, she would have felt as far from royalty as it was possible to feel. And even further away as she felt that think trunk of cock expand inside her ass and then the huge bell end pressing into her colon as the nerve endings in the glans opened up ready to explode.
And when this man did explode inside of Virginia he did so with animalistic grunt. It was just a single gasping grunt and Virginia felt the gush of semen inside her whitewash her colon. And the sheer quantity of thick semen added to the pressure that she already felt inside her anus. That cock took up most of the space inside her, and so for the pressure of the orgasm and the pressure of the ejaculating semen to add to it added to the discomfort for Virginia. She had gritted her teeth, and squealed at the size of the cock inside her, and then of it moving in and out of her like this man owned her, but then the final indignity having the seed of a black man erupting up inside her was like some kind of nightmare unfolding in her mind but unfolding in real time as well.
The worse of it for Virginia was not the obvious of having her ass stretched and reamed and then fucked like it was the property of a Rasta cult, but that this man ‘did her’ as though he meant it. To her it felt like he was making love to her ass. Yes that he was doing it brutally, but that he was putting feeling into it. That he was making love to her ass but that he was doing it in a destructive manner. That his intimacy was being inflicted in a destructive way. And that was it - that with each, deep, colon pressing in-stroke he was destroying a little more of this woman who was impaled on him. This was what Virginia was feeling as this man erupted inside her. That he was destroying her in a loving way. That he was ‘lovingly’ destroying her in this way. This was what he wanted to do, what he intended to do, and it was what he did with an obscene skill that seemed natural to him.
By the time this man’s semen was in full flow, it was leaking past the hugeness of his cock and out onto the seat of the car. By this time that semen was adding to the lubrication that had been applied. There was this ‘noise’ this obscene noise that was associated with the movement of that huge thick cock in and out of Virginia. There was a question mark over Virginia’s pricing of this particular service. Fifty surely was not enough to have not only her ass but her mind black fucked like this? She wouldn’t be thinking like this now, right now, but later on, when she maybe got time to reflect on her first day not he job, she would have one of those penny dropping moments that told her that fifty was way too little for what she had been put through. This man’s cock was like a thick hose inside her, whitewashing her most intimate feminine insides. And that added pressure was making her whimper. Virginia had never been a whimperer. She had always been a powerfully built Amazonia woman who had never whimpered for anyone, except now.
There had to be for Virginia, or for any sex worker of this ilk, this eroding of dignity and pride over time with each job she took. But it wasn’t just dignity and pride that took a hit each and every time. It was the mental health of the woman. In this case it was the mental health of Virginia that took the hit. Certainly with each stroke of this black cock she was reduced a little more. Yes she whimpered because she didn’t or couldn’t do anything else. She whimpered because that was what this man intended her to do. She whimpered because it was the only little bit of outlet that she had. And it wouldn’t be a mark against her when the tears rolled down her cheeks taking mascara with them as this man finished off. As he did those last extra slow, extra deep strokes of his cock inside her, they were the ones that made sure every last drop of semen was extracted from his big balls. Those were the deepest most meaningful of in-strokes that served to make Virginia feel what she was supposed to feel, destroyed.
Five minutes later she was out in the dark alleyway watching the BMW reverse out onto the Main Street. If she has been weak on her legs after her first job, she was more so now. That black man had been right inside her, right into the essence of her as a woman. And now she could barely stand on her stilettos. The Rasta man had been a copious cummer that had produced a lot of semen and most of that had been delivered inside Virginia’s anal tract. Most of that had been delivered inside her under pressure. And now with her standing in the night air, in that alleyway, it was pouring from her, gushing from her. One might have thought it would be her evacuating herself, and not being able to do that quick enough. But that wasn’t it at all. 
She was standing with her long shapely legs splayed and her breasts thrust out in front of her. The micro dress only just covered her, but did nothing to hide where her hose had run and ripped from where the Rasta man had gained entry into her. And that thick semen was pouring to the ground between her spread stilettos. And it was running down the backs of her thighs. It wasn’t like she didn’t know what had happened or what she looked like because it was crystal clear with clarity in her mind. Despite what she had been through, she was knowing what she looked like and what had just happened. Maybe Virginia wished she didn’t understand so much. Maybe she just wished could block it all out. Block it out so that it didn’t hurt her head so much.
But she couldn’t do that. She stood in that alleyway knowing what had happened and knowing that she would never get over it. Knowing that what that black man had done to her would gnaw at her going forward. Knowing that she had been blacked, cheaply and in the most obscene fashion. That was something that would never leave her. This very act against her femininity was something that fundamentally changed her as a woman from that point.
The headlights of Tilly Abrahams chauffeur drive car coming down the alley towards her snapped Virginia out of her deeper, darker thoughts.
 











CHAPTER TWELVE

 
Aftermath And Beyond
 
“Get in slut. Let’s talk.”
The back door of the huge Mercedes limousine swung open and the first deeper degradation faced Virginia. There had been a white towel spread over the car seat so that Virginia didn’t soil it as she slipped in and sat. She was still leaking with black seed after all and at first Tilly Abrahams didn’t say anything or do anything. She just sat back, perfectly nylon sheathed legs crossed and let the whore Virginia manage herself. It was as though she wanted and needed to take it all in for herself. It was as though she knew how Virginia was feeling at this precise point but that she didn’t want to disturb that experience for this woman. That she wanted to witness and drink it in, but so that Virginia got the fullest of the degradation of what had just happened to her.
That ritual, that ‘show’ of Virginia having to get herself together and then get herself into the seat besides Tilly was like an act of ultra-degradation that had been put onto hyper slow motion just for Tilly’s entertainment. For Virginia, she had the knowledge of what she had just been through in that seven series BMW. She could feel the looseness of her ass that had been made like that by that man’s big black cock. She could feel the semen pouring from her and now into the towel that had been prepared for her. The knowledge that Tilly must have known what she had been through in that car with that Rasta haired man. That might have been something that she’d keep to herself. That she had been blacked up the ass by this Rasta man who’d made a meal of her at his leisure and all for a fifty - sixty five percent of which she wouldn’t get. She might have reasoned with herself that she wouldn’t want to share that with anyone. That she’d want to keep it to herself for the sake of at least a little dignity.
But there was no way she could do that as she slipped in besides Tilly and tried to pull herself together in readiness for what this woman might say to her. Less than ten minutes ago she had been sucking that black seed out of the Rasta man with her ass and now she was trying to comprehend that in her mind.
“I’m not going to lie Virginia. I’m impressed with you so far. I know what you’ve done, I know what you’ve endured and I’m impressed with your abilities and your willingness to immerse in what you have to do.”
Virginia hadn’t been expecting that. She’d been half expecting something like a ‘gloat’ from this gangster woman. She’d been expecting something of a wry gratified smile at what she’d been through. But this almost kindness threw her off slightly. She was feeling the full brunt of the degradation of what she’d been through and been paid for, and yet there were these kind words from Tilly now. That was more than throwing her off her more natural thought patterns.
“T-thank you.”
It was all she could manage to string together. If she had time to process what Tilly had said and how she felt about it, she would realise that these kind words from Tilly helped her. They made her feel at least a little bit good about what she was doing. It should have mortified her, to impress the gangster pimptress with the sexual services that she had provided so far. Such a thought would have never gone through her mind before the downturn in her fortunes. And yet now she was taking some comfort from Tilly’s words.
“I’m trying to adapt Tilly, I swear to god I am.”
Tilly hadn’t responded to Virginia first attempt and conversation with her in the back of the Mercedes.
“You have to adapt. You have no choice but to adapt. This is your world now. I just wanted you to know that I am impressed and that is the single most important thing in your world right now.”
Tally stopped speaking and let her words sink into the psyche of Virginia. The ex-royal Lady tried to adjust herself on the towel under her. She tried to dignify herself a little bit but that was something like an impossible task. The micro slip dress had ridden up and pretty much displayed the whole extent of her legs. And this was accentuated by the fact that her heels forced her knees up high - the result was that she was all legs and tits, and leaking ass in the presence of Tilly - the presence of ‘greatness’ it could be argued. 
And then there was the volume and mass of her breasts threatening to roll out into her lap to contend with. For Virginia it was her natural state, to be dignified and elegant. In the back of this car with Tilly Abrahams, ‘dignified’ and ‘elegant’ were not achievable for her. And all of the time she could feel the semen pour out of her ass and into the towel. All of this made her feel very aware, very conscious of what she was, and what she now did to earn very little money.
Tilly reached across and draped a wrist and hand across one of Virginia’s laddered and torn nylon sheathed legs in this almost bizarrely intimate way.
“If you continue to impress me, I can get you off the streets and into something a little more comfortable than that room.”
Virginia didn’t get it. She felt as wretched as it was possible to feel sitting with this woman. It wasn’t possible to feel anything except ashamed of herself and yet now that this woman was actually sitting with her and with one of her perfect hands draped over the sleaziness of her nylon sheathed legs, there was this closeness that she felt for Tilly. It wasn’t even as though that was escaping her. She knew what she was feeling and she knew that she should not be feeling this or anything for Tilly since this was the woman who had destroyed her life and taken everything. But there had been those kind words, every one of them which she hung onto. And now there were more words. If she continued to impress this woman then there was a way off the street for her. That was huge - as huge in fact as the way she had been able to get from under that bridge and out of homelessness.
Virginia looked at Tilly’s hand and she tried to speak, but her words came slowly because a certain amount of shock, from what the black man had done to her, was setting in.
“I want to impress you Tilly, I really do. I want to get off the street but know that I have to earn that.”
And inside Tilly was pleased with what Virginia said.
“If you manage to impress me to the point I take you off the streets, it will still be sex work Virginia. But it will be a little more specialised, a little more ‘appointment based’. It won’t be so raw as the street, and yet the perverts will be more let’s say ‘demanding’. Although the pay will be more for you.”
Tilly was quick to let Virginia know that being taken off the streets didn’t mean she would leave sex work behind. Virginia tried to process what she was being told and by this time Tilly had kept her hand over Virginia’s leg but she had crooked her forefinger back and was stroking the nylon flesh just at the side of Virginia’s knee and this wasn’t escaping Virginia. She couldn’t understand how this woman would ever sit in the same car with her, considering what she had done as a street level hooker so far. And yet for her to touch her leg like this, and show some compassion towards her, and now to be stroking her leg like this. It was not escaping Virginia but it was blowing her mind in various ways.
“I think you’ll be able to handle the more demanding perverts, don’t you Virginia? I mean, judging by what you’ve managed to do so far, I have complete confidence going forward that you will rise to the challenge of the most perverted of perverts.”
Tilly was laying it out for Virginia. She knew that the stroking of the leg, and the closeness of the conversation would be serving to melt the mind of this former royal, but she knew as well that because of the way she was being with Virginia, that this woman would literally ‘want’ to impress her more. That there would be this deeper need in her to impress her because she’d have to face the fact that Tilly was her only friend right at this point in time. Or, Tilly was the closest to a friend that she had. 
“I’d do my best Tilly I really would, IF I am lucky enough to be taken off the streets by you.”
And Tilly let out a secret sigh of gratification at Virginia’s utter submission to her. She found a buzz in this woman not taking anything for granted. She found a sexual buzz out of this woman being together enough to know what she still had to do. There was this sadism in Tilly Abraham’s that was not physical. Her’s was a psychological sadism that ran deep, and penetrated even deeper into the minds of those she chose to target. It was just the beginning of the process for Virginia now and Tilly was only just beginning that process of getting into the former Lady’s mind and then making herself resident right there. As far as Tilly was concerned, this was just the softening up of Virginia.
“I know you’ll do your best Virginia, because you know that I don’t accept anything but the best from you. And I have full confidence in what you will achieve, for me. But for now, you need to get back out there. You need to sell yourself for me, some more. And when it is time to review your work conditions, I’m sure I am going to be impressed enough to bring you indoors.”
And she was stroking Virginia’s leg more making a ‘scritching’ sound with her nail. Virginia liked it that she did that but she didn’t know why. She’d thought that this woman would be so cold towards her after she’d got everything from her. She’d even thought that Tilly would have been happy enough to simply see her lose everything and remain destitute. But that hadn’t been the case at all. It was like something she didn’t need to worry about. That this woman actually, in some strange way had her best interest at heart and when the time was right. she would take her in off the streets. 
Virginia was bound to think like that though. She had been through a cataclysmic time of it over the period of weeks and weeks, and all culminating in this happening now. She was hanging onto every one of Tilly’s words because that was what a woman in her predicament and a woman as low as she was or had been reduced to would do. It was all about finding every little bit of kindness that she could. And it was about mistaking Tilly’s ongoing cruelty for that kindness. And that was it - Virginia had been so traumatised over time, she had been so exposed to the harsher realities of the world in the process of losing everything, that she was seeing Tilly, speaking of deepening her sex work, making it more hard core even if it was off the streets, as kindness towards her. She was seeing it as Tilly helping her to better herself and she was very much up for that.
“Thank you so much Tilly, you won’t be sorry, I promise.”
And Virginia was readying to leave the car. She’d got that feeling that she’d been dismissed by Tilly. And as she moved, Tilly gave an extra stroke to the side of the nylon sheathed knee, followed by a wink. And that made Virginia feel really, really good. It felt like she had a connection with Tilly and that now that all the financials and the assets were being taken care of, that she could move on and make the best of what she had now, going forward. For the first time in a long time Virginia smiled.
She smiled at Tilly and it was at that point that Tilly knew that her master plan would progress to the next level very soon. She smiled back. She knew that in order to get into this former royal’s head and stay there, that she would need for Virginia to fall for her - or to be at least confused as to how she felt for her. And that made Tilly smile again as Virginia swung her legs out of the car and back into that dark alleyway. Tilly swiped the towel off the seat and out of the car before she leaned across and closed the door.
Tilly made her way up to the main drag again, and to her corner. There was some light rain now and that winter chill in the air. But now Virginia had some hope. Now she had this connection with Tilly that she didn’t quite understand but that held hope for her and that sent a warm gush of something through her. She was still a little wobbly on her legs, and there were still little dribbles of semen coming from her ass but she felt better now. She’d been given some hope and some encouraging words by Tilly and that meant so much to her. She didn’t quite get the stroking of her knee, but then she didn’t need to. That stroking was like part of the connection she had with this woman. It was just all a good thing for Virginia. She was feeling better than she had felt in a long, long time and now she had something to work to. 
She’d been told that she could get off the street and all she had to do was continue to impress Tilly and that was something that she was confident that she could do. It was something that was tangible and possible for her to achieve. It was like the future for her now was not just this black hole in front of her. It felt as though she actually had a future and she couldn’t remember the last time she felt positive about her future at all. But now there was at least some positivity. It was clear that Virginia’s mind was being controlled and manipulated by Tilly Abrahams though. And if there was anything that was escaping Virginia at this time, it was that.
 
Ten minutes later Virginia was leaning into another open car window.
“How much to come back to our place and let her watch what I do with you?”
This was different. There was a man in the car, a smart suited, professional man with a soft voice. He spoke over the woman who was with him. She was a woman in her thirties, like him, smartly dressed for a night out which they seemed to have agreed to time out on. This woman, attractive and impeccably dressed let her eyes crawl over Virginia and Virginia felt that, but she smiled at the man.
“How does two fifty sound?”
Virginia smiled again but it wasn’t the man that responded this time it was the woman.
“What about for all night?”
She brushed her front teeth her fleshy wet tongue not breaking the eye contact with Virginia.
“Eight hundred?”
She looked right at this woman not even blinking. The woman’s tone was curt, very blunt, quite disrespectful to Virginia even if she did sound well educated but that wasn’t bothering Virginia since she was still on a bit of a high from her chat with Tilly,
“A thousand, if you drink my piss at various points through the night?”
And again this attractive, impeccably made up woman looked directly at Virginia without blinking. This conversation was taking a turn down into dark places. Virginia though was still on that high from her connection with Tilly and already she was doing the calculations in her mind. After Tilly’s sixty five percent it would leave her with three hundred and fifty. For her, at this time, it was good money compared with her first two jobs. She nodded at the woman who was obviously running this little adventure.
“Get in the back. We live in the city and will pay a cab in the morning to get you where you need to be.”
It was all she said, the negotiations were over. Virginia’s third job of her first day on the streets would be an all nighter but it would take her into realms that she could never have pre-empted. She slid into the back seat of the top of the range Tesla. The electric car, the silence of it and yet at the same time the high pitched sound as the man drove off added to the almost surreal experience for Virginia. She didn’t know if she’d made the right choice going with these people. As they headed out of the city’s red light area and into the skyscraper loaded, wealthier financial district, it dawned on her that these people could be taking her anywhere to do anything with her that they chose and then dispose of her. Probably for the first time in her life Virginia was getting that connection with the dangers of street level sex work and the threats these women and girls must have faced every day of their working lives.
She thought about asking them to drop her off, and explain that she didn’t want to do the job after all. But then she thought about Tilly Abrahams again. And she thought about disappointing her and that she didn’t want to do that. And besides this couple seemed decent. They didn’t come across as creepy except in what they wanted to do with her. And as for drinking the woman’s piss, Virginia had the feeling that, that had been dropped in as a sort of tester. Maybe something that was supposed to shock her - and in a way it did shock her, but not to the core. She’d just been subject to a deep, invasive ass fucking by an enormous black Rasta man. Maybe if she’d been able to sleep on that, then this woman telling her that she could earn more money if she drank her piss would have had what she thought were the desired effects.
That trip, that journey from the red light area to the more exclusive, the more upmarket financial district was not a long one. There was no conversation though. There was no small talk. It was as though the deal had been done, the negotiations had taken the couple to where they needed to be with Virginia and there was nothing more to say. Nothing more to ask about. The Tesla weaved its way through mid-evening traffic, and swung down a side street then took a sharp left down a ramp into an underground carpark. The barrier opened automatically as the car approached. Just before sinking down off the street Virginia looked out of the window of the car and up at the building they were entering. a polished, new skyscraper made of stainless steel and glass that seemed to tower over the rest of them in the area. But then they were in that underground carpark.
 











CHAPTER THIRTEEN

 
A New Kind Of Reality
 
The couple drank real bone fide champagne and Virginia drank a glass of the woman’s steaming fresh urine. Any thought, or hope that the piss drinking was a tester, or an attempt to shock Virginia had been pretty much instantly dismissed when she had been handed the glass.
“We know who you are Lady Virginia De Roscoe. We recognised you on that street corner. We’d wondered what had happened to you after your recent exposure and publicity. And after your ‘downfall’.”
That had been the woman. She’d sat on a leather sofa that was positioned directly in front of a huge floor to ceiling window that looked over the wealthiest area of the city from the twentieth floor penthouse of the stainless steel and glass building. The views were breath-taking and now that it was night time, that spectacular view was emphasised even more. The woman didn’t even have a smile on her made up face as she spoke. In fact she was pretty much expressionless. She’d readily hitched up her dress and relieved herself into a glass and then handed it to Virginia who was as stunned as she was repulsed. But she kept remembering who she was now and what she had to do to impress Tilly. And she remembered as well what the Rasta man had done to her, and how much that had changed her inside.
Virginia was stunned for two reasons. That she had been recognised for who she had been in her former life, and that the piss drinking threat was not a threat at all.
“I’m sorry.”
That was all Virginia could come up with.
‘Oh, don’t be sorry. We’re delighted to welcome you, as professional sex worker, to our home. Please drink, treat this as your first task.”
The woman was the only one who spoke. The man just watched. The glass that Virginia was holding, like a huge wide, long stemmed wine goblet was warm to the touch because of the fresh steaming piss. Virginia licked her lips and raised the glass. This was odd for her. She should have been beyond repulsed by what she was about to do, and she was but in the context of her new ‘job’ and taking into consideration next to what she had done already on her first day on the job, she wasn’t shocked or repulsed that much. She took a sip of the warm piss and the woman whose bodily waste she was tasting and then swallowing was watching her. She was watching her closely. And it was if the watching part was vital so that a base, a foundation layer of ultra-degradation could be laid down so that other layers could be placed over it.
“We like to pick up hookers and make them feel lower than they already are as we use them. So YOU are a bonus. A relative of royalty, a woman who’s had it all and lost it all and now has to do this just to earn money. It’s like we’ve found the peak of our kink. Nothing after this will be quite the same or prove to be quite the same buzz.”
For the first time the attractive woman smiled a little bit. Not a full blown smile but almost.
“Drink!”
Now that this woman had explained the kink, now that she had taken the trouble to explain to Virginia why she was the peak of their kink, it all made sense. But at the same time it brought the former royal into a new realm of the work she did. She tried to work out how she should react to what this woman had told her, and having to obey the command to drink more piss gave her some extra time to process the words she had spoken. She looked at the woman, met her eye contact directly as she sipped from the goblet of piss. This time she took more of it - like a mouth full so that she could swill it around her mouth, taste it and then let her throat go into that rolling swallow. Again, she should have been repulsed at what she was doing but she wasn’t. Again she was thinking about doing her job and most of all of impressing Tilly. She had already worked out that getting a complaint from a client, or getting negative comments from a client either through herself or directly to Tilly would destroy or set back her opportunity getting off the street. Virginia was doing what she had to do, to get by.
“So what we intend to do with you, tonight, all night, is take you to the bottom of the pit. Make you realise what you were, and what you are now. I am going to watch him defile you, use you in ways that you could never imagine, and at the same time remind you of what you’ve lost and what you have to do now, just to earn a little bit of money. I’d like to say this isn’t going to be personal because with usual whores, it isn’t personal. But with you it’s different. You’re a celebrity, fallen on her luck. You’re a deposed royal with a bit of a reputation. One who’s been taken down but one who is going to be taken down more. So it kind of IS personal.”
This unnamed woman seemed to get off on speaking the words of what they were into as a couple. She seemed to get off on finding the right words to explain their kink. And explain the level of humiliating degradation she and they as a couple intended to inflict on Virginia as time went on.
“I’m here to please you, whatever you want. You’re paying to use me as you wish. You’ve bought my ass and I have to live with who I am, what I was and what I am now.”
And as Virginia spoke the woman uncrossed and recrossed her legs allowing the sound of nylon rasping nylon to fill the otherwise silent open plan lounge of the penthouse apartment. Exactly how much Virginia was acting the part of what this couple wanted, and how much was coming naturally was not clear. She was on a mission to get off the streets, and yet this was a couple, these were ‘clients’ capable of taking her beyond rock bottom. And they were capable of doing that deliberately because that was what they were into - that was their kink. It was their ‘thing’. And for Virginia she was perfect for them and it was clear that the woman especially was really affected by how Virginia was acting. Unless Virginia was mistaken, this whole set up, this whole kink was for her benefit more so than the man’s.
“Drink it all. I have more for you. Yes you have to live with it all, even after we have done what we are going to do to you, you have to live with it. You’re not going to leave here untouched by what we do to you, and what you do for us.”
The tone of this woman should have been cause for concern and to an extent it was. And yet Virginia was handling herself according to her position in life. Yes this would have disturbed anyone not in this life. But Virginia with her experience of ‘life’ was recognising a woman immersing in a sexual trip. A woman who had stumbled across her sexual nirvana, which was what this nameless woman had done. Maybe of more concern was the man. He’d yet to say anything except for that initial exchange from the car on Virginia’s corner. He didn’t say anything, he just watched, and it had been said that it would be the woman who’d watch. All this man did was ‘watch’ and every so often he would let his tongue slide out and swipe wetly across his own lips in that creepily perverted way.
Virginia was alone with this couple twenty floors up. Literally she was alone and if these were a couple who were beyond in perversions, even what the woman described, then she would have no chance against them. So all she could do was go with it. She just had to accept it as one of those dodgy jobs and hope it all worked out for her. She tried to think what Tilly would say, or do if it did all go pear shaped in that apartment. But she could only think briefly, very briefly of that because she had a job in hand.
Virginia drank the rest of the piss in one and she maintained that eye contact. The urine wasn’t pleasant, and it wouldn’t have been something that had even a small place in her mind when she was in her old royal life. But she was taking it as something that she had to do. She had to drink this woman’s urine as they drank champagne. That seemed to be them marking the difference between them and her. It seemed to be like a marker in the sand - her and them. Her, a piss drinking whore, and them a wealthy thirties something couple who used women like her to the fullest but who dragged women like her to the bottom of what might have been a bottomless pit of degradation. This was the darker corner of sex work that Virginia was being introduced to, and one that she had either to immerse in, or deal with in another way. Immersion was the easiest way. And at the end of the day her objective was to impress the knickers off Tilly Abrahams, figuratively speaking, to the point that she was taken off the streets.
 
The woman was still watching when Virginia cupped the man’s huge balls and guided his cock into her mouth.
“That’s good Lady Virginia De Roscoe. A good whore ready to take cock in all of her useable holes. It’s what you do, isn’t it? You sell your holes!”
There was a tone and a sense of intensity from the woman now as she watched closely. Virginia took that thick cock in deep throat. It was like she was providing a profile of her doing that for this woman to see, and to be impressed by. Virginia didn’t answer her. What could she say? Besides, she had her mouth full of cock and it would have been rude to speak with her mouth full. The woman used her words to form more degradation. There was this instant wish in Virginia that she wouldn’t use her real name - and that she would call her ‘whore’ or something - anything that didn’t remind her of who she was to such a level. It wasn’t like she needed reminding, but here it was, a cruel reminder that was dripped into her psyche on an incessant level. It was a cruel reminder that the woman didn’t even have to repeat in words that often because it was written all over her face. That reminder was in her eyes. Smiling, victorious eyes.
One might think that this wasn’t such a hard core degrading experience for Virginia to contend with. She would suck cocks on a daily basis going forward. But this was different. This man wasn’t just fucking her face with his substantial cock, he was fucking her throat. And he wasn’t JUST doing that. It had started with Virginia getting to know his cock head. Just wetting it, flicking her fleshy wet tongue over the glans to pleasure him. Indeed, it had started like any cock sucking session might start and in a way Virginia was being forward in taking the cock deep throat. She did that a few times. Take his cock head right down into her airway, into her throat and then back up so that the head was in the warm welcoming wetness of her mouth - and then back down. But the man took over slowly. As the getting to know the cock period came to an end to be superseded by her throat being fucked proper, the real man came to the fore.
He fucked Virginia’s throat in long, firm, deep strokes. This wasn’t something that the former lady had experienced before. She had been used to quickly flicking Gilbert’s cock with her tongue and making him cum like that, easily. But she had known there was more to cock sucking than that. But it turned out that there was more to cock sucking than even what she’d thought. If Virginia had been leaning towards being turned on by her day job then this could have been the exception to the rule. This was not something that was supposed to be a pleasure for Virginia. This was not something that was supposed to turn her on, or something that would ultimately provide an orgasm for her.
What was happening with this man and woman was that they were using Virginia to the fullest of extents. And as this man slid his cock in and out of her throat, her eyes bulged. At times he held his cock down there, with his balls made sloppy around her mouth, under pressure so that she gagged on it. When that cock was fully down her throat then her breathing was cut off so she had to time her breathing for when the cock head was back up in her mouth, and she had to take in enough breath in readiness for that thick cock to be slid back down again. What was happening to Virginia was that she was being positioned so that the deepest, most gruelling fucking of her throat could take place and so that it became an ordeal for her to contend with and an ordeal that the unnamed woman could see up close and personal.
And this came to be. That Virginia was almost an inanimate object, slumped on the floor as this man fucked her throat. Her eyes were wide and continued to bulge and then less bulge as that fucking continued. The man continually changing her position, or changing the angle of her head so that he could get different frictions going. Her face became a mask of drool and of spittle and pre-cum. And that was the thing, this man not cumming until he was ready. The objective was to fuck her face and throat to the maximum and that was how it had to happen. There was no easy let off for Virginia. There was no sympathy for her as might be expected, one. woman to another. The woman, an attractive well educated, elegant women in her own right became more intently focussed from up close on Virginia. She was looking at the state of the former lady’s face yes. But she was also looking at her demeanour, and her slumped body language.
“Not so much of a Lady now hey Virginia?”
Again that unnecessary reminder of who Virginia had been, and who she was now.
When the man orgasmed he did so more violently than the face fucking itself had been, and that hadn’t been gentle. He clamped Virginia’s head and face hard between his hands and he rammed his cock up and down her throat quickly and hard. He was on the vinegar strokes that preceded his orgasm and he seemed to use this brutal method in order to edge himself. He was taking himself to the edge of orgasm time after time and then just letting himself come back from that tipping point. He was using this method in order to intensify his orgasm - in order to make it more pleasurable for himself. And when he did explode into Virginia’s slack, slippery mouth it was like there was carnage in there. When he did explode into that orgasm he held her head tighter, and tried to get his cock head further down her throat than was possible. And because of that Virginia’s eyes bulged more. There was more than a little bit of fear in there - of where this would all end and what would become of her.
And there was that question - what actually was going through Virginia’s mind? She would have felt bemused and used as a bottom layer of what she felt. There might have been questions forming in her own mind as to why she was doing this. Was the thousand in payment, worth it? Was impressing Tilly Abrahams worth it? Her throat had been fucked to the point it was swollen and sore and her face was a mess. He nostrils were flared as she breathed and already she was a mess. And she would have known what she had been through and what she looked like. It would have all been adding up in her mind. The woman had been right when she said that Virginia wouldn’t be the same when she left this apartment. But this was only the start of the night.
“That’s right Lady Virginia De Roscoe, taste and swallow, taste and swallow. Show me what you’re willing to do just for money. Show me what you HAVE to do, just for money.”
The woman spoke as the man was emptying his balls into the mouth and throat of Virginia. He was rattling his bell end around her mouth, using her lips to ‘thrum’ his cock head and make it yet more pleasurable for him and as he was doing that he was jettisoning semen into her mouth and throat. And where her throat was moving in that auto swallow, there was more than enough semen filling her mouth to taste. There was more than enough of that semen for her to do what the woman was telling her to do. One had to feel for Virginia. One had to look into her eyes to see where her head was at. Yes there was that bemusement and there was that ‘fear’ if it could be called fear. But there was also an abandonment in there as well. There was this ‘switch’ that had been flicked that had turned a part of her off. Her mouth and her throat had been raped in the most brutal way possible and something inside her had been switched off.
And yet some of her remained as well. She was ‘tasting’ the semen in her mouth and she was looking directly at the woman who was over her. She was letting her see that she was doing as she was told and she was letting her know that she was earning her thousand bucks. She was letting this woman see her the way she wanted to see her. And she knew, somehow Virginia knew that she was feeding this woman with what she wanted her to see.
“This is your life now. A cum dump. A cash strapped cum dump who’ll do anything for the money.”
There was a raspiness to her voice now as that orgasm subsided and as the last dregs of semen dripped into the mouth and throat for Virginia to swallow. What this woman had said was right. She may have been saying those words cruelly, almost between gritted teeth, but that was for herself. For some reason this woman and man loathed sex workers and this was why they did what they did. This was why they sought out sex workers so that they could degrade them and use them to the maximum. But what this woman hissed down to Virginia was right. She was a cash strapped cum dump who would do anything for the money
 











CHAPTER FOURTEEN

 
A Deeper Degradation
 
Virginia screamed from somewhere deep inside her soul, or beyond as the fist was slipped up inside her sexuality.
“Stay on your all fours, and look at me. Don’t avert your eyes anywhere other than to make contact with mine. I want to see what a former royal, a former Lady, is feeling as she is used in this way.’
The woman had been pretty firm in the way she spoke to Virginia as she’d directed her to get on her all fours onto a low, glass coffee type table in the centre of the huge but sparsely finished lounge. And when she’d done that, Virginia hadn’t yet got over the head shock of having that thick cock running the length and depth of her throat. Or of having this man’s balls slapping up against her chin. Her head still trying to wrap around what he had done to her face, her mouth and her throat when the assault on her femininity was taken another turn.
The woman had been right, Virginia would never get over the extended, enhanced and ‘ultra’ face fucking she had received from that man. The thing that’d shocked her so much was that she’d never thought this man would be capable of such ‘brutality.’ When he had solicited her from that car on her corner, he had seemed so softly spoken, so business like. Virginia had thought that this would be one of many transactions she would do with men of this kind. Ok, it was different in that the woman was part of what was going on. But maybe the alarm bells should have rung for Virginia when the woman took over the negotiations.
The man had started the ball rolling, he had opened discussions and the woman had taken over. Maybe that was a safety thing that they did. If they made a habit of going round picking up street level hookers that they could subject to core level base degradation, then the fact that the solicitation would be going on very often, against the law. So the way they maybe operated was for the man to protect the woman by opening negotiations, just in case there was any undercover police cracking down on sex workers. That made sense but it was disturbing at the same time.
He hadn’t started with his own fist. He had started with a modified model fist that had been moulded and made onto a handle. This fist in its base normal form was smaller than an average man’s fist and the fingers and thumb, and general ‘shape’ was arrow like, to aid penetration and entry - but this whole fist was inflatable. This was what was used to make Virginia receptive to the fist. This was what would be used to open her up and little bit in readiness for the real thing. This was what was used to encourage her most sensitive, private flesh to give up the ghost and open up to deep invasive penetration.
The man lubed the whole of this false fist to the extent it was dripping with the slippery oily stuff. And as he did that, the woman circled the table on which Virginia was waiting on all fours. Her immense breasts by this time had rolled out of the slip dress and hung like udders underneath her. She was aware of that and she’d made an attempt to cover up but she’d been told.
“Leave them out. I like it that they are out, swinging under you. You’re making a nice image for me. Just dip your back a little bit, thrust your sex back, make like you want this and want more of it than we can give, for now. Make like you want it because you are desperate for the money.”
This woman could have been seriously disturbed given what she was saying and the tone she was using. It was like she was a woman but she didn’t like other women. And especially not women who sold their bodies and holes so that they could basically ‘live’. Correction this woman was more seriously disturbed than the man was and it was him that was doing the deeds on Virginia.
Virginia had wanted to put her breasts away, and that she couldn’t because she had been told not to, it affected with how she presented on that table. There was this level of awkwardness - she was almost like a little girl being broken in for the first time. And that she was actually an Amazonian of a mature woman who didn’t get awkward at all very easily, it made the image very erotic. And that didn’t escape the woman. She was a woman who made it her mission in life to bring women like Lady Virginia De Roscoe down. And if she could see the effect she was having in the way the women presented themselves, like Virginia now, then this was cause for her to squeeze her thighs to give herself some pleasure.
‘I know, you’re beginning to realise now, fully what you are. What a disgusting creature you are, aren’t you?”
She’d circled the table but she had stopped in front of Virginia and then squatted down on her own heels to look her in the eye. Poor Virginia hadn’t got over having her mouth and throat defiled yet.
“Yes, yes I am. I know what I am.”
And as she responded to the smiling woman in a broken husky voice, there was drool coming from her nostrils and mouth. She still had the taste of semen in her mouth that she wouldn’t be able to get rid of. She might have been used to the taste of semen by this point. But she wasn’t - it was about the ways and means that she was fed this semen. First and foremost she was a sex worker and then there were the different ways that she have been fed that semen. She hadn’t given this man a bow job, as such. What had actually happened was that her mouth and throat had been brutally raped. And so this affected how she tasted and how she hung on to that taste of the semen that had been exploded into her mouth and throat.
And now there was this ‘fist’ thing being introduced to her cunt.
“Spread your knees on the table, as wide as you can, dip your back and thrust yourself back. You have to earn money from your body, from your sexuality, right? And this is what you have to do to earn that money.”
There was barely anything left of the panty hose she’d worn for the whole of her ’shift’. But that didn’t matter as a hole was already made for easy access to the handled fist. Virginia did look striking. She looked breathtakingly yet disturbingly erotic as that fist was slipped up inside her. The man slipped it in slowly and as he did that, he turned the handle so that the fist turned inside her. That made sure that all of the bumps and knuckles were prodding and riding up and around the internal flesh of Virginia. There was no resistance as such - the lubrication. had taken care of that. Virginia was down on her forearms and her ass was high. The man had taken his time to get the arrowed fingers and thumb of the fist past the outer folds of labia. And then him slipping the fist deeper into her.
Visibly Virginia was adapting herself, her shape to take the fist and the forearm of this model. Most of the time the woman was down, looking at her in the eye, just to see the effect. But occasionally she was going round the back and she was letting Virginia know that she was going round there to look at her stretched flesh. That was what she was looking at, the sight of stretched sexual flesh around this appendage that had been rather unceremoniously shoved into her most private feminine place.
And once that fist was pushing against her cervix, he held it there. He held it there and continued to twist it, and turn it inside her. But then he began the inflation process. That inflation process making sure that the fist grew - that it enlarged and swelled up inside Virginia. The fingers, the thumb, the knuckles of that fist just getting bigger, digging into the internal sexual flesh of Virginia. And when that happened she let out a more than audible scream.
“Uuuuuhhhhhhhhhhhhhh. Fuck!”
The woman was back at Virginia’s face then. She was squatting on her heels and she was looking her in the eyes. That was what she wanted to see - another woman under a surreal amount of distress and anxiety just to earn her money. That was something that flicked all of the switches inside this woman’s head. It was something that turned her on. She didn’t need to make sexually gratified noises to show that she was turned on. It came from her eyes. Those pupils opening wider and the colour of her eyes darkening as she got more and more turned on by what she herself was controlling.
This was like a well-practiced degradation of a sex worker that they carried out on a regular basis. The difference there was that this woman had a former lady, a former royal in front of her doing what she had to do, just to earn her money. And this was the ultimate kick for her. This was the result of probably a search for real gratification that had been going on for years. This was like the culmination of a journey that until this night, hadn’t shown any sign of ending any time soon. But now Virginia was the epitome of what they had been looking for.
And then the fist was inflated a little bit more via a twist device on the handle itself. And there was another scream from Virginia.
“Uhhhhhhh god please no.”
Virginia had rested her forehead on one of her forearms as she was stretched a little bit more.
“Look at me. I told you to look at me at all times.”
And when Virginia did raise her head to look at this woman her face was pained. There was distress there, en-mass. And there was more than an amount of deep seated anxiety. Her eyes were streaming tears, real tears as her most personal private flesh was stretched more and more. She looked at the woman and there was almost this imploring quality to the way she looked at her. But in contrast this woman was just looking back, and very slightly smiling. Yes that was it, there was this ‘slight’ smile that came across as sadistic. And for Virginia, her lips were trembling. The whole of her face was trembling but this was what this woman wanted to see. And the question could have been, what of the man? What did he want? What was he getting out of this? Difficult questions to answer. One would have to look deep into the psyche of this couple as a whole to find out what he got out of it.
On the surface it was about her. It was about her controlling the narrative. That maybe she was a control freak. But also that there was a sadist in there somewhere. But for him, possibly, he thrived on being controlled by this woman himself. Maybe this was where he got his kicks from. There was no trouble with him performing sexually - that was clear from what he did with Virginia’s face, her mouth and her throat. But ultimately what he got, or didn’t get from an encounter was controlled by the woman.
“He’s going to take the fist out now and exchange it for his own, real fist.”
The woman chose her words carefully and precisely. And she delivered them up close and personal to Virginia’s face. She wanted her to hear them and absorb her words. She wanted Virginia to know what was going to happen next. And Virginia looked her in the eyes the whole time.
“But before he does that, he’s going to slip the play fist inside your ass and loosen you up there a little bit as well. And then I am going to fist your ass, because a girl like me, deserves to fist a cum dump like you.”
The woman spoke straight faced. One might have expected some kind of emphasis put on what she was saying with facial expressions. But she was keeping it simple - she needed to keep it simple because she knew that Virginia was under duress and that she was distressed to a certain extent. So her objective was for her to get the words from her mouth and into Virginia’s head in a simple and short way as possible without lessening the impact of them. And as she spoke Virginia’s eyes opened wider to a point that they bulged.
It could have been that she wasn’t believing what she was hearing. It could have been that she was shocked to the core at what she was hearing. But in there somewhere would have been the absolute dread of what she still had to go through. In there somewhere would have been the total dismay at what she had yet to go through to gratify this couple.
She had lost all sense of time now. And she could have dismissed the time some time ago. What time it was or how much time she had left, that didn’t matter - she had to gratify this couple - she had to do it. And she had to impress Tilly Abrahams. Somehow, taking into consideration what she was going through at this precise time, she was still aware of what she had to do, in order to get off the streets. It was clear that Virginia was using a possible opportunity to be taken off the streets by Tilly, in order to get through this.
Virginia’s sexuality made a disgusting wet sloppy noise as the man began to retrieve the inflated fist from her. There was this squelching and this slippery wet noise that kind of dehumanised Virginia a little bit and she was aware of this noise. But she was more concerned with having this thing taken from her still inflated. That was another deliberate thing, for it to be removed from her still inflated. And the man did it slowly. He did that turning thing he’d done on the way in. Just pulling with the handle slowly, and at the same turn turning the whole fist so that it mashed up her most delicate inner flesh as it was slowly pulled out.
Virginia made some noises but she kept the eye contact with the woman who was back down squatting on her own heels now and looking deep into her eyes. There was that smile again. And that smile must have been something that confused Virginia deep inside. A smile should have been all pleasant and a show of kindness and warmth but there was none of that coming from this smile. It was a fully lipsticked smile, slightly lopsided and every so often her tongue touched the corner of her mouth, either one side or the other. And that was it, that made the smile less than kind of caring, or warm. The slight show of sexual arousal made it a sadistic smile that was just inches from her own face.
“Lady Virginia De Roscoe of the royal family, now a cum dump and a taker of the fist.”
The fist came out of her with a plop to signal the end of those words and Virginia sighed with some kind of relief and the man had come round to her facial end and he was carrying that fully pumped up fist. Just dangling it, holding it by the handle. It was dripping - a mixture of Virginia’s own juices and the oily lube that had been applied. And he was dangling this ‘thing’ this mincer with in front of her face, again inches from her face. This couple were intense. They didn’t say much, and the words that the woman did say were designed and applied to hurt. They were designed and applied to be poured into the psyche of Virginia in that way that they stayed with her. In all of Virginia’s nightmares she could never have come up with a vision like this.
This man allowed Virginia to see and almost smell, and taste the juices dripping from that thing before he moved again out of sight. He put the fist down handle up leaning against Virginia’s hip and that could only be so that his hands were freed up. Just when that happened there was this whimpering sound and at first Virginia didn’t know what it was, or who it was. It was only gradually that she realised the noise was coming from herself. And that she was whimpering because she knew that although the fist was out of her for now, her ordeal was far from over. The woman had been at pains to describe intimately and intensely what was going to happen next and that whimpering was as though her defences were in surrender mode already.
“Back in position cum slut. All fours, knees spread and back dipped. Make yourself available for the people that have paid for your ‘services’.”
Again that nastiness from the woman in reminding Virginia of her status now, whilst not even crediting her royal status of the past. Virginia did what she was told, wearily. Her sexuality, her cunt was a stretched piece of hyper sensitive flesh and now she knew that this man was going to fist her with his own real hand. And for micro seconds that seemed longer, she toyed with that in her mind. And what it would mean to feel a real fist inside her. And what it meant that she would be able to take a real fist inside her cunt like that. And what did that say about her as a woman?
But first she knew that the thing, the false fist was going to be slipped up inside her ass and she had to prepare herself, in her mind for that. She couldn’t not try to prepare herself even though to even think about it was damaging her psyche. There was a hiss of the fist being deflated, and in a small insignificant way that offered some crumb of comfort to her - that she wouldn’t have to take it, inside her back passage still fully inflated. Still, even the thought of taking that thing inside her anal passage made her loathe herself all over again. She had been ‘blacked’ already there earlier this same evening. There should have been very little of her own self-worth left. Maybe there wasn’t any of it left.
But the point was that her mind couldn’t be shut off from what was happening to her body and to her femininity. There was nothing that she could do to block it out or file it away never to be seen again - the way that this couple worked, what they did and how they did it, Virginia was supposed to live every nano second of it. She was supposed to feel it the way they intended her to feel it and she was supposed to be affected by what they did to her. And now this man was getting into position again. Now he was on his knees directly behind her ready to give the false fist to her ass before he slipped his own real fist into her gaping sex hole.
 











CHAPTER FIFTEEN

 
Double Fisted - Double The Trouble
 
Virginia screamed out as the arrow shaped fist slipped past her sphincter and into the deeper depths of her anal tract. For some reason, that she had been blacked by that enormous cock earlier in her shift, she’d thought that maybe the fist would slip up inside her easier. That it would just slide right on in with the damage that the thick black cock had left. But it wasn’t like that. It wasn’t like it at all. Those arrowed fingers and all the contours of the false fist were different to those of the black cock she had taken. Now her flesh was being expected to adapt again, except this man wasn’t waiting for her to adapt. He was sliding the fist in, all in one go. He was slipping it past the raised outer ring of her ass and then he was pushing. He rested one hand on the small of Virginia’s back and he used the handled fist with his other hand, and he pushed, and pushed sending it all in, in one go.
Virginia sucked in air and she screamed out. And as she did that, the woman was looking right into her eyes from inches away. And that was it. This woman was in Virginia’s personal space as she screamed. The woman seemed to be bathing in Virginia’s distress as that fist was pushed inside her. And then with the fist hitting the bend in Virginia’s colon he stopped pushing. Virginia could feel that lower arm piece of the model stretching her ass wide and she could feel her own pulses, her own anal twitches as it sucked on the appendage.
But then there was the inflation again. Then there was the sound and the sensation of that thing inflating in her ass again. It was a slow inflation but with every millimetre that it grew caused spasms of pain to rock through Virginia and these spasms, although invisible to the naked eye, manifested themselves in the way Virginia screwed up her face, as though she was being deeply pained by what was happening inside her. Her face was reflecting the truth, the absolute truth of what was happening to her. As the fist inflated inside her colon there was the distraught look on her face. One could not decide if the distress was due to the stretching of her most personal private flesh or because of the degradation that had to be seething through every one of her veins. Maybe a mixture of the two. Virginia was screaming relentlessly by the time the fist had been inflated to the maximum and the sight of that handle protruding from her, and quivering at the same time was one to behold.
And it was just left there to protrude and quiver, and drip with lube. It wouldn’t just come out of her, or be expelled by her because the inflation was such that it was tight and locked inside of her. But now the man was arrowing his own fingers and fist in readiness to slide up inside her pussy. He didn’t do that straight away, instead he played with her swollen labia, letting her know that his attention was now on her cunt. And that interrupted the screaming that she was unleashing. That returned that screaming to a whimpering - a sound of distress. This man, also nameless found her clitoris and popped it from under the hood and he squeezed it between his slippery thumb and forefinger. She wished he wouldn’t do that. Such was her mind at this point that she considered that he didn’t have any right to be doing what he did. It was only in split seconds of clarity that she got it that he had every right to do what he was doing. They were paying for her services and there was nothing, no part of her mind, no part of her sexuality that was off limits to him, or the woman.
And then his fingers were sliding in past the swollen, dripping labia and up to the first, the second and third knuckles. This was different. This was a live hand going up inside her reproductive tract and she didn’t know how to feel about that. She didn’t know how she was supposed to feel about that. Again he had a hand resting on the small of her back and he was using that as a lever for sliding deeper and deeper with his hand. And then she could feel movement inside her of the individual fingers. those fingers arrowed at first but then spreading open, exploring her inner flesh in this way.
Virginia just whimpered as a way of expressing her physical and emotional distress at what was happening to her. That model fist, that appendage hadn’t been real, but this was and it was this that was getting to her the most. That she could feel a living hand moving inside her. Not just fingers but an entire fist up inside her. It had been the fingers and thumbs and knuckles at first, but then the larger part of the hand, and the lower arm slid into her and she gasped. She gasped because it hurt her, and she gasped because she was aware of the swelling of her clitoris and above all she wished that she couldn’t feel that. She wished that her clitoris hadn’t reacted to the man squeezing it and playing with it, but it had.
Virginia had led the kind of life that wouldn’t allow her to think that one day she would be ‘fist fucked’. She would have never imagined such a thing when she was with Gilbert. It just wouldn’t have been a thing. The truth was it would have never been a thing in her mind. But now here she was on her hands and knees on a coffee table looking out from the 20th floor of a block of high end apartments looking over the city’s wealthiest district, and there was a real fist in her pussy and there was an inflated fist inside her ass. The man was actually fist fucking her. He was moving his fist in and out of her. At times the outer lips of her cunt were clinging and stretched around the middle of his arm. And then at times, on the out-stroking of this fist fucking her cunt was gripping the wrist. Whilst he fist fucked her he didn’t take his hand all the way out of her, rather, he kept it in and as her pussy gripped his wrist, so he clenched his fingers and thumb into a fist. And this was how he fist fucked Virginia. This was how he slowly but completely fist fucked her.
And eventually, the woman moved into place behind Virginia. For some reason Virginia was completely aware of what was going on in and around her. She wished she could block it out but she couldn’t. She would do if she could. She didn’t really want to be aware of anything as she went through this. She wanted to close it all out and not be in the moment, but she couldn’t do that. She had to live it as it happened. And for some reason that would forever escape her, she knew that as the woman took her position behind her, she was going to be joining in this monstrous assault on her femininity.
And immediately she sensed that the inflated fist in her ass was being taken hold of by the handle by this woman. She just knew it and just for a split second there was this disgust and horror in her that this woman could take part in anything like this against another woman. But then it was gone again. That micro second and that disgust was there, and then it was gone as she became aware of the movement of the inflated fist inside her anal tract. The woman was pushing it, pulling it and then turning it, twisting it inside her and at the same time, the man was fucking his own real fist inside her cunt there were these two movements happening inside her and she had to contend with that and she had to deal with that.
“The Lady Virginia De Roscoe is a whole lot of fun, I think we can agree.”
There it was, the reminder of who she was, or who she had been once. Virginia could have done without that. She felt as though she would be split at the seams from the two fists up inside her. She felt as though she was being defiled but that was because she WAS being defiled. But the worse of it for her was that what she felt in her mind. She couldn’t ever remember a time when she’d regretted something in her life but now, there was this sense, or this sensation that she was full of regrets. But if she questioned herself in her mind she didn’t know what she was regretful of.
Maybe she was regretful of everything. Maybe this was the point that she was regretting being who she was. This couple did things to sex workers that brought them to the lowest point in their lives even when they thought they had reached that point already. But with Virginia, she offered up a whole new level of hurt front the word go. She was a distant royal, a celebrity and had standing in the community. This couple hadn’t had this much to play with in their perverse adventures, the woman had said as much. And now it was all coming home for Virginia. She was here because of who she was. Had it not been her on that corner, this couple would have chosen another nondescript whore to take back this place and abuse in this way. But, no, Virginia wouldn’t wish this on her worst enemy, let alone a woman who was selling herself to put food on the table.
So maybe it was because of who she was that she was regretful.  Maybe this was the lowest she could be that these things were going through her mind. With every step so far, Virginia had thought she was at rock bottom and the there was no way that there was a lower place for her to be in. And every time she had been proved wrong in that. Every time she had been taken to a place that was lower still. And now she could feel these fists in her. She was a Lady and she could feel the most intimate of her places invaded crudely and brutally by these fists, an inflated model and a real fist and she was being fist fucked by two fists at once.
That happened to her, that she kept slipping into the mindset that she was a Lady. But then that mindset crumbled when she realised that this was not the case at all. Then she slipped back into that regretful mode, regretting that she had ever been a lady or a royal before, ever. Whatever was happening to Virginia at this precise point, her mind was in the process of melting.
Virginia was panting. The double fist fucking was taking it out of her. The stretch of her ass by the inflated fist she was sure had ruined her some more. And the live hand was exploring her totally at will. The lubrication to both fists had ensured there was no resistance there. Those two fists were free to twist and turn and the man was free to take advantage of the extra dexterity offered by his individual fingers and his fist.
It was when the woman began to slide the inflated fist out of her ass that Virginia screamed again. There was no ceremony or no sympathy for the extended use that the ass had been through on this shift. Why should there be? The couple were buying and paying for full usage. They didn’t care what she had been through in the rest of the day, or evening, or what she’d have to go through in the future. Virginia was on the rack and so she had to provide full services whatever levels of degradation that created. It was what this couple lived for, the degradation of another woman. The deeper that degradation the better. And it as the willingness to be defiled and used this way that turned on this couple to the utmost and that especially turned on the woman.
“Here, drink some more of my piss.”
The woman had simply pissed into an expensive china bowl and placed it in front of Virginia. The steam rose from it and into the nostrils of Virginia. The aroma was strong, acrid and Virginia’s nostril twitched. She looked down into the bowl and the urine was almost a deep orange colour. She let out a little weeping sound. That could have been one of the first signs of her breaking down. The thing about Virginia was that she had always been a strong imposing and somewhat intimidating woman. But since her fortunes had changed she didn’t intimidate anyone. The only ones she intimidated were from her old life. No-one from her new life were afraid of her. This couple knew who she was but didn’t respect her. In fact they disrespected her because of who she was. It was like she had lost everything but that wasn’t enough, she had to lose more. It was like it was all piling up on top for her and there was no way out of it.
But then she thought about Tilly Abrahams and the opportunity she was giving her and it seemed to all come right again. She allowed herself that little weep as she lowered her head to the piss bowl. And there was another little cry of anguish as her deep auburn hair strands dipped into the piss. The caustic aroma of the urine was almost overwhelming and she took a deep breath as the woman stood there watching her and then she was lapping at the piss. Then she was drinking that piss with her tongue rather than with her lips, because, wasn’t this what dirty dogs did? Drink from dirty piss bowls? And this didn’t escape her. It didn’t escape her that what she was doing even the lowest of the low wouldn’t do. And this knowledge, this insight that she had of herself at this point in time did only one thing and that was to further the mind melt that she was being subjected to.
Then the woman was behind her again and that didn’t bode well for Virginia. The woman had removed the inflated fist and now she was arrowing her own fist. And this was almost a step too far for Virginia to comprehend. This woman was going to slide her real hand up inside her ass. Of all the things that she had been subjected to and been willing to do in this new life of hers, for some reason being anally fisted by another woman’s real hand was something that was beyond obscene for Virginia to get her head around. She wept a little bit as she felt the somewhat demure fingers of the woman at her anal entrance. Like the man she didn’t penetrate immediately, she let Virginia know what she was going to do by letting her finger nails slide around the raised anal ring, and then began the penetration slowly. And there was her smaller hand on the small of Virginia’s back, just letting her know a little more intimately what was happening.
And then the fingers sliding in at the same time as the man continued, relentlessly pumping his fist in and out of her cuntal tract. This was this couple in full flow. This was what they did. But it was more than what they normally did. They had a member of the establishment, a distant member of the royal family at their mercy and this was the pinnacle for them. Maybe they had double fisted a whore in the past but it wouldn’t have been like this one. Maybe they had insisted that whore drink piss before but it wouldn’t have been like this. This was them realising their dream of truly and deeply degrading a woman for what she was and what she did to earn money. It was a psychological boost for them that Virginia was in her newly acquired deposed and depressed state. It was just a case of them being in the right place at the right time. It was just a case of them being there for the pick up and it had worked to perfection and now they were at the crossroads of what they could do to this woman, and to what extent they could do it.
 
Who’s to know how long that double fisting by this couple went on for. Virginia had been through several stages of adapting then releasing back into total despair. She had been through periods of weeping, and yet staying precisely where she was so that this couple could work her to the bone. She had been through periods of lapping at the piss with her tongue, just to give her something else to do as she tried to contend with what was happening to her most delicate and private flesh.
The fact that this couple brutally fist fucked Virginia was not in question. That fact that they did it several times until Virginia passed out, was not in question either.
“You need to feel like you have been totally and abysmally used and abused, just so that you could earn money. You need to feel that you have never been used like this before, or that you will ever again.”
It was always the woman who spoke to Virginia as the assault went on relentlessly. It was always her that seemed to make the experience or the ordeal worse for Virginia. Worse on her mind and worse on her physical femininity. It was that woman on woman thing that made it worse for Virginia. It was actually this woman’s presence that set a whole different tone to the obscenity that was taking place. Virginia had never been fist fucked let alone double fist fucked but in her melting mind there was the thought that she could have handled it better - that she could have dealt with it better if it had been two guys double fisting her. That she could have written it off in her mind that it was just another job and they were just men being men.
But at the end of it, when those real fists plopped out of her, and they did ‘plop’ out of her, she felt several steps beyond defiled. And with this woman looking down on her still on her all fours, still with her tits hanging out swinging under her, still with her back dipped and her knees spread, she felt aggrieved in her mind. Her anal flesh and her vaginal flesh were on the verge of prolapse, and it was like there was nothing about her that this couple didn’t know. What made it worse was the woman, counting out the one thousand in fifty notes and the look of utter calm on her face - as though she had done nothing wrong, as though she was at complete and utter peace with herself.
“Feel free to shower. There’s clean towels for you, and everything you need. When you’re ready to go, there will be a cab waiting for you.”
And this was a completely different woman to the one that had controlled the usage of Virginia. This was a softly spoken, almost polite woman that just was not the same one as the one who had watched over and taken part in the things being done to her. She had gratified herself and she was on the come down now, and for Virginia her ‘trip’ wasn’t yet even started, not properly.
 











CHAPTER SIXTEEN

 
Aftermath 2
 
It was gone 9am when Virginia pretty much stumbled out of that high end apartment block in the financial district of the city. When she came past the concierge and out onto the street she was a little bemused. She was sore between the legs, between her ass cheeks and the insides of her femininity was feeling the worse for wear as well - there had to have been some internal bruising. She’d had a shower, so that was a good thing but the end kindness of both the man and the woman had thrown her. They were like a different couple after what they had done to her over the course of a night. It was like they got to a point where they had to go get this sex worker to degrade and once they got their kicks, they were like normal people again. But how could a man and woman be normal after what they had done to her?
One had to put it down to the client list that Virginia was going to accumulate over time. It was already like she was a specialist woman who might attract a certain kind of specialist client, both male and female. And to be fair to Virginia, she was as far from the common street prostitute as it was possible for her to be.
Her cab was there ready for her, but for what? To take her back to the shit room that she slept in at night? She couldn’t go back there now - she squinted in the bright morning light and she knew she’d never be able to sleep in that cesspit. She’d learnt that she had to be exhausted literally for her to get any sleep - and that it had to be dark - it had to be night time. It had to be the time of day when she could lock out real life and just curl up under her dirty duvet and drift off. She wouldn’t be able to do that in the middle of the day.
“Take me to The Avenue. Drop me there, please.”
It was The Avenue that was infamous for being the red light district and area where her corner was.
“Are you sure love? Not the best part of town.”
“I’m sure, just do it please.”
And that was the sum total of the conversation between Virginia and the cab driver. One would have thought that one look at the way Virginia was dressed that she actually belonged in that part of town. Even though she’d showered now and put on a new pair of hose, she still had that same, now stained, slip dress on and the scuffled heels. She’d been able to re-apply her makeup as well. But it was odd, that a woman like her, so recently deposed from a privileged life, automatically made herself up to look like a whore. Maybe this was the first sign of her, not so much settling in, but accepting her new fate. Whatever, it didn’t say much for the cab driver not being able to recognise her as a whore. Or maybe he was just being polite. Maybe he had a story of his own to tell and he was just being polite.
She didn’t know what she was going to do at this time of day. Business as in sex work would be non-existent. But she needn’t have worried. She got out of the cab fifteen minutes later and made her way to ‘her corner’. Just as she got there, Tilly Abrahams car pulled up, besides her. The window opened up and Tilly spoke.
“Get in, we need to have a chat.”
There was no towel spread out for Virginia to sit on now. Tilly just patted the bare leather, like encouragement for Virginia to come sit beside her.
“Long night hey? But you’ve scrubbed up well. I can image what that all nighter was like. And I know the kind of money you made, so let’s divvy up now and we can get on with business. How much have you earned, gross, for tonight?”
Tilly spoke in a calm business-like manner. It didn’t seem to affect her one iota, to be fleecing Virginia of sixty five percent of her earnings.
“It has been a long night, yes.”
Tilly watched how Virginia moved. She could tell she was hurting everywhere even if she had freshened up. But there were no visible marks on her from being manhandled or treated roughly.
“A thousand and ninety bucks. My earnings from the whole of the night.”
Virginia opened her purse to show Tilly the cash.
“Well, yes your gross earnings are a thousand and ninety, but sixty five percent of that is mine of course. So let’s see, a quick calculation, brings your net earnings for the night to, three hundred and eight one fifty to you and seven hundred and eight fifty to me. Let’s call it seven hundred to me, three hundred and ninety to you. How does that sound? You’ve done really well for a first night. Getting the all-nighter was fortunate.”
And Tilly knew what she was saying. And she more or less knew that Virginia had been through one hell of a night and that she was feeling down to an extent. She knew that giving back some, very little even, of what she was taking would come across as an act of kindness.
“Uhhh Tilly, are you sure? I mean the deal was sixty five percent to you and I was happy with that. I mean you haven’t had to do anything for me, but you have and I am very grateful, I promise you.”
As Virginia spoke Tilly reached across and did that thing where she draped a hand and wrist over Virginia’s nylon sheathed knee.
“Virginia, I reward my best whores. And you can be one of the best whores I’ve ever had working for me. Treat the extra cash as a gift from me to you. Just learn to know that it’s not all doom and gloom in sex work.”
And Tilly was smiling. Virginia didn’t know if that was one hundred percent correct after the night she’d just had - that it wasn’t all doom and gloom. The first two jobs she’d done had kicked her sideways psychologically but that all nighter was something that had done the same only more and had tested her physically as well. She was exhausted and yet she was feeling the love from Tilly which could go some way to explain her state of mind.
“Thank you so much Tilly. I want to do the best I can for you, all the time, I promise.”
Any other time, any other place, and Virginia wouldn’t have been able to believe the words she was coming out with. But she was feeling it. She was meaning what she was saying.
“I know you do, and I know you will.”
Tilly smiled and stroked Virginia’s knee with her polished, perfect forefinger nail.
“Now the reason I’ve come to see you is twofold. I have good news, and maybe a bit of bad news, that needn’t be so bad as it seems. Which would you like first, the good news or the bad?”
Tilly continued to stroke the inside of Virginia’s knees as she spoke and then as she waited for the response.
“Oh! Ok! I could do with some good news if I’m honest but why don’t we get the bad news out of the way first, if that’s ok?”
Tilly smiled, and she spoke again.
“Well, I’ve been speaking to the accountants and the lawyers. With everything taken into account - with all properties priced, all fees settled up, there is a three million pound deficit which you will need to settle.”
And Tilly stopped right there. She wanted Virginia to process the words she was speaking. And as she did that she was looking directly at Virginia, like she wanted to see the effect of her words.
“Oh god! Tilly, I don’t have three million. I don’t have anything left, except what I earn for you, being a whore.”
And there was this slump like quality that had washed over Virginia. She’d thought that with the courts freezing everything and Tilly getting everything so that there was nothing left to get, that she wouldn’t be liable for any further debt. This time Tilly smoothed the nylon sheathed leg of Virginia with the flat of her hand.
“I know you don’t I know you don’t. It’s ok.”
“But what can I do? I still owe you three million. I could be a ‘super whore’ and not earn that in a life time.”
It was interesting that Virginia was thinking that way. Even more interesting that she wasn’t visibly breaking down. Although to be fair, inside her mind Virginia was going numb with this shock.
“Well you’re right of course and because this whole thing is wrapped up in a legal process, it has to come to some sort of conclusion. So we have to go back to Court, later today. However, because I am the plaintiff, I can, to an extent call the shots. I can bring this to an end pretty easily.”
Tilly stopped again just to make sure that Virginia was keeping up.
“But how Tilly? Three fucking million!”
“I can convince the Judge that you intend to settle the debt by working for me to pay it off. I have the ways and the means of furnishing such an arrangement that would be legitimate.”
What Tilly was saying really was that she would own Virginia. That she would take her back to court later this same day and pretty much make her ownership of Virginia legitimate. It was like a form of legalised slavery, in plain sight that she was proposing. And yet to Virginia it wouldn’t have seemed liked this. To her, Tilly was offering her a way out. To her, she had nothing to lose. She had nothing anyway, so to agree to this was a no-brainer. Virginia wasn’t seeing the sinister side of it. She couldn’t see the sinister side because all she was doing was seeing a way out of a debt that was at three million.
“You’d do that for me? After all I’ve put you through?”
Virginia really was seeing Tilly through rose coloured spectacles.
“I want to put this to bed Virginia. I can’t be seen to ‘write off’ three million, that would look ‘odd’. But because you have nothing, no money and no assets, then the working for me to pay at least some of the debt will look good in court. It will show you in a good light that you are trying to pay what you owe and it won’t do me any harm to be seen helping someone down on their luck, will it? Obviously we won’t be going into detail about the kind of work you’ll be doing for me. That is between you and me.”
And Tilly was stroking Virginia’s knee again now with her nail. That seemed to be a thing for her - almost like a sign that she owned Virginia already and that she had every right to touch her and stroke her like this.
“Of course Tilly of course! Fuck, this is a bit of a shock to me. So that’s the bad news out of the way, what’s the good news?”
It was easy to see the shock in Virginia. It was in her eyes. She had huge eyes anyway but it was like they were out on stalks. A bit like the rabbit caught in the headlights. Tilly didn’t say anything at first, she just smiled and reached into her purse taking out a bunch of keys and holding them up in front of Virginia, but again she didn’t say anything.
“I don’t understand Tilly I’m sorry. I’m still in shock if I’m honest.”
Tilly swung the keys round her fingers and then caught them.
“I’ve got a proper apartment for you, so that you can come off the streets.”
It was all she said and again she was waiting for Virginia to process the words.
“Oh My God Tilly! You don’t mean it. You’re teasing me? Surely?”
Victoria was genuinely bemused as she tried to process what Tilly was saying.
“I do mean it and I’m not teasing you. I admit I wouldn’t have taken you off the corner so soon, but you are still three million down and so I have to look after you, in a manner of speaking. Working the streets won’t have enough of a payback for me, so we have to look to the specialised areas of service for you. But no, this is real. It’s not a ‘room’, it’s a smart apartment that is included in the package I will be putting forward at Court today. It means at least an end to one nightmare for you Virginia.”
Virginia, for a mature woman, could barely keep the smile off her face and Tilly was seeing that. It hadn’t really been bad news good news, it had been two levels of good news. At least that was how Virginia was seeing it. And that was how it had been packaged by Tilly. Tilly was a gangster but she had a twist as well. There was a twist in her makeup, in her personality that made her enjoy manipulating people. Manipulation in the organised crime game was a must-have skill. But her’s went beyond that and into her deeper psyche.
“I’m not going to be able to thank you enough Tilly. I thought I was done for. I didn’t think I’d be staying round long, I even thought about ‘checking out’ if I’m honest.”
And that was a revelation - that Virginia had considered suicide. Well a lot of people would have done that in her position or similar.
“Well, I’m here to make sure you don’t check out Virginia. You have a life ahead of you. Not the life you were used to, but one that is liveable. One that you can build on and strive to better yourself with what you’ve got now.”
Tilly paused and all the time she was stroking Virginia’s knee.
“Now, I am going to drop you off at your new apartment. The Court hearing is at 3pm this afternoon. There’s a brand new outfit for you to wear - everything you need, plus an addition that will be self-explanatory. I will pick you up, around 2.30. All I ask Virginia is that I’m impressed with what I see when I see you at 2.30. and we will have this all put to bed before we leave court. You won’t have any more debt hanging over you. All you have to concentrate on is impressing me with all that you do in your new job.”
Tilly was smiling again and again she was using the flat of her hand to ‘smooth’ the sheer nylon of the hose over the inside of Virginia’s knee. This time though she was working her hand higher up the inside of the thigh. The strangest thing was that Virginia didn’t object or didn’t try to resist. In Virginia’s mind this woman was being kind to her and if she was completely honest with herself, what Tilly did, that stroking thing, that smoothing thing wasn’t ‘unpleasant’. In fact quite the opposite. And it was a comfort to her. If Tilly was stroking and smoothing her like this then she must have been happy with her, right?
“Oh Tilly, I promise you, I will try every single minute of every single day to impress you. I don’t even think I want to impress you because I want to, but because I need to. You’re my lifeline to a life. I didn’t think I would have one. But you’re giving me one, and more. I’ll forever be in your debt.”
And the thing was, Virginia didn’t know how right she was. She would be in Tilly’s debt forever. Tilly smiled as she tapped the glass to the driver to drive off.
“There’s many ways you can impress me Virginia and you will learn of all those ways in due course. My intention for you, is that you will be a highly desired ‘specialist’ in the sexual services you offer. You won’t just offer your body, but your mind as well. You will give people who are deeply deviant, pleasure, because you want to impress me. In time, impressing me, pleasing me will become the very essence, the very core of your life. But that road trip is a long one. A very long one, but I have full confidence in you.”
And this was a different Tilly. This was a woman who was in some kind of zone as she spoke. She was in some kind of place in her head that she needed to be in order get all of this out. She was looking ahead and she reflected a woman who was content with how things were going. That she had made plans, laid them down and now they were coming to fruition. There was this level of confidence in her that allowed her to visit that zone that she visited from time to time.
But there was this darkness there as well. If Virginia was completely of sound mind then she would be reading between the lines. She would be hearing the alarm bells ringing. Already there was a secret between her and Tilly, about the nature of the work that she would be doing. She wasn’t seeing that she could walk away if she wanted, and that Tilly could whistle for her three million because she simply didn’t have it. So complete and so entwined was the preparation and the execution of Tilly’s demise of Virginia that she didn’t see it coming. It had been a process to bring her down one little bit at a time.
And that was it, the timing. The timing had been perfectly executed in a way that simply wrapped Virginia up in shock and bemusement. The old Virginia would have spotted the stitch up a mile off. She knew Tilly Abrahams and what she did for a living - all about the organised crime and the gambling clubs, the casinos and the sex workers, and trafficking. She knew all of that, but because of the way she was brought down, she felt she was the guilty one. Gilbert had been the tool that Tilly used, but Virginia had been the target all the time and the way she had played her cards was extraordinarily sinister and cynical. Fucking with a mature, intelligent woman’s head and then going in for the kill. It had been that simple. It had been that ‘easy’. But it had been complex as well, drawing on her skills as the main woman in organised crime, and her skills as a legitimate business woman, and now her skills as a guardian angel. It was check mate!
“You can just pull over here. This is fine.”
The ride in the limo hadn’t been a long one. Back into the financial district and down a few side streets.
“This is the apartment block you’ll be living in. Make it your own Virginia. There’s no tenancy agreement, I own the freehold outright and the apartment comes as part of your employment package with me. All of this will stand up in court. Who knows, if you do ‘ultra-well’ you may get an upgrade. But whatever, this will be better than that stinking room you’ve been sleeping in. I’ve put a new cell phone in there for you as well, and a bit of a welcome basket. But don’t forget, 2.30 I will be picking you up. You’ve got time to settle in, get your head round things, and mark this up as the first day of the rest of your life.”
Tilly was smiling and she leaned over to Virginia, and she kissed her with red lips on the cheek, leaving just a little outline trace of her lips.
“Thank you so, so much Tilly.”
As though overwhelmed by emotion she reached in and hugged Tilly close. Tilly just smiled. This was a good day.
 











CHAPTER SEVENTEEN

 
Back To Court
 
Virginia watched the Merc glide off into the morning traffic and then she’d looked at her bunch of keys. She couldn’t quite believe what she was seeing, or holding. She had keys to her own apartment! Just when she thought she was going to be in that god forsaken room for months and months on end, or until Tilly Abrahams decided she had sucked enough cocks to be given ‘a better room’, she gets the keys to her own apartment in one of the best areas of the city. The block looked impressive. There was a huge double entrance door with twenty four hour concierge inside. A black suited head guy behind the desk and a uniformed porter ready to jump into action at the sight of a suitcase or a heavy bag of shopping.
Virginia took a moment to gather her thoughts. Just for these moments she was enjoying the fresh air on her face. But it wasn’t only that, it was the weight that felt like it was lifted off her shoulders. She’d not been sure how long she would have been able to live in that room. If anything that was when the thought of her checking out for good were at their strongest. But now, this huge weight was lifted off her shoulders. She was still exhausted from the all nighter, and from what that schitzo couple had done to her over last night. But now she could sleep in a proper bed and she feel safe in her own place.
“Which floor is apartment 12 on please?”
Virginia had gone in and asked the head guy behind the desk. She’d been aware of his eyes roaming up her from the ankles. There was no doubt what he thought. She just found herself wondering if he knew who she was. Her face wasn’t exactly unknown in the city. And with him being a head concierge, he would have known everything and everyone. That’s what they did wasn’t it - to make sure they knew everything and to make sure they could get anything anyone asked for?
“10th floor Ma’am and Ms Abrahams instructed that anything you ask for, we should fulfil. Anything at all. The elevators, are just over there in the lobby Ma’am.”
And that had taken Virginia back a little bit. Yes those eyes had poured all over her, but this polite, softly spoken man with the slight European accent had been nothing if not professional and efficient.
“Thank you so much.”
And there was the click click of her high heels on the marble floor. And that sound would have attracted the eyes of anyone in the vicinity, to the pair of exceptional legs, sheathed in the sheerest of nylon. Virginia was aware of the porter looking and she smiled to herself. If only he knew her story. He was a younger guy, brown skinned and he looked new to the job. The head guy though, there was this manner about him that would tell anyone he knew everything about everything. What shook Virginia a little was that he knew Tilly by name. Her reach was pretty impressive and even someone as connected as Virginia had been could see that. She turned and looked at both front desk guys and smiled before she got into the elevator and pressed 10.
 
“Oh my fucking god!”
Virginia had used the keys to unlock the triple Banham locked door to the apartment and just swing the door open and stepped inside. She’d been expecting a small apartment, just one bedroom maybe and a lounge. She would have been happy with that. But what she had stepped into was substantially more than that and it took her breath away. She threw her bag down onto a deep, plush sofa set in the middle of a large open plan lounge. At one end an ultra-modern kitchen and dining area allowed anyone working in kitchen to communicate with their guests. One whole wall, was a picture window looking over the city, and outside those sliding window doors there was a full length balcony.
“Fucking hell!”
The more Virginia took in, the more she was taken aback at what she had been given by Tilly. Maybe there had been some mix up, some sort of admin mix up that had seen her given the wrong apartment or something. Things like that happened all the time after all. But then she remembered Tilly’s attention to detail and her organisational skills, as well as her skills in running the single biggest organised crime family in the south east - it was very unlikely a mistake had been made. She slid a door to the balcony open and stepped outside. And again there was that fresh air washing over her face. And this was different to the fresh air, or the freezing cold draft that had washed over her when she had been trying to sleep under that bridge. This was quality air that she wallowed in. She spent some minutes looking over the city and then came back in again.
There was a cell phone on the dining area table. It pinged an incoming message from Tilly.
“Welcome to your new home!”
That was all the message said. Virginia opened the message and speed typed a response.
“Am I in the right apartment? Has there been a mistake? It’s beautiful.”
The message was short but it got across her bemusement. The response from Tilly was immediate.
“Absolutely not! It’s all yours. Enjoy! And I’ll see you at 2.30. We have business at the courts, and then, who knows?”
And she included a red lipped emoji which Virginia smiled at. Maybe this wasn’t going to be so bad after all. Yes her life had changed but when she’d fallen foul of Tilly, she’d thought her life was all but over if she was honest with herself. But now there was like this connection between the two of them and it didn’t seem to be a bad thing. Part of her was telling her that she had to seize on every opportunity because when she had nothing, which she didn’t, there was only one way to go, and that was up, so she should grasp at every thread of opportunity given to her.
“Two thirty it is, see you then x.”
She pressed send before wondering if she shouldn’t have included the little kissy ‘x’ at the end. But she laughed softly to herself. Tilly would understand she was floating on air right now. She replaced the phone on the table and began to take in the rest of the apartment. The size of it and with three bedrooms, it must have cost a fortune in this part of the city. This apartment was nicer and more impressive than some of her own properties had been. Virginia was used to expensive things, she was used to being aground wealth, but since she had lost everything, she was also appreciating anything she was given or anything that was in front of her.
All of the bedrooms were en-suite. She reckoned her’s was the much bigger master suite. It was huge and it looked like it had been earmarked by Tilly as the one she would choose for herself because hanging on the fitted wardrobe doors was her outfit for court. A fitted suit - an expensive fitted suit with a cream silk blouse that had a black neck ribbon that would look like a tie. A pair of high heeled, red soled Louboutin shoes were placed perfectly under the hanging suit making it obvious how she should be dressed for court.
On the huge bed there was another item that at first she was aware of but didn’t take much notice of. But then she did.
“Fuck!’
She spoke out loud as she picked up a pair of fitted rubber, high line pants that had two inbuilt dildos. At first it took some time for her to realise what she had picked up. She couldn’t work out what it was but then it became obvious. Her mouth dried up and her lips were sticky. There was a little envelope with a note inside.
‘Wear these panties with the two dildos FULLY inflated. And remember Virginia, impress me!’
Virginia was already aware of the latex rubber trying to wrap itself around her hand. It was a wet heavy kind of sensation that the rubber gave off. She was trying to get her head round that but she was trying to get her head round Tilly’s note as well.
Maybe it had all been too good to be true after all. The euphoria of the day so far, this apartment, and now to the nitty gritty of it all. Her sexuality on the rack again, but she knew all of this. Maybe in her mind she hadn’t had enough time in euphoria before getting back to what she was. She looked at the dildo pants, kind of held them up to look at them. And found the two tubes connected to the two dildo. At the end of these tubes, little squeeze bulbs that would inflate the dildos. She sat on the bed trying to get her head around it. Tilly wanted her to be suited and booted impressively, and yet underneath, her most personal flesh, her most private ‘holes’ filled with these dildos, and inflated. And they would act as a permanent reminder as she stood in court of her life going forward.
But then she was thinking deeper. She looked at the height of her heels - they were high and they were pencil thin, tapered stilettos that she was expected to wear, and walk in, and negotiate as these dildos filled her. She was coming back down to earth with a bump and she sat and nibbled her bottom lip as she tried to gather her thoughts. She was trying to think what the point of all this was. Maybe somewhere deep inside her psyche she knew that Tilly was in the process of becoming her owner. And as such, there would be certain requirements of her. And these latex panties with two dildo’s built in, didn’t get purchased at some high street store, they were specialist, and they had been made to measure.
She got off the bed, and went to a door she thought was just another closet but in, but in fact was a walk-in dressing room. In that room, everything she needed to dress and make up. The astonishment she was feeling was getting more and more. From the streets, from her place under that bridge, to that room in just a few weeks.
She came out of the dressing room and looked at the mirror closet doors than made up a whole wall. These closets were fully stocked with smart, designer clothes, casual clothes, all new. In the bottom of the closets designer shoes and boots. As she made her way across the width of the room these closets were built into, the clothes kind of morphed into ‘sex worker wear’. She would recognise that type of thing anywhere. But when she opened the very last one, there was this ‘blast’ of warm air that wreaked of rubber. In that closet all manner of rubber and leather wear. All of these clothes, from designer through to fetish wear were in her size.
And maybe for the first time there was this feeling that this was all premeditated. To arrange what Tilly had arranged here must have taken some doing. But Virginia was thinking that she shouldn’t look a gift horse in the mouth. She was off the street and there was this compulsion in her not to get on the wrong side of Tilly because she had a feeling that Tilly would make a better friend than enemy. Besides, she was exhausted from what she had experienced so far. Her downfall had been so quick and so decisive and complete that she needed to find her feet. She needed to get her mind back, close to normal. What she had done sexually over the last twenty four hours had taken its toll as well. There was this shame thing that was festering inside her, but she couldn’t do anything about that. There was this sexual overtone that excreted from Tilly - that way she stroked her leg, the way she had kissed her cheek. The overall vibe that this woman exuded was something that Virginia didn’t understand.  But then up to recent events, and her downfall, she hadn’t understood much about the real world at all.
She looked at her watch. She needed to begin getting ready. She needed to impress Tilly. She needed to appear in court with the woman who was her guardian angel. Whatever the sexual overtones, and they were strong ones, Virginia had this overwhelming compulsion to please Tilly. She couldn’t do anything about the circumstances she was in now. But she could feel grateful that Tilly had pulled her out of this huge, big black hole. She had to feel grateful for that. She had to accept that there were things that she had to do in order to get her gratitude across. But in reality Virginia was not getting the depths to which Tilly Abrahams would own her. She was not getting or even feeling yet, how deep down a rabbit hole she would be taken.  And even if she did get that a rabbit hole existed that she would be taken down, she wouldn’t understand that the rabbit hole was a one way hole and not a hole with an exit for her.
 
Five Hours Later
 
Virginia was dressed and made up. She was perched on the top of those red soled high heels but she was doubled over holding her stomach. The night before she had been double fisted by that perverted couple, so there should have been no trouble taking those dildos inside her ass and pussy as she pulled on those tight latex pants. And there wasn’t any trouble in their deflated state. She had been careful the way she had angled and then slid in the black rubber dildos and then pulled the pants to her hips and crotch tightly. It was when she began the inflation process that the trouble began. At first she could feel the movement inside her both canals. But the more the dildos were inflated, the more she was stretched and the more she tended to spasm. At first she thought she would be able to control those spasms, but this was not so.
With every squeeze of those two rubber bulbs there was this shot of pure agony that seemed to shoot right through her inner femininity and these shots of pain made her gasp. At that point she had just pulled on the dark brown self-supporting stockings and then arched her feet into the shoes. There was no bra, and it didn’t shock her to assume that she wasn’t to wear one. She wasn’t beyond thinking that if Tilly had wanted her to wear a bra, then she would have supplied one. It wasn’t an oversight that there wasn’t a single bra in that apartment, not even in the extensive closets of ‘normal wear’.
Virginia had the feeling or the sense that she needed to inflate these dildos to the maximum, and she did. She squeezed those rubber bulbs until she couldn’t any more. She guessed right that the cramp like pains would wear off. But then that she would also need to learn to walk with those things inside her. That she would have to function with those things inside of her. And it was coming to her slowly as well that she would need to function with those things inside her ‘invisibly’. That she would not be able to show any signs of distress or any signs of despair at what she having to do. 
Virginia had smiled to herself once she was dressed fully in the suit. It made her look striking, but it made her look business like. The skirt hemmed just above her knees gave away the length of her legs. The silk blouse doing nothing to disguise the size of her breasts. And the fitted jacket holding it all together. There was no panty line, no sign what so ever of the duress under that skirt and inside her two holes. And yet those cramps had taken some time to die back and even then they didn’t die back altogether. This was a sign that Tilly was more than the sum of her parts. Virginia brought her thick auburn red hair into high tight pony tail and she was moving around the apartment ok. It was outside, and in court that she would be tested.
 
“You look spectacular sweetheart. Truly!”
That had been a good start. Tilly had poured her eyes all over Virginia and then she’d smiled. She didn’t even refer to the dildo pants that were hugging Virginia’s hips and crotch, or the inflated appendages that were pressed up against her colon and cervix. But somehow Virginia knew that this woman was watching her closely for signs of duress. And it was only eventually that she told her,
“I don’t want to see any signs of pain, or awkwardness. You just absorb what is happening inside you. You smile when smiled at, and you speak when spoken to. I don’t want to hear anyone asking you if you are ok. Is that clear Virginia? Remember, this is the first day of the rest of your life. And, impressing me is what it’s all about.”
“I understand Tilly. I’m going to try my best for you.”
And that was the mark - it seemed like a change of tone going forward.
“I know you will.”
And the two impressive women led by Tilly Abrahams walked into court.
 
“Just so that I understand it correctly Ms Abrahams, you are taking remaining three million of this debt out of the court system, right?”
The judge, the same judge as before looked at Tilly over his glasses. Tilly stood up to address the judge.
“Yes your honour. Ms De Roscoe doesn’t have any money and no assets left. I have offered her a position in my organisation which she has accepted. The package includes a rent free, bill free apartment and her debt will be paid off this way. It is unlikely that the debt will be settled in full, but we have an understanding. I don’t wish to see this woman on the streets because of what her husband did. This isn’t her fault and so, this is the reason I am helping her.”
The judge was nodding as Tilly spoke.
“What if she defaults? What if she runs?”
Completely valid questions being asked.
“I would ask that this matter remain closed but on file your honour. In the unlikely event that Ms De Roscoe defaults in any way, then we can open it up again.”
Tilly spoke clearly and concisely, confident of herself and knowing this wouldn’t be an issue.
“I would definitely advise that since this is a significant amount of money we are talking about. And you Ms De Roscoe, it seems you have fallen on your feet with Ms Abrahams here helping you out to such an extent.”
Virginia got to her feet, the fat, inflated dildos moving inside her, making it difficult for her to appear normal.
“Yes, yes sir, I am most grateful to Ms Abrahams for helping me out in this way. I will be forever in her debt.’
The judge considered Virginia for a few brief seconds before nodding.
“I trust I won’t be seeing you here again?”
“No sir! Thank you sir!”
And that was Virginia’s ownership to Tilly sealed. A case of enslavement in plain sight. What had happened in this court was something that chilled to the bone. And Tilly smiled - she owned Virginia and she owned her legally.
 











CHAPTER EIGHTEEN

 
The Man With The Silk glove
 
3 Months Later
 
It seemed longer ago that Virginia stood outside that court house, those appendages inside her, stretching her, moving inside her. There was something in that. That she had been stretched inside so much, that surely there was no movement available to those things she had inflated herself. But there was. It was like the inflation was another aspect of them, and that the available movement was another.
“I think that went quite well. Very well actually. Of course, you know this means I own your ass now, right?”
There’d been a change in Tilly. Not a stark, obvious change, just something that was there under the surface. In a way it was like she had sighed with relief that a bigger part of her plan had passed off without incident. One had to assume that it could have all gone peace shaped in that courthouse. That another judge might have got the slavery angle straight away.  When it came down to it, more searching deeper questions could have been asked. There was something questionable about one human being using another’s bad luck, and debt, to sign them up to an open ended, or never ending payback of debt. But Tilly had been so professional, so plausible that this judge just didn’t see anything wrong with it.
“I know you do Tilly. I know you own my ass. But in my head I’m working out that if you didn’t own my ass, what would I have? I’d have nothing.”
And she stopped right there and at first Tilly didn’t respond, she just stood and looked at Virginia fighting to cope with those appendages inside her. And it was like it was that struggle that she wanted to see, that she had to see. She wanted to see that slight, ever so slight duress crossing Virginia’s face every time she took a step in those red soled stilettos. It was like she wanted almost to ‘feel’ those things moving inside herself already.
“That’s right. You’d have nothing. Just look at how I have helped transform your life.”
She spoke almost like she was talking to herself. She hadn’t transformed Virginia’s life, not really, she had ripped it apart.
 
Now
 
Virginia’s nipples were almost grotesque. Correction, they WERE grotesque. The ‘client’ a wealthy man in his 60s had wanted the ex-royal for a ‘little’ nipple play which would lead on to a wholly different thing at a later stage. This man, well educated, well-spoken from the upper echelons of society himself hadn’t picked up Virginia from the streets. Of course he hadn’t. ‘The corner’ was a distant memory now. Virginia was kept largely undercover now. She would never be recognised on the street again. Those days were done and dusted. It could have been a prime example of ‘out of the frying pan and into the fire’ for Virginia.
Now there was a network of higher net worth ‘clients’ who wanted a special kind of service. There was a ready network who’d made it their business to find out what had happened to Lady Virginia De Roscoe and then take advantage of that. It was a readymade client list of quality high paying clients that would put Virginia through a whole new world of paces. These were deviant individuals, male and female that had public personas, and celebrity that were nothing like the dark side of them. These were individuals who would plumb the depths of deviance, cruelty and the fetish world of bondage, domination and sado-masochism in order to get their kicks. And in order to see and witness Virginia’s suffering.
 
“Uhhh god, please god, please stop. Please stop, please please stop.”
But that was just it. This man hadn’t stopped for hours, and hours. He’d just worked Virginia’s nipples until they had swollen and engorged with her blood to a point that they looked like they would launch themselves off her huge tits. Or it looked like they would ‘explode’.
He’d work her with a silk glove. Just a simple silk glove that he had then used to arouse the nipples. He worked on both, alternating between them. The very smooth, very delicious texture of the pure silk fabric like a weapon to the triggered, aroused nipple tips of Virginia. And that was it. This man knowing how to make Virginia’s nipples, not her breasts but her nipples, the focus of what he was doing to her. He could have fucked her. He could have dipped his cock into any of the former royal’s holes. He could have got her to pleasure him in any number of ways. But he didn’t do that. He wasn’t interested in that.
What this man was interested in was torturing Virginia. He was a sadist of a different ilk. He didn’t bondage Virginia, or immobilise her in any way in order to do what he wanted to do to her. Not at first anyway. He got her to ‘present’ her tits to him. That was part of his ‘thing’, to get Virginia to ‘present’ her tits, or her nipples to him, knowing that he was going to torture them so that she was brought to the edge of insanity. And for anyone from the outside, for anyone from the normal world, they would not understand the form of torture being applied. They would not get the level of absolute distress that could be applied in this way.
This man careful, utterly, microscopically accurate in touching nothing except the very tips of Virginia’s nipples with his silken fingers. It was a bizarre thing, a bizarre sight to have this man bordering on old age, wearing this single silk glove and then seated in front of a kneeling, prose former royal who was lifting her tits up, presenting them to him as though they were his property. Virginia immaculate in her sparse dress and perfect makeup. A huge Amazonian example of femininity one might expect to be dominant and ass kicking, but who wasn’t. This breath-taking example of womanhood a purchased piece of meat for this man. He had bought and paid for Virginia for the duration. In effect she was his property. At least, she was until he was sated.
And this was the kind of sadism that this man offered. He was not a man who was easily sated. For him, for decades it had been all about the long game. He’d never been into a quick fix. He’d never needed a ‘quickie’. This man was all about the destruction of a woman, over time. He wasn’t a man who wanted a young woman or girl at his mercy. His criteria was simple, he wanted maturity. He wanted and needed a woman who knew and understood what was happening to her. He was a man who could afford to get any female to submit to him in any way he wanted, but his thing was a woman like Virginia. That she was the former Lady De Roscoe was a bonus for him since he’d had dealings with her in the past. But that was in different times and different circumstances. It was when Virginia was at the height of her powers and had influence and standing in the community.
Virginia had almost died on the spot when she found out it was this man she had to sate. The trauma for her was doubled when Tilly had told her,
“He will work you for days on end, and eventually he will bondage you, and immobilise you because you will be so traumatised, so edged by what he does with your nipples, that it will be the only option that will allow him to carry on with what he is doing.”
The trauma was not in what was being insinuated he would do with her, but the man himself. He’d always crept her right out. She’d felt he always looked at her in a way that she didn’t like. But now she was understanding that it was because he was a pervert. But it wasn’t until this man became a client that she needed to think or to ponder his perversions. Virginia was grown mature woman who understood sex, but she hadn’t been able to get her head round what Tilly has told her about this man’s obsession with nipples, large nipples and aroused nipples. She’d tried to get her head round it but couldn’t. She just couldn’t. Ok he was into nipples and he was probably paying literally tens of thousands to play with her nipples. So what? At this early point in Virginia’s specialist work, she could be forgiven and excused for not knowing or understanding the intensity of what this man could and would do to her.
Maybe it was a good thing that she didn’t know or didn’t understand what hour upon hour, day upon day, week upon week having her nipples ‘milked’ the way he did it meant. Maybe if she had known in advance she would have looked for a way out of it. There was no way out of it of course because Tilly owned her ass and getting out of an assignment was not something that was included in her contract of slavery. But then if she’d had any hint, even the slightest hint of what this man would do to her, via her nipples, then she might have done a runner.
It would have been completely understandable that she run. But that would have opened up all sorts of lines of misery for Virginia. That would have been Tilly Abrahams on her case and it would have been that judge, the one that had looked over his glasses at her, in front of her again. Yes, all in all it was perhaps a good thing that Virginia didn’t know too much in advance. And yet Tilly, she knew what this man was into and she knew, more or less, the end result of what this man was going to do to Virginia. She knew that this woman would be taken to the point of madness, or beyond by the man with the silk glove.
 
Virginia had ‘crawled’ in to this man because that was what he had requested. He’d also requested that she be in nothing but self-supporting stockings and extreme heels. He’d requested that she crawl in with her tits swinging under her, free of any clothing at all. He knew Virginia was well blessed in the udder department and knew also that if she crawled that her nipples would, every so often, ‘drag’ on the floor. He’d liked that thought, the objects of his desired being tenderised in advance of his efforts. Tilly had told Virginia,
“You’re going to need to immerse in this. He’s a specialist, and details, the tiny details are what gets him off. This is going to be a long, insidious session Virginia and I will see you on the other side.”
And it had been like Tilly was holding something back. Like yes she would see Virginia on the other side but that Virginia wouldn’t be quite the same woman then.
“I’ll do my best Tilly, my very best.’
“I know you will sweetheart, I know you will.”
Even then in that final exchange between slave and owner, there was something that Tilly was in knowledge of, but not sharing with Virginia. There was almost this tone of pity from Tilly and that in itself, pity from a woman who showed none, was worrying.
Virginia had ‘crawled’ to this man and she’d been able to feel the intensity of him from the moment she’d crawled into that darkened room in his enormous property.  He didn’t say anything to her, in fact he’d pretty much seemed like he was ignoring her. That wasn’t the case of course. He was taking in every tiny detail of what was happening and what she was doing. Every single muscles twitch was a potential fail for Virginia and so she had to immerse in the concept that this man had bought and paid for her and that she had to crawl to him in the first instance.
She had to crawl to him in a way that he believed her submission to him. She hung her head and crawled to his feet with the mass of her tits swinging under her for his delectation. And then when she got to her knees she raised her head. She spread her knees wide making it look like it was that her femininity in its entirety was at this man’s disposal. She’d averted eyes contact, as though she was humiliated. The truth was that she was humiliated at doing this for this man. But it was her job. It was what she did.
And yet, ‘this’ was different to her street whoring. Back then, it was about cash for services rendered, even for the all nighters. It was one job, then another and so on. Just straight forward transactions with some immersion but very rarely total. What this man wanted and paid for was total immersion. And yet not even the most battle hardened whore could be prepared to be taken to another place and never get away from that place, not totally, ever again. And this was the difference between the two post-royal worlds for Virginia so far.
She got up onto her knees and used her upturned hands to lift each breast up - to ‘present’ them to this man. He didn’t say anything to her. He just allowed the smallest, the slightest of smiles to cross his lips, which he licked somewhat pervertedly. There was no doubt that Virginia looked beyond breath-taking. The stockings added to the length of her legs and the severe arch of her feet in the stilettos made it look like an effort for her to kneel the way she was. Conversation wasn’t on the menu for this man, at least not yet. What he was looking for was that Virginia was in the right place in her mind. And she was - this whole being owned by Tilly was something that she had to be into. It was something that she couldn’t fuck up. It was something that she ‘wanted’ to do, and do to the best of her ability. She had used the couple who had double fisted her as a benchmark. They had been a couple who’d needed to degrade her to the utmost and they had. She’d had to immerse but in the end what they had done to her was real and she’d felt it.
She didn’t quite ‘get’ this man yet but she knew the importance of immersion before she was taken wherever she was taken. And for that reason heavily made up face was expressionless and that in itself was a sign to this man of her total submission to him. It would have ticked boxes for him.
Virginia’s nipples were huge in their normal day time state. They were thick, rubbery nubs of flesh that were surrounded by dark speckled areolas that seemed to frame them. There was this lusciousness about those nipples - like a luxury about them and an exclusivity. Before this assignment, Tilly had been at pains to photograph the nipples at rest and aroused, to send to this man who had been specific in his requirements. He had responded immediately and said Virginia’s nipples were the ones he wanted. And that was before he knew who she was. When he was told it was the former Lady Virginia De Roscoe, he had smiled. That made the agreement to the assignment and the twenty thousand fee a no brainer.
Virginia wouldn’t lie, not even to herself, that at first she thought that this job was an easy one. She didn’t have not even the slightest clue what it was costing the man, but she’d thought, ‘fuck it, a bit of nipple play, a bit of ‘yes sir no sir’ in that vein and it’ll all be over. Easy money’. And even when it started, she was of that mind. It wasn’t unpleasant, what this man did with that silk glove. The way he swiped the silk over the nipple tips. The way he worked on one, then the other. The way he brought one to a certain point of erection and then equalled it up with the other.
Virginia had long since got over the fact that her body reacted as nature intended to sexual interaction and that ‘nature’ didn’t take into consideration whether she was ‘working’ or not. So when her nipples began to fill, and bloat and erect, she was ok with that. That nature was doing its work was helping her. Her femininity and her sexuality were tools of what was her trade now. But what was slightly frustrating for her from the off was that this man only attended her nipple tips, the very tips. He didn’t touch the stems as they elongated. And he didn’t pinch or twist her nipples to aid the erection. All he did was touch those tips, swipe his silken fingers over them, just use the texture of the fabric to work the nerve endings in the nipple tips.
For Virginia he could have used his fingers in other ways to hurry up the process. He could have leaned forward and flicked his wet tongue over them - she wouldn’t have minded that. The former Lady Virginia would have been bereft at such a thought and disgusted by it, but to an extent this Virginia was hardened already. She was hardened to her new life. But this man didn’t hurry this process for her and she didn’t get that this was the whole point. She didn’t get that the long game was the whole point. It was like she didn’t get why it had to be a long game. It was like she was liking the sexual arousal that nature was providing her with. Like it was helping her to immerse. She wasn’t getting it that, this attention this man was paying to the tips of her nipples was helping her to ‘enjoy’ her work more. It was helping to draw her into a different world altogether. And she certainly didn’t get that as this man worked on those nipple tips, as he worked incessantly on JUST those nipple tips, he was doing other things to her. He was altering her and the way she would interact with her own sexuality going forward.
It was a fact that Virginia had handled the sexual part of her downfall fairly well. She had managed, apart from slight lapses, and slight shots and bursts of pleasure, to be duly horrified with what she was being forced to do for a living and that kept her sane, kind of. It was easy to do that when she was on the streets earning a little money to live on. But the truth was that the street life, the REAL street life hadn’t had the opportunity to inflict itself properly in her mind, and now she was being subjected to this other thing. 
Now her debt had moved out of the courts system and she was being forced to live a different kind of life. An owned life. There was this ‘thing’ that she was owned by Tilly and she knew that. She even accepted as part of penance for what Gilbert had bestowed on her with his gambling debts. Now there was the side of the work that she had with Tilly that was about more than a quick blow job, or more than an ass fuck by a big black cock. Now it was about living, and immersing in the things that she had to do for VIP wealthy and perverted clients and in that world. And like the world of drugs and addiction, she could be dragged in, and swallowed up in the immersion.
 









CHAPTER NINETEEN

 
The Difference In Edging, And The Edge Of Madness
 
Virginia was making this noise, a noise that didn’t fit in somehow. It was similar to a noise that might come from a distressed animal. That she wasn’t an animal was obvious in her striking state and form, but that she was distressed was as obvious. The man had been working her nipples for hours.  The state of full erection and rubberiness had been attained and achieved hours ago - quite quickly in fact. But this other ‘state’ had happened over time. Over hours. The nipples were grotesquely bloated. They were overly filled and elongated as though she’d had some serious augmentation work done on them. But not at all. These nipples in this over ripened form were due to the man with the silk glove. And all he had done was apply the silk to those tips.
What he had done was tenderise those nipples with the silk fabric of the glove. What he had done was make them ready for him to continue. And that was the thing - the continuation. That was the thing, when Virginia was ready to explode in an orgasm that he had denied, he was just ready to continue. When she was ready to give herself totally to this man, what he wanted to do was simply continue to distress her, and take her to the edge of her own sanity. He had worked those nipples so that in the base nerve sense he had bared them. The very fine, very delicious texture of the silk had eroded those nipples down until the nerves were bared, and then he had simply left them alone. Except he hadn’t simply left them, he had left Virginia wanting him to attend to them more. In Virginia’s mind it would have only taken another one, or two strokes with those silken fingers to tip her into an absolute orgasm - and that was what she desperately wanted and needed. She didn’t understand that and to be honest she didn’t try to. She just knew what she wanted at that time.
When he began to circle the nipples with his fingertips, not touching the tips any more, nor even the thick erect stem, but the speckled areola, she had cried out. She was on her knees still and still with her hands holding up her tits like presenting them to this man. Why the fuck was she still doing that if she was in such dire straits? The need, that was the answer to that. the simple answer was that she needed his touch. It had been a beautiful experience for her, one of the most tender things she had ever experienced. But that was before it became a brutal tenderness.
“Uuuuhhhhh no, no fuck no.”
Yes, brutal tenderness - absolute tenderness and absolute brutality applied and inflated at the same time. Virginia was just beginning to learn what ‘promotion’ in her job meant and a little bit of what it entailed. She had been promoted from the street and gratifying perverts like this man was what it was all about. When she had been disgusted in herself at sucking cocks, and being fucked rigid, she wished she was back there now. She wished upon wish that she could feel those fists up inside her, or those cocks in her mouth and in her throat. This was what this man has done to her. He had found her inner triggers and had flicked them to the on position. When she was at that lower level of sex work, she could just about treat it as what it was. She could treat it as work. But what this man did to her with this silk glove and his oh so slow, gentle and yet brutal way was to switch on Virginia’s sexuality and that disgusted and reviled all over again.
Virginia had been told that she had to immerse in what was being done to her. That she had to immerse in this line of her work. And she’d done that - she’d seen the benefit of pleasing and impressing Tilly Abrahams. She’d wanted to please Tilly. And so, immersing for her was easier than it might have been. It was easier as well that it was a long game, assignment. It was not a quick fuck, or a quick bit of fucking and sucking. It was a case of her having to be turned on. And what this man did was turn her on. The isolation with him, the time he spent just softly, gently rubbing the silk over the nipple tip had eroded something inside Virginia. He did things to her with that silk glove, to her nipples and in her mind that she was defenceless against.
“Mmmmmmm uuuuuuuuhhhhhh ffffffffffffuck.”
She tried to make the words decipherable but that was proving impossible for her. The sounds she was making were guttural. They were ‘base’ sounds. She was like a cow in distress - maybe one that was about to give birth. And that was because this man was denying her pleasure now. When he was attending to her nipple tips, the pleasure was there. Like a tingling blood rush of pleasure that reached the parts of her no man had ever reached before. That was the sort of pleasure that made her wet. And she was wet - she was saturated and dripping between the legs. She knew that - in her mind was the fact that she was dripping to the floor between her spread thighs. She wasn’t even ashamed of it, or wishing that that dripping wasn’t there or would stop. Instead she didn’t care about it because the pleasure the man was giving to her far surpassed any shame or guilt she might, or could feel.
But then he had switched the pleasure off. He had moved those finger tips of his to the surround of the nipples. He had taken his fingers away from the nipple tips and stems altogether and has begun an even more intense time with the aureole and the little darker speckles of flesh that were co-joined with the nipple bases. And here there was just the ‘tease’ or the threat, or the imminent ‘mistake’ this man might make in touching the nipples after all. A mistake he would never make. This man was so slow and so precise with what he did that a mistake, or a ‘twitch’ of the finger tips to her nipple’s tips would never happen. Instead there was just this base need in her to have her nipples touched and stroked.
And that was this thing. She needed, she didn’t want, she needed her nipples to feel those silken strokes again but he was not giving her that. He was giving her more aureole strokes - and those strokes just fed into the very base of her nipples and then fell short of the nipple tips which was madding for her. For her to feel that slight pleasure being fed in and then that pleasure not reaching the tips was something that was utterly frustrating at best, but tipping her towards a mild form of madness at worse. 
That incessant circling of each nipple, never touching not even the stem. And that silken texture having more effect, more sensuous over the speckles of the aureole and all of this just making Virginia want and need more. There was a point, a tipping point when she became less sex worker and more ‘victim’ of this man. And he knew exactly when that was and when it was time to change things up a little bit.
“I think it’s time for bondage, don’t you my dear?”
A man of few words and that for some reason was more effective. It tended to make the listener listen when one spoke less words not very often. Virginia was seeing the disadvantage of her being in any kind of bondage. She had been good, just presenting her tits for this man to torture in this incessant continuous way. She hadn’t dropped not even one tit. But that had been in her interest because she’d been reaping the reward of the silken fingers over her nipple tips. It was a case of her helping in her own downfall to this man. But the options had been there, to pull away. If it became too much for her then she could pull away, drop a tit or two and even bring this particular job to an end because she’d had enough. She wouldn’t do that because she was getting that maddening and addictive pleasure.
“Yes, yes sir, bondage sir, yes, please.”
She would have been hearing the words coming out of her own mouth but maybe not believing them. It was clear that a deeper thinking, maybe even subconscious thinking in that if she willingly went into some kind of bondage for this man, that he would show some kind of kindness towards her and give her more of that pleasure. She should have been thinking that being placed in any kind of bondage would take the option away from her, of being able to drop a tit or two. Or move away from the incessant torture of those silken fingers. Maybe she did think of that, but dismissed it because she was so far gone now, she needed more of that pleasure. She wouldn’t get that if she brought this job to an end. The thought of ending the job would not be one that would sit well in her mind. Then she would have the displeasure of Tilly to deal with. If Virginia was capable of being totally honest with herself, she had no intentions of ending this assignment. She was in it for the duration.
 
A Little Later
 
This man had needed to help Virginia to her feet, and then to his sound proofed, isolated bondage room. Such had been the drain of strength from Virginia’s legs, and from her as a whole, she could barely get off her knees and to the tops of her stilettos. She stumbled, and she tripped. He wasn’t fazed though. It was like he’d seen this effect in other women. It was like he was used to it. Like it was a state that Virginia was bound to get into.
“How long, how long will I be in bondage for? Please, please my nipples need……”
But she cut her own words short. He wasn’t having any more conversation. Conversation wasn’t his thing. Indeed, his thing was the almost oppressive, intimidating silence. It was like for him, his silence would render any woman in his charge helpless and maybe petrified to the core when he did what he did. For Virginia, she probably didn’t expect a response to her question. Maybe even she didn’t want one. This man had flicked switches in her and that had never happened to her before. Her sad excuse of a husband had never been able to do it, exempt in an almost insignificant way. But this man had been able to do it with ease.
That didn’t stop the chill down her spine though when she was taken into the Bondage Room. It wasn’t a room, it was a dungeon in the cellar of this man’s huge townhouse. It wasn’t a room, a spare room that just happened to be used for bondage. It was a professionally designed and installed dungeon in which were fitted things not available easily or off the shelf - things that were designed and used to cause and inflict distress at varying levels between mild and severe, and beyond. Expense had not been spared in making this room like a gateway to hell. Certainly this man had needed to hold Virginia by the arm as they stepped inside, and then as the door silently swung shut and click locked creating this sound proof vacuum. What had Virginia agreed to? Further to that, what had she pretty much begged for?
It didn’t matter though because her nipples were not only engorged and thickly erect, they were throbbing and needing more. They needed to feel the silk. Virginia had worked out, somehow in the depths of her mind that she would be ok, whatever ok was. She didn’t know what she would end up being. This man hadn’t taken her to this room for nothing. But he was a client - a client with special needs and special desires. He didn’t want to fuck her holes or anything crude like that. He just wanted to torture her with pleasure and torture her with denial. How she got on with that in the extended long term she would have no idea, at all. All she knew for sure, was what she wanted. All she knew for sure was that there was no pulling back from the needy dripping wanting that he had inflicted on her. There needed to be some kind of conclusion to what this man did to Virginia.
 
She wasn’t on her knees now. She was standing on her stilettos, in just her hold up stockings. Those elasticated stocking tops just pinching in and distorting the soft white flesh at the very tops of her thighs. Her feet were secured apart, around eighteen inches in order to aid her stability. Her arms were spread out to her sides and raised and secured, but she was bent slightly forward at her hips so that her breasts were presented, almost hanging into the perfect fit, moulded cups that allowed most of the volume to rest, but the tips of her breasts to spill over. In other words, the nipples end of both breasts were left easily accessible. The whole look was demeaning and cruel to Virginia, and yet beyond her comprehension.
But then, those nipples - he had erected them and bloated them up in the main house, and they has lost nothing of their bloated state or erection. And if one looked close there was this trembling, this quivering of those nipples as though they had a mind of their own. The bondage was simple. Simple and yet effective. The design of the rig was such that Virginia was encouraged, or forced to stand on her own two ultra-stilettoed feet. There was no escaping that she had to make the effort to stand and remain standing as this man worked on her. There was no option for her to go to her knees. If her legs gave way, or if it got too much that she just wanted out of standing, then she would effectively be left hanging by her tits. The breast rig had no give in it to allow her to go down. Her arms were up higher and outstretched higher than her shoulders and so, the effort that she had to put in herself was tremendous and insidious.
“Uhhhhhh myyyyyyyyy fucking god, please. For fucks sakes please.”
Virginia’s words were surprisingly clear and concise, although the sound vibe was different in this place and one had to assume that was by design as well. He had started on her nipples almost immediately except he was switching it up. He’d started with the nipple swipes again and this woke Virginia up to the possibility that she might be given that little bit more this time so that she got the orgasm she was craving. But he was only switching her back on. It was like he knew that the nipple tips were the key. It was like he could leave Virginia to stew in her own juices for a length of time and then when he came back, just silk swipe her nipple tips and that would turn her back on to the state she was in when he left her.
Presented like this, Virginia was a crude and obscene sight. But she was also a striking one. There was the length of her legs, and the shapeliness of them. The stockings and the red soled shoes adding to that aesthetic. But there was the almost shocking ‘crucified’ stance she was in with her hands and arms high - her wrists limp and her fingers curling and uncurling in an almost incessant way. But the way her breasts were presented and cradled in those moulds was the crudest. The way Virginia’s breasts, the full volume of them, were cradled and held up, supported and then lifted slightly to present them to this man had this cruelty about it. It was as though the visual cruelty was inflicted on a deliberate basis.
This wasn’t a cruelty that Virginia would think about at this precise time. Her mind was too otherwise engaged in trying her best to get that pleasure back again. But it would be something that would eat into her brain at a later date. It might be tomorrow. It might be the day after, or a few weeks’ time. But this was an experience, an assignment that would stay with Virginia in various forms. But eventually she would remember the cruelty that she was inflicted with.
She would remember her tits in those moulds and how she was made to ‘need’ orgasm so much by this deviant man that all there was left for her would be a simmering degradation. She would remember how she must have looked bondaged the way she was. She would remember this man debilitating and degrading her femininity in a way that made her crave more of it. Once again, Virginia was on a job that would stay with her and would change her as a basic woman. It would change the fundamentals of her as a female. It would rewire her mind, and it would take her down several notches from what she had been used to, or treated like in her old life.
Tilly Abrahams had known what she was doing when she took Virginia off the streets. She’d known that she needed to take her off the streets because the paps would find her and bring the spotlight back on her. She knew that she’d needed to bring her in out of sight so that she could take her down more, and take her down deeper, so that she could fuck her up more. So that she could fuck her up completely. And that was the ultimate objective, to fuck her up beyond completely. But then what was ‘fucked up’. It was something that was like beauty, being in the eye of the beholder.
By the time this man had inserted a complete circle of needles, in perfect pattern down through the aureole, Virginia was a blubbering wet mess. The pins provided a constant state of pain that was fed through to the nipple stems, and up to the nipple tips. That pain was a sharp, almost burning pain that worked both against and with the constant incessant throb that had been inflicted in her nipples. What she was experiencing was the culmination of so, so much focus on just those nipples and the immediate surrounding flesh. What she was experiencing was the result of continuous prolonged torture of her nipples. What she was experiencing was what this man was ‘in to’. Her brain couldn’t work out which was the pain and which was the pleasure. She couldn’t work out the noises that were slipping out from between her own lips. Indeed those lips wee cracked and bleeding from where she had been chewing them. This man had picked her nipples to work on and had focussed on nothing but those nipples.
It was true, he could have picked anything. He could have picked her sexuality, between her legs. He could have gone to town on that and relieved himself at the same time. But he didn’t do that. He had to be a client like no other, although, going forward Virginia would discover a simple fact, and that the world was full of down and dirty deviants who craved and desired female flesh for various and unlimited reasons. Virginia would discover that she would be highly desired and craved for. But she would also know that her own sexuality would be a victim to Tilly Abrahams.
 











CHAPTER TWENTY

 
The Ultimate End Of A Royal Lady
 
Those pins didn’t touch the nipples. The pain from them interacted with the throbbing pleasure creating this conflict and confusion in Virginia’s melting mind, but they didn’t touch the nipples. And for this man, for this deviant son-of-a-bitch that had worked on those nipples incessantly, for coming up to twenty four hours, this wasn’t enough. He had been of the mind that in concentrating on getting those needles inserted, to perfection, he had been neglecting the nipples. And for some reason, in his mind, he was disturbed about this. But he needn’t have been. He had Virginia in his fully, scarily equipped playroom. The world really was his oyster.
For Virginia, she was a wreck. She was almost a shadow of her former self. She still had the height, and the stature of that Amazonian royal Lady she had been but that stature, that quality, the impressive femininity had been debilitated. She had been debilitated and now it was clear that she was almost incapable of thinking anything like in a normal way. There was slight, very fleeting moments of clarity as she remained on that bondage rig, and in which she would have known what was happening to her.
At the very least, these little moments of clarity would have provided glimpses of herself as she was now. But still the man, the sadist man was not happy. He had to go bigger and better with Virginia because of who she was. He had to breath new, more intense life into her suffering. And that was at the root of what this man wanted and needed to do. He needed the former Lady Virginia De Roscoe to suffer in ways that she wouldn’t have before, in ways that she would never have imagined before. And she would.
With the aureole needles, all thirty of them, fifteen forming perfect circles of pain around each nipple settled, he could introduce the high tensile steel ‘cotton’ strands and loops to the nipple stems. Very thin, fragile looking steel chords, with loops that slipped over each nipple and then gripping the very base of each nipple like an upside down noose. Those loops of stainless steel then self-adjusting, tightly and in doing so, distorting each nipple. This in itself was enough to put Virginia back on high, sexual alert. Those wire strings pulling each nipple downwards over the edge of the mould. The strands very delicately fed between two of the out pointing needles so that neither interfered nor interrupted the other. These strands and these loops were then micro adjusted by unseen and unheard micro machinery until the loops squeezed the nipples to a point they threatened to act like cheese graters and cut them off. But the point of this was not to inflict such drastic damage to the flesh but rather just to create another pinch point - another pain point to each nipple. And when the very subtle, the very under the radar, the very delicious vibrations and heat were applied via those high tensile steel wires, the torment of Virginia continued, but on another level.
Tilly Abrahams watched via a feed. She was alone and she was intently watching her laptop screen. She’d have to give it to this guy. To an extent, Tilly was un-shockable in her day to day life. But since she had discovered this sadism existing in herself she’d had her eyes opened in a number of ways. She had been brought up and to an extent trained hard in the normal world. Inflicting cruelty on a day to day basis was part of her life, it was part of who she was. But this fetish life, this bdsm life was something that was different and something that opened up a whole new outlet for her to find some kind of gratification in her normal life. One had to assume that what she was doing to Virginia was, exploring and extending her own sadism. She crossed her legs and ‘squeezed’ as through her laptop speakers, Virginia made this ‘noise’ - another noise that rendered this poor woman less than the complex, intricate example of femininity she had been.
Virginia dripped from between her legs and down to the platform on which she was secured. And that was the thing, - she couldn’t twist herself away from the sensations and the torture that was being applied to her nipples. She had the pain, the sharp burning pain of the needles to deal with, but as well the continued and now automated stimulation and arousal of her nipples via slight heat and vibrations that were invisible to the naked eye. The only hint of what she was going through was the dripping of her sexual juices coming from between her legs, and the drool coming from her mouth. That drool literally pouring over a quivering bottom lip.
“MMMMMmmmmmmm mmmmmmmmmmm mmmmmmm.”
No words being formed now. Just noises that helped propel the drool from the warm wet confines of her mouth. The old Lady Virginia would never had had the slightest hint that this world she was in now existed. She would have been in denial had someone tried to convince her that things like this went on. The fact that she couldn’t twist away because her feet were anchored was a cause for more than concern in her mind. She could try to twist, but this simply distorted and provided a more ‘enjoyable’ vision of her debilitated femininity and when she felt this man’s fingers between her legs, from behind, stroking her saturated sex flesh she let out another soul destroying noise that had no description attached. He was sliding his fingers up and down the dripping wet slit and every so often he was sliding his fingers inside of Virginia.
That attention to her direct sexuality should have provided Virginia with some kind of gratification. There was no silk glove now, just the bare fingers of this man helping themselves to her most intimate flesh. Flesh that he had bought and paid for, for this time. But it didn’t help her at all. It was just as though another level of torment was being applied to her. There was this need in her to orgasm - she needed that, she needed it badly but it was as though because of how she was secured to that rig, because of how the torture were being applied to her, the orgasm was being denied her.
She should have been able to just concentrate and then spill into orgasm herself but she couldn’t do that. It was like a block had been somehow applied to her. And in a way a block had been applied. What this man had done to her over a twenty four hour period was not something that was bodily based. He had fucked up her nipples, yes. He had sensitised them, and had made them susceptible to the slightest of touch. In a way he had connected those nipples, via those tugging little throbs to her clitoris and had switched Virginia on sexually in a way that she was not used to, nor could she be expected to contend with. And all of this - all of that continuous and incessant attention to her nipples had helped and contributed to the melting of her mind.
What this man did was not accidental. He didn’t ‘accidentally’ fuck with Virginia’s mental health. He didn’t do anything accidentally. What he started was a process with Virginia. It was a process that would see her lose some of her mind in a way that would not be reversible. And at this point, the point where he was stroking her cunt - where he was slipping her finger tips over the silky slippery wetness of her cunt, he was just preparing her for the next level. Those needles and those wires to her nipples were doing what they were supposed to be doing. They were doing that on a non-stop, continuous basis. And this man above all would know that if Virginia was able to orgasm then she would be able to cope. At the very least she would be able to cope until the ability to orgasm became part of her sexual greed, until in effect she overdosed on orgasm. But at least she would have that release of orgasm - at least she would have that - but she didn’t.
And that was just it - she didn’t have that. And this man hadn’t finished piling on the torments yet either. There should have been an alarm bell ringing in that melting mind of her’s but even if there was she wouldn’t have heard it. Even if there was an alarm bell, there would have been no energy in her to do anything about it. All of her energy was being directed at helping her deal with confusion of pain and pleasure that she was being inflicted with. And that was just it - that energy was only ‘helping’ her as best as it could. It wasn’t being successful with that help because all of those sensations rushing through her femininity, sensations that she wouldn’t be able to pinpoint even if she tried.
Virginia was losing it. She was trapped in a downward spiral at the hands, and fingers of this man and there was no-one to pull her back up - there was no-one to ease those torments that were being applied. She couldn’t help herself and there was no-one there to help her either. The only other person there was, was a man who was ensuring she stayed in that downward spiral. He had no interest in helping this high class hooker he had bought and paid a high amount of money for. Quite the opposite. He had every interest in taking her deep and deep down that spiral and then into the rabbit hole at the bottom of it.
All Virginia had were the demons she was fighting. All she had was this situation that she had to deal with and these demons that she was fighting in her mind. The problem was that the demons were getting bigger and stronger and were being aided by this man laying down layer of layer of torment to her sexuality and her mind. The breaking point was her mind. If she couldn’t keep a grip of her mind then she had no chance. It was a complex situation in that to an extent she was be aided in keeping a grip of her mind, ‘just’. The intention was to break her, but not totally break her. There had to be that tiny window that she could peer through and know what was happening to her.
And so this man had another trick up his sleeve. He popped the clitoral bundle from inside the hood and as he did that Virginia let out a noise not dissimilar to a pregnant cow about to give birth. He pinched the clitoris between his thumb and forefinger making it fill with blood and making it pulse in time with the other throbs that she could feel. He did this for some time, not with any feeling, not with any tenderness but with only one aim and that was to inflate and erect the clitoral nerves and open those nerve receptors. Virginia groaned like a distressed groan that told a story all of its own.
And when he introduce the third high tensile steel wire, she let out a roar and then a heart rending cry that just was not Lady Virginia De Roscoe. Another looped wire, this time the loop barbed so that it pierced and then clung onto the clitoral bundle but at the same time pulled that bundle down towards the floor, stretching it. And then there were a whole lot of different nosies that came from Virginia. She was dripping from between her legs, but when that wire and barbed loop were activated, Virginia’s eyes open wide, they bulged open because she could not understand, nor cope with what she was feeling. There was this look in her eyes that told of a severe trauma that was being applied to her. Long ago, she would have been able to switch herself on and off at will. Long ago she was a different woman to the one that was secured to this rig in this pervert’s lair.
 
Later
 
There was the look in her eyes, the quivering and the trembling that seemed to go from her head to foot. Her usual mane of thick auburn red hair was wet with sweat and it was matted. Indeed, all of her was dripping with sweat. She was coated a thin film of sweat that was pumping from every one of her pores. There were her stockings, soaked and yet still clinging to her long, storing shapely legs. And yes there were the noises this poor woman was making. They were noises of pure distress. Noises of wet and wanton need to orgasm. If she had ever been able to switch on and off her ability to orgasm she couldn’t do that anymore. There was a ‘need’ in those noises for her to orgasm and the amount she was dripping told of that desperate need for release. The man had moved back from her, but before he had, he’d moved in close to ‘sniff’ her distress. Like an even more perverted Hannibal Lecter, he was trying to smell and ‘taste’ this woman’s utter distress. But then he moved away to observe from a distance.
The machinery was doing its job now. It was destroying a little more of the old Lady Virginia with each passing second, and the noises she was making told of that destruction. By the time Tilly Abrahams arrived at this man’s house, Virginia was in an utter state of bemusement, confusion and pain. There were the noises she made but there were also the ‘click click click’ of Tilly’s high heels that pierced through those sounds of distress that Virginia was making. And when those clicks of high heels eventually made their way to Virginia’s mind, the poor woman recognised them. For some reason the sound of Tilly’s high heels got to her and she held her breath and her eyes popped open and ever so slightly she lifted her head to see the woman herself there.
There had to be ‘something’ that went through her mind at that point. There had to be like this ‘Stockholm syndrome’ thing that she was ok because Tilly was here now. And in a way that was sad. It was more than sad. Tilly nodded to the man. She didn’t say anything, she just nodded that he could leave them now. And without a word he took one final look at Virginia all quivering, all sobbing and all dripping on his rig and he left. There was the opening of the door and then the closing of it again creating that sound proofed seal. And there was this noise from Virginia that was out of place. Like it wasn’t a noise so much of distress any more but one of relief that the man was gone and it was just her and Tilly there now.
“How do you feel?”
Tilly had come round and stood in front of Virginia and waited for her head to lift again to look. She could have made it easier but she didn’t want that. She could have told her to relax, it was ok, she was there now. But she just didn’t want that. Virginia did her best to raise her head. She moved her head side to side – should but couldn’t formulate words in her mind let alone propel them out of her drooling mouth. She just looked at Tilly. Virginia was fucked and it didn’t take long for the gangster to have that confirmed in her own mind.
“Welcome to your new life. You know the street was just a warm up for you right? But THIS is what your journey is all about. You need to know Virginia that I am a sadist and I want the whole of the perverted, base deviant community to help with your everlasting downfall. I want them to come from far and wide to assist me in destroying the very soul of Lady Virginia De Roscoe.”
And she stopped talking because she knew that processing the words would take Virginia longer than normal.
And for Virginia, she heard the words and she even knew between the pure, pure pain and pure pleasure what they meant but it took her longer to process them and put them into order in her melting mind.
“It wasn’t Gilbert that we wanted to take down. He was simply collateral damage. My target was always you Virginia. You were always the one for me. The one that I could work on and take down in such a cataclysmic way that there would be no going back.”
The more words that Tilly spoke, the easier it was for Virginia to latch on and understand. She began to realise that she had got it all wrong. That she had got everything wrong. She thought she had Tilly had this connection, but it was all a play. There was no connection at all, just this sadism in this woman that was dangerously open ended. She wasn’t a woman who just wanted to spank another woman like Virginia - she was a woman with open ended sadism and had contacts, and ways of reaching the darker people - the people whose perversions were not of the normal world. And Virginia had been coaxed and encouraged in like a fly to a spiders web.
As Tilly spoke to her, Virginia dripped from her sexuality but she did more than that. That need in her to orgasm and to absorb the pleasure and pain she was being given was getting stronger in her. There was this dire need in her to gain some kind of sexual gratification but like before, there was no spill into orgasm.
“I think you and I will work well together Virginia, don’t you? I think that you want to help me in your own destruction. And I think you know that if you do help me, then you may be permitted orgasms from time to time.”
And it was like Tilly knew exactly what state of the process Virginia was in already. It was like she knew exactly that Virginia was this needy, addicted bitch already and that cooperation from the woman herself was all balanced on that hint that there could be orgasm at stages along the way. It was like she knew that there was no outrage and entitlement in this woman, the former Lady Virginia De Roscoe anymore and that, that entitlement in her had been sifted and filtered away.
Virginia didn’t respond to Tilly, not with words anyway. She made a noise and it was one of cooperation and Tilly smiled. Tilly was a woman who was discovering herself and her base cruelty. She was expanding on a sadism that was already there and she had marked Virginia down for the take down probably two years ago whilst browsing the society pages and magazines. There would have been that penny dropping moment when she’d perused over a glossy high fashion spread of Lady Virginia De Roscoe in all her splendour - when she would have seen the stature, the physique and the oozing sexuality of her and decided that she would be the one. That this woman would have her life drastically and irreversibly changed forever. It would only ever be Tilly Abrahams who’d have the ways and the means and the resources to take out a real life ‘royal’.
Tilly smiled and then turned to leave. She swapped places with the pervert in that vacuum creating doorway and when Tilly was gone, Virginia made that pregnant cow noise again, just before this man began working on her again.

 
 

THE END
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