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Princess Maria focussed intently on the T.V screen in front of her; a young lady with bright, blonde, shiny hair was performing oral sex expertly and lasciviously on a large, black, pulsating cock. 

She was licking the knob of it as though it was a delicacy and looking up at him occasionally to see the effect she was having on the powerfully framed, virile, black male with a bald dome and an evil, sneering smile. 

A hand appeared on the screen to force her mouth fully over the swollen appendage and the picture panned back to reveal another well endowed black man about to insert himself in her most sensitive, salivating and slippery personal part. 

The young girl in the interracial mix smiled and groaned with pleasure as it was inserted inside her; she began to lick the delicious penis in her mouth with extra adoration and vigour as one of the shadowy studs, grunted crudely and disrespectfully at his partner. 

“She’s a real slut!” 

The other man nodded with sinister intent and laughed as he took her hips in his large dangerous hands, moved his hips urgently and fucked her harder and faster.

“Just loves black dick; don’t you bitch?” 

He grumbled and sneered as they continued to take their foul, debasing pleasure of the seemingly innocent, young woman.

After a few minutes and another variety of positions both men were climaxing as the unfortunate girl in the film held their dark, pulsing, dangerous erections close beside her open, delicate, perfect, pretty face.

Princess Maria was now extremely red and flushed, sensing her libido surging and raging, and she stopped and froze the picture just at the very point where the two black, devilish males released and climaxed. 

She saw clearly, in the freeze frame, the white, erupting sperm spurting from the tip of one of the coal black penises and could see the look of perverse, shock, pleasure and expectation clearly visible on the actress’s, innocent round face. 

She observed her slim petite body, blonde hair and blue eyes and the princess noticed again how weirdly, absurdly, similar she looked to herself. 

She sighed deeply, relaxed back onto her soft bed, turned the DVD off, closed her eyes and revelled and savoured the womanly arousal and erotic feelings, flushing and flowing through her.

It was the same each time she saw one of this girls’ videos, and each time she did so, the princess privately, secretly and disgustingly ached and longed to be the actual performing star on the screen.

Princess Maria was just eighteen and she had lived in the palace or at private school all her youthful, cosseted, innocent life. 

In recent years, as was normal with girls of her age, she had become extremely interested in men and given that her developing libido was raging off the scale; sex more sex and sex, in general! 

Unfortunately for her, such adventure was mere fantasy, as being a royal princess she never had the dubious opportunity of meeting anyone she considered arousing and exciting or venture, where she could explore her emerging femininity.  

Her secretive, furtive pleasure was therefore to frequently watch pornographic films where she imagined terribly, she was the promiscuous, leading lady and relish the exciting sensations it created in her nubile, young, virginal body.

It was a harmless enough daydream but one that allowed her some release for her imagination and from her ever growing, pent up sexual frustrations.           

In viewing various films that were smuggled to her by her ex-schoolmates, one porn star in particular was her favourite. 

Tali, was her screen name and she, out of all the murky, mucky stars Maria saw, looked as though she enjoyed sex the most, and the one person she could most identify and connect with. 

Also this girl looked weirdly and amazingly like the princess and it was extremely easy to let her whimsy transport her into the girl’s sordid, film persona.

Princess Maria desperately wanted to know what life and sex especially, was all about, and resolved on that day to write to this girl on some pretext or another and, invite her to the palace for tea and a chat.

It seemed an innocent and innocuous plan but Maria was secretly hoping that her guest would reveal some of the hidden, demonic facts, about love and life and sexuality that she was so obviously and painfully ignorant of.

Sometimes she felt so absurd and ridiculous to be so naïve and unaware at her maturing age. 

She longed for the girl to tell and reveal to her just what it felt to be fucked and treated like a whore. 

It sounded terrible but she craved to know; the films were informative and stirred her libido and female awakening spirit, but she constantly craved to fully understand more and more now.

Life as a member of royalty and as a lady was proving to be unfortunately, very boring and wearisome indeed for her.

The Princess sat at her desk and although she was a proficient and eloquent writer, it took her an hour to compose the following short note; it read.

Dear Tali

I would like you to visit me at the palace on Thursday at 3 o’clock for tea. I feel there is a service you can do on my behalf but I will explain further when we meet.

I look forward to seeing you then.

Princess Maria

Kensington Palace

The princess looked at what she had written and although she felt it was somewhat inadequate decided, it was the best she could do and placed it in one of her bright yellow, personalised envelopes with the royal crest. 

She addressed it to the London Production Company listed on the films and passed it to her lady in waiting, for posting. 

As the prim, grey-haired, middle aged woman walked out of her ornate room with the letter, the princess smiled as she knew how horrified she would be if she new who it was going to, and the personal invitation it contained. 

Maria entered her guest’s name in her social diary, on the unlikely off-chance that this unknown girl would attend as requested, and under job description for her guest she wrote down charity worker, just to amuse herself.

She giggled to herself as she decided porn star would not be quite appropriate!  

Tali, whose real name was the less glamorous title of Mandy Downing, received the card the following morning and stared at the request and summons to appear at the palace in disbelief, and assumed it to be an ill judged, practical joke. 

Her natural feminine curiosity however made her telephone the number on the card and was astounded to be connected immediately.

She was politely informed by a sharp, perfectly spoken female voice on the end of the line, that she was indeed expected on Thursday at Kensington Palace.  

The girl was dumbstruck but kept her composure enough to inform the person she was talking to that she would be able to attend and to please pass the message on to the royal Princess Maria.

Tali the porn star, quickly realised that this was much too exciting an opportunity for a common ordinary girl like her to ignore; a tea date with a real, live, famous princess; it was just unmissable!

On Thursday Tali, as she had promised, drove herself across town, through the magnificent main palace entrance gates and then was ultimately ushered, by a smart, haughty and intimidating lady in waiting, into a beautiful reception room, where she just stood and stared around her in utter awe. 

The walls were lined with fabulous antique paintings and the ceilings were a mixture of frescos and intricate coving and decoration.

It was all breathtaking and exquisite and far beyond the young girls experience, after a childhood and adolescence in the deprived, disadvantaged, back streets of Bradford. 

“The Princess will be with you directly.” 

Her focus, concentration and inspection of the surroundings was broken, as she was informed this by same snooty woman that had met her earlier, and sure enough, in a matter of a few seconds Princess Maria regally entered the hall. 

She was dressed elegantly in a light, pale blue suit, with a pencil skirt and white shirt, her appearance being enhanced with a beautiful shimmering diamond necklace; she looked radiant, regal, rich, extremely classy and terribly intimidating for her youthful guest. 

Tali, although having tried to dress up for the occasion looked common; her cheap hold up stockings, short black skirt and grey top left her feeling inadequate and exposed in such lavish surroundings and exclusive, noble company.    

Maria shook her hand confidently, disguising well, the butterflies that were flitting and fluttering wildly in her stomach; she invited her guest into her private rooms and asked her to be seated in a large comfy, white leather chair opposite her own. 

Maria noted her guest’s beautiful blonde hair, slim elegant figure and piercing angelic blue eyes and realised but for the clothes, amazingly as she had previously thought, it was like looking at a perfect reflection of herself! 

Tali was relieved that the princess’s quarters were modern and tasteful as she felt uncomfortable in the sumptuous, historic hallways; she settled back into her supple leather chair to listen to what her elegant, regal hostess had to say.

There was silence for a moment then Maria spoke purposefully though somewhat disingenuously.

“I have asked you here…to discuss with you… assisting me in creating a charity for the underprivileged.” 

Tali listened wide-eyed with amazement as the princess blustered and continued onward, hardly stopping for breath. 

“You are a porn star are you not?” 

The girl nodded without any trace of embarrassment and the princess used her confirmation to enforce her obscure point. 

“Well, I think you are well placed to warn innocent young girls about the perils and pitfalls of this way of life.” 

The princess paused for breath before continuing and Tali noticed her start to blush and flush with strange anxiety, and some other suppressed emotion, that her amazed visitor could not recognise or understand. 

“I am doing some research on….” 

The phone from outside the room rang loudly and shrilly, breaking their conversation and the princess excused herself with an apology. 

“Sorry, I must take that… will return in a moment but please feel free to look around.”

Tali, obviously shaken, rose absentmindedly and started to roam the small apartment, there was something not quite right about what this girl was saying to her; she was from the streets and could sense when things were not quite as they appeared.  

She got up and opened a side door to walk into a pretty white and pink bedroom and sat down on the small single bed that she was sure belonged to the princess. 

There was a remote control on the centre of the duvet and without thinking and instinctively, she picked it up and clicked on the television. 

To her astonishment a picture of herself came on to the screen, screaming in apparent pain and pleasure as she sat astride a large, dark, penis working its’ magic on her. 

Her own, on screen character was just coming energetically to a climax when she heard a noise behind her and turned to see the princess in the doorway open- mouthed with horror at what was being displayed on her private, video screen. 

Tali, in that instant, understood exactly why she was there, and smiled teasingly at her socially superior and better. 

“Just doing some research are we?” she laughed.

Maria grabbed the clicker from her and stopped the film; she tried to get hold of the situation again, but her visitor was too life-hardened for that. 

Sex was her business and she suddenly took charge of the bizarre and unusual scenario she had been catapulted into.

She looked and stared at the flustered, embarrassed, young lady dithering in front of her, and it was all as clear and obvious to her as one of her film scripts!

“You want to know what it feels like, don’t you?”

The princess sat suddenly on her pretty, pristine bed as the girl pressed her sweetly but mockingly. 

“…What it’s like to feel a man’s hands over you, his cock inside you. You want to know what it’s like to be fucked…don’t you?” 

She watched as the princess seemed to shiver, dissolve and lose her poise completely and, in sympathy for her, the more experienced girl sat down gently on the bed next to Her Royal Highness and took her pretty hand.

She gazed into the princess’s blue spheres and for the first time Tali truly recognised how similar they looked and felt an instant sisterly bond with her.

Maria looked up at her meekly and whispered innocently to her.

“What does it feel like?”

Tali gingerly and somewhat presumptuously, given the gulf in their social status, placed her arm around the princess’s slight shoulders and talked quietly and softly to her. 

“It’s hard to describe Princess. When you’re fucked properly you feel so full and helpless, all you can think about is getting that male thickness and hardness as deep inside you as possible.” 

The girl saw Maria’s eyes widen like pale blue windmills but then went into even more descriptive detail. 

“And sometimes when you hold his big hard cock you get a feeling of lust and power that makes you want more and more….it’s, just too delicious.”

She laughed suddenly and in humour. 

“Mind you…when you’ve had as much screwing and coupling as me, sometimes it’s all… a fucking massive pain in the ass as well!”

Princess Maria looked at her and then turned the video on again, just at the scene where her pretty guest was shown, with her legs wide apart, being showered in thick, white ejaculate and come.

She muttered softly to her visitor in unbelievable, terrible. debased confession. 

“I wish I was you…I want to feel it… like you describe.”

The young girl laughed hysterically.  

“You want to swap jobs?” 

Maria suddenly giggled as well as if to relieve the sudden tension and at the obvious absurdity of it all, and spoke childishly. 

“Yes let’s!”

Tali challenged her in fun.

“Come on then girl…take your clothes off and let’s see if you look like me with nothing on.” 

The princess, although extremely nervous and embarrassed, slowly removed her clothes and placed them neatly on the bed. 

Tali quickly followed suit and both girls looked directly into the large mirror in front of them. 

Maria gasped as she saw the reflection.

“It’s incredible…we could actually be sisters.” 

Tali looked closely at their combined nude image and, from their blonde hair to their breast size, to the shape of their figures and their most intimate private parts, the girls were almost identical.

The common girl sat on the bed and Maria walked nude into the kitchen to get them each a glass of white wine, then returned to her and placed an exquisite, crystal container in her hand.

Tali sipped the dry alcohol and smiled at her agitated companion. 

“It’s a nice fantasy…but I think I’d better get dressed and go, you’ve had enough research for one day.”

Maria took a long gulp of the bubbly wine and her tone suddenly had a real urgent and meaningful edge to it. 

“Please Tali, you said you were a little bored let me take your place for a while… I want to be you. Don’t worry about the palace there’s nothing to do and I’ll leave you all the information you will need.”

The girl looked at her in disbelief and utter amazement. 

“You want to be a tart?” 

The princess nodded shyly, almost ashamedly. 

“You want to be screwed and abused?” 

Tali watched as Maria’s small pink, nipples hardened as she replied forcefully. 

“Yes”

Tali giggled, picked up her small, sheer, black panties from the bed and inserting one finger into each side, held them apart. 

“You want to step into my pants Princess?” she queried teasingly.

Maria now, with her nipples solid like small pale red erasers, nodded, and stood up from the bed as her visitor confronted and threatened her true resolve. 

“Once you step into these you will be me Princess…there’s no going back.”

Maria ignored her warning, placed herself in front of the girl and Tali ceremoniously pulled the elastic further apart on the knickers, and lowered them to allow the princess to insert one ankle then the other into them. 

She pulled them up, they fitted snugly around the Maria’s blonde pussy and she gently pushed down a couple of escaping, fair, pubic hairs. 

She lightly let her finger dwell on the covered thin line of the princess’s virginal line of female flesh and felt the girl shudder. 

“You want to come out to play do you sweetie?”

Maria trembled and groaned softly and the girl laughed at her show of sexual wantonness.

“You really are desperate for a good fuck, aren’t you Princess?”

Propriety between them was suddenly forgotten and Princess Maria’s only answer was to show a small wet patch on the front of the thin panties, while she thought about what she was attempting to undertake.

Tali helped the princess to quickly dress; she had never worn hold up stockings before, and Maria felt incredibly dirty and horny. 

She looked and admired the new sluttish image that suddenly appeared in the mirror, as her new friend commented and assisted her transformation.

“You need a bit more make up Princess.” 

She applied another layer of rouge on her face, then lifted the short dress, straightened the underwear again and made sure her breasts were contained, without a bra, within the small, tight, grey top and giggled. 

“You look like a real tramp, Princess!” 

Maria, finally dressed, just smiled, went into the front room to finish her wine and turned a few minutes later to see her double, stride regally in.

Tali looked so elegant and perfect; a vision in royal light blue and white and the Princess murmured in surprise. 

“Gosh Tali…it’s obviously easier for a tart to become a princess than a princess to become a tart.”

The girl laughed out loud; they sat opposite each other, back on the giving chairs and stared in silence until Tali spoke out as if to express her genuine concerns.

“OK Princess the joke and game’s over now…I know you’re not serious.”

Maria however gazed back insistently and defiantly at her.

“You said there was no going back!”

Tali looked at her in complete disbelief.

“You actually want to do this…be a slut and a whore…get treated like shit and just used continually for sex?”

Maria blushed scarlet and the girl could tell that, for whatever reason, that’s exactly what the princess desired, and she raised her matching, pale eyes in amusement.

“It’s your funeral baby…but I’m game for a month if you are?”

The girls spent the rest of the afternoon exchanging histories and stories of their vastly different lives and experience and confirming each other’s schedules for the coming agreed period.

Once the four weeks were completed, they resolved to meet again and change back, with no harm done and no-one else the wiser for their outrageous adventure. 

Tali informed the princess that the only person who would have to know about the arrangement was her manager Nick, and it would be he, that would take her through her various appointments and obligations. 

She cautioned her new friend seriously.

“Nick’s the boss, remember!”

Maria whispered nervously and stared innocently at her with large, expressive, blue eyes. 

“Will he like me?”

Tali just howled in amusement at her naïve question.

“He’ll love you Princess… just fucking love you Princess!”

Eventually the girls’ arrangements were finalised and finished and Maria turned to go but Tali held her suddenly, firmly by the shoulders as if still unsure of the madness of the venture they were embarked upon. 

“Are you sure Maria? Once you leave here you will be me…just me…plain old common Mandy Dowling…alias Tali, the porn star! ” 

Maria shrugged her off; she did not want to hear anything negative about the choice she had so hastily made. 

“I understand Tali…let me get out there and taste some life…please let me be you!” 

She walked proudly, determinedly and boldly to the door and Tali muttered under her breath as she did so. 

“OK Princess…but you just ain’t got any idea how much life you are letting yourself in for!” 

Then she flopped down into the big, leather chair, kicked off her shoes and finished the rest of the delicious wine in the sparkling glass.

A month’s rest in luxury and privilege just sounded divine to her!

Tali’s, small black Polo, was parked exactly where she had told her and Maria got in and turned over the engine. 

The small car started first time and moved slowly towards the main gates, away from her protected world and into the unknown, exciting new life she had craved and sought so much. 

She changed gear and felt the stockings rubbing against her thighs; her body was alive and she was consumed with the excitement and anticipation of her outrageous, thrilling escapade. 

The car slipped unnoticed through the elegant black and gold gate and into the busy London traffic; it took her a while to adjust to driving herself, but she was soon confidently weaving her way to Soho.

Maria felt conspicuous, vulnerable; men would wink at her as she stopped and started in the traffic and she would blush and look down as if not being able to face them. 

She teased and spoke to herself as she travelled as if caught up in the lunacy and ludicrousness of her situation.

“A good porn star you are?” she murmured as if annoyed and irritated by her introversion and shyness. 

Eventually she came to the street, as described and instructed by Tali, and stopped directly in front of the garage marked number 6; she pressed a remote control attached to the visor above her head and the door slowly opened. 

Once inside the garage the door closed automatically and Maria left the car to enter the alarm code into the white keypad by the entrance and whispered to herself as she listened to her heart as if it was her radio blasting and pumping on full volume. 

“I have arrived!” 

She flushed in satisfaction at her courage and adventurous spirit and turning the handle to the door, entered into the small flat.

The apartment that greeted her was modern and open plan; wooden floors, black leather furniture and a small silver kitchen and eating bar in the far corner. 

A large television and black media boxes dominated the other corner of the room and a small, dark granite coffee table sat majestically in the middle. 

Maria opened the door that led off the lounge into the bedroom and she was impressed not only at the rows of cupboards with mirrored doors but also with the large, white, double bed that was raised slightly from the floor. 

A bathroom was en-suite with a white Jacuzzi bath and shower cubicle, and Maria thought how well pornography must pay! 

It was nearly 7p.m and Maria wanted to get out of these clothes. 

She ran a bath and opened one of the cupboards to see what there was to change into; the selection was immense and impressive. 

She found the internal drawers where the negligees were kept and after a brief inspection threw a couple onto the bed to choose later on. 

Her own clothes were discarded to the floor and she went and lay in the bath and pressed the knob to activate the Jacuzzi; the jets started instantaneously and she opened her legs a little to let the rush of water soothe and tease her agitated and wound up form.

She could sense her libido rising and racing, as the powerful jets tingled and played with her hidden sexuality. 

Maria relaxed for an hour, washed her hair and, after slipping a white cloth dressing gown over her naked body, walked into the kitchen and opened the fridge to find a comprehensive selection of the finest food. 

A small bottle of champagne seemed perfect and, the princess served herself to a pre-packed salad and lay down on the settee to settle and eat. 

Maria felt pleased with herself; her sudden flight to freedom and as she sipped a second glass of champagne wondered what tomorrow would bring and when Nick would contact her.

The young girl finished her meal feeling light headed from the alcohol and put the plates and glass in the dishwasher; she liked the apartment tidy and when she was happy everything was in place walked into the bedroom to go to sleep. 

She chose a short, white baby doll outfit with tiny frilly ruffed panties and put the others back where they came from in the cupboard. 

The princess caught sight of her reflection in the mirrored inside door, flushed and thought excitedly and thought what a naughty, little girl she had become in just one single, sensational day. 

She had never worn such a provocative sensual outfit in her life before and it excited her beyond measure as she gazed at herself in admiration. 

A sudden urge overtook her and she pulled the short negligee up to expose her pretty knickers and fantasised that there was somebody there to put their fingers inside them and play with her body. 

She closed her eyes and revelled in the erotic haze until her daydream was interrupted by the sound of a loud, bright, buzzer from the front door.

She quickly came to her senses and, wondering who it could be at this hour, ran quickly to the intercom and spoke anxiously into it. 

"Yes?”

“It’s Nick,” a deep gravelly voice informed her, “open the door.” 

Maria, without giving it a second thought, pressed the button that released the main front entrance. 

The door to her apartment opened and a tall, well presented black man walked in, and almost before Maria had time to look at him properly he went down on one knee, as if in respect and submission to her, and whispered accordingly. 

“Princess!”

Maria responded regally. 

“Oh that’s not necessary…” 

She stopped suddenly and gasped for breath; this black stranger had lifted her short negligee moved her delicate panties to one side and inserted his tongue outrageously, deeply into her pure, little sweet vagina! 

He licked her slowly but vigorously and, Maria staggered back disbelievingly and confusedly against the hard, white wall. 

The solid surface only heightened the sensations, as Nick’s experienced tongue had already found her clitoris and Maria felt her thighs open, her body press back as if to support her trembling floating legs as she began to sway. 

She groaned to his oral touch and caresses and soon felt the tension and pleasure rousing and building; her breathing and motion becoming faster and faster as she lustily pressed her mound firmly back against his salacious, wet tongue.

Her brain was somewhere in space and rising higher when Nick withdrew himself from inside her, closed the door and went to sit on the big, black settee and smiled mockingly at her. 

“You sure don’t taste like a princess…Bitch!” 

Maria exhaled in shock and collapsed, helplessly back against the stout, supportive wall. 

Her new ruffled knickers were around her knees, her legs were apart and, doing her best to regain her composure she pulled them up, lowered her top and looked hard at the man who had just entered her most special places. 

Nick was coal black, tall, muscular and lean; he was clean-shaven, handsome in a rugged sort of way, with short inky, black hair. 

He wore a tight white T-shirt, designer jeans, smart tan boots and he simply exuded confidence and power that the innocent naïve princess found breathtaking.

He stared and sneered at her as if she was insignificant.

“So you’re the princess that wants to become a tart?” 

Maria, like a trapped animal, embarrassedly nodded but said nothing at all in reply to his lewd observations. 

The black man wagged his finger as if she was suddenly a slave and beckoned her over to him; Maria obediently walked the few paces to tremble and shake and stand directly in front of him. 

He spoke to her insolently as if he was her lord and master.

“Lift your top Princess!”

Maria froze in terror and the dark, aggressive male berated her impatiently. 

“Do you want to be a whore or not?” 

Maria, as if in a dream or nightmare, raised her flimsy white top to reveal her small pert breasts and pink nipples which were standing proud. 

“Turned on are we?” he smiled, flashing his white teeth and placed his finger on her pulsing, salivating, vaginal lips through the material of her thin, white knickers. 

“You’re dying for it aren’t you Princess?” 

Maria said nothing but could not stop her hips moving against his pressure, and the man felt her line of feminine sexuality getting wetter and wetter on his fingers.

Nick removed his fingers from her little mound, sat back on the settee placed his hands arrogantly at the base of his head. 

"I suppose you’ve never seen a cock, have you Princess?” 

Maria gulped in fear, shook her head and he spoke in impatience with her as he motioned to the large bulge in his trousers. 

“Well get it out then girl.” 

Maria shook in terror but dropped the front of her negligee she had been holding up and knelt down in between Nick’s thick, muscular, legs which were stretched out, far apart. 

She clumsily undid his belt with her left hand whilst her right hand felt the bulge, which seemed to be getting bigger and bigger as she gently pressed it.

The man stroked her blonde hair and tugged at a small handful of her bright tresses.

“Come on you silly Bitch…undo it…you can undo a man’s trousers can’t you?” 

He scolded her roughly as Maria struggled with the removal of them; she was inexperienced but eventually successful and a white pair of Calvin Clein underpants were revealed, with the aroused masculinity now clearly visible, inside them. 

Maria gulped, grabbed the top of the pants with her fingers, took her courage in her hands, closed her eyes and pulled them down to the floor to release an enormous, black, circumcised penis that sprang out almost vertically. 

Thrillingly for her it was throbbing with life and the mysterious, masculine essence she had dreamt about for so long.

She had to look and gasped in disbelief as his erection confronted her, and towered up vertically as it was a magical, living, dark skyscraper.

She instinctively wanted to touch it and hold it, but she just kneeled weakly and stared at the pulsating flesh and then at him, intermittently.

He seemed to pick up and revel in her fear and uncertainty.   

“Put my clothes straight and come back Princess!” 

She picked them up, folded them and placed them neatly on the granite table before bending again, submissively between Nick’s legs and grand thighs.

Maria was transfixed by the huge, black penis and went to touch it with her hands but Nick smacked her fingers gently, but firmly away. 

“You want this?”

Maria blinked, as if mesmerised by the inviting dark flesh, and whispered shyly as she felt her vagina pulse and spend fluid in her knickers. 

“I think so.”

He smiled at her innocence and white purity.

“Well you’ve got to earn it Princess…put your hands behind your back!”

Maria did as she was told immediately and was humbled and servile before him, as he instructed her. 

“A good whore…needs to know when to keep her mouth open and when to keep it…shut, now Princess open… your mouth.” 

Maria obliged and Nick smiled in satisfaction at her obedience.

“Stick out your tongue.”

She did so and although she felt her humiliation at his hands, she sensed her vagina pulsing juices and aching, as if she deviantly welcomed the experience.

Nick grabbed hold of her soft blonde hair and stroked it, then pulled her head towards the top of his enormous, black tower until her mouth was just above it.

Her blue eyes could not take their focus from it and the man lay back and watched her slather in anticipation.

“You want this…to serve this?”

She nodded earnestly as if she had lost her mind.

“Yes…yes!”

He stroked her hair again, pulled it and she winced in pain as he spoke. 

“So lick it Princess….acquaint yourself with it.” 

Her tongue took its’ first taste of male, erect flesh and she seemed to love it instantly as she began to enthusiastically lick it. 

He grunted in satisfaction at her complicity, then gripped her hair more forcefully and pressed her innocent, little, pink, plump lips over the tip of his flesh. 

“Now suck it…like the little whore and tart you are!”

Princess Maria took his insults and the top of the erection in her mouth and began to taste it properly and truly savour the salty masculinity, as Nick pushed her head against him to take more and more of it inside her. 

The man expertly guided her and suddenly, the virginal princess was taking the full length of his cock and it almost choked her as it gently fucked her tender, wet, oral cavity.

She felt so deliciously helpless and let herself be used like some white, easy, servile doll for his pleasure and delectation.

He allowed her to demean herself for a while then stopped and murmured to her commandingly.

“Use your hands now…feel me with them…this is your life now…to serve a man’s cock…so learn Princess!”

She was used to being the one giving orders but she drew her hands that were behind her back eagerly around the iron, inky, dark blue, veined cock and gripped him with her fingers, as he grunted in base pleasure.

She instinctively then used her mouth and tongue to lick and suck his large black balls as if she had been doing it all her life, and flushed demonically as he reacted to her sexual attentions and service. 

She felt, for the first time, the power of holding a man in her mouth and hands and revelled in the debased pleasure she was giving, as this mercurial, arrogant, black stranger sat back and allowed her to play. 

After a few more minutes Nick sat up and held her head firmly in his huge palms; his rhythm quickened, as he slid in and out of her mouth, until he withdrew his cock completely as he muttered crudely at her. 

“I’m going to give you your first load of spunk Princess…would you like that?”

Maria nodded with the slightest movement of her head, but her eyes glowed in desire and demonic, sordid, enthusiasm.

“Now lift your top.” 

Maria did as she was told and exposed her soft white belly to him as Nick grabbed her delicate hands, placed one directly on his pumped, pulsing cock and the other under his heavy, full balls. 

“This is how to make a man come Princess.” 

He moved her hand faster and faster over his solid penis and mumbled at her.

“You do it…learn your job!”

She drew her hands quickly over the devilish flesh and stroked his large, heavy, full black sacs and sensed them swell and contract and she could tell he was about to climax.

“Tell me you want it, Princess!”

She was so wet, dripping and she rubbed him furiously as if willing it to explode in slimy, male essence.

“I do…fuck…come over me…please…oh fuck…fuck…fuck…please!”

His balls pulsed a final time; he groaned again gutturally and Maria suddenly felt, what seemed like, mountains of hot, white, sticky, slippery liquid spurt, powerfully onto her belly and panties. 

It was beyond all of her dreams, the perverted films she had seen and her own lustful, imagined fantasies.

“Lick me clean Princess!” 

It was an order; the man pushed Maria back on to his penis and like an obedient little dog, she took the dripping, shrinking organ into her mouth again and ate and swallowed the salty, viscous fluid for the first time. 

She did not like the taste initially and went to draw away but squealed helplessly as Nick held her in place, until she had sucked him dry and then, when he was satisfied, released her. 

She wiped the extra come off her face with her fingers, put them in her mouth and licked her lips and he laughed mockingly at her. 

“You’re gonna make a great whore Princess!”

She looked up at him with her innocent blue eyes and Nick understood immediately what she wanted; he slipped a finger into her frilly white knickers and then inside her eager, slippery vagina. 

“You want this filled, don’t you Princess?”

She just groaned pathetically and needfully as it entered her fine slim, flowing wetness and gently, teased her delicate, sexual lips. 

She was suddenly so desperate for something to be placed within her, to fill this chasm that had suddenly sprung up from seemingly nowhere.

The man understood her craving but seemed only to want to punish and torment her mind and body. 

“Well you’re just going to have to turn me on again…Princess… Go and have a shower and come back in an outfit that’ll make my cock hard for you, again.” 

He withdrew his sodden digit, licked it and laughed as Maria, with his spunk dripping and hardening over her, ran trembling and shaking into the bedroom to shower and come to terms with what had happened. 

She threw off the stained negligee, stood in the white shower cubicle and as the powerful jets hit her she thought about how disrespectfully and humiliatingly she had been treated. 

She was a Princess, a lady, how dare this black, common stranger treat her like a worthless whore. 

She lathered the soap on her body and heard the words in her swirling brain that Tali had cautioned to her when she had left her. 

“Once you leave here you will be… me!” 

Maria groaned in realisation; she was now Tali, a whore and a porn star… it was what she had chosen to be!

Maria thought of how helpless and horny she had felt when Nick was licking her and remembered how hard, big and divinely dangerous his penis was.

She pulsed and flushed as she understood just how much she wanted it inside her and let it rob her of her innocence that was seemingly such a constant burden. 

She stepped out of the shower and with one of the big white towels started to dry herself and she quickly realised that one, fine, devilish part of her was still horribly, deliciously wet. 

She stroked herself slowly with the rough edge of the towel against her inverted folds, and felt how incredibly aroused she was.

Her slim slit of sexuality was pulsing, literally dripping juices and fluid and it screamed for a man’s touch. 

Nick’s words were now the ones’ revolving in her mind and torturing her. 

“You’ll have to turn me on again!” 

Although she was fighting against it, she realised that she wanted his big black cock inside her more than she could explain or understand, and knew for the moment she would have to swallow her royal pride and do exactly as she’d been instructed.

Maria opened all the drawers and cupboards in the bedroom and decided which outfit she would choose to entice the infuriating, frustrating Nick into more decisive sexual interaction with her. 

She decided on a pink Basque with matching stockings, panties and suspenders and flushed, even more excitedly as she put the fine, sexy clothing on. 

She perused her reflection in the long mirror, congratulating her-self on her sexy appearance and applied some more make-up and rouge as a finishing touch.

She looked like a pretty, painted doll and felt sure that he would like it and not be able to resist her charms then take her and, finally she would be fucked!

She flushed again at the delicious thought of it.

She emerged bravely from the bedroom to find Nick naked, apart from his T-shirt, sprawled on the settee with his limp, but still substantial, penis fully exposed; he was swigging a bottle of designer beer and watching the television. 

He turned and looked at her disinterestedly. 

“Stand up straight,” he ordered.  

Maria complied immediately feeling herself pulsing desire for him, into her new pretty underwear. 

“Turn around Princess.” 

Again Maria responded promptly as if she was already accepting of his authority. 

“Very nice,” Nick commented dryly, “but a bit obvious!” 

He returned his attention back to the large, moving screen in the corner of the room and dismissed her. 

“Try again.”

Maria rebuffed, withdrew ashamedly back into the bedroom, furious but more sexually agitated and frustrated than ever. 

She removed her outfit and put it back in place and searched for what else she could find; she decided on a beige, skimpy bikini with small matching tassels, which only just covered her pert, plump bosom and mound. 

She walked out again anxiously and stood in front of him and he repeated his degrading theatrics with her. 

“Put your legs apart a little, turn around Princess and lean over.” 

Maria, now following every command, bent down without shame showing her bottom and rear to him to try and provoke his penile beast, but she just heard him annoyingly yawn and whisper softly, as if bored. 

“Very nice…but just not right… next please!”

The princess tried on a further three, provocative outfits and, unfortunately for her, they were all met with the same muted, unenthusiastic response from the fussy, unreasonable, mercurial man.  

Eventually Maria was left to sit alone, nude on the bed wondering what she could do or wear to coax a response from his entreating but frustratingly, flaccid, uninterested penis. 

The mobile rang in her bag and it was Tali; she was laughing and giggling like a child at her, down the crystal clear line. 

“Is he breaking you in?” 

“No,” Maria lied.

The girl that was now living in her previous luxury and privilege was too experienced to be misled. 

“I bet you’re sitting on the bed with a horny fanny wondering how to get him to fuck you?”

Maria went quiet, Tali knew she wasn’t far away from the mark and teased her mercilessly. 

“Nick’s such a devious bastard” she laughed, “he’s just torturing you for fun and to show you who’s boss…try the bottom drawer on the left-hand side of the main cupboard!” 

The line went dead and Maria felt confused and belittled but, as if demented, hurried to the drawer and opened it to find a crumpled, white, carrier bag, 

She laid the contents on the bed and to her surprise and amazement it contained a fully, complete, schoolgirl’s outfit.

She quickly, excitedly slipped it all on and looked into the mirror again to see herself in black stockings, suspenders, garter belt, short, grey skirt, white shirt and a bright red and blue, school tie. 

The young girl raised the short hem a little to look at the delicious underwear and flushed in expectation and, to complete the innocent but provocative image she was presenting, she removed most of the heavy make up from her face. 

Maria, finally happy with her new image, emerged from the bedroom again and posed daringly in front of her tormentor with her hands challengingly, on her slim hips.

She whispered desperately, teasingly and as suggestively as she was able.

“Nick…I’ve come to learn my lesson!” 

The white’s of the man’s dark eyes glowed suddenly and he looked at her with clear intent and purpose.

Immediately Maria trembled and shook excitedly as she saw his black cock begin to powerfully swell and rise to her provocation, and he turned off the television and wagged his finger to beckon her over to him. 

She was soon standing right in front of him once more, as if he owned her, with her whole being shaking, like the proverbial leaf. 

He drew himself up to the front of the seat put his palms under her tiny skirt and placed his hands on her white bottom cheeks as she groaned helplessly to his firm, presumptive touch.

“Such a sweet ass Princess!”

She moaned and jumped as his finger traced their way around to her anal crevice, then her mound and she drew in her breath as his fingers entered her tiny black panties and began to stroke her virginal, salivating, royal pussy.

She closed her eyes in lust as she sensed her body thrill and rush and in that split moment she knew that she would do whatever this man wanted of her.

He spoke to her insultingly but she didn’t care.

“Such a pretty pussy, Princess…just ripe and ready, Bitch!” 

He pulled the knickers to one side and stroked her slit more firmly until in was dripping from the top to the bottom of her vaginal folds.

He chuckled dirtily.

“Ready to be screwed Princess? Fucked?”

She grunted as his fingers found her little tremulous bud of pleasure and she pushed against his pressure.

“Yes Nick…I am…so ready Nick!”

He gently separated her stocking thighs, until they were astride his and her pure, unused, precious vagina was positioned directly above his black, evil manhood that was by now fully vertical and precariously, fully hardened. 

Nick watched her, slowly remove the tie, undo her shirt and let her breasts fall forwards into his copper palms and he squeezed them as he played her, like a new, innocent toy. 

“Are you prepared for fucking Princess?”

Maria grunted and moaned in a rage and craving that was beyond any normal understanding; she nodded hopelessly as he continued to torment and tease her mercilessly. 

“I can’t hear you Princess?”

She emitted a strangled cry. 

“Yes! Yes! Yes!” 

She moaned and cried as the man’s hands stopped twisting her erect, pink nipples and then sensuously slid them down, under her skirt and inserted two fingers dangerously inside her exposed, naked pussy. 

“Dirty cunt!”

She ignored his insults, grunted instinctively then lowered herself to take the full length of his digits and started to rub herself up and down on them as if she had no choice but to move. 

Her hands reached out to him, took hold of his powerful, thick cock and it felt even bigger than she remembered.

She was desperate for him.

“Put it up me,” she pleaded.

The man was in no rush, as if it was only this agony and need from her that was his true pleasure and contentment.

“Are you my whore?” he asked.

She was overwhelmed by him.

“Yes…you know I am Nick.”

He let his fingers, flick at her clitoris and she squealed like a petite, pretty, white pig as she sensed she was so close to her salacious edge.

“Tell me again Princess!”

Her thighs were spread and her mind was soft and fluffy.

“I’m your whore Nick…I am…I promise…oh God…Nick…please…please!”

Nick withdrew his fingers and placed his ready, raging cock at the entrance to her centre; she could feel its’ smooth, circumcised tip on her sexual folds ready to enter and take her.

“Once I put this cock inside you you’re mine Princess… do you understand that Bitch? This little cunt is mine”

She was lost and groaned in surrender to him; she would give him anything.

“I know…I know…I know!” 

He took her fleshy cheeks into his hands again and slowly started to lower the hips of the young girl onto his blessed solidity.

Maria felt it at her slippery entrance and opened her thighs as wide as she could to ease his access to her. 

She wanted him fully inside her with all her heart and deviant soul. 

“Yes Nick, I’m your whore just fuck me.”

He entered inside her just the faintest fraction and then withdrew which teased her all the more. 

“Who’s your master Princess?

She grunted and rested her soft fleshy bottom in his hands as she reached for his hardness 

“You are,” she whispered pathetically.

He pushed his cock back just inside her giving folds and she sensed that she was so feeble and weak to him.

“Are you going to do as you’re told Princess?” 

She groaned as if the pressure of the world was on her.

“Yes,” she replied feebly.

He held her like a small child; dangling just on the edge of his cock, and Maria sensed her whole body was deliciously limp as if just, only waiting for, him.

Nick finally lowered her torso and hips down slowly and unfailingly onto him, until his huge penis stretched and shaped her to him and he was snugly, fully pressed inside her. 

He would never have guessed if he did not know that the princess, up to that point in her life, had been a virgin; she was wet, excited and his hard, dark flesh entered her like a knife through heated, slippery butter. 

Maria had never experienced anything like it, the sensation of his physical masculinity was overwhelming for her and she loved the sensation of having a man inside her tight body immediately.

The cock seemed to fill her completely and without thinking she started to grip it with womanly, internal muscles, she never realised she had, and began to ease and rock herself back and forward instinctively, to savour the divine feelings.

It heightened the tension and pressure building inside her with each delicious, slight, movement. 

She could feel her breathing getting shorter and faster and her small, exposed breasts slapping and bouncing against her chest. 

Maria closed her eyes and opened her delicate legs wider to get the maximum penetration of his flesh that she could.

It was a revelation; the reality of sex and the actual physical experience of fornication, was better than she could ever have dreamed about or imagined and, she had thought about it for so long.

She had expected it to be good but this was just more heavenly and delicious than she could ever have believed.

The experienced man sensed her wonder and stayed still to let her grip his masculinity with her vaginal force and pressure and let her savour the new erotic, base, sexual, sensations.

She drew herself up and down on him again, lifting and falling, rising and sinking, slowly at first then, as her search for fulfilment consumed her, she began to push herself ever more quickly and forcefully.  

Her movements became ever more urgent until her hips met his solid male spear in a terrible frenzy; she felt a flash in her brain and her body start to quiver, vibrate and then a flood of pleasurable emotions and sensations until finally her mind began to lose its’ madness and relax. 

She opened her eyes weakly to see Nick’s handsome, superior, conceited, black face smiling at her. 

“Your first orgasm Princess?” he laughed.

Maria realised that although she had come Nick was still hard inside her and he now started to move himself in and out of her soaking slit, raising her body in time to his thrusts, with his hands still on her soft, pert bottom. 

She let herself be used by him, weak white flesh on his black wondrous muscular form and he bounced her on his stiff penetrative cock, like a white doll.

She was pulled up and down relentlessly and began to truly feel the fuck, fuck, fuck, fuck of a man’s cock leaving and entering her.

She had no control and all she could do was move at his discretion and demonic, evil, male pleasure.  

After a long while, he withdrew himself completely from her and told her to kneel forward on the warm, wooden floor. 

She was weak and trembling but complied immediately; she bent forward and her bottom was soon pointing subserviently towards her new master. 

Her short grey skirt was lifted, her white panties, unceremoniously pulled down to her knees and her body was in a new position for him to abuse and invade.

Maria sensed and knew that she was just female meat for him to consume but it degradingly, seemed to thrill her that she was. 

She felt his heat behind her then squealed and squirmed as Nick inserted himself into her wetness and the princess felt herself full once more as she started to endure the same slow, build up of tension she had experienced earlier. 

In and out, back and forth he pumped himself into her until finally, irresistibly she climaxed again, and collapsed, dishevelled onto the shiny floor. 

“I’ve not finished with you yet Princess,” the man whispered as if in warning. 

He rolled her onto her back and removed her panties completely; her legs were far apart and her previously, pristine vagina was completely exposed to him. 

He stroked the sodden crack and, in his own perversely sweet time, kneeled above her and inserted himself deep inside her again in a single, rough stroke. 

He grabbed hold of her small hand and put one on the base of his pulsating shaft so she could feel him pushing, in and out of her and placed the other on his large, full, dangerously, heavy balls. 

She felt his true raw power as he fucked her hard; he pinned her to the surface with the pressure of his body and like the little whore she had agreed to become, stroked his gross sacs softly as he rutted her. 

Nick’s movements became harder and rougher, faster and faster until, with a final, forceful jerk, he groaned and pumped mountains of his thick, invasive, sperm inside her.

The famous regal, Princess Maria had been soiled and deflowered, as she had craved and wanted for so long, in the most debased and spectacular fashion. 

Nick slowly pulled out of her, patronisingly patting her leaking blonde pussy that was in front of him and whispered. 

“You’re going to be a real, bad Bitch, Princess!” 

He knelt over her mouth and inserted his weeping cock in it for her to suck and lick clean, as if it was expected of her and was her duty.

Maria was tired and for the first time, did not feel like accommodating him, but he held her head firmly and did not release her until she had finished her oral service and new obligation to him.

Once he was satisfied, that he was done, he rose and instructed her further. 

“Tidy up and then come into the shower.” 

He walked into the bedroom to leave his stain, essence, his mess and discarded clothes to the princess. 

Maria could not believe how indifferent and unfeeling he was, but she accepted she had promised to serve him and, after all, he was the real Tali’s manager.

She tidied the empty bottles, cleaned the stains from the settee and the floor and removing her own sodden clothes, put them into the washing machine. 

She wiped everywhere clean then picked up Nick’s clothes from the coffee table and placed them neatly on the chair in the bedroom. 

She heard the hum of the shower and went towards it; Nick saw her shape and pulled her gently inside with him. 

“Clean me Princess,” he commanded, handing her the soap. 

Maria getting used to his instructions, started to lather him up and down, she admired his muscular, hard body and noticed how dark black he was; she also noticed again how handsome he seemed to be and he reminded her a little of a famous African American, Hollywood star. 

Maria knelt down, washed his penis and balls as if she was venerating them and was mildly disappointed when the magic hardening did not re-occur. 

“My turn,” muttered Nick and he grabbed the soap from her slippery hands. 

He washed her all over, starting with her back then her breasts and belly and bending her over slightly, cleaned her most private, slippery parts. 

Maria although shocked at his presumption, loved the feel of his hands over her and was amazed at how uninhibited she was as she stood there and let the dominant male do as he wanted and pleased.

Satisfied that he had complete control over her body, Nick left the shower and went into the bedroom; Maria emerged soon after, drying herself in front of him a few minutes later, to find an outfit laid out for her and Nick already inside the bed.

She put on the blue knickers and short top he had selected and slipped in next to him, excited that this would be the first time she would sleep with a man. 

They were both exhausted by their exertions; she slipped down the bed and placed her head on his stomach. 

Maria curled up in a ball and instinctively placed her hand on his prick as she drifted off from her strange, new reality.

“Sleep well Princess,” she heard the man murmur softly, as he stroked her beautiful hair, “you’ve got a busy day tomorrow.” 

Fatigue consumed her and Maria awoke in the dark then momentarily panicked as she felt something hard and warm beside her. 

She remembered her fucking the night before and immediately, started to get that new, but strangely, familiar wanton feeling between her thighs again. 

She bent down and nuzzled the thick, prick near her and kissed it; she felt it move and harden further and she licked it before placing her mouth, fully over it. 

She moved her head slowly up and down it, placed one hand under his balls and the other on the base of his cock; she was already becoming an expert and she sensed a surge of weird, lascivious confidence.

She felt Nick begin to awaken, stretch and stir. 

“We’re up early,” he teased, spread his legs a little and lay back to enjoy the princess’s newly emerging, oral expertise. 

He lay still for a few minutes then rose up, to place one hand on her head and one on the entrance folds to her vagina. 

“It’s time for you to taste your next experience Princess.”

He placed his cock fully in her mouth and fucked her hard, whilst with his other hand he expertly played with her clitoris, finger-fucking her to an orgasm. 

Once he had felt her tremble and come, he put both hands around her head and, increasing his rhythm, groaned and exploded his warm rich come into her mouth causing her to gasp and choke as she tried to deal with the explosion of his hot, sticky ejaculate. 

She tried to pull away but Nick held her head fast and mocked her. 

“A good little whore learns to consume it all,” he laughed.

Eventually his penis stopped pumping his essence and with little other choice, the princess was obliged to do as he wished and swallowed and cleansed him.

She soon didn’t actually mind and, was quickly getting used to the unique tastes and aromas of a man.

Nick withdrew from her relieved, and moved his hands initially over her mouth; there was still some semen at the corner and he placed it on his finger then inside the orifice for her to lick off. 

She obliged him as normal and his hand moved down to her rounded breasts and then slowly past her belly and on to her tiny blue panties that he had laid out for her the previous night. 

He had complete autonomy of her and pulled her knickers down a little, to stroke and play with her fine, sparse, blonde, pubic hair. 

Maria spread her thighs, to make Nick’s exploration easier and, like a dog with her master, she was completely, helplessly, acceptingly, submissive to him.

Nick didn’t enter her but stroked her along the outer lips of her slimy vagina. 

“You’re filming today…” he informed her quietly.

She gasped in horror at the new unbelievable life she had so enthusiastically grabbed, as he stroked her giving folds.

“…This is going to be seen by millions of men.” 

Nick felt her legs widen again, and the sexual line he was stroking start to moisten and salivate further. 

“I thought Tali was mad when she told me what she’d done… but you’re gonna be a real star, Princess.”

Maria pulsed and spoke innocently. 

“What’s going to happen?”

Nick explained, letting his fingers enter the very tips of her vaginal flesh. 

“This little pussy is just going to be fucked and fucked on film!” 

He felt as she became instantly, even wetter and slipperier, and he chuckled and laughed at her fecklessness. 

“Save it for later Princess!” 

He removed his hand from her pussy, got up from the bed and pulled the duvet off them both with a powerful, flash of his arm. 

He then saw Maria lying, with her legs wide apart and her eyes closed, thinking anxiously, promiscuously and excitedly about the day to come. 

“A real fucking star!”  

He disappeared into the shower and Maria was left to doze for an hour until Nick woke her up with a fully-laden, breakfast tray and started to put out her clothes for the day ahead. 

“A tracksuit?” she queried him as he meticulously, professionally, prepared everything.

He nodded.

“Yeah all the stuff’s at the studio, hurry up Princess!” 

Maria hungrily consumed the meal of orange juice, toast, eggs, bacon and tea and ran into the shower. 

She returned with a towel wrapped around her and absent-mindedly let it fall to the floor as she dressed; she was strangely, completely, relaxed, being naked in front of him, this unknown stranger.

Nick was on the phone; she heard him say that they would be there in an hour, felt extremely apprehensive as they drove to the studio and hoped that she would not let Tali or him down. 

Her manager explained the script for the film as they drove; the princess was to be a passenger travelling ‘F’ class on SexE-airways. 

“Very subtle,” she smiled wryly and nervously. 

Nick ignored her and passed on his instructions and advice.

“You’re supposed to be a business passenger transferred at the last minute and you don’t really understand the type of company you’re flying with; just go with the flow for all the sex scenes.”

Maria just nodded as if she had any understanding of what was going on, or what she was expected to do, but she had none whatsoever.

The studio when they arrived was smaller than Maria had imagined and Nick led her to a miniscule dressing room where her outfit was laid out for her; a navy business suit with the matching obligatory, black stockings, suspenders and thong knickers. 

She undressed and slipped on a floral, dressing gown and placed herself in the chair in front of the big mirror while the make up artist worked enthusiastically on her face. 

“You’ve got such lovely skin,” gushed the jovial, plump girl, “you’ll look so natural, as always, on the screen!” 

Maria smiled politely and just read the single page of script.

The door opened and an older, large, fat male came in; he was wearing jeans and a white T shirt, saying, I love screwing on it that was bulging, under his flabby paunch of a stomach.

The princess was intimidated and not amused to have her privacy threatened so invasively and felt immediately vulnerable.

“Tali,” he squealed, “How’s my favourite tottie?” 

Maria smiled weakly as this odious man, who was called Tommy, came over and put his plump, podgy arms, cringingly around her. 

“Let me see what I’ve got today!” 

He placed his large hands on her delicate shoulders and she trembled as he guided her to her feet. 

“Undo your gown” he requested, but it was more like an order and it seemed everyone was telling her what to do now! 

Maria looked at Nick who nodded firmly at her in confirmation, and she obliged, giving the awful male specimen a full show of herself. “

“Perfect,” he grunted like an overgrown pig, “it’s going to be a good, fucking day today.”

Maria was repulsed and relieved to be told, as the rotund man left, that Tommy was only directing the film, and not starring in it! 

She dressed in her outfit and was escorted onto the set stage where a variety of young people, dressed in various uniforms, were milling about. 

They all acknowledged Maria as if they knew her and gathered around Tommy the director, as he went through the plot! 

Princess Maria had already worked out that the film really, had no script or direction and nothing seemed to quite fit together. 

However from what she gathered, she was to sit in the first class area, designated ‘F’ class, where sex was included as part of the in flight service and was initially not to want any, but after getting turned on by what was going on around her, was then to demand her pleasure.

It was not Gone with the Wind!

Maria sat in the seat in the mock-up cabin, looking very prim and proper in her suit and sensed her libido beginning to swell and rise in anticipation, and her normality level go off the scale once more. 

“Action,” yelled the chubby, gross director and everyone on the set fell silent. 

A steward, in red tight hot pants and a white, skimpy top came over to her purposefully; he stroked her hand as he enquired of her.

“Is there anything I can get you Madam?” 

Maria, getting into character, withdrew her fingers promptly in revulsion and snapped sharply at him. 

“No please go away thank you…I want to be alone!” 

The steward nodded, drew the curtain that separated each seat and left, as if insulted by her rebuttal, and Maria following the vague plan of the direction, pretended to sleep. 

She was shortly to be disturbed by groaning from nearby and then, as directed, drew back the slim, bright curtain to reveal the steward performing his sexual duty and obligations, on a fellow, lady passenger. 

The dusky skinned girl was soon, just in her thin lacy white underwear and the man, naked, apart from his shirt top. 

He was performing all the sex acts she had seen so many times when she viewed these films, but without any of the passion she had felt the previous evening with Nick.

It was somehow almost clinical and lacking any true frisson. 

Maria’s character then looked down the plane to see two stewardesses, with only their stockings and suspenders on, performing similar, sordid, sexual treats with a separate, male passenger. 

The screwing and interaction went on intermittently for an hour, between various stops for water, cleaning and make up, and ended when the 5 people involved had mini orgy, ending with the men climaxing into the girls’, painted faces. 

“Cut” screamed Tommy and he rose tiredly from his padded chair and walked over to the reclining princess. 

“Now Tali, we’re ready for you darling.”

Maria was trying to look detached but in spite of her anxiety and fear somehow, in spite of the spiritless sex, the debasing atmosphere of fornication all around her had made her horny. 

“Action!” cried Tommy once more and she instinctively felt the wetness between her thighs that demonstrated this, was exactly what she wanted. 

Maria reached up, rang a bell over her head and the pretty, blonde stewardess that had been in the previous mix, came to her with a small red dress up to her panties and spoke her lines like a true thespian.

“I demand to see the captain.”

The girl replied, waving her hands and arms as if they were an integral part of her acting ability.

“Certainly, I shall go and get him.”

She left and the princess doubted that she was destined for a role that was going to stretch her further.

A blonde, muscular man suddenly appeared in a full flying uniform with of course a shiny, pointed captain’s peaked cap. 

“Yes madam?”

Maria’s character spoke bitterly to the man.

“I wish to complain Captain…I’ve been kept awake by all this sex and indecent screwing.”

The supposed captain smiled sweetly and looked her up and down.

“We are a service airline and…I think you need a service Madam.” 

The princess tried to blush and responded quietly.

“No I don’t!” 

However the blonde man had already dropped his trousers and a large white cock was being waved in front of her pretty face. 

She put it in her mouth, as she was expected to do, and as if she was used to it, then moved her head back and forward to begin her oral obligations.

She stopped momentarily to look up, as she had seen the real Tali, do so many times previously, to see the man groaning with pleasure. 

Maria was deviantly turned on, not by the man - Dave as it turned out - but by the foul, outrageous exhibitionism of it all. 

She sucked his thick flesh for all she was worth and feigned mock indignation when he removed her clothes, spread her thighs over the set back chair, and stuck his sumptuous, thick prick inside her. 

He was instantly fucking her hard, when they were interrupted as the stewardess came in and called him urgently to the cockpit for an emergency.  

“I’ll be back,” he muttered in his best Arnold Schwarzenegger impression, as he promptly pulled up his pants and departed. 

Before Maria realised what was happening a large black man with dreadlocks, who had been spying from another seat, then came onto the set, took over, and another hard erection was rammed into her sopping wetness.

Her legs were spread wide apart and as she saw the reflection in the camera of the man’s gross, black cock moving in and out of her, she realised that terribly, she was enjoying it! 

The divine African man, after bringing her to an orgasm, came in her face, disappeared, and she had only just wiped the white fluid away when Dave the Captain, returned to finish off. 

She was rutted firmly and forcefully once again, against the hard seat and eventually the blonde pilot ejaculated over her soft, exposed belly.

She gazed up at him dreamily, smiled and whispered

“It’s a marvellous service, Captain!”

The filming session ended and Maria returned gratefully to the sanctity of her dressing room. 

After sex with her fellow thespians, there was no discussion, and she was pleased to be back with Nick again in her tiny refuge of privacy.

“You were great,” he enthused and Maria replied tiredly but excitedly. 

“Do you really think so?”

Her manager nodded, the door opened and a thin old man with a slightly, stooped back shuffled in; he looked at Maria and then at Nick and spoke softly and creepily. 

“I want her for my next film.”

Nick nodded. 

“No problem Jack.”

The old man’s dark, demonic eyes glowered and glowed at the princess, lasciviously. 

“Let me see her body again,” he smiled dirtily, showing his thin, unappealing, dry lips. 

Nick indicated to Maria to open her gown, and she did so unwillingly, while the aged man leered at her before he spoke further in a breathless gasp. 

“Tell her to pull her knickers down; I want to see what I’m paying for!” 

Nick nodded again and Maria complied, rolling her panties down to the floor, but as the elderly stranger started to walk towards her; to her relief, Nick jumped purposefully and protectively in front of him. 

“Nothing else until we’ve agreed a price Jack… give me a ring.” 

The lecherous male grimaced, grunted then left and Maria suddenly felt shocked, soiled and dangerously exposed.

Nick explained almost apologetically, as if understanding her obvious discomfort and distress.  

“Part of the game Princess…you’re just a product and body for sale now!”

It was late and Maria was exhausted, she felt cheap, sullied, satisfied and abused all at the same time; she dozed off in the car on the way home and Nick woke her when he reached the flat. 

He put the Polo in the garage and Maria was surprised as he indicated he was leaving and spoke gently to her. 

“No fucking while filming Princess…golden rule.” 

It was almost with relief Maria went into the flat alone and after a quick bath and sandwich she fell gratefully into her soft, clean bed and a deep, restful sleep.

She was awoken by the telephone ringing and Nick’s cheery voice informed her he would be there in an hour. 

“Up sleepyhead, same routine as yesterday, Princess!” 

Maria was rested and missed Nick’s cock and body lying next to her; she breakfasted and read the day’s script and realised it was to be more of the same on SexE-airlines.

Nick was on time as usual, but this time he only dropped her off at the studio and smiled as he saw the worried look on her clear, innocent face. 

“Give ‘em hell Princess!” 

The girl looked frightened and he quickly soothed her concerns 

“Don’t fret Princess there’s no producers there today or I wouldn’t leave you…you’ll be fine…don’t worry.”

She was relieved instantly and soon found that today’s fantasy was that Maria’s character had applied to join the airline, and the interview, acceptance and initiation ceremony required all types of sucking and fucking. 

Maria was beginning to love the feel of a man, his flesh, his cock inside her and the taste of his semen; the camera caught her passion and loved her for it.

Nick picked her up on time and she was disappointed that, once again, he did not come in to join her. 

There was no filming for a couple of days as new sets needed to be prepared, and Nick rang and told her that he would not be seeing her until the day after that. 

Maria slept well and once more in the early morning, she felt the need and urge for Nick’s hard body but she shrugged it off, showered and got dressed.

She spent the free time at the shops around town and loved the freedom of being anonymous; she bought little but could not resist purchasing a pale turquoise, sexy lingerie set that she bought with Tali’s credit card. 

She dined alone in MacDonalds and arrived back at the flat at about 9p.m, slung her shopping on the bed and felt the sudden urge to try the delicate items on. 

She removed her jeans and blouse and pulled the coloured, short see through top over her head; it just covered her blonde pubic hair and she pulled up the matching, pretty panties to cover her-self. 

She tugged the knickers up high and teased them against her sexuality; she’d been nearly a day without a fuck and the sexual tension inside her was unbearable.

She remembered seeing some sex toys in one of the drawers in her new bedroom and went there, then extracted out a large, black dildo and held it her hands and tremulous fingers.

She’d never used one before but the toy felt alive as she explored it. 

Maria flipped a button and the plastic cock vibrated; she lay on the bed and pressed it against her panties, teased it against her crack and mumbled to herself as the pleasure rippled deliciously over her.

She murmured as she did so. 

“I really am becoming a whore!” 

She lowered the underwear enough to slide the vibrating object deep inside her as she needed desperately to feel that tight sensation in her vagina; she closed her eyes and began to explore the joy of her heavenly, new plaything. 

Unknown to her, Nick had stopped by silently with a friend to surprise her and, they came into the room to find her moaning dirtily as she pushed the thick dildo eagerly in and out of her tight, blonde slit of feminine flesh.

Both men watched her playing with herself for a few minutes until Nick’s voice cut through her moaning and made her jump in shock. 

“I told you this girl was a little slut!”

Maria blushed scarlet at the exhibition she was making of herself, tried to remove the blunt, thick, invasive instrument but Nick, by this time, was on the bed next to her and removed her tiny hands from it. 

“I told you no fucking while filming Princess!”

He scolded her and teased the lips of her pussy with the slippery, black object and the subject of his humiliation moaned weakly. 

“I need it Nick…I can’t survive without my daily ration of… cock!”

He laughed at her expressed depravity 

“I’ve taught you too well…by the way this is Mark, please accommodate him.” 

The stranger had already removed his trousers and pants and she soon had his well endowed, white cock in her mouth. 

Nick licked her pink, slimy, thin sexuality and she opened her legs wide apart to let him tease her with the plastic, throbbing instrument as she groaned weakly in degraded pleasure.

She trembled and came as Mark selfishly, jerked his load of viscous semen in her mouth and the two men eagerly, instantly, changed places. 

Nick in her mouth and Mark happily operating the dildo! 

She groaned and complained to them bitterly.

“Why haven’t you fucked me properly?” 

Her manager repeated his rules.

“No fucking while filming, Princess….I might even ban these!” 

Maria felt the plastic cock vibrating tightly inside her, helping her reach another orgasm, and hoped that he was only joking. 

The men eventually finished taking their sexual advantage and pleasure of her and without hardly so much, as a goodbye, dressed and left. 

Maria should have felt insulted to be so used and abused but in truth she was relaxed and satisfied and felt better for it.

She curled up in bed and went quickly to slumber feeling much more settled and contented.     

It had been nearly a week since the princess had left the palace and during a quiet period of reflection at the flat the following morning, Maria thought about what had happened to her and how enthusiastically she had adjusted to her new life. 

She had spoken to Tali numerous times to answer various minor queries but in truth, the porn star had also settled well into her role as a Royal and was enjoying the exquisite change and pampering. 

Her swap-mate had however started to notice the boredom and restrictions of the privileged life she was now leading but there were no real problems to speak of.

Filming for SexE-airways was nearly complete and Nick had stuffed a wad of cash into her hand to buy an evening dress for that night, as they were going somewhere special and expensive. 

The night out was something Maria was looking forward to, as although she refused to fully accept the fact she was totally under her manager’s spell, it had been many days since she had felt the hardness of his body and she was determined that it would be memorable.

She put on the exquisite outfit purchased that day, a short black, velvet evening dress that covered a lacy, stockings, suspenders and panties set from La Perla.

Maria sipped a glass of champagne, admired herself in the mirror and was satisfied that she looked adorable. 

Tonight they would have a leisurely meal and she would bring Nick back to the apartment to please him completely and unselfishly. 

She would do whatever he wanted and felt herself getting aroused at both her appearance, and the thought of what physical pleasures and humiliation the evening held in store for her

The buzzer sounded and Nick appeared soon after, looking handsome in his black tie and evening suit and gazed upon her. 

“You look like a real lady Princess,” he whispered to her, admiring her dress and, she blushed as though he did not know her intimately and it was their first date. 

Nick took her hand gently and escorted her out of the flat and down to a vintage, silver Rolls Royce waiting for them. 

They sat back comfortably in the plush old leather seats and Nick looked admiringly at Maria’s outfit and the black stockings and suspenders that were just visible under her short, expensive dress. 

“Let me see what’s under here, Princess!” 

Nick presumptuously touched the hem of the velvet and for the first time Maria refused to comply, as she didn’t want to ruin the beautiful outfit. 

“No Nick, later.” 

She looked at him, instantly saw his anger and she slowly did as she had been told and raised her dress to reveal her new, black, lacy underwear to him. 

He moved closer to her and whispered darkly in her ear. 

“You might be dressed like a lady but I know you’re a little tart!”

He slipped his finger inside her expensive panties and within seconds he was teasing and stroking her wet, thin, sexual folds.

“Not here Nick, please” she pleaded and to her surprise Nick stopped what he was doing. 

He sneered at her in impatience.

“You’re right!” 

He tapped on the glass separating the driver from him and ordered him to stop on the street. 

As the car pulled up he took the princess’s hand and literally dragged her out of the rear of the vehicle.

He tugged her a few yards down a dark alleyway, into a shaded passageway and pressed her roughly against the wall.

She was panic stricken! 

“No Nick, No!” 

She moaned and cried but he had already raised her little dress and his fingers were back inside her secret, special place. 

Within seconds he had her exquisite panties down to her knees and, had inserted his cock into the sexual part of her that was his domain. 

Maria was initially horrified but then turned on at the thought and reality of fucking out in the open and she separated her thighs in reflex to accommodate him. 

The danger of detection turned them both on and Nick rutted her brutally and furiously, exploding his semen into her belly shortly after she had vibrated and come herself. 

She pulled her knickers back in place and felt them get instantly wet as the semen inside her seeped out.

He had established his power and domination over her once more and patted her mound condescendingly.  

“Time for dinner Princess.” 

Maria, bedraggled, followed him back to the waiting car and sat quietly, still shaking from the ordeal she had just been through.

She was wet and felt dirty but as normal, she was always aroused so much by him and what he made her do.

Maria sat in the exclusive restaurant looking poised and educated but knowing that beneath the cool image she portrayed, her panties were full of this black man’s, hardened semen. 

She had been humiliated, taken into an alley and fucked like a dog, but what made Maria the most uncomfortable was admitting how excited it made her. 

As they dined on champagne and steak tartar she again tried to re-assert her previous assurance and authority.

She spoke seriously to the man. 

“Nick…I cannot allow you to just drag me into an alley and screw me whenever you want… you must treat me with some respect.”

Nick looked into her blue eyes smiled, and over coffee he scribbled a note and passed it to her.

She read it and her dazzling spheres widened as she stared at him.

Take your panties off and slip them to me under the table. 

Maria froze, surely he would not fuck her in the restaurant?  But she looked into his cold, ruthless, black eyes and realised she had better comply. 

She gingerly removed the stained knickers and slipped them to him hoping no one had spotted her. 

Nick thanked her as though she had passed him the salt, and asked for the bill.

He slipped his arm around her as they left and guided Maria back to the Rolls that was waiting in the underground car park.  

They walked down the few steps and emerged into a dimly lit basement; Nick pulled the princess in between two cars at the darkest corner and pushed her back against an old red, Jaguar. 

Before Maria could think Nick had raised her skirt again, pushed her forward over the bonnet and inserted his big dick inside her wetness; the excitement of doing it where anybody could see was intoxicating and she groaned in depraved pleasure as his cock forced her down hard against the cold, unyielding metal. 

He selfishly came quickly using the princess for his pleasure and release and, as he withdrew he wiped himself on her precious, beautiful, black dress. 

“Don’t ever tell me what I can or can’t do with you Princess,” he muttered sternly, and waited in the car whilst his abused companion staggered along after him a few minutes later. 

They were both very quiet on the journey back and Maria was pleased to see the flat; she was also relieved when Nick made it clear he would not be staying.

Her manager had put her well and truly in her place on the evening and ruined her outfit in the process. 

Maria’s expectation of sophistication had been shattered by Nick’s treatment of her, and once again she had been forced to be subordinate to him.

“I’ll see you Monday for filming,” he said coldly and Maria just nodded and ran out of the car; she was too tired to argue or reply and just wanted the sanctity of her bed.

Sunday was a much needed, day of rest and the princess spent the day walking around London and relaxing in the various parks. 

She received the obligatory wolf whistles, although being dressed conservatively in jeans and a sweatshirt she did not know why? 

It was therefore not until towards evening she started to feel the need for male company again. 

She was still annoyed with Nick, about Saturday night and, even more upset to acknowledge how she had enjoyed his rough treatment of her.

It was a contradiction she found hard to reconcile. 

She dined alone in a small local bistro and returned home at about 10p.m. 

Maria felt her libido rising and slipped on a pink negligee set, secretly hoping her master would pay her a surprise visit; disappointingly however he did not appear, and for the first time in many days Maria drifted off to sleep without her sexual needs being satisfied.

She awoke to see the light streaming into the room through the open curtains and Nick laying her tracksuit on the end of the bed. Her sexual need and desire was intense and she looked at the man like the schoolgirl he seemed to admire, and asked him to give her a little cuddle. 

The enigmatic, black man ignored her disdainfully and replied in a businesslike manner, telling her to get showered and dressed.

He spoke to her with frustration as her eyes seemed to beg him. 

“How many times do I have to tell you Princess? No screwing while filming…save it for the set!” 

Maria bit her lip and quickly did as she had been told; Nick had laid out a healthy breakfast for her and after eating they were soon on the way once again to the small, busy studio. 

Today’s filming was set in a doctor’s surgery; she was a patient visiting with some fictitious complaint, and it wasn’t long before she was on her back with the supposed Doctor, giving her a full internal examination. 

She spread her legs wide and squeezed all the pleasure out of the penis inside her; she was surprised after only a single day without sex, just how randy she was.

It seemed as if it was a primeval, natural urge for her. 

The film comprised of a five day shoot, the first two days being very intense for her; the director, not Tommy this time, complimented her on her passion and enjoyment shown to the camera. 

On the third day there was a technical fault and with Geri, one of her fellow actresses, Maria decided to go into town shopping to fill the time.

Nick was busy anyway and Maria had come by taxi to work. 

“See you all tomorrow,” she waved and the two young girls ran out excitedly to see how much money they could spend.

They mingled with the crowds in Covent Garden and after lunch at Harvey Nick’s continued their expedition in Harrods. 

Geri was good company and it would have been difficult for Maria to believe, if she did not know, what the attractive dark-haired, girl did for a living. 

She commented to her over a sandwich.

“You’re lucky to have Nick, all the girls like him and he seems to take such good care of you.”

Maria nodded, disturbed by the fact other girls coveted the manager she had, and she was somehow jealous, as he belonged to her, and her alone!

Maria found she was drawn to the lingerie departments again in the various stores, found a long, elegant, black silk outfit and held it up to the light to asses its’ sheerness. 

“That looks beautiful,” came, a voice from behind her. 

She quickly turned to see it belonged to Mark, the man that had been with Nick a few days earlier when she had been playing with the delicious dildo. 

The princess, in the light of day, blushed when she remembered the incident, but Mark like the good looking fair-haired gentleman he was, did not bat an eye and instructed the assistant to wrap it up.

He spoke to her politely with no apparent recollection of the incident.

“Would you like a lift home?” 

Both girls, tired from their busy shopping expedition, nodded and walked with him to the car park where his new Mercedes was waiting. 

Mark’s speedster propelled them towards Soho, Geri was dropped off at the tube and Maria just heard her say as she alighted. 

“See you tomorrow Tali…thanks for the day.”

The apartment was soon in sight and Maria, always the agreeable, perfect hostess, asked him in. 

She opened some wine and after handing a glass to her guest took her bag of shopping into the bedroom. 

“Would you like some food?” she offered, reappearing quickly.

Mark flashed her, a cheeky, engaging smile and, his soft, brown eyes focussed on her own pale, blue diamonds.

“I’d rather see you in that negligee darling.” 

He sat down on the black chair awaiting her response as Maria blushed and Mark pleaded his case as if to explain his impudence.

“I am a friend of Nick’s, Tali…and given what happened before… I’m sure he wouldn’t mind.” 

Maria thought for a moment, realised that she still had some choices herself and walked towards the bedroom purposefully. 

She reckoned it was time to stand up for herself a little, after all, her life had nothing really to do with Nick.

She recognised that it was just good manners to show the man what he had purchased for her and, the least she could do after he had been generous enough to treat her to the garment.

She removed her casual clothes and slipped into the expensive outfit; she looked in the mirror and saw that the long negligee was almost transparent and her breasts and new, matching, tiny panties were clearly visible. 

Mark appeared in the frame of the doorway to her bedroom, as if in his enthusiasm he’d been unable, and too impatient to wait for her. 

“You are so beautiful,” he whispered. 

He came towards her, took her into his arms, kissed her passionately and Maria stepped back breathlessly against the side of the bed.

She was enjoying the attention, it was the first time since starting her new life she had been kissed on the mouth and, she responded enthusiastically to her suitor’s gentle caresses. 

She relaxed back on the softness of her mattress and Mark raised her gown to expose the delicate, sheer, black knickers. 

“So beautiful,” he murmured.

He teased them off her to expose her blonde pussy to him and she watched, as he placed his mouth between her legs and sensed his first oral attentions. 

Maria settled her body to enjoy fully, the sensation that would soon begin and build delightfully. 

She heard him sharply unzip his trousers and then closed her eyes to wait for the inevitable moment he entered her.

Maria anticipated and remained in her passive state, but then noticed the voluminous silence that followed and she opened her eyes to see Nick grabbing Mark forcefully by his soft, silky, blonde hair. 

“What do you think you’re doing scumbag?” 

He screamed it him and the weaker, white man cried in fear and wailed his abject apologies and excuses to him. 

“I’m sorry Nick but she’s such a horny bitch!” 

Nick shouted at Maria to lay still and she hid beneath the sheets while her terrified admirer was dumped unceremoniously out of the apartment in a flash of temper.

The black man returned still fuming and Maria was hiding and huddled in the bed, eyes wide with fear. 

He threw the sheets off her and chastised her with real ire. 

“Do you want to play falling in love?” he stormed, “then go back to the palace, you’ll do a damn sight better than fucking Mark!” 

Maria shook her head timidly and in concern, and Nick opened her white legs wide apart and drew the negligee high above her head, exposing all of her body to him.

He slipped his digit finger onto the lips of her vagina, stroked along its’ length, pushed it inside her sensitive place and whispered darkly in explanation.

“This…you silly girl…is our business, we do not give it away!” 

He played and toyed with her faster and harder and, in spite of her trepidation, within seconds Maria’s tension had evaporated as she responded to his expert, sexual touch.

“What have I told you… no fucking while filming?” 

She moaned as a second finger was inserted to tease her. 

“I am going to show you why we have the rule and then maybe you’ll remember you silly, stupid, little Bitch!” 

With that she heard him quickly undress and with no further foreplay he placed his body over her, and thrust himself deeply inside her in a single, dominant motion.

He fucked her on her back relentlessly, back and forth, in and out for nearly an hour while she came two or three separate times.

He withdrew and Maria, now satisfied, prepared to go to sleep but Nick had not finished with her.

After a quick drink, he returned to her, then bent her forward until her head was on the pillow and her petite bottom was perched high in the air. 

The negligee was rolled up, her knickers removed and he slipped his cock again inside her then fucked and rutted her like a dumb animal, until she begged and pleaded with him to stop. 

“Are you going to do as you’re told now Princess?” he tormented her. 

She felt so helpless and pathetic and cried out to him weakly and limply.

“Yes Nick yes, let me rest…please.” 

He took her for a while longer then released her, Maria rolled thankfully onto her side and her exhausted mind and body descended immediately into a dormant, lifeless, sleep.

In the morning she woke to find Nick already on top of her with his thick, invasive penis pumping in and out of her once more. 

She was not ready or willing but she opened her legs wider and Nick fucked her roughly and then spent himself selfishly inside her. 

He wiped his weeping cock on the new negligee her suitor from yesterday had bought, relaxed beside her and stroked her bright, blonde hair.

He queried her sweetly.

“How are you feeling Princess?”

She looked up and spoke jadedly.

“Tired, Nick!”

Nick moved over on top of her and held her wrists tightly. 

“Exactly… Princess! Now do you understand why we have the rule, you silly, little tart! Get dressed and I don’t want to see any trace of fatigue or lack of energy in your filming today…. that’s what pays the bills, Capice!”                   

The pressure on her arms was removed and Maria staggered, exhausted to the shower and tried to wake up in the blasts of forceful water, but found it impossible to do so. 

She dressed, ate and somehow managed to get through the day’s studio obligations but she was like a Zombie; she tried to act as if she was enjoying the sex and the scenes, but the camera picked up that her body and mind were not with it.

She had learned her lesson and on the way back home whispered to her mentor and expressed her heartfelt apologies. 

“I’m sorry Nick…I was stupid…I’ll follow the follow the rules in future.” 

He smiled at her and nodded. 

“I’ll tell you whom to fuck and when Princess! Remember!” 

Maria was too physically drained to argue, just ran into the flat alone, and headed straight for the shower, bed and much needed solitude and rest.

The next few days were spent filming and, although the princess’s scenes were few, she had to be on set at all times and by the time shooting was wrapped up, she was almost bored. 

Also Maria found that although the men in these films were mostly handsome, and sexually well endowed, they were not particularly interesting and the girls although friendly, she had nothing in common with. 

The sex was sometimes great but more often tedious, and in the environment of the studio she sometimes had to really act to show she was honestly into the copulation and sexual interaction. 

The truth was, it was only when she had been without sex for a few days that she really gave all of herself. 

She now understood more than ever Nick’s golden rule!’

The only true sexual satisfaction she realised, had been with her arrogant, dominant manager and she was pleased that filming was concluded, and his aforementioned rule could finally be dispensed with. 

Saturday, as normal was a big night out and her manager was taking her to a Blues party; Maria couldn’t wait although she wasn’t sure exactly what it was.

Maria dressed in the outfit Nick had laid out for her, a tiny, white, halter-neck dress with the same colour, stockings and panties. 

She looked in the mirror and shivered in expectation as her breasts and nipples were clearly defined through the delicate,  sheer material. 

She looked dirty and a truly sexual, young girl.

As normal the dress was short and unless she stood vertically, straight it was much too easy to see her tantalising underwear. 

The princess loved looking and feeling like a common woman and of course, the delicious sex with Nick.

It was as if, it was an ongoing learning experience and she deviantly wondered what he had in store for her tonight. 

Nick came to collect her dressed in jeans and a white round neck T- shirt; Maria thought he looked gorgeous and he came over to her and put his hands meaningfully on her bottom. 

“Sexy!” 

He drawled the word and slipping his hand under her dress entered her panties and stroked her, fleshy, naked rear. 

To demonstrate his ongoing control over her, he let his fingers stroke her vagina and work back to her ass hole. 

She could not deny him anything, he had full autonomy over her body but she was relieved however when he gently withdrew his hand, not wishing to proceed any further at this time. 

He had made his point and she would have let him fuck her there and then if he had so desired. 

But she had spent a long time getting ready for him and wanted to enjoy the evening together before allowing her finery to become sordidly soiled.

They caught a taxi to the party that deposited them somewhere in Brixton and entered the large, sprawling house. 

Maria gasped at the sheer number of people in attendance, the deafening beat of Reggae music and a sweet smelling, smoky, unrecognised aroma that filled the bustling venue. 

She was intimidated, clung close to Nick and looked around at the melting pot of black, white and yellow faces; in truth the men were mostly black and the other colour faces were almost, uniquely women. 

Nick gave her a small rolled up cigarette to smoke and she took a few drags; she didn’t like it at first but then started to relax and, she wandered to the bar alone leaving her man sitting on the cloth covered couch.

After half an hour she returned with two glasses of red wine to find Nick still on the same seat but now with a dusky, brown girl sitting astride one of his legs.

That was bad enough, but this girl was attractive with stringy dark hair and piercing black eyes.

A sharp pang of jealousy shot through Maria like a lightening bolt and she noticed the girl was dressed exactly like she was but, black all over, rather than white. 

Nick smiled at her and took the wine.

“Sit,” he ordered, and she sat astride his free leg while he sipped his drink. 

Both girls acknowledged each other and the dusky beauty introduced herself as Melanie; she passed Maria another small cigarette and the two girls began smoking alternately, and started to quickly get high.

As they relaxed and became tranquil, they started to rub themselves up and down Nick’s powerful legs and, like bitches in heat, he interestedly watched them slowly turn on. 

He presumptuously put a finger under each of their skirts and felt the wetness in their opposite, coloured panties.

He was becoming aroused himself and murmured to them both. 

“Follow me!” 

Holding each girl by the hand, he led them upstairs and into a room where a large double bed was prepared and waiting.

Nick quickly stripped until he was naked, and his huge, virile, endless cock became visible. 

“Take your dresses off girls.” he commanded 

Both Maria and Melanie were spellbound by the drugs and their raised libidos and responded instantaneously. 

He placed them side by side on the sheets and admired them, as if they were mere adornments or trophies. 

One was dressed only in black suspenders, stockings and panties and one in white; he stroked his proud erection and smiled demonically as he sensed both girls pulse in salacious expectation.

He kneeled on the bed, in between them, and both girls caressed his cock as he placed his hands on each delicate vagina and stroked it through the thin, sensual material of their knickers. 

“Black or white… that’s the choice?”

He mocked them, teased his fingers inside each of their sensitive folds and both girls moaned as he licked one then the other through their thin underwear. 

They became ever more agitated and inflamed as he sucked and teased their small, pretty breasts as well. 

After a few minutes he stopped and got up from the bed;  his manhood standing horizontally and dangerously and smiled in satisfaction at his decision.

“I think I’ll have black meat tonight girls!” 

He quickly removed the coloured girl’s panties and inserted his cock into her forcefully, in almost a demonic movement of his body and a mere blink of an eye. 

Melanie groaned in pleasure and delight at being treated to Nick’s favours, and Maria could only look on and come to terms with the fact that she had been so humiliatingly, passed over. 

Nick was fucking the black girl hard and rhythmically now but was interrupted by a loud knock at the door before it moved, intrusively ajar.

He stopped what he was doing and turned his head to see a burly, black male with a shiny, bald dome in the open frame. 

“Andy,” he smiled broadly “come in Man!”

The new addition to the group walked inside the room, shut the door and muttered dangerously to him. 

“I wondered if any of these bitches is spare Nick?”

Maria’s manager smiled perversely and pointed to the royal princess.

“Sure Man…no problem…fuck the white one!”

Maria screamed in refusal.

“No!” 

But before she could say another word Nick, still with his cock in Melanie’s pussy leaned over to her, held her to the bed and inserted his hand and fingers into her panties that were already soaked with her juices. 

To her eternal shame, she was too horny and could do nothing as he pulled the thin material aside to allow his impertinent, ethnic friend the opportunity to kneel over her and insert his masculinity into her special, private place. 

Maria inhaled as she heard the man unzip his trousers and then in disbelief as Nick commented to him as if she were just common, worthless, feminine flesh. 

“Fuck the bitch hard Andy… she just loves black dick!”

The stranger, who the princess could now not even see, as his body was over her and his head against her cheek, followed his instructions and she quickly felt his long, inviting, cock enter her before she could repel or refuse him. 

Although repulsed by Nick’s treatment of her, she groaned with pleasure at the thickness and size of his manhood and instinctively pressed her legs against his chest, as he moved it in and out of her furiously and powerfully. 

The man was robust and solid, and after a few minutes straight fucking Maria screamed loudly then reached her sexual pinnacle; she opened her eyes to see Nick slowly fucking Melanie and he smiled, sadistically at her.

“Take it you whore!”

Andy still continued to move himself back and forward until, holding the cheeks of her bottom with his hands, released his semen, and collapsed on top of her. 

He lay still for a minute then lightly rose up from the bed, turned to Nick, who was in the final, death thrusts with Melanie and murmured his appreciation. 

“Thanks man, she was just great, just fucking great!” 

He left the darkened room and Maria lay back on the bed feeling cheap, used and extremely angry. 

She dressed quickly and went downstairs to wait for Nick; she had resolved in those few minutes that she was to tolerate no longer her abuse and humiliation at her manager’s hands. 

Maria was very quiet when he rejoined her and for the remainder of the party.

She held back her discontent and ire until their taxi arrived at her apartment and then she turned fiercely to the handsome, black man with her, and exploded in pent up indignation and wrath.

“You’ve abused me for the last time Nick…How dare you just pass me off to one of your pals? Fuck one of your tarts right next to me… you set the whole thing up to humiliate me!”

The ethereal, black man smiled broadly as if he was proud of her irritation and resentment.

“You loved it!” 

Maria was more and more irrationally, incensed. 

“You…fucking… bastard… do you know what…you’re fired… fired…fired!” 

Nick smiled again and went to touch her but she slapped him away firmly and with fiery passion born from her shame and dishonour. 

“Fired…. Do you understand, Tali and I are better off without you!”

Maria sat back and waited for the man’s reaction but to her enormous surprise he just sat back on the soft seat and laughed as if she was more entertaining and amusing than she ever realised. 

“OK Princess, go… you’ll be back soon enough and when you do I’m going to really punish you, you’ll have to beg me to come back.” 

“Never,” screamed Maria and she took Nick’s key of the flat from him, slammed the door of the taxi and felt Andy’s semen trickling down her thigh as she ran inside.

Maria tearfully entered the apartment, amazed at what she had achieved and spoke to herself in false elation. 

“I’m well rid of him!” she pronounced as if there was someone other than herself to listen to her rant. 

She threw her sodden clothes on the floor, ran herself a bath and relaxed back in it to soak and think. 

She considered her obligations for the coming week and was satisfied to note that it only consisted of a promotional day and a photo shoot. 

She also thought, as if for the first time, about the real Tali, and how she would react to her decision to fire her boss, but Maria was confident she would be able convince her it was for the best.

Sure enough the next day she rang her on her cell-phone and was mildly surprised at her indifference. 

“Mmm,” she mused “got rid of him have you? Yes Princess… I’m sure you did the right thing.” 

There was something however in her voice that the royal, young lady felt did not sound, overly convincing.

The incident on Saturday night had put Maria off sex for a full day and it was not until Sunday evening, she started to feel the return of that lower, nagging ache inside her. 

Try as she might not to, she kept on remembering that helpless feeling she had as Nick drew her panties to one side to allow the mercurial, Andy to fuck her, and each time she dwelt on it she became aroused and turned on.

It was so irritating that her mind and body seemed to act so irrationally.

She shrugged the feelings off, Nick was a bastard and she resolved that she no longer needed him, concluded that she could be a whore and a lady at the same time and without his assistance! 

Maria needed something to do, she rang Geri and they agreed to meet at The Lighthouse, a new club in town, at 10p.m. 

The princess wore a smart navy trouser suit and ordinary knickers; she was fed up with men telling her what to wear and would do things her way now.

The girls met as arranged and danced all night, they were literally surrounded by men and Maria realised she could have her choice. 

Although she had recovered her desire and libido, the truth was that no one in the club particularly interested either of them and much to their surprise they returned to the flat alone. 

Geri slept over and after a long lie in they decided they would do, Covent Garden for brunch.

On the taxi ride over Maria noticed how her body was longing for sex; she found herself drifting back to the various sexual trysts with Nick, and how he had manipulated and fucked her over recent times, the more she thought about him, the more wanton she became. 

They decided on a small corner table in Joe’s Kitchen and after a few minutes deliberation ordered a bottle of Chablis and a mixed chicken salad. 

“Hi,” a familiar voice called to them and Maria turned to see Mark striding towards them and she smiled warmly at him. 

“How are you?”

She was concerned for his well being after their last encounter,

“Fine,” he responded cautiously, “Nick’s a bit possessive with his girls isn’t he…is he here?” 

He glanced around anxiously and was obviously pleased and delighted to hear Maria inform him of her news. 

“No Mark, I’ve sacked him…I’m a free agent now… please join us.” 

The tall man sat down and smiled as if relieved, showing his immaculate set of white teeth; he was dressed casually in navy Chinos; a white shirt, tan leather jacket and both girls were attracted to his demeanour, rich blonde hair and open, engaging, friendly face. 

Mark was a perfect, gentleman and treated the girls to lunch and spent the afternoon with them searching the shops. 

He acted as a perfect host and embarrassed both of his female guests with his generous offers of gifts. 

Mark eventually bought both girls dinner at his little fish place he knew and after dining, Geri, realising that three was a crowd, made her excuses and left. 

Mark placed his arm around the princess’s fine elegant, shoulder and whispered quietly to her.

“Come to my place Tali.”

Maria nodded demurely and Mark’s place, as it transpired, was a palatial house in Regent’s Park and after driving through the automated gates, she was led into an elegant lounge where a real fire was burning slowly in a grey, marble grate. 

They sat on the French, high-backed, antique double chair, sipped champagne and Mark stroked her delicate ear. 

“You are so beautiful Tali… I think I’m falling in love with you.” 

Maria flushed with a gathering glow, held his soft hands and pressed them tenderly with her lips.

Mark drew her to him and kissed her passionately on her invitingly, plump, painted mouth. 

“Come upstairs,” he pleaded eagerly. 

Maria allowed him to escort her up the magnificent polished, oak staircase with her delicate fingers and through to an exquisite, burgundy bedroom. 

A large four poster bed dominated the room and the princess noticed the fake, old masters that adorned the walls. 

For some reason it made her extremely uncomfortable, reminding her weirdly of the palace and her real home, across town.

Mark whispered again to her how wonderful she was and then disappeared into the en-suite bathroom to brush his pristine, perfect teeth. 

Maria removed her clothes, leaving just her sensible knickers on and slipped into bed to await her new, adoring lover. 

She had felt horny and excited all day but unexpectedly, suddenly felt cold and dry; she consoled herself however with the thought that she would be fine, when her gorgeous man Mark returned to her.

He appeared, framed in the doorway; he was slim, naked and Maria could just make out a trace of bright, blonde, body hair on his chest. 

He ran to the bed, slid in effortlessly beside her and whispered lovingly.

“Darling…tonight will be wonderful.” 

He kissed her on the lips and moved his soft hands limply onto her breasts and Maria closed her eyes and heard only, Nick’s words echoing in her mind as if they were foreboding chimes of bells. 

“If you want to fall in love go back to the palace… you’ll do a damn sight better than him!”   

Maria suddenly pushed Mark’s perfect, manicured fingers away from her body as if in reflex and reaction to the words she could hear in her head.

She then gently eased her lithe, female form out of his warm, comfortable bed. 

“I’ll be back in a minute Mark,” she murmured.  

She quickly picked up her clothes, putting them on only as she ran, lightly down the stairs 2 or 3 at a time in her anticipation and haste. 

She suddenly knew now what she wanted, Nick was right, it seemed to her that he was always right. 

She didn’t want a soppy man to fall in love with her; she could get that at anytime! 

The princess wanted to be a tart, a whore, a porn star and Nick had done that for her, better than she could possibly have imagined or hoped for. 

All the teasing games he had played with her flashed into her mind; she recalled her disgrace and her helplessness as he controlled her, and how much she had loved and enjoyed each experience, even if she would not admit it until now. 

“I want to be your whore Nick,” she whispered to herself, and breathed a sigh of relief as she left Mark’s luxurious home and threw her-self out energetically into the inky darkness of the London night. 

Maria remembered how Nick had told her he was going to make her beg to come back and he would punish her and make her suffer.

She was devilishly already wet with anticipation, as she reached for the silver phone in her bag. 

It was now after midnight and she prayed privately he would answer but Nick’s office was seemingly, never closed. 

“Hello,” resonated, his familiar, gravelly voice. 

“Nick, it’s me,” she panted, “Your Princess!” 

The man laughed, as always. 

“How are you?”

She had no time for niceties.

“I’m sorry…you were right…I’m sorry… I loved it when that guy Andy fucked me…and the whole crazy thing!” 

The line went quiet and Nick responded to her but not in the way she had hoped for. 

“Not enough Princess.”

Maria inhaled in shock and pleaded.

“I want you back!”

Nick only repeated his previous cutting reply. 

“Not enough Princess,” and put the phone down.

She rang him back immediately and was relieved when he answered. 

“I’m begging you Nick, please,” 

“You are?” he questioned amusedly.

She could see in her mind, the sly, superior grin on his ebony, unblemished face.

“Yes I’ll do anything you want, anything…anything… I’ll be your slave…anything…please!”

“Hmm,” Nick laughed, “say that again and I’ll consider it.”

She had no pride remaining.

“I’ll do anything Nick, be your slave, your whore, I just want it back how it was, you’re my boss…Nick I’m begging you….I miss you! Miss it all!”

She heard him catch his breath and then speak softly.

“This is your last chance, Princess…be at your flat in half an hour and wear that pink Basque outfit under a navy suit, you’re going to suffer for your disobedience!” 

The phone went dead; she sprinted for a taxi and as she jumped in she felt her body alive with divine, sexual excitement and apprehension again. 

What was her demonic boss going to do to her?

Maria arrived at the apartment with ten minutes to spare and, after quickly showering put on the pink outfit that she had tried to entice Nick with on that first evening.

She then slipped on the navy skirt and jacket as instructed, brushed her hair, reapplied her makeup and marvelled at how pumped up and excited she was.

She went to the bar, poured herself a small scotch and looked at the clock;  he was ten minutes late! 

A further hour passed and the princess was beginning to conclude that he had changed his mind when the familiar, shrill sound of the buzzer made her jump.

She ran to the intercom and pressed the buzzer anxiously.

“Nick?”

“Yes” he replied and Maria eagerly pressed the button to release the door. 

He entered and immediately handed her a fine, horn rimmed, earthen coloured pair of glasses and told her to wait in the bedroom. 

She complied, sat on the bed with the small spectacles perched on her nose, and glancing in the mirror, she thought looked like a schoolteacher.

Nick opened the door, smiled and instantaneously, Maria felt herself pulse; this is what she wanted and craved, the unexpected was intoxicating! 

He led her by her arm towards the lounge and she heard him announce her proudly as they entered. 

“Gentlemen…may I introduce you to some first class Tottie!”

Maria walked out and was amazed to see eight men clustered around the small room; they were all old or middle aged and she panicked inside her, as if he would expect her to screw them all.

Maria stood erect in the middle of the room trying not to meet the stares of prying intrusive eyes; Nick stood beside her and made his oration, as if he was a ringmaster and she a mere beast of burden. 

“Every twenty pounds you each put down takes something off,” he laughed “expensive but worth it!” 

All the men took wads of money from their pockets and each put a purple note on the slippery, wooden floor. 

Nick removed Maria’s glasses and she couldn’t help laughing to herself as she realised they had, just earned £160.00!

The men quickly put another twenty pounds down and Maria took off her jacket, more money followed and her blouse and skirt were removed until she was standing in her pink Basque, suspenders and panties in front of her strange, enrapt, captivated guests. 

She was wildly excited; these men were her film customers, willingly paying hard cash to see her in the flesh.

Nick’s voice was raised and seemed to inflame his guests suggestively and brazenly in going further than they ever believed they would.

The allure of seeing Tali the porn star naked in real life, he felt sure would undoubtedly prove an irresistible prize for them 

“It gets more expensive from here gentlemen…£50.00 per item!” 

The money promptly followed and Nick instructed Maria to remove the Basque and as she did so she was left with her breasts clearly on show and only her stockings and panties to go. 

She saw that all the men were red faced and agitated and most of them were holding their bulges, in one size or another, pressing through their trousers. 

“£100.00 now,” he muttered softly, as if the price would be too expensive for them, “and you place the money in here!” 

Nick slid his hand onto her pretty knickers and pulled the top away from her, leaving a gap for the money to be deposited; Maria had no say in proceedings whatsoever and let Nick use her body as he saw fit.

Still holding her pants away from her belly, Nick led her to each man and they stuffed £20 and £50 notes into them, her precious vagina being only inches from their wound up, forgettable faces as they did so. 

The excitement proved too much for two of the men and they groaned pathetically as they came obviously, crudely and basely into their trousers. 

Nick collected all the money and then ceremoniously pulled the pink panties to the floor leaving Maria to give the dirty, old men a good, clear, perfect show of herself and her most special, intimate place.

The black man stared at the remaining customers, who had not reached their release, and were focussed as if hypnotised, on the princess’s private, thin, sexual folds of flesh and he smiled evilly

“£500.00 for a hand job, gentlemen!”

The six men that had contained their ardour, unzipped their pricks, and laid yet more money on the floor. 

Maria with her sparse, blonde, pubic hair fully exposed went over as if to perform her obligations but amazingly each man either suddenly ejaculated over his trousers or collapsed with only the mental pressure of her imminent touch. 

It seemed that they could not separate the fantasy of her in their perverted heads, with the reality of seeing her in the flesh.

The princess, as the famous Tali, was too much for them in real, raw life.

Nick raised his arms and waved dramatically to his breathless and flushed audience, as if he was on stage.

“Show’s over folks!” 

The men grunted and groaned in tiredness and abashment of their foul actions and deeds, and Nick soon gently ushered the sheepish crowd gently and quietly out of the back door.

Maria was pulsating and stunned with the game; she could not believe how much the men had paid to see her, and after putting back on her panties, she stuffed them again full of the cash that was lying about, to re-live the sensation of being so sought after, venerated and valuable.

The experience of being the object of such decadent and abject foul desire, even from these paltry men had been thrilling!

Nick came back saw her and laughed loudly. 

“Money goes to money….you liked that; didn’t you?” 

Maria shook her pretty head but then nodded as if to acknowledge her discovery that these sexual encounters were electrifying to her.

He stretched and began to remove his jeans and shirt.

“Now then, Princess, what were you saying on the phone?”

Maria picked up his clothes and laid them straight on the table; she then knelt down and kissed his erect, dangerous cock as if she was welcoming an old friend. 

“I’m your slave,” she muttered, sucking his delicious flesh and placing her two hands on its’ girth and length, “I’ll not disobey you again Nick!”

Maria was busy with her oral duties and did not see Nick smile in triumph; he had finally broken her in completely and his hands grabbed her ass cheeks playfully as he forced her legs over the arm of the settee. 

Her shapely bottom and rear pussy was facing him and he stroked her wet vagina and spread the moisture into her anal hole. 

“You’ve not been ass fucked before Princess?”

She gasped in trepidation but could only shake her head as her mouth was so full of him. 

He chuckled, inhaled, sneered and slowly started to insert his fingers deeper and deeper inside and up her tight, anal passage.

Once he was satisfied that she was sufficiently, malleable and wet he withdrew his hand and slowly placed his cock on her puckered hole. 

Maria grimaced in real fear.

“Be, careful Nick…Please!”

He laughed.

“Shut the fuck up Princess…I know what I’m doing!”

He pressed his penis to her and it pushed against the edges then just inside her and she squealed, as slowly but surely his thick erection began to ruthlessly invade and stretch her.

She bent her head in submission, closed her eyes and sensed the flesh, his cock, fast and tight up her pert, virginal ass. 

Maria moaned in pain and then with just a faint, trace of pleasure. 

She screamed in horror and excitement as he was suddenly, fully inside her and he slowly began to fuck her constricted passage back and forth. 

She seemed to lose her mind as he did so and shook and grunted like a foul, base animal as he took her.

As his motion quickened he grabbed her breasts roughly from behind and belittled her. 

“Now you’re a… complete… fucking tart, Princess.” 

She was too weak to speak, just took what he provided, as he placed his palms on her rear cheeks for balance, rutted her powerfully, until eventually he grunted in satisfaction as he finally ejaculated inside her.  

Maria could not believe what had happened but knew that somehow she relished the new degrading experience and, after initially collapsing, turned to lick his penis clean as if it was expected of her.

They were done and unique once again, showered separately as if needing the space temporarily and Nick slipped into her pristine, white bed. 

Maria, after tidying everywhere up, followed him, completely nude and her boss and manager scolded her teasingly.

“You don’t come to bed naked Princess, dress yourself up; I might want to fuck you in the morning!” 

Maria no longer questioned her compliance, went to the cupboard and took out another black negligee set and stood meekly by the bed.

“Is this OK?” 

Nick looked at her innocent face, beamed in a flush of power and superiority and fixed his eyes upon her in instruction.

“Bend over Princess.” 

He was constantly reaffirming his authority as if it gave him a thrill to do so, and Maria prostrated her body forward, exposing the tiny black panties to him. 

“Put your hair in a pony tail!” 

She did as he told her until he was finally content and gratefully, joined him in bed, slipped down the cold sheets and kissed his resting, cock and balls. 

“I love these,” she whispered.

Nick stroked her soft hair and murmured in base pleasure to her oral caress and obvious devotion. 

“I know you do Princess!” 

Nick let her play but it was just for his selfish entertainment and he let it relax, not excite him. 

They were both tired, in no need of further interaction and fell asleep in each others’ arms.

Maria woke early and as normal, Nick’s penis was merely inches, from where she had slept so soundly.

Instinctively she began to engage with it in her fingers, until it was hard and within seconds, she started to lick and suck it as if it was the most natural thing for her to do in the early light. 

She then sat atop him and, pulling her black panties to one side, inserted him inside her, squeezing his cock with her vaginal muscles and trying to find the best spot to tease her clitoris. 

Nick awoke and saw her energetically above him, with her eyes closed in bliss, a big smile on her face and her ponytail flapping back and forth with the movement of her divine, youthful, ivory body. 

She lifted herself off him, held his penis in her hand and spoke to him dirtily and lustfully.

“Put this up my ass again,” she muttered disgustingly, and buried her face into the pillow leaving her bottom up in the air for her master’s pleasure. 

Nick roused himself, kneeled behind her and soon expertly, had inserted himself fully into her slim, anal passage; he just smiled in satisfaction at the princess’s screams of humiliation, pain and pleasure. 

The dominant man held her hips in his black broad hands and grunted like a beast as he pumped her hard.

“You are a dirty Bitch, Princess!”

The sex was soon concluded and as they both lay back in the bed, Nick let his fingers play with Maria’s pubic hair and she opened her thighs to him submissively; she was happy to be servile to him and to be once again back in his good books.

Her manager spoke as he toyed with her intimate places. 

“You’ve got a promotion today and a photo-shoot tomorrow, so no fucking the photographer, he’s a little bastard… up to all the tricks!”

“A bit like you,” commented the princess dryly, putting her tiny hands on his limp cock and smiled at her man meekly. 

“I’ll only fuck who you tell me to Nick.”

He replied with a smirk and ran his fingers just inside her sodden, vaginal lips. 

“Good girl…This belongs to me!”

At midday a taxi came to pick her up and took her to the Porno exhibition; she spent all afternoon as, Tali the porn star, signing autographs and enthusiastically meeting her fans and promoting her new film.

Surprisingly she had no shame in her role and guise as Tali and she was genuinely proud of her work and what she was involved in.

As long as no one ever found out who she really was, of course!

She had to check herself and be careful not to sign her real name and was pleased when 5p.m came and Nick arrived to pick her up. 

They went to the flat to change and Maria put on a short red evening dress with all the regalia of black underwear and then went on to the Savoy for dinner where a table had been reserved. 

Nick was dressed in a smart, navy suit with a matching dark tie that had a faint white flash, he appeared like a gentleman, whereas Maria felt and looked like a common girl of easy virtue; strangely liking the feeling and image she portrayed.

It was hard for her to understand, but she did. 

During dinner an Arab man approached the table and spoke to Nick, Maria saw a bundle of money change hands and she knew immediately that her bastard of a manager had just sold her for sex. 

She said nothing and after coffee allowed herself to be escorted to suite 172 where Prince Hamud bin Alluhan was residing.

They were shown into the reception on the top floor and Nick sat down to wait in the opulence of the main lounge, whilst Maria went quietly into the bedroom and shut the door behind her. 

She emerged half an hour later completely unruffled; they left the room and stepped silently into the lift together to descend from the penthouse. 

Nick handed her £2,000.00 in bright brown £50 notes and the princess stuffed them into her black, suede, evening bag. 

She felt cheap and dirty, like a common prostitute and disgustingly she had to privately admit to herself how it excited her.

She revelled in the fact men would pay to have sex with her; it was debasing, degrading but intoxicating for her all at the same time.

She took his hand and whispered to him.

“How much was I worth Nick?”

He smiled happily.

“£5,000.00 Princess…so I overpaid you your share ‘cause I’m a generous guy!”

Deviantly, it thrilled the young girl that a man had paid that much to fuck her, although she tried to mask her perversity and ignore how much her greedy boss had made out of his sale.

In the taxi on the way home Maria sat close beside him and stroked and held his cock through his trousers. 

“I told you I will do as you want Nick,” she whispered and rubbed him up and down very lightly and suggestively. 

“But that prince had such a tiny cock, and came so quickly,” she complained innocently. 

“So you’re still horny?” Nick laughed softly at her licentiousness “well we’ll have to see what we can do for you Princess!”

He instructed the taxi to stop and led Maria into the park and to the rear of some shadowy, overgrown bushes. 

People were going back and forth but within seconds her panties were around her knees and the princess was being bent over and fucked, like some common whore in the darkness. 

Anyone could have seen her but Maria did not care, she knew what she wanted, sex, exciting dangerous sex and that’s what Nick provided for her. 

As she felt herself tremble and orgasm, Nick release into her; she was happy to accept her subordinate position with him.

All of this was irresistible and like a narcotic, and whatever morality that had remained within her seemed to have flown away. 

He could do as he pleased with her and she was completely submissive to his instruction and will. 

Nick was tired when they reached home and gave Maria the address for the photo shoot tomorrow afternoon, as he needed to go to his home and recover. 

“Remember what I told you, no giving it away, Capice!”

“No problem,” the princess joked waving the wad of money at him excitedly, “I’m a real pro!” 

She moved out lightly from the car, waved childishly and laughed heartily as she ran into the flat. 

Maria slept soundly and awoke at midday full of verve and enthusiasm for the day’s work; she breakfasted on cereal and toast and dressed provocatively, in a short skirt and stockings as if in accordance with her status.

The taxi ride to the studio was ten minutes across Soho and she was dropped at the bottom of an old decaying, multi-storey building. 

Star Studios was one of the names on the entrance pad and she pressed the appropriate button. 

“It’s Tali” she heard herself say as if to announce her arrival, as Nick would do. 

The buzzer sounded, the door released and she entered, following the signs to the fourth floor where the door was open.

She walked in to find a small, dark-haired man fiddling with his cameras that were spread out on a table.

He was scruffy with a garish, pink shirt overhanging a tight pair of denims that demonstrated his waistline had seen better days. 

A day’s growth was on his chubby but cheeky face and his blue eyes twinkled as he whistled at her as if appreciating her charms.

“Hello to you!” 

Maria smiled at him and could see instantly why Nick had implied he was a bit of a rogue; he had a certain boyish, impish attraction about him.

“You are pretty,” he schmoosed, “Now, do you know the story of the film we are promoting?” 

Maria shook her head weakly.

“Typical, well the film is about a virgin bride who screws all the ushers before her wedding.” 

Maria laughed out loud. 

“That’s original!”

He ignored her; this was his working time now. 

“We’ve got to do some promotional pictures, some light and some heavy, OK?” 

Maria wasn’t sure what light or heavy was but she just nodded as if she did and, she was more experienced than she appeared.

A beautiful white wedding dress was in the corner of the studio and after removing all her clothes in the changing area, Maria dressed in white stockings, suspenders, silk panties and bra and finally the exquisite, delightful dress. 

A makeup girl attended her, she returned to the set after an hour with the train of the dress trailing behind her and Mike, the photographer, enthused softly as he saw her. 

“Wow Girl; you look like a real princess…wear this.”

He reached behind him and passed her a small silver tiara encrusted with false shining diamonds which she placed delicately on her pretty, blonde head.

He stared at her though his lens and exhaled in pleasure. 

“Perfect!” 

The man shooed the makeup girl out and then went over and locked the door of the studio.

The princess placed herself in the middle of the set and felt the power of the lights for the first time; she looked at the man crouched low behind his camera, set on a tripod and awaited his instructions.

They flowed from him like expensive, rich, red wine.

“You’re a lady, a Princess,” he whispered “stand up straight and look regal.” 

Maria went into her royal pose and Mike started clicking and creating his vision for the day. 

“Look innocent, you’re a virgin!” 

Maria pursed her lips and tried to put on the expression she had the first day she met Nick.

“Wow, great… virginal but dirty.” 

His camera kept snapping for what seemed like many minutes until he spoke entreatingly and seductively to her.

“Right” he murmured, “you’re married now and you’re going to excite your lucky husband… raise your dress.” 

Maria lifted the chiffon to the white stocking tops on her legs. 

“A bit higher!” 

She revealed the tip of her white, silk panties whilst all the time the film kept clicking and rolling as the instructions came still.

“Drop the dress, turn around and bend over.” 

She did as ordered and Mike rolled the material fully above her head revealing her ass, white panties stockings and all.

“Let’s see a bit of that pussy,” he chuckled. 

Maria put one hand behind her and pulled the white silk panties back a little to reveal a tantalising glimpse of her precious sexuality.

“Your husband’s cock is hard now, he wants to fuck you but you’re going to make him wait… aren’t you, you teasing Bitch?”

The man was breathless and it made her equally gasp for air for some reason.

“Turn around and raise your dress from the front… yes that’s right, now pull your panties down a little… let’s tease him some more.” 

Maria did exactly as instructed and pulled the silk panties a touch lower to reveal the tip of her soft, blonde, pubic hair, whilst the camera just kept whirring.

“Take the dress off...Slowly.” 

She undid herself and removed the divine gown to reveal all her undergarments. 

“Put your hands on your hips and push that pussy to me, your husband is desperate to get into those creamy knickers!” 

Maria urgently did as she was told and was getting more and more turned on under Mike’s entreating, fantasy and direction.

“Bra off...Slo…wly!” 

Maria undid the catch and her firm rounded breasts were released; Mike was delighted to notice that her small, pink nipples were hard! 

“Squat on the floor and open your thighs, lets see the shape of your cunt.” 

She did so instantly and the camera could clearly see the outline of her crack as it pressed against the thin, almost transparent, material.

The snapping broke off momentarily as Mike inserted a new film in the camera and before he continued he went over to Maria, who just stared up at him with a flushed red face and bated breath.

He spoke to her in a whisper. 

“May I?” 

Before she could reply his fingers took hold of the front of her panties, which he pulled down a little to expose her delicate, pretty, precious vagina. 

“This needs to be wet for the next session!” 

He smiled disarmingly, as if he was talking about a car and explained his take on his profession and expertise.  

“You can’t lie… to the camera…baby!”

He stroked her sexual, thin lips and Maria, with her hands laid flat on the floor to keep her upright, said nothing, but let him and tried her best not to groan; just listened silently as the presumptive photographer commented lewdly. 

“Hmm… not wet enough.” 

He bent down, pulled the panties completely to one side and inserted his tongue deep into her crevice, wickedly teasing her and Maria now cried out loudly and felt her-self becoming, fully aroused.

The man was satisfied she was sufficiently agitated and quickly returned to his camera.

“That’s better!”

Maria now performed for him without inhibition, and like a bitch on heat, drew her panties to one side, exposing her-self completely. 

“Slip them halfway down,” Mike suggested, and the princess did so, until she was lying on her back with the knickers around her knees and her thighs spread apart. 

“Your ready for a fuck now aren’t you, you dirty little cow?” he mocked her.

Maria took her sopping underwear off completely and opened her legs even further to let the camera record every, private inch of her.

“I can’t,” she trembled timidly “I promised Nick.”

Mike finally finished the roll and sat down on the set next to her naked body; he slid his fingers inside her vagina and she murmured in base, womanly pleasure and begged him pathetically.

“Tongue fuck me…please Mike! Bring me off…please!”

He smiled lasciviously.

“OK but you’re going to have to reciprocate!” 

Maria nodded and pushed his curly black head down between her legs and sighed in satisfaction as he started to sensitively and seductively tease her to an orgasm. 

It took him ten glorious minutes on his heavenly tongue, and she screamed in pleasure as the build up of tension inside her finally, and wonderfully released. 

He rose up to do something with his camera, then returned and she heard the unmistakable sound of a zip being released as he knelt beside her.

She warned him nervously.

“No fucking Mike…please, you promised!” 

He chuckled but she need not have worried, as a small, hard, stubby penis was inserted, quickly but firmly, into her little mouth.

“Time to keep your end of the deal,” he muttered softly. 

The princess having already come herself wanted to get this over as fast as she could, and she sucked and squeezed him hard with all of the experience she had gleaned over the recent weeks. 

Mike did not last long under her new found expertise and he soon shot his full semen load, into her mouth.

Maria thought she saw a flash of light as he climaxed but could not be sure in all the sexual mayhem, as her lover collapsed next to her uttering the immortal, romantic words of. 

“Session’s over baby!”

Mike took a few minutes to settle then after a quick drink, complimented the princess, over a light lunch of chicken salad at a nearby café, on being so delightful and photogenic. 

“You’re a natural,” he smiled at her.

Maria ate, drank and looked at him shyly.  

“Don’t tell Nick what we did…please!” 

Her words were pleading and respectful and the man looked at her innocently, as if he was just a sweet, young boy. 

“He told me to watch you,” she admitted coyly.

The man smiled in mischief.

“He just doesn’t like me fucking his girls,” he grinned.

“Well you didn’t fuck me!” 

The princess announced this proudly, although secretly she knew that Nick would not be happy with her if he knew what she had done on a working, professional assignment.

Lunch over, Maria turned to leave and Mike patted her bottom as she did so and teased her. 

“Get you next time baby!” 

Maria stuck her nose in the air and walked boldly, towards the door. 

She was dressed in a short turquoise dress that only just covered her white stockings and panties, she knew she not only looked like a trollop but was acting like one! 

It was to her, an expression of her freedom and youth, and terribly, although she tried to feel ashamed, it was just the best feeling in the world.

She was young and free and enjoying her life and freedom as a young promiscuous girl more than she would ever admit to.

Maria didn’t go straight home but wandered around again like all the other dolly birds in town. 

She had developed a fascination for lingerie and after much debate decided to treat her-self to a chocolate, see through teddy or body stocking with a crotch that clipped open just on two silver studs.

She imagined herself in the outfit and, as it was placed inside the bag, she only wanted to parade her-self in it in front of Nick; the experience of the day had excited her and she hoped that her manager would visit her tonight!

She arrived home at 6p.m, had a bath and put on a pair of tight black knickers that rode high on her hips under her white bathrobe.

She made herself some pasta, opened some wine and lounged on the settee in front of the huge television. 

A report was being shown on the famous Austrian prince here on a formal visit.

The princess knew of him; he was a womaniser and she had heard a rumour through the royal grapevine that he was supposedly, very well endowed.

He was also reputed to be a truly horrible and arrogant bastard of a man.

A young female interviewer inquired of him, as if referencing his growing reputation in the media as a womaniser and lover.

“Are you seeking a bride Prince?” 

The man sneered haughtily. 

“No I don’t zink zo, Eengliz girlz are veree fragil.” 

He spoke almost with a snarl then laughed brusquely, as if he had been trying to make a joke, and attempted to walk away but the nosy girl did not let him. 

“Will you be seeing our Princess Maria?” 

Prince Helmut sighed tiredly, as if an appointment with her would be something of an obligation and burden for him. 

“I zuppoze zo… to zement our countreez relationzip.” 

He waved the reporter away with a wave of his long arm and the girl babbled something about the possibility of a royal romance in the air! 

“Silly twit” muttered Maria to herself and wondered how Tali would deal with him if she met him in the guise of her former persona.

The buzzer sounded and Maria pressed the release. 

Nick entered shortly after followed by another striking, powerfully built, black man she had not met before; he was a similar build to her manager but not as clean cut or handsome, with long black hair and designer stubble on his face. 

Nick turned off the television and sat on the other seat opposite her. 

“Come here,” he ordered.

Maria immediately went over and stood in front of him, he put his hands on her bottom and pushed her gently until she was bent over his knees like a schoolgirl waiting to be spanked for her wrongdoing.                                                                                 

He lifted her robe to expose her bottom and drawing his hand back gave her a hard slap. 

“Owww,” she squealed, “What was that for?” 

“What did you do today Princess?” Nick murmured menacingly and accusingly.

“Nothing,” lied Maria nervously, feeling sure than her manager already knew about her earlier indiscretions. 

“I did the shoot with Mike, then, went shopping… I bought an outfit that I thought you’d like.” 

She was trying to change the subject.

“Show me,” he said quietly, and Maria went into the bedroom and returned a few seconds later wearing the dark-brown, shimmering, sheer, body suit. 

Nick patted his legs and Maria laid herself across him as before. 

“Always dressing like a slut,” he mused, stroking her ass again as if enjoying the feel of the sensuous material against her skin. 

“Now, again… What happened today?”

He placed a small Polaroid picture in her fingers and Maria gulped as she saw it. 

It was a photograph of her with Mike’s cock in her mouth, his spunk on her face and she was wearing nothing but a dirty, sluttish smile. 

Nick found the clips that undid her crotch and released them; he put his fingers into her ass then her vagina that was becoming wetter by the second. 

“I didn’t fuck him Nick,” she moaned in ludicrous explanation, “just sucked him off!”

He laughed darkly and dangerously 

“You are such a tart!” 

He continued to play with her anal and vaginal holes making them saturated and slippery wet and she tried to explain pathetically to him. 

“I’m sorry Nick…you, you… only said no fucking,” 

He laughed coldly at her lewd, excuses

“I suppose I did…but if you’re going to act like a slut I suppose I’d better treat you like one!” 

Maria felt Nick pull the bottom of the body to her waist and heard the man behind her unzip his trousers. 

She was pruriently soaked with anticipation, sordidly and degradingly loving the abuse Nick was heaping on her. 

Her manager made her remove his trousers and pants and then reposition herself until she was kneeling with Nick’s cock in her mouth and her ass exposed in the air.

She knew what was coming and held her breath as the man behind her rammed his thick erection, roughly into her royal pussy and she soon had two cocks inside her, rocking her back and forwards.

The phone went and Nick picked it up, placing his other hand on the princess’s head, as if instructing her not to stop her work.

“Tali baby how you doing up there with the royally rich?” She heard Nick gasp and laugh. 

“Yeah she’s fine, got her hands… and mouth full at the moment!”

He laughed and stroked her head as if she was a dog. 

“Yeah she’s great, just loves to be fucked; does as she’s told real well, don’t you Bitch!” 

He smiled at Maria, evilly patting her bright hair as she continued to debase herself before him.

She should have been angry at being spoken about like this, but it just turned her on more and she sucked his masculinity even harder. 

Nick grabbed her hair and thrust himself deeper into her mouth. 

“She’ll be there on Monday; I hope you’re well rested baby.” 

He chuckled, grunted, put the phone down and moved his hips against her as if in reflex. 

“You might be going back to being a Princess!” 

He jerked, grunted and released his spunk inside her mouth forcing her to swallow every sticky drop. 

Maria felt the other man ejaculate as well inside her and groaned in relief, as she thought the sex was over. 

However after a couple of minutes the two of them swapped positions and Nick was fucking her up the ass and the stranger’s cock was deep in her saturated, willing mouth. 

Both men used her body selfishly for their own pleasure and it was a further hour until they were finished with her and the mysterious, dark stranger left without any formal introduction.

Maria escaped and lay back in the bath, and wondered if that perhaps she just might be grateful to experience palace life again? 

She was tired, and the abuse and degradation she had undergone had drained her energy and vitality.

She questioned her sanity, that from such high social position she should have allowed herself to fall so low to become nothing more than a tart, and a black man’s whore.

She drifted, dozed and relaxed and allowed the rich perfumed water to seduce, settle and soothe her.

Then as she was dressing, in yet another short negligee and tying her hair in a pony tail, she sensed her body hum in lascivious re-awakening and realised she wasn’t yet ready to return to that dead, staid way of life. 

Maria sprayed herself with expensive perfume and went to join Nick who was already in bed; she snuggled up to him and her petite, little hands stroked his flaccid penis and balls. 

“I don’t want to go back Nick,” she begged him.

She bent her head and licked his balls and private parts slowly and entreatingly. “Please, Nick…don’t send me home…I’ll do anything.”

Nick reclined on the bed admiring the whore he had created, as she sucked and served him as if she was the lowest menial.

He surged with energy and power over his sordid creation, and stroked her bottom as she demeaned herself.

“We’ll see Princess…see how good you are!”

She sucked him with extra energy.

“I will be good Nick.” 

Incredibly she had made him hard again and, like the shameless woman she had become, Maria sat on top of him, put his cock inside her and squeezed his flesh with her voracious, salacious sexuality.

She murmured as she moved her body up and down and found further ongoing, compelling, pleasure.

“I’ll be very very good Nick…oh fuck…fuck…fuck!”

She ground her body, dirtily on him until they reached their orgasms together before she collapsed exhausted, with his sperm washing deep inside her, and fell fast to sleep by his side.

When the princess awoke, she was alone and found a note on the pillow informing her that she would be picked up on Saturday night by him, her master!

Maria was intrigued to read the instructions of what she had to wear and also the cryptic last sentence. 

Another lesson …it read and she wondered what there was left to learn?

Friday was a lazy day and Maria wondered what Tali wanted her for; she rang her, but the girl would not divulge anything on the phone. 

“Monday at two at the Pally,” she laughed.

Maria spoke to her nervously and apprehensively. 

“Do you want to swap back Tali?

There was a silence and then a soft voice.

“We’ll see… I’d bring one of those plastic cocks with you though, just in case, there’s not much action around here!”

Both girls squealed and Maria realised she was not going to get any information from her counterpart over the phone. 

“Nick said he’s going to give me my next lesson on Saturday,” Maria gushed excitedly. 

“Hmm,” her double replied, “he’s a real bastard!” 

That was undeniable, as was the fact both girls wanted to be with him, and after placing the phone down Maria again contemplated how little she wanted a return to her old life. 

Given that Saturday was liable to take up a lot of her energy, she dined and went to bed early, resisting the appeal and temptations of her sexual aids. 

She lay back in the clean, soft sheets and recalled what had transpired in the last few unbelievable weeks. 

Every time she remembered the degradation Nick had put her through, she became physically alight, although she was still privately embarrassed at what a whore she had so eagerly become. 

It was not really the sex that excited her, although she mostly always enjoyed it; sex was commonplace, it was the power and control Nick held over her that really turned her on. 

The sexual experiences had often made her feel cheap, dirty and sluttish but even shortly after the event she wanted to experience the same sensations again and again, as if it was an irresistible, addictive drug. 

Maria drifted into a fitful sleep and she was surprised to find that her body was still horny when she awoke in the morning.

She was in a state of high excitement all day, and in the evening changed into the same exquisite, black evening dress, with matching accessories that she had worn that night Nick had dragged her into the alley, and fucked her so demeaningly against the shadowy wall. 

The dress had been cleaned but the memories could not be washed away so easily, and she felt dirty and turned on when she looked in the mirror. 

She clearly remembered what Nick had told her that night as he took her and forced her legs apart. 

“You may think you’re a lady but I know you’re a little tart!” 

The wetness in her panties and the excited state she was in confirmed just how right he had been.

The buzzer sounded and Maria descended the few steps and deposited her-self in the granite coloured, Rolls Royce waiting for her. 

Nick was dressed in a smart, black suit with an outrageous bright red tie, and exuded his normal confident and powerful aura. 

“Let’s see you!” 

The princess quickly raised her dress to show off her expensive underwear and Nick, pleased at her utter obedience to him, placed his hand between her thighs and stroked her cool white flesh. 

“You’re doing as your told aren’t you Princess?” 

Maria’s legs opened slightly and the man brushed her vagina lightly through her panties. 

“Are we doing as we’re told?” he pressed, condescendingly.

“Yes, Nick…I told you I was.” 

He smiled in satisfaction, at her total submission and capitulation to him.

“I believe you Princess…you’re my little whore now!”

He withdrew his fingers from her, sat back and Maria felt her body surge and realised that she was completely and utterly under his will.

It demonically thrilled her that she was. 

He instructed the driver and Maria was alive with latent, sexual energy as she wondered what was in store for her tonight?

The G Club - that was their destination - was very exclusive; they were dropped off and Nick escorted the princess through the elegant, wood panelled entrance into a dimly lit bar. 

The club was full of men and women, all appearing to be sophisticated and well presented, and Maria was seated at the bar on a high, golden stool and helped herself to the champagne that was placed before her in a shiny, silver bucket. 

Nick disappeared for a moment and an old, creepy, grey-haired man came over presumptuously, and spoke as if he’d received an invitation from her. 

“Haven’t seen you here before?” he whispered, placing his hand on hers. 

The princess was icy.

“No.”

The man was not so easily dissuaded. 

“Well…I’d be pleased to show you round?”

Nick returned in a flash however, took command as always, and spoke sharply to the elderly, annoying man. 

“Fuck off!” 

He quickly moved and faded from the scene and Maria took Nick’s hand and smiled in appreciation at his frankness and protection.  

She began to look around her environment; at the erotic paintings and phallic statues that adorned the large room and decided the ambience and atmosphere was exceedingly squalid and seedy, in a posh sort of way. 

“What is this place?” she whispered to him. 

Nick ignored her, grabbed the bottle of iced champagne and gestured Maria over to a settee opposite two couples sitting closely together. 

“May we sit down?” he enquired and the men, on seeing Maria, instantly made them welcome. 

Nick requested glasses and he poured everyone a full glass of the bubbly, sparkly, bright liquid. 

Maria noticed the two girls seated opposite her; they were formally dressed and looked very similar. 

Each wore tight fitting suits, stockings with drainpipe skirts, one in cream and one in fawn, they wore silk, round top blouses with small, gold necklaces around their elegant necks. 

Both girls had blonde, mousy hair and Tracy, as she was named, had large brown eyes with Hannah, the other girl having precious, green, shimmering spheres. 

They were slim, petite and innocent looking and, apart from noses that were slightly, too large.  

Maria thought however they were exquisite, and she knew instinctively that her demonic manager liked them.

The young men escorting them were slim, athletic and also dressed formally in suits; Jim had short, black, curly hair and friendly brown eyes, and Tony had blonde, straight hair that was slightly too long at the back. 

Maria thought however they were reserved, shy, interesting but somehow attractive. 

The foursome drank the champagne, Nick ordered another bottle and the girls started to giggle and chatter in animated whispers. 

“This is where all the posh people come to swap,” Hannah gushed. 

Nick looked as though he was surprised. 

“There are rooms, upstairs,” she whispered very softly “It’s very famous.”

The black male questioned her like an innocent. 

“Never… well… what are you doing here girls?” 

Tracy spoke quietly, in a clipped accent as if someone could hear her and laughed nervously, but with a trace of adventure. 

“We’re just having a look to see… like you do!” 

The men explained that each was engaged to one of the girls and for a bit of fun whilst they were in London, they all wanted to see the infamous and much written about club. 

Nick nodded and placed his arm around Maria and replied as if he was just another sheep amongst the flock, rather than the wolf I knew him to be.

“Why not… just what we’re doing as well.” 

The two girls departed to visit the powder room, and Nick whispered to Maria; she looked at him quizzically then arose and made to place herself between the two men. 

“May I,” she enquired, and they instantly made room for her.  

Jim commented to Nick, as though Maria was a mere object, and joked out loud. 

“Your girlfriend is so very beautiful Nick…I almost wish we could swap for the night,” 

Maria laughed and she put one of her delicate hands on each of the young men’s legs and they both jumped up, as if they had been electrocuted. 

“Would you like her to show you around?” Nick queried, and both men nodded in enthusiastic agreement. 

Tony stroked the princess’s golden, soft hair and it was clear both of them were intoxicated with her. 

They did not see Nick give some instructions to the waiter, who then guided the trio through a rear door and into the very heart of the building. 

The two men were quite happy to leave Nick with their fiancée’s; both of them knew that they were not interested in sex and trusted them implicitly! 

Tony’s fiancé would still not have full intercourse, and Jim’s girl insisted that they wait until after the wedding. 

To all intents and purposes the girls were still virgins, and the boys knew that there were no circumstances where they would compromise themselves with a stranger.

And a black man at that! 

Maria followed the waiter, as Nick had instructed her; he led them all into a luxurious bedroom and soon they were alone.

She smiled provocatively at the men, who were constantly staring at her, and laughed mockingly at them.

“Well then gentlemen…are you going to undress me or not?”

She did not object as her male companions promptly and eagerly began immediately to unclothe her. 

She was soon down to her black stockings and knickers and she lounged back on the bed, to enjoy their attentions. 

She knew that the two girls left in the main bar were going to get the fucking of their lives, but she was just not sure how. 

Nick was going to seduce them and, as Tony started to kiss and caress her breasts, she didn’t much care.

This was just sex and she was carnally experienced and confident now, well versed in giving and receiving pleasure from strangers.

She liked it; it was devilish, deviant and disgusting but a thrill to be so sexually outrageous! 

Tracy and Hannah returned to find Nick alone, and were not worried when he told them Maria was showing the boys around the club. 

“She’s very beautiful and such a lovely girl,” Hannah commented kindly, as Nick smiled in appreciation at her and laughed innocently when she giggled and carried on her conversation. 

“It’s like we’ve actually coupled up!” 

A waiter appeared shortly after and, respectfully posed a question to them. 

“As your companions are having a tour would you like one as well?” 

Both girls nodded and, still clutching their champagne glasses, they followed the smart black and white suited attendant and waved excitedly at Nick. 

“Come on sleepyhead… let’s explore and have a look!”

Nick sauntered behind them noticing their shapely rears, and their tiny steps as their pencil skirts restricted their movements.

The three of them climbed some stairs and were allowed to look around various rooms each equipped like a small hotel suite, but with an abundance of erotic art and items as decoration. 

The girls were fascinated and beginning to show signs of arousal, excitement and agitation. 

Eventually the short tour was over and they were in one of the rooms where a new bottle of chilled champagne was on the centre table and, Tracy poured herself some, making herself even more tipsy than she already was. 

“It’s an amazing place,” she murmured and wandered slowly about the room looking at a small bronze statue of an erect African male, and letting her fingers sensually glaze over its’ surface and points.

She seemed to gulp her fizzy wine and eventually stopping in front of a large ornate mirror; a small button was on the side of it and in curiosity she pressed it. 

A thin electric whine was heard and suddenly Tracy gasped in shock as the mirror became transparent, and there in the next room, was Maria with the girls’ fiancées, all completely naked. 

The Princess was kneeling between them, sucking one cock and then the other and the men were obviously in rapture and seventh heaven. 

Nick, feigning shock, quickly went over to the one way mirror and pressed another button to close it and whispered apologetically.

“I’m very sorry you had to see that ladies…I will reprimand my girlfriend later….I am ashamed….what can I say?”

Hannah exploded suddenly in terrible suppressed ire and wrath and something else….something deep, dark and yet undiscovered.

“Those dirty bastards!” 

Nick nodded innocently in agreement, although he had set the whole despicable little plan into motion.

“She’s a little slut,” he muttered in mock anger, “I’m finished with her!” 

Both girls were flushed and obviously off balance; Nick went to lead them back to the bar, but Hannah defiantly returned to the mirror and resolutely pressed the button again. 

The scene that met her eyes was of Maria, now riding Tony’s cock whilst still stroking Jim’s, and both girls watched spellbound, as she withdrew herself from on top of him and lay back on the bed. Her legs far apart as if inviting them to give her oral sex, which they willingly took turns to provide.

Nick pressed the mirror closed again and noticed how the girl’s legs were fighting to widen, from the narrow confines of their pencil, tight skirts.

They were coming to the boil nicely! 

“I’m staying faithful for him?” Tracy screamed in quiet fury and cried out pathetically, “I’ve never even seen another cock but his!” 

Both girls looked at Nick and then pressed the button again.

Tony’s face was buried deep between Maria’s thighs, and he was licking her as though her vagina was forged from the finest chocolate. 

“He’s never done that to me,” Hannah moaned bitterly. 

In theatrical abashment and exasperation, Nick again closed the mirror and implored the girls to come back to the bar. 

“It’s just boys being boys,” he explained weakly, knowing exactly where all of this exposure to degradation was leading them.

“And what about girls…being girls?” Hannah gasped slowly, dangerously, and then purposefully, removing her jacket as she did so. 

“What about us Nick?”

She stared at him with her green, emerald eyes, blazing fire and brimstone and whispered dirtily.

“Will you show us your cock Nick? I want to see one properly.” 

He pretended to look shocked but inside he was smiling as if he had tickets to the cup final and his favourite team had just scored!

“We shouldn’t ladies…you’ll feel badly…we all will!”

Nick knew how to play the sexual game, and the girl walked over to him and placed her trembling hand on his trouser zip. 

“Please, I’ll help you Nick.” 

She undid his belt, then zip and finally pulled his dark, luxurious, expensive trousers to the floor. 

The young girl held her breath when she saw his enormous penis erect inside his underpants, and with an inhalation of breath, she grabbed the elastic, pulled them down and the most exciting thing the two of them had ever seen sprang out to greet and meet them..

Hannah mumbled in utter disbelief.

“Oh my God Nick…Oh…Oh…my goodness…it’s unbelievable…divine…May… may, I touch it?” 

Without waiting for a reply, she let her manicured finger lightly caress its’ length, and suddenly her companion Tracy came over and touched it nervously and curiously as well.

Both young ladies were now in an obvious, unprecedented state of high anticipation and sexual excitement.

Tracy suddenly expressed her thoughts, that must have been plaguing her since she saw her boyfriend performing cunnilingus on Maria.

“I’ve never had my vagina licked,” she moaned and proceeded to take an even firmer hold of Nick’s expanded, black erection. 

He placed his hand on her bottom, stroked it gently and effortlessly pulled her closer to him. 

Nick slipped his hand up Tracy’s short skirt and found that her panties were soaked, then placed his fingers inside her as she unsuccessfully tried to open her thighs to accommodate him. 

But she was still restricted by her narrow skirt and Nick removed his hand, and undid the rear zip enabling her to slide the article of clothing to the floor. 

He then bent down and licked her salivating vagina through her white knickers that had a pretty, pink frill along the elasticated top.  

The girl groaned in lust, and in that second any morality she had remaining was lost, and she was hooked instantaneously on fulfilling the prurient actions she had begun.

Nick led Tracy to the large bed and, leaving only her panties on, removed her remaining clothes; she lay there with her legs wide apart and her hips slowly gyrating with the desire for a man’s form and thickness inside her.

Hannah’s hand was still holding Nick’s erect penis and, having prepared her friend for fornication he turned his attentions to her. 

Her green globes were shimmering, wide with excitement and she did not object as Nick slowly removed her jacket, shirt and bra. 

He then ceremoniously undid the zip on her tight fitting skirt, pulled it down to the floor and she stepped out of it and stood naked in front of him, apart from a thin, blue pair of sheer knickers. 

He pushed her gently back to the bed and placed the girl next to her friend.

Nick removed her hand from his cock and stood above them to savour his impending triumph and conquest of them. 

The two girls had exquisite figures, slim bodies with well formed breasts and nipples, and he could clearly make out their pubic hair through their moist and increasingly dampening underwear. 

His cock was long, hard and immensely powerful and he noticed how his quarry were transfixed by it, as if hypnotised and helpless small animals caught in the evil eye of their predator. 

He sat down in between them, slipped a hand into each girl’s panties, and began to just gently tease their sexual lips. 

They both moaned instantaneously with pleasure and pressed themselves back against the pressure of his fingers. 

Tracy reached out to hold his penis again but Nick knocked her fine, delicate hand gently away. 

“In time girl.” 

He whispered to her, enjoying the arousal and erotic flush of power as he waited for these virgins to begin their slide into perversion and dark, delicious decadence and degradation.

He bent down between Hannah’s legs and started to lick her. Through her underwear at first, and then, after rolling them down her thighs a little, deep and hard into her innocent, pure, thin, inverted crack of femininity. 

The girl moaned, cried and screamed in a mixture of raging emotions and Tracy looked on in amazement as her best friend, with her legs wide apart and her hips gyrating, reached her first tantalising orgasm. 

As Hannah relaxed, Nick moved closer to her companion, teasing her body and erect nipples, as she timidly said nothing but waited for him to do as he wished with her. 

She could feel his penis close to her, but again he would not let her touch it as if to make and inflame her desire all the more.

Her libido was getting more and more awakened and aroused, until finally she could take the waiting no longer and pleaded with him. 

“Do it to me, please Nick…Please!”

Nick moved his head between her thighs and suckled her lustily. 

“You don’t seem like a couple of virgins to me,” he muttered disrespectfully “more like a couple of… sluts!” 

She just groaned and grunted as he licked her again, then pulled her panties down so his tongue could enter more deeply inside her, and soon she was screaming and moaning, mirroring the reactions of her friend. 

Finally she also came to her sexual bliss, reaching out to the heavens with her hands and arms in exultation and disbelief.

Before she had a chance to lie back and savour the experience, she felt her hair being grabbed roughly and opened her eyes to see Nick, pulling her and Hannah’s head towards his mountainous, devilish cock. 

“Now you little tarts” he laughed, “you… can do something for me!”

Tracy let herself be led with her friend to the large mirror and heard Hannah complain that she didn’t do that type of thing but it was to no avail. 

Nick made them kneel before him and start to lick and worship his cock, with their young, lascivious, pretty mouths. 

Hannah complained for a few seconds more but Nick held her head firmly in place and soon they were both sucking his pronounced masculinity, as though they had been doing these foul things all of their sheltered lives. 

The girls could see what they were doing in their reflection in the mirror and it turned them on irrationally to see how outrageously they were acting, and how they were gorging themselves on this stranger’s black, endless sexuality and cock.

They were being corrupted and loving it! 

Once Nick was happy that his girls were fully occupied, he pressed a further concealed button that reversed the one way mirror and demonically, enabled the people in the next room to see exactly what they were doing. 

He smiled to himself and wondered what Tony and Jim would think when they saw their innocent fiancées acting like a couple of cheap whores? 

Sure enough the men had finished with Maria and stood open mouthed at what was being revealed to them and they were being shown, through the clever, revealing, enlightening mirror. 

Maria just lay back and laughed to herself, at what a bastard her man truly was, and now there was even more competition for his favours!

Nick eventually closed the viewing screen, told the girls to go back, lie on the bed and wait for him.

When they were prostrate, he stood erect and displayed his protruding hardness proudly, for their delectation. 

“Who wants to be fucked first?” he smiled. 

Both girls slid their panties off completely, and Hannah lowered her head slightly and whispered. 

“Me, Nick… Me!” 

He kneeled above her, her thighs already apart and his penis rested gently on her soft, fair pubic hair.

He let it fall to the entrance of her femininity and firmly pushed it gently against the gate to her heaven.

She looked up at him, groaned in evolving need and spoke urgently to him.

“I’m ready Nick…ready!”

He moved his hips and slowly pushed his hard stiff erect flesh until it penetrated her innocence and was suddenly, fully, deeply, inside her. 

Hannah grunted and cried in the sheer pleasure and shock of it all. 

“Fuck me, Fuck me…oh God…fuck me!””

Nick smiled, took his sweet time and then, like the stud he was, ground himself in and out of her; very, very slowly at first to settle and tease her and then, with frenetic, frantic speed. 

Her thighs were pressed around his torso and she took him weakly and subserviently as he pressed and drilled her, until she squealed, groaned and reached the thrill and joy of her second climax. 

Her friend watched spellbound and then exhaled in a strangulated breath.

“My turn, Nick…my turn!” 

He moved across and lay above her, stroked her slippery sexual lips and she opened her legs wide apart for him eagerly and impatiently.

Virginity definitely no longer appealed to her any more, after what she had enticingly witnessed with her friend. 

“Now Nick, now!” 

Nick let his cock rub against her belly and slowly, darkly, unstoppably descend to her light brown, curly, pubic hair. 

“Help your slut friend,” he ordered Hannah, and she took hold of his cock and guided it into Tracy’s salacious, slimy, virginal pussy. 

She held on to its’ base as it thrust itself in and out of her tight little hole, and she saw Tracy lose complete control of herself as Nick brought her closer and closer to an orgasm. 

She was weak, malleable flesh in his experienced hands and under his power and overwhelming masculinity.

With a final scream and a vibration that shook her body as if she had been exorcised, Tracy came, with great spirit and voluminous sound and the two girls collapsed back on the bed exhausted and traumatised 

Tracy saw that Nick was still hard and stroked his cock tenderly and respectfully; she was in awe of him. 

Hannah cupped her little hands under his balls, and Nick let them play and amateurishly caress and tease him to an orgasm.  

He exploded his semen all over them and they squirmed in delight as the white fluid smeared their bellies, hands and faces.

Nick made them lick the last traces of spunk off his penis and silently, extracted himself from them and went into the shower.

He emerged a few minutes later and the girls quickly cleansed themselves thoroughly as well. 

When they returned to the room they dressed, and Nick could tell that they were suddenly, enormously, abashed and embarrassed by their deviant, prurient actions. 

“Please don’t mention a word…to the boys” they begged. 

Nick feigned indignation, basking in the sordid knowledge that their fiancés had already seen their fecklessness and promiscuity. 

“A gentleman never discusses such things,” he whispered reassuringly, and beckoned them to the door leading downstairs.

Maria and the men were waiting, and she couldn’t help smiling to herself as the men and the girls looked at each other with obvious guilt, confusion and fury. 

The men promptly went to get their coats and Maria saw Nick give his number to Hannah; she pretended she did not want it but placed it quickly in her bag out of sight of her boyfriend. 

Maria well understood that once the guilt had left them, like the randy duo they were, they would want more fucking and she mused and wondered how far down the sexual road Nick would take them. 

She speculated about how good the two girls would look on film and she shook herself, and hoped that they would not affect her relationship with him.

There was always so much competition for his favours that she felt she needed to be on her best behaviour at all times to keep on the positive side of Nick.

The men quickly returned, and the foursome quietly said their goodbyes and ashamedly trooped out of the club; Maria privately marvelled at how her master had managed to fuck all of them in one way or another. 

She concluded that undoubtedly the man was the most devious, cleverest and most adorable bastard she was ever likely to meet.     

He was charismatic and undeniably irresistible to her.    

Maria was exhausted and humiliated again by Nick’s treatment of her; she knew in retrospect she would find the experience exciting and exhilarating, but at that moment she wanted to sleep and be as far away from her irrepressible, immoral manager as possible. 

As if he understood, Nick gently ushered her out of the car when they reached the flat, and without a word she left him, entered, showered and placed herself gratefully between her crisp, clean, white sheets. 

There were no negligees tonight; just the healing salvation of the re-energising, sleeping, nether world.

The morning arrived before she knew and she instinctively reached out for her dark salacious man; she remembered the previous evening and what a shameless whore she had been. 

She felt a pang of regret and disgust with herself, and had a moment of contemplation.

Perhaps tomorrow when she returned to the palace, it was in fact the right time to end this sexual adventure; she didn’t want to act like this forever!

Maria lazed during the day and spoke to Tali early in the afternoon. 

“I’ll be there at 1p.m,” she informed her and wondered why her counterpart started to giggle.

Maria quizzed her curiously. 

“What are you up to?” 

Tali just laughed and shouted at her before sharply slamming the phone down.

“Don’t be late Princess!”

A walk around the nearby park represented what could have been Maria’s last few hours of freedom and as she slowly sauntered, she started to recall all her wild adventures over the recent weeks. 

The experiences had been more than she could possibly have imagined and had truly released the latent, sexual desire that she had sensed was buried deeply inside her, since she had first reached puberty.  

She sat on a bench and watched as a young couple strolled hand in hand; she wondered if she was ready for a more normal relationship?

Her mind wandered however to her first time with Nick and how he had made her whole body ache for him. 

She recalled how cleverly he had made her long and crave for him; the feel of the first solid cock inside her and the first, unforgettable fuck! 

Although the day was mild she shivered as she remembered standing over him, her breasts exposed, nipples erect and legs apart; she recalled how helpless she was as he teased her panties to one side and inserted his fingers inside her. 

She sensed her body tremble slightly as she recalled how he had so easily and divinely taken her innocence, her virginity, and she closed her eyes to try and recreate that first thrill of him guiding her bottom, until his big black cock filled her tight, femininity for the very, first time. 

She felt somebody sit beside her, and disturbed, opened her eyes, embarrassed at the excited state she had brought herself to just thinking about Nick, and hurriedly returned apace to the flat. 

She had resolved there and then she was not ready to retreat to the royal fold and decided she would do everything she could, to convince Tali to stay a little longer on the more privileged side of their arrangement. 

She began to question who was in fact getting the better overall deal, and concluded that it was definitely her.     

Maria picked up the phone and rang her irrepressible manager. 

“Hi Princess,” he mumbled warmly.

Maria panted to him as if she was hot.

“I want you.”

The man groaned and made an excuse.

“I’m tired Princess.”

She held the phone close to her ear and pleaded.

“Please Nick… this may be our last night.”

He exhaled in helplessness, as if her asking him to fuck her was a chore, and not the gift and pleasure she had always thought it to be. 

“OK Princess, but you’re going to have to do all the work; I’ll be there at 8 p.m.”

Maria was suddenly alive and elated; she showered and remembered the first night she had put on the schoolgirl outfit that she had lost her innocence in.

She found it, placed it on her body and sat on the settee innocently and demurely and waited patiently like a obedient dog, for her master. 

She caught sight of herself in the glass and was excited by her reflection; she placed her hand under the short grey skirt and moaned softly as she stroked her fine crack through her thin, black knickers. 

The time was 8.15p.m, she flushed and wished and prayed Nick would hurry up.

At 8.30p.m the door rang, Maria tried to compose herself but as she opened the door Nick looked at her outfit, her glowing and expectant face, her nipples pressing against her white blouse and knew exactly what an aroused, agitated state she was in.

He teased her as he shut the door and walked past her.

“A trip down memory lane is it? I told you you’d have to do all the work Princess!” 

He went to lie and recline on the black leather settee, Maria went over to him and removed his jacket, shirt, jeans, socks and pants until he was stark naked. 

She was thrilled to see his wondrous body and black cock, which to her joy, was hard and erect as he lay back pointing his manhood vertically, and powerfully up towards the ceiling.

Maria removed her tie slowly, undid her shirt, until her small rounded breasts became visible and her small nipples were hard, like little pink pellets, as she removed the top completely. 

Nick put his arms behind his head, inhaled deeply in satisfaction at her show, and his prick seemed bigger and more enticing than ever to her. 

“You horny little Bitch, Princess,” he smiled.

Maria moved nearer until she was only a couple of feet from him; undid the zip on her skirt and it almost floated, lightly to the floor. 

She stepped out of it and stood above him with her legs slightly open, naked apart from her black stockings, panties and suspenders.     

“Look at what you’ve become,” Nick mocked her. 

Maria had no shame or morality for her lascivious actions, only slipped her hand into her knickers and pulled them to one side, showing him her pretty, sodden, sexual folds of femininity. 

She edged closer to him, held his cock with her other hand then stroked and pulled it gently.

“You’ve turned me into a little tart you bastard!” 

She murmured, in complaint but athletically straddled over him, lowering herself effortlessly onto his stiff, thick cock.  

He was now buried once again deeply and fully within her most sensitive place.

She moaned in pleasure as the big delicious piece of flesh stretched her vaginal passage and, putting her hands on the settee, lifted herself up and down on him, relishing the divine snugness that was now there. 

Nick lay back and watched as she pleasured herself. 

“Such a tart Princess,” he chastised her, “You dirty little whore!”

The more he insulted her the more excited she became and, she rode his prick faster and faster until a flash exploded in her brain, her body trembled, vibrated and convulsed and her tension released as she reached the salvation of her sexual high. 

She recovered and felt him still hard inside her; she was reluctant to release his beautiful cock from its’ warm, tight, cosy home, just moved her hips and slowly rode him once again. 

The man kept still and solid, like immovable rock and allowed the girl to twist and play at her own pace and time until she eventually reached a second orgasm.

She raised herself from him weakly and removed her panties; she stood before him naked with only her stockings for modesty. 

Nick looked at her delicate form; she was undoubtedly beautiful, firm breasts, and blonde pubic hair to match the soft bright curls on her head.   

“I’m your whore,” she whispered innocently, in contradiction to her degenerate actions. 

She opened her legs wide to show him her pink, vaginal lips that had just been tight around his cock, and he pulled her to him and licked them tenderly, with his long, pink, wet tongue. 

“These are mine,” he muttered darkly. 

Maria groaned and bent down to take his penis, that was still unbelievably hard, in her soft lips; she was determined to give him satisfaction and he lay back as she moved her pretty, little mouth expertly up and down on him. 

She had learned so much in the last few weeks and he was soon drawing ever nearer to his climax and release. 

The princess felt him tense, grunt deeply and then his balls contract and release his sperm inside her mouth in a thrilling rush of sugar; she swallowed it all and then held him and licked him clean. 

She enjoyed the taste of his semen by now and Nick stroked her hair approvingly as she finished. 

“The best blow job in London,” he chuckled condescendingly.

Although Maria should have been insulted, in his private company and this demonic environment, she actually took it as a compliment.

Both exhausted, they showered and retired to bed, after Maria had tidied up and put on the statutory, sexy negligee and panties as per Nick’s normal orders.

She move close beside him, snuggled into his warmth and strength and was so secure and comfortable with him, she was sound asleep in a matter of seconds.

When Maria awoke and reached for her partner, the bed was empty and she was instantly disappointed. 

She sighed, got up and walked over to the sideboard, where there was a note addressed to her…it read.

Dear Princess

No time for goodbyes, educating you has been a real pleasure.

You’re a natural tart.

See you soon 

Nick

Maria smiled at his attempt at prose, a natural tart, insulting to the last, but when she considered all the things she had done with him, she could hardly argue and just smiled sagely in recollection and reminiscence.  

Just thinking about sex with him made her horny and she wished Nick could have stayed around to say a morning goodbye properly. 

She relaxed in the bath, worked out that she had one hour to get to the palace and it was hard for her to actually believe she could return to the insipid, dull, prosaic life she had once led.

Maria, for what could be her last day in her guise of a porn star, picked out the commonest outfit she could find. 

White stockings, suspenders and panties, a tiny wrap around skirt and a light blue top, through which her nipples could clearly be seen. 

She put on a pair of platform shoes and applied lots of make up before looking into the mirror; she indeed looked and felt like a whore. 

She did not know why it excited her to dress like this but it did so and, she felt a familiar ache and need in her womanly, sexual centre.

The princess was beginning to realise however it was very possible that the days of carnal interaction with desirable men were now over for her.

Maria longed to continue her adventures, but knew that she was obliged to meet Tali as arranged, and it wasn’t long before she was driving through the familiar gates at Kensington Palace, as if she had never left her home in the first place. 

She received a few disbelieving stares from the various staff as she walked through the hallway to her old quarters and, had a wry smile as the lady in waiting informed her that she was expected, and the Princess would see her now.

The refined, superior woman escorted her in and, true to her role, Tali soon arrived and looked resplendent in a burgundy suit with matching accessories. 

“Let the whore be seated,” she commanded haughtily, much to the shock of the elderly lady who departed in great haste. 

Once they were alone Tali’s veil of royalty fell away immediately, like drizzle from a raincoat, and she screamed excitedly and loudly at her double. 

“You’re not a virgin now are you Princess?” 

Maria just laughed as the two of them embraced warmly, like sisters and the very best of friends. 

Tali held Maria’s shoulders and looked at the princess, dressed like a common girl of easy virtue; she lifted her tiny, blue skirt and stroked her vagina lightly through the panties and giggled childishly. 

“I bet this can tell some tales?” 

Maria blushed but immediately became wet at the thought of what had transpired over the past few weeks. 

Tali laughed, sensing Maria’s mood. 

“Perfect, Princess” she teased “Now come and change.” 

Maria stared at her in surprise but allowed herself to be led through to the bedroom where an exquisite, white slip with matching knickers and suspenders were laid out for her to put on. 

“Why?” Maria asked, and her lively reflection just smiled mischievously. 

“You’ll see… stay here and watch through the spy hole in the door.”

Maria who by now was used to doing as she was told, removed her cheap outfit and replaced it with the expensive, elegant lingerie provided for her. 

She put on the pearl choker as a finishing touch and, turned to admire her sophisticated image in the long mirror; she was pulsing and extremely horny and closed her eyes to daydream about Nick’s dark, demonic cock.

“Prince Helmut!” 

Maria heard a loud voice announce the name and pressed her eye to the viewing hole to see a blonde, muscular, blue-eyed, German male entering into the lounge where Tali, as Princess Maria was receiving him. 

He was dressed soberly in a grey, tailored suit with a matching graphite tie and she noticed immediately how strong and vital he looked. 

“Good day, Prince,” Tali greeted him in her best royal accent, “So good of you to come… tea?” 

The prince nodded politely and Tali, in her royal role, gingerly poured his cup as she ushered the servants out of the room to give them privacy.

“Do not disturb us,” she instructed firmly.

Tali sat next to the prince and engaged him in idle chat, that Maria could not hear fully, and suddenly a cup was unexpectedly spilled and she jumped up in shock. 

“Oh my goodness,” she exclaimed, “it’s all over my suit.” 

She quickly slipped off her jacket and undid her shirt so the hot liquid would not burn her. 

“Assist me,” she ordered her companion, and the prince helpfully and quickly undid her zip to enable her to step out of her wet skirt. 

She put the clothes onto one side, and Maria gasped as she saw she was wearing exactly the same underwear as her own!

“I think you have some on your trousers Prince,” Tali mumbled to him and, before he could reply, she had undid his zip and pulled them half way down his legs. 

The prince had obviously noticed Tali’s lingerie, as there was clearly a large bulge in his royal blue, boxer shorts.

She pretended not to notice and leant over the man to remove his trousers completely, and in doing so, she gave the prince a full view of her ass and little white panties                           

The prince’s cock was now filling his shorts and the imposter princess, feigned mock horror, when she turned and pretended to notice it for the first time.

The man was obviously aroused, he was hard, noticeably horny and rudely pulled down his shorts to withdraw the biggest cock Maria had ever seen in his right hand.

It was white but impossibly, even thicker and larger than Nick’s; it was dangerous, unbelievable and very intimidating. 

“You vant zum of theez? You Engleez Beech,” he sneered in strange, strangulated english, “Or eez eet too mutz for your deleecate Engleez roze?” 

He went to put his shorts back on, but to his surprise and disbelief Tali, as the princess, walked over to it and placed her thin, delicate fingers around it. 

It was so big, with thick, pulsing, blue veins and throbbing with power and semen; she bent down and put the uncircumcised tip of it in her apparently, privileged mouth. 

“I ‘vill fuck you ‘ard,” the prince threatened her, “I ‘ave ze zuper zex powerz!”  

Tali placed her hands on his huge, round balls and teasingly stroked his long, dominant, masculine shaft. 

“We’ll see Helmut…won’t we?” 

She knelt down and took as much cock as she could manage into her mouth and expertly moved her head up and down upon it.

The man grunted in surprise.

“I deedn’t no Engleez princezzez vere zuch vhorz?” 

He grimaced and held her head as she performed intense, oral sex on him. 

After a few minutes the prince removed his cock from her and laid her out flat on the floor. 

He raised her slip and licked her vagina through her panties with his arrogant, salacious mouth 

He then slid them to her knees and inserted his long, pink, slippery tongue deep inside her, and Tali tried to open her legs but the panties restricted her movement. 

She groaned and the prince stopped his oral teasing and whispered aggressively to her. 

“Time for fuckeeng you Eengleez Preencez vhore!” 

He knelt over her, pulled her knickers off completely and, in a single aggressive thrust, inserted his cock roughly and rudely inside her. 

Tali screamed in pain and pleasure as the penile monster slipped into her vaginal passage; she threw her arms back in helplessness as it filled her completely and she started to be fucked. 

“I’m goeeng to make you zuffeer Preencez!” 

The prince moaned and grunted like an animal, as he moved faster and faster and Maria, looking on, realised that Tali had already come and it seemed, that the prince was only warming up. 

She also noticed that one of her fingers was inside her own pussy, almost by instinct, and she was soaked with anticipation just watching.

After half an hour Tali was obviously tiring, and she made an excuse to leave to go to the bathroom; the prince had not yet come and his gargantuan cock was harder than ever. 

She entered the bedroom and flopped expressively on the soft, giving feather mattress. 

“Go and screw the bastard Princess… we’re going to kill him!”

The prince was therefore amazed when apparently, a few minutes after leaving, the princess reappeared refreshed and quickly returned to his cock again which had deflated slightly in her absence. 

He gripped her head again and thrust his penis deep into her mouth, as if to make his grotesque, sexual point.  

“You vant more du you Preencez?” 

Maria was set determined to make him come, and using all her experience, stroked and teased him expertly. 

Finally she stuck a finger up his ass, and started to feel him rock and moan and drift towards his physical edge. 

“You Engleez Beech,” he screamed and grunted, as he trembled and exploded his thick, gross come into her throat. 

Maria, swallowing hard sucked all the viscous semen out of him; she looked up to see him standing over her, then he bent down and put his hand in her panties and dirtily, fingered her puckered anal hole. 

“’Ve like ze azz do ve?” 

He laughed and, as if by Arian magic, his erection reappeared, and he positioned Maria submissively on all fours in front of him on the velvety, carpeted floor.

He lowered her panties, raised her slip and inserted his finger, firstly into her sodden vagina then into her asshole making it wetter and wetter.

“I’m goeeng tu fuckee yu leeke a shvine!” he muttered darkly. True to his word he slowly inserted his massive cock into her anal tightness until she screamed with pain and shock as he did so. 

The prince grabbed her breasts roughly and thrust back and forwards selfishly, as he abused her. 

Maria, in spite of her trauma and discomfort, came quickly and, was grateful when she was turned onto her back, enabling the arrogant man to start to fuck her pussy from the front. 

Maria grabbed his balls intently in her fingers, as his iron cock rammed in and out of her endlessly. 

“Let’s see you come…Jerry…where’s this dirty, thick, German spunk!” 

She squeezed his sac even harder and he cried in spasm, and ejaculated all over her belly and thin folds of saturated flesh. 

Maria lay back exhausted and suddenly horrified as helplessly she saw the young man start to get erect again. 

“I’ll be back in a minute,” she muttered.

Maria rushed into the back room and Tali, refreshed, after a wash and rest, congratulated the princess on her performance and did a high five with her.

“We’re doing it for the girls of England,” she giggled. 

She handed Maria a glass of rich, ruby wine and looked in the mirror; she removed her panties as Maria’s were somewhere in the front room, and checked to see that both her double and herself were left with the same amount of clothing, or lack of it! 

She raised her slip to expose her vagina to the mirror and quipped to herself in dry humour. 

“Into the breach once more again…for you, for me, for Nick… and for…England!”

Maria smiled at her humour and spirit; it wasn’t Shakespeare but she got the idea!

Prince Helmut was staggered when Princess Maria returned apparently renewed, but he maintained his veneer of confidence and proud arrogance. 

“You ‘ave ad eenough… No?” he asked in surprise.

Tali rebuffed him with a sly, dry smile. 

“No, is correct Prince…we’ve only just begun!” 

With that she fell onto his cock again and started to suck it hard, she remembered what Maria had done and soon she too was covered with the prince’s spunk and slippery, Austrian essence.

Unbelievably and uncomfortably for Tali, after a couple of minutes, he became erect once more, lay her naked across the settee and fucked her with all of his apparently, endless energy. 

She just lay there exhausted, took him as he pumped in and out of her and, after fucking her up the ass as well for fun, she made another excuse and staggered into the rear room and collapsed.

“It’s up to you…I’m spent, fucked…finished,” she cried out to the real princess, and lay down on the bed to recover or die!

The prince thought that he had finally won the sexual battle and groaned when Maria reappeared refreshed once again and impaled herself on his penis. 

She placed her hands under his balls once more and teased him and squeezed him until he winced in pain and arousal. 

“Let’s see you come, get with it…Jerry… lets see that lovely sticky, spunk.” 

She straddled him and squeezed his solidity with her vaginal muscles hard, and the prince, unable to contain himself under her assault, jerked helplessly and released inside her. 

Maria rode his cock demonically, until it was shrivelled then went down on him as it drifted limply out of her.

“Come on big boy,” she scolded and mocked him, licking his weeping penis as she did so, “don’t tell me you’re finished, Helmut?” 

Maria felt a sudden wave of panic wash over her as she saw it unbelievably start to pulse and rise, but it quickly went down again and the prince collapsed back, completely exhausted, finished and finally beaten into sexual submission.

“I thought you were a stud?” teased Maria stroking his now tiny little, dripping, prick.

He sighed and only pleaded weakly with her 

“No more…Preencez…No more, I cannot go von...You are ze vector!”

She laughed loudly as if in celebration of her debased and salacious triumph.

“Oh English girls are too demanding for you Helmut?”

The prince bowed his head and dressed tiredly, and in deference and defeat; he bowed politely to the princess and expressed gratitude for her courtesy.

“Zank you Preencez…I muzt go!”

She smiled in satisfaction at his obvious fatigue and discomfort. 

“It’s my pleasure….please come back anytime Helmut.” 

The prince shuddered as he left; he was pale and done in, a shadow of the man that had entered so proudly a few hours before.

Both girls sat back in the round Jacuzzi bath, the water jets were on and the bubbles were relaxing and rapidly removing their sexual aches and pains. 

They were sipping champagne and watching the television overhead, the prince was being interviewed as he left the palace; he looked distinctly dazed and disoriented.

A pretty girl thrust a microphone in front of his nose that was almost a large as his penis had been!

“How was your visit with the Princess?”

He blinked and tried to stand erect; it was beyond his powers to do so.

“Veree gud.”

The interviewer pressed him.

“How did you find the Princess?”

The man’s pale eyes seemed to glaze over and he gasped.

“Shez a reemarkable gerl… an inzperateen to all ze yung ‘vomen en Eenglend.”

A final question came quickly from the interviewer.

“Will you be seeing her again?”

The fear was clearly visible in his face and he whispered softly. 

“Not zis treep…I zink!” 

The prince moved away from the microphone, tried to raise and resurrect himself and his former invulnerability, and hurried off back to obscurity and ignominy.

Tali turned the television off and the two girls clicked their crystal glasses and howled with raucous laughter. 

“We showed him girl!”

Maria sipped her champagne and let the life giving water repair her tired body; she thought only about Nick. 

“Tali” she whispered innocently “who’s going back to Soho?”

The girl looked enquiringly into her once innocent, shining, blue eyes. 

“You need more?” she asked incredulously.

Maria was not embarrassed; her shyness had vanished long ago. 

“A bit would be nice,” she murmured quietly and unashamedly.

Tali laughed then mocked her, as she rubbed her slim feet on Maria’s delicate, small breasts.

“You greedy little whore…it’s my turn I was turning back into a virgin in here.”

The princess was desperate and pleaded with her new friend.

“Please Tali… I just want to fuck Nick again!”

She smiled knowingly.

“Do you indeed?”

Maria confessed her soiled soul.

“Yes, I just loved it when he took control of me, I felt so divinely, helpless.” 

The princess lay back and, as a jet of water played with her slit of sexuality, she thought again about the very first time with him, her favourite ever recollection and fantasy moment.

“No,” whispered Tali apologetically, “I’m sorry Princess but I want my own sordid, little, life back.”

Maria cried and found salt tears on her cheeks.

“Please…I beg you…one more month.”

Tali sipped her champagne once again, looked at her precocious double and reached for a shiny, glittering, silver coin on a nearby side table.

“We’ll toss… if you’ll excuse the pun.” 

Maria shook her head frantically as if her life depended on it.

“Heads you go back, tails I do?” 

The princess nodded again.

Both girls sat back and eagerly, effortlessly, downed the remaining champagne in their fluted glasses.

Tali ceremoniously placed the coin in her pretty, slim fingers, flipped it high in the air and they both held their combined breath, as the small, silver disc, spun, danced, turned, twisted and shimmered uncontrollably in the bright light. 

In that split infinite second it was as if time itself was standing still, as if it could somehow sadistically enjoy, each precious, tension filled moment that it would take to decide their salacious and immediate fate!     
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