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		Prologue

		

	
		

		Deciding

		

		Richard didn’t have to formally dump me. I knew without his even telling me that it was all over between us.

		

		The last time we’d been in bed together had pretty much sealed the deal as far as our budding relationship went. I still didn’t even want to think about that, it had ended so badly!

		

		We had dated casually at first, going out for coffee, then drinks, and then on a for-real date: we took in a stage play together after eating a fancy dinner at a good restaurant and he paid for both: we didn’t split the check.

		

		That night, we made out like two crazed teenagers when we got back to my place and I let him take my bra off. My roommate, Carrie, was sleeping over at her boyfriend’s apartment that night, so I knew we would be alone.

		

		Richard really went nuts over my small but perfect breasts, with their tiny pink nipples that grow incredibly long whenever I’m really excited. I counted that night as our first real date, so I didn’t want to let things go too far!

		

		My folks had raised me right, you see. I had grown up believing that a “nice” girl doesn’t ever go all the way on a first date; not if she doesn’t want to be thought of as a slut.

		

		I did touch his cock through his trousers as he busily gobbled up my boobies. I mean I’m nice, but I’m not carved out of granite either!

		

		My pussy got really wet, the way he was licking and sucking and occasionally even nipping lightly at my sensitive little nubbies while he eagerly teased my clitty through my skirt, pantyhose, and panties with his free hand. I almost gave in and let him slip that hand down into my panties to touch me where it really counted!

		

		But I knew if I did that, I’d probably get carried away and he’d end up spending the night. And I wasn’t quite ready for that…not yet!

		

		Richard Graham was a tall, slender cutie with a floppy mass of brown hair that hung down over his forehead, grey eyes that sparkled with boyish mischief, and a quirky sense of humor that never failed to make me laugh. We’d met initially at a nightclub. Where else does a twenty-four year old recent college graduate like me--who had just moved to Los Angeles and who barely knew another soul--meet someone?

		

		He was a good dancer and Richard had also been blessed with the sort of glib personality which made it easy for him to start up conversations with perfect strangers. In no time, he had me and my new girlfriends from work laughing at his jokes and joining him and his pals at their table when he asked us to do that.

		

		I guess I should mention that my name is Ariel Hawthorne and that I’m originally from Rock Creek, Georgia. As I said before, I’d just turned twenty-four and had I moved out to Los Angeles a few months ago as part of a grand adventure I’d laid out for myself when I was a little girl growing up in the rural south.

		

		I’d always fantasized about moving to Southern California and making it big in Hollywood as an actress. Though I was currently selling expensive ladies’ apparel at a boutique on Rodeo Drive for a living, I was going to auditions religiously and reading for parts whenever I could manage it.

		

		Another thing which had originally attracted me to Richard, I’ll have to admit, was that he had a job at one of the studios as an entry-level executive. I’m half ashamed to confess that the thought of having him as my boyfriend couldn’t hurt my movie career!

		

		And now I realized the fact that Richard being “in the business” could also work in reverse, as well as to my advantage. What if Richard were to poison the well against me with his buddies in the film industry, now that we’d hit the skids as a couple?

		

		I chewed nervously on my lower lip as I turned that idea over in my mind. If only I wasn’t such an utter doofus when it came to…giving head!

		

		My thoughts flashed back to Richard’s apartment last Saturday night. We’d gone out clubbing and then back to his place. I was supposed to spend the night; maybe the whole weekend with him…

		

		****

		

		“…come on, Ariel,” he’d all but begged once we were naked and in bed together, “suck it for me a little bit, why don’t you; just to make sure it’s good and hard?”

		

		I had smiled up at him and whispered, “It already looks hard enough to double as a battering ram to me, sweetie.”

		

		Richard’s handsome face had turned dark in an instant. He’d had a lot to drink that night: we both had.

		

		“When are you going to give me a real blowjob, baby?” He asked me intently. “We’ve been going out together for almost a month now, and all you’ve ever done is kiss it and give it a few licks here and there before we fuck!”

		

		It was a sore point between us. I had come to understand that BJ’s were sort of like the currency of choice in Hollywood these days.

		

		Most girls handed them out like business cards; sucking off parking lot managers in order to get a preferred spot, blowing casting directors in hopes of landing a choice part: swallowing a guy’s come in this town seemed be as common shaking hands with him in some cases!

		

		Richard and I had been dating steadily for right at a month now, and I had yet to even give him even a few deep throat sucks, let alone blow him! And I knew he was waiting for me to do just that; so I had summoned up all my courage--smiled up at him that night—and had queasily begun to lick all around his very erect cock head.

		

		Hesitantly, I’d let just an inch or so of his dick slip into my mouth, while I’d continued to lave it with my tongue. He had groaned deeply and murmured appreciatively, “At last; that’s it, just keep on sucking, cutie!”

		

		He was leaking pre-come and it was heavy, like honey, and was almost as sweet. I lapped it down eagerly and sucked for more.

		

		I actually enjoy this part of sucking a man’s cock. I really didn’t even mind the taste of male come itself.

		

		But, as the big head nudged itself deeper and deeper into my throat with each head pass—Richard was excited at seeing me finally take him fully into my mouth after all these weeks, I guess, and as a result, he was jerking his hips up off the bed a little each time my head descended into his lap, driving it in still further—I began to panic. I had been cursed with this killer gag reflex, you see; I’ve always had it, ever since I’d been a little girl.

		

		Richard’s cock wasn’t huge. He was about seven inches in length and not too thick.

		

		But I knew from bitter experience, going all the way back to middle school, that my absolute limit was six inches! If a guy was much longer than that, it would trigger a rejection from my gag reflex that was both awesome and terrifying to behold!

		

		“No! Nuh more,” I pleaded as his cock head neared the point in my throat where bad things began to happen.

		

		But Richard’s eyes had glazed over with lust by then and he was pressing down on the back of my head with the heel of his hand, moaning, “Oh, yeah, that’s it, honey! Take all of it, deep throat me all the way!”

		

		He hit the limit of my abilities at that very second. My green eyes shot open in utter panic as I felt my stomach begin to churn in that old, familiar way!

		

		We hadn’t had a lot for dinner before we’d started hitting the clubs that night--just a couple of street tacos from food truck—but in less than a second, those taco ingredients, plus a few vodka and tonics and couple of glasses of white wine were spewing out of my throat and down into Richard’s lap!

		

		“Holy fuck, what are you doing?” He gasped angrily as the hot, pungent contents of my stomach splashed all over his cock and balls and ran down onto his sheets!

		

		I heaved again, even though his prick was now out of my throat, waggling all forlorn and puke-spattered right below my lips. Once again, I bathed Richard’s genitals in bile and half-digested food while he cried out in disgust…

		

		****

		

		I had hurriedly changed the sheets and the bed pad. Luckily, he’d had a spare in his linen closet.

		

		And, of course, I’d apologized to high heaven while I’d cleaned up his bedroom. He’d taken a shower and so had I.

		

		Not together, as we normally would have done. This definitely wasn’t a fool-around-in-the-shower-spray, have-fun-soaping-up-my-boobs-and-his-cock sort of shower like the ones we’d shared before.

		

		This was more of a wash-the-puke-away thing. And it wasn’t fun at all!

		

		“I can stay the night,” I’d offered hopefully, once I was all dried off and smelling fresh and clean again, my dark brown mop of hair all blown dry and carefully combed into place. “We can still make love: let me make it up to you, please!”

		

		“I’m kind of out of the mood, to tell you the truth,” he had answered stonily. “I think it would be better if you just went home now.”

		

		He hadn’t even bothered to lie about calling me soon as he’d hustled me out the door. And he hadn’t!

		

		****

		

		“I thought you’d be staying over at Richard’s tonight,” my roommate said in surprise, tucking her exposed tits back into her bathrobe as the front door swung open unexpectedly.

		

		Lon, her current boyfriend, looked up sheepishly and waved hello from the couch, where he lay sprawled out with my roomie. He had been going after Carries sumptuous knockers as if he’d never seen them before when I’d burst into the apartment.

		

		He, too, was in a bathrobe, naked underneath, and I caught a glimpse of his rigid cock before he tucked it away into the folds of the robe. Nice, I thought clinically, at least eight inches and it’s really a thick one, too.

		

		I found myself wondering, as I made my way to my bedroom, if Carrie actually managed to get that entire monster in her mouth whenever she gave Lon a blowjob.

		

		I’m going to find out tomorrow, if Lon isn’t here, I thought. I’m going to come right out and ask her!

		

		On that short walk into the bedroom from the living room, I’d made up my mind: I was definitely going learn how to suck cock way better than it did now! There weren’t going to be any more embarrassing nights like this one in my future, as far as I was concerned!

		

		What had happened at Richard’s, you see, wasn’t the first time I’d barfed in a guy’s lap. It had been going on for quite a while now, due to my ultra-sensitive gag reflex.

		

		I couldn’t give head worth a damn! I knew it, and I resolved to do something about it before it managed to totally wreck my sex life!

		

		

		Chapter One

		

	
		

		Learning

		

		“Lon went home, I take it?” I said the next morning at around nine when Carrie came straggling out into the kitchen.

		

		“Yeah, he left at around two this morning,” she said, dropping a piece of bread into the toaster and pouring herself a cup of the coffee I had made a half hour ago.

		

		“Why did you come home so early last night?” Carrie asked me after her toast popped up and she was buttering it. “Is there some kind of trouble between you and Richard?”

		

		“You might say that,” I answered wryly, sipping my coffee.

		

		Screwing up my courage, I asked Carrie bluntly, “Do you ever suck Lon off?”

		

		Carrie, who was a slightly overweight redhead with a pair of large, luscious breasts, freckles, eyes as green as mine, and an infectious smile, flashed me that smile as she said, “Whoa, that’s something I don’t get asked at breakfast every morning!”

		

		I considered myself to be pretty good friends with Carrie. It was true that we’d only met each other four months earlier, drawn together by the fact that both of us were new in LA and looking to share an apartment due to the sky-high rents common in Southern California, but we’d bonded quickly.

		

		She had grown up in rural Northern California, in someplace called Corning—wherever that was—so I identified with her as much as she identified with my small-town Georgia roots. We had hit it off immediately and I now trusted her more with my secrets more than I had in some friends back home that I’d been in the first grade with!

		

		“Listen, Carrie, I’m going to tell you something that’s very embarrassing about myself,” I said, finishing my coffee as she finished up her toast. “Promise you won’t laugh.”

		

		“I promise,” she said, crossing her heart with her forefinger.

		

		“I’m lousy at giving head,” I blurted. “I always have been!”

		

		“Well, that stuff does taste sort of yucky, when you think about it,” she commiserated with me.

		

		“No, it’s not the taste, even though that does take some getting used to,” I admitted, “I have this gag-reflex problem…”

		

		I proceeded to tell her about last night’s disaster with Richard, and the four or five other instances in my past where I had hurled my guts out into my current boyfriend’s lap as I had attempted to blow him. She had promised not to laugh, but when I told her about puking right on a bunch of big, hard cocks, she couldn’t help herself, I guess!

		

		“Jesus, Ariel, you didn’t really?” She asked as she began to giggle hysterically, her big breasts shaking behind the opening of her bathrobe. “Right in his lap; God, that’s just too funny!”

		

		It did sound kind of hilarious, now that I thought about it, and I joined in with her laughter. Soon, we were sitting at our ratty, thrift-store kitchen table cracking up together, tears of laughter running down our cheeks.

		

		“Seriously,” I giggled, trying to regain control of myself, “I’ve got to do something about this. It’s got to stop!”

		

		“Well, I guess it does, if you don’t want to end up married to some short-dicked dude, girlfriend!” She gasped out the words, nearly out of breath from laughing and we were off again, tittering hysterically…

		

		****

		

		“Honest to God,” I breathed, wiping away the tears from my cheeks when we finally managed to stop, “there’s got to be a way around this. Only going out with guys whose dicks are shorter than six inches is getting old!”

		

		“Mmmmmmmmm, you can say that again,” Carrie agreed, nodding her head enthusiastically. “I’m a big girl, so I favor a guy who is packing a lot of meat. I prefer my men to be both long, and thick!”

		

		“Thick is good,” I agreed. “It’s almost better than length.”

		

		“Yeah, no matter how big your pussy is, most girls would rather be stretched open than drilled open!”

		

		It was my turn to nod eagerly that I could identify with she’d just said. And I did.

		

		“But no matter how big a guy is, he loves being sucked off,” Carrie added sagely. “All guys love that!”

		

		“That’s my problem in a nutshell,” I sighed. “I don’t mind sucking cock. As a matter of fact, I actually enjoy it. And I can swallow come; no problem!”

		

		I breathed out heavily again, adding, “But once a guy penetrates my gag-zone, I can’t seem to help emptying my stomach out into his lap. It’s as simple as that.”

		

		“And no guy—even the kinkiest of dudes—enjoys that,” Carrie commented. “Some of them get off on being pissed on, maybe: I’ve even heard of some guys that love being shit on!”

		

		“Eeewwwww, that’s gross!” I said, making a face.

		

		“Not exactly my cup of tea either,” Carrie admitted with a disapproving shake of her head, “but those guys are out there.”

		

		We were both silent for long moments. At last she said: “When in doubt, there’s always the net—let’s look this up!”

		

		Smiling, we sprang up from the kitchen table and went into the front room, where we both sat on the couch while she fired up her laptop computer and researched my problem…

		

		****

		

		“Here’s a girl who makes a great living by sucking off her fiancé on camera for all the internet pervs to watch,” she said at last. “And she has a section on her website where she’s takes questions from fans about how to suck cock.”

		

		Carrie clicked on it and we both leaned in and read the girl’s answer to how to give the best head out there. I sat back and said, “It can’t be that simple! Not after all I’ve been through; all the boyfriends I’ve lost over this!”

		

		My roomie looked at me and said, “Well, we have a cucumber in the refrigerator: let’s see!”

		

		The girl on the net had suggested that if you had a problem with your gag reflex, it could gradually be overcome by lots of practice with a dildo or even a cucumber.

		

		We both owned dildos and vibrators—what girl doesn’t?—but I didn’t want to use one of them to practice with. They had simply spent too much time up a pussy for me to feel right about sucking them!

		

		I’m not anti-lesbian. But I consider myself to be straight as a string when it comes to other girls. I have no interest in sticking my face in another gal’s pussy or in sucking on something that’s recently been up inside one!

		

		Carrie dutifully washed and dried the approximately nine inch long cucumber and handed it to me. I eyed it dubiously and then looked up at her from my seat on the couch.

		

		As I started to bring it up to my mouth, my roomie stopped me, saying, “Don’t; let me get something first, just in case.”

		

		She ran into the bathroom and returned a minute later with the small, red plastic bucket which normally held a bunch of cleaning products underneath the sink. Handing the empty bucket to me with a flourish, she said, “Barf away, if you have to, but be sure to do it in this!”

		

		Carrie laughed answered her primly, taking the offered bucket and putting it down between my feet atop the worn living room carpet, “You can laugh all you want to, but I’m going to learn to swallow this entire thing; just you see if I don’t!”

		

		****

		

		I wish I could say it all went well, but it didn’t. During the next four hours, I threw up three times into that plastic bucket!

		

		“Are you sure you want to keep this up?” Carrie asked, her voice laden with concern the fourth time she handed the recently emptied, freshly washed-out bucket back to me.

		

		There was a small mirror across the room, so I could see my reflection as I took up my cucumber again and got ready to resume my cocksucking-training. I looked like shit!

		

		The girl staring bleakly back at me in the mirror had pasty-white skin and her light brown bangs were plastered to her forehead as if she was experiencing a sweat-fever from a bout with the flu or something. I grimaced and said, my throat sore from both the cucumber and all of the bile I’d tasted thus far today, “I’m going to learn to do this or die trying!”

		

		****

		

		“Wow, you’re doing it!” Carrie marveled aloud, watching my head bob in and out on the fat length of the green vegetable. “You’re really sucking that thing now, girl!”

		

		I was gliding my lips along it, sucking hard and caressing it with my tongue as I did so. Every time it broke my old gag reflex plane, I still had the urge to hurl, but I was slowly learning to control it!

		

		I can DO this! I told myself proudly. I can really do this! That porn girl on the net was so right!

		

		Just the tip of the cuke was in my fingertips now. The rest of the long vegetable was in my mouth and down my throat!

		

		Easing the cucumber out of my stretched open lips, I looked triumphantly over at Carrie and whispered, “I think I’ve got it mastered. Now I just have to find a guy with a good-sized dick to try it out on for real!”

		

		“What about Lon?” Carrie suggested helpfully. “He’s not huge, but he’s fairly thick and he’s at least eight inches.”

		

		“B-But he’s your boyfriend!” I protested.

		

		She smiled and assured me, “He’s nothing serious.”

		

		Flashing me a wry smile she added, “Lon is an okay guy but I’ve got no illusions that I’m going to marry him or anything. He’s just for fun, and I’m pretty sure he feels the same way about me.”

		

		“God, this is so weird!” I commented with a naughty giggle. “I mean, borrowing him for something like this!”

		

		“Hey, you’re way cute,” she assured me. “It isn’t like Lon is going to say ‘no’ when I ask him if he’d let you suck his big dick as a favor to me!”

		

		“Well…if you’re really sure you don’t mind…” I let my voice trail off and then added, “It’s not like I’ve still got Richard to experiment on. I think that ship has already sailed!”

		

		“Yeah; I’m pretty sure after you’ve puked in a guy’s lap, it’s all over,” Carrie commented with a straight face.

		

		“Bitch,” I said, smiling ruefully over at her. “Call up Lon up and ask him if he wants a blowjob!”

		

		

		Chapter Two

		

	
		

		This Is Fun!

		

		“You two are real funny,” Lon said, “dragging me over here for nothing.” His voice was just this side of being angry. We’d just broached the idea of my giving him a blowjob while Carrie watched.

		

		“No, we’re serious!” I assured him, blushing like crazy as I spoke.

		

		“Yeah, we’re not putting you on,” Carrie chimed in.

		

		He looked at us as if we’d both gone crazy. We were still dressed in our bathrobes, the red bucket on the floor in front of the couch.

		

		“I know it sounds weird, but I really do want to…uh…I really do want to suck your cock!” I blurted out the last three words so fast that even I could barely understand them!

		

		Lon gave us another withering look. Carrie shrugged and said, “She’s telling you the truth, babe. It’s like an experiment. She needs a good-sized cock to suck and I volunteered you. I thought you’d be pleased.”

		

		“And you’re just going to stand by and watch while cute little Ariel blows me?” He sounded more dubious than ever.

		

		“No, I’m going to do more than that,” Carrie surprised me by saying, snatching up her cell phone. “I’m going to film it, so Ariel and I can watch it together later, to see what she could be doing better.”

		

		Lon looked back at me and asked dubiously, “What; so, she’s trying to become a professional cocksucker or something like that?”

		

		“Something like that,” Carrie agreed, suddenly slipping off her robe.

		

		“Holy fuck,” Lon sighed, staring at his girlfriend’s revealed nudity as if he was seeing it for the first time.

		

		“Uh, yeah, we’re dead serious about this,” I said with a gulp, easing out of my own robe, as naked as Carrie was underneath it.

		

		Lon looked me up and down slowly. I wasn’t a tall girl at five-one.

		

		I knew I was short and slightly built. But I did have a set of thirty-four “B” titties with the tiniest of pink nipples, a cute little ass, and two perfect—though short--legs to go with it.

		

		And my cute little pussy had been bikini-waxed bare, just like Carrie’s bigger one. My pink lower lips were tiny compared to hers and Lon was practically drooling over them as he stared at my naked body.

		

		He looked back at Carrie and asked once again, “And this is for real? You’re not shitting me?”

		

		Carrie just shrugged again unconcernedly and sighted in her cell phone camera, saying, “I know you like what you see. She’d gorgeous! Now get that fat cock of yours out and let her go to work on it!”

		

		****

		

		“Oh, oh, man, she’s good,” Lon moaned as I licked somewhat self-consciously all around his thick hard on.

		

		He was as nude now as we were and he looked up at Carrie, clearly worried about how she’d react to my licking his cock and his enthusiastic comments about how good I was with my mouth and tongue! She merely shrugged and motioned for me to get on with it.

		

		I eased Lon’s fat cock head into my mouth and then a few more inches of his shaft, my tongue caressing him as I began to suck. He moaned again and I took that as an encouraging sign and thrust my head further into his crotch.

		

		The tip of his prick nudged past my gag point and I shuddered. Keeping my head about me, I fought off the urge to throw up the way I had so painstakingly taught myself to do it with the cucumber, and kept on going.

		

		“She’s got all of it now, babe,” Lon sighed, looking up at Carrie, who kept right on filming.

		

		All of it! I told myself joyously. He’s at least eight inches long, and I am deep throating all of him!

		

		My tongue went wild on his cock head as I started to bob my head up and down his long shaft, not stopping until my lips kissed his wiry pubic fur each time. He squirmed and whispered, “Holy fuck, babe, she’s really sucking me great!”

		

		“That’s what she’s supposed to be doing,” Carrie replied impatiently.

		

		Lon shivered and gasped, “Yeah, but if she keeps it up…”

		

		“It’s okay,” Carrie assured him. “You can come in her mouth if you want to. Right, Ariel?”

		

		“Mmmmmmmmm,” was all I said, sucking like a wild woman, reveling in my newfound prowess as a cocksucker!

		

		****

		

		“Guh…God, of fuck, oh God!” Lon groaned a few minutes later.

		

		Carrie dropped to her knees a few feet away and whispered, “Open your mouth a little, Ariel! Let the camera see you getting creamed!”

		

		My own excitement surprised me. I did as Carrie asked, just as Lon let loose with an enormous jet of come which splashed up against the roof of my mouth.

		

		I swallowed automatically and sucked for more. Lon’s come was thick and not too salty, the way a lot of guys’ tasted.

		

		For semen, it was quite palatable and I had no problem gulping all of it down, even though he unleashed quite a lot of it into my mouth over the next thirty seconds or so. I cleaned his cock head off with my tongue and let his softening dick slip from my lips.

		

		“You gave her quite a tonsil-bath,” Carrie said to her boyfriend accusingly, sounding half jealous. “I thought I drained those big balls of yours pretty well before you left here last night.”

		

		Lon looked sheepish as his face turned red and he said with a shrug, “What can I say? Ariel’s a real knockout with her clothes off and she’s an incredible cocksucker!”

		

		“I am?” I asked happily, too excited over what he’d just said to bother with being shy about my nudity anymore.

		

		“One of the best I’ve ever had,” Lon assured me.

		

		He quickly realized how thin the ice he was on was and glanced quickly over at Carrie as he said, “Present company excepted, of course, babe!”

		

		****

		

		“Goddamn, that looks hot!” Lon sighed, staring up at the big screen.

		

		All three of us sat naked on the couch. Carrie—who turned out to be a minor league electronics wizard--had rigged up a way to project the cell phone recording onto the television in the front room by hooking up some sort a cable, so we were all treated to an incredible close up of Lon’s copious, pearly-white come splashing up into my mouth and cascading over my teeth and tongue right before I’d swallowed it.

		

		“He’s right,” Carrie agreed, her eyes never leaving the screen, “you’re a natural, since you taught yourself to get over that gagging-deal, Ariel; easily as good as this bitch!”

		

		She nodded her head at the laptop, which was frozen with a picture of the famous blowjob girl’s website. Carrie went on to say, “And she’s making a small fortune from sucking cock!”

		

		I looked at Carrie as I asked flippantly, “Oh, just how much is a small fortune?”

		

		“According to her website,” Carrie informed me; “she and her boyfriend rake in over ten grand a week from subscribers now. And that figure is growing every day.”

		

		“Ten thousand bucks…a week,” croaked Lon enviously, “just from having your cock sucked off on camera?”

		

		“Well, you gotta’ shoot a lot of spunk to earn that kind of money,” Carrie said.

		

		“I shoot a lot of spunk, don’t I, Ariel?” He insisted, elbowing me in my ribs good-naturedly.

		

		I laughed and said, “For my money, you do. It was all I could do to swallow it all!”

		

		Lon laughed along with me. But when I looked over at Carrie, she wasn’t laughing at all: she seemed lost in thought instead…

		

		****

		

		“Sure, I always wanted to move out to California and become rich and famous, but not this way!” I protested to Carrie. “My folks would disown me if they ever found out!”

		

		“How are they ever going to hear about it?” Carrie insisted. “Do your mom and dad watch a lot of amateur net porn in their spare time?”

		

		“This girl has thousands of followers…viewers, I guess you’d call them,” I said, pointing at the laptop, “lots of them. If we do as well as her, someone back home might find out about me and tell them.”

		

		“Do you know her real name? Does anybody?” Carrie pointed out smugly.

		

		“Why do I have to be the one on camera?” I asked. “Why can’t I film it while you do the…sucking? After all, Lon is your boyfriend!”

		

		“Because I’m not as pretty as you are,” Carrie explained patiently, as though she was dealing with a particularly slow fourth grader. “I’m too heavy; not all slim and sexy like you are.”

		

		“But you have much bigger tits,” I pointed to her large, balloon-like breasts, with their huge pink nipples. “Men like big boobs; don’t tell me they don’t!”

		

		“Ariel, you’re tiny, firm and toned from head to toe, and sexy as hell, isn’t she, Lon?” Carrie reiterated.

		

		Lon looked reluctant to answer. She glared at him and finally he admitted, “Yeah, she’s cute as she can be. Most guys would be happy to pay to see her suck off a big cock and that’s no bullshit!”

		

		“See? We’re practically rich already, if you’ll just agree to do this,” Carrie argued.

		

		I sulked. She had a point, and a good one, but I was very reluctant to become an amateur porn star; even if it was potentially worth a lot of money to us all!

		

		“How many roles have you gotten since you’ve been out here in LA?” Carrie badgered me.

		

		“You know I haven’t gotten any; not as yet,” I responded somewhat petulantly.

		

		“And you know how many pretty girls you’re up against every time you audition, don’t you?”

		

		I thought of all the spectacularly tall, statuesque girls I’d seen at auditions, waiting tables in Hollywood, working in retail, waiting for their big break; just like me. And that didn’t count the legion of cute, perky types like me; the endless supply of almost-beautiful girls who could act rings around me.

		

		They were Meryl Streep types. And there were dozens of them in this town; maybe hundreds!

		

		“Ten thousand a month is a lot of green,” Lon observed just then.

		

		He was making less than thirty thousand a year, managing a small local fast food place. I knew that from talking with Carrie.

		

		“What if my face gets famous, like this girl’s?” I asked, pointing again at the laptop. “I’ll never get to become an actress then!”

		

		“Are you kidding?” Carrie asked me incredulously. “Almost every actress out there these days has a leaked cell phone sex tape floating around on the net somewhere.”

		

		“Yeah, that’s true, babe,” Lon agreed. “If not recently, almost all of them have done a hot nude scene or let some boyfriend film them sucking cock in their past.”

		

		I thought about that. Then I thought about my chunk of ten thousand dollars and what I could do with it!

		

		“When do we start?” I reluctantly asked at last…

		

		

		Chapter Three

		

	
		

		Website

		

		“This is Bob,” Carrie said the next evening after I had returned from work at nine-thirty, introducing a tall, thin earnest-looking young nerd with thick glasses. “He’s going to do our website for us.”

		

		I smiled at Bob, who looked nervous as hell to be meeting me. I was guessing Carrie had already showed him the footage of me sucking off Lon we’d shot yesterday, before I’d arrived at home tonight.

		

		Feeling myself start to blush, I shook off my embarrassment with some effort and stuck out my hand for him to shake instead. I told myself, if I’m going to suck cock professionally on a pay-for-view website, I’m going to have to get used to some people recognizing me and learn to deal with it. I might as well start right now!

		

		“Bob has studied this other girl’s website extensively, and he has some ideas about how we can improve on it,” Carrie said.

		

		“Uh, yeah,” Bob said, his voice matching his persona perfectly: it was high-pitched, scratchy, and nervous-sounding, “this website is strictly amateur hour. The videos are pretty hot. This lady is a…uh…solid enough…performer.”

		

		His Adam’s apple went up and down as he spoke. I watched it bob, fascinated by it.

		

		“But the website itself could be a lot better,” Bob finished up.

		

		Carrie came over to me and steered me into the nearby kitchen. She whispered, “Bob thinks you’re red-hot, after seeing that video I took of you and Lon.”

		

		She shrugged and then added, “He’s willing to do our website almost for free if you’ll agree to…blow him a couple of times!”

		

		“What? I’m not going to suck that geek’s cock for him!” I exploded in an outraged whisper.

		

		“Shhhhhh, just think about it; that’s all I ask,” Carrie whispered back. “It’s probably been a long time between dates for old Bob. He probably wouldn’t last long. It would all be over in five minutes or less: that’d be my bet!”

		

		I thought about that. Telling myself that great websites are pricey, I thought about sucking off Bob and decided I would do it.

		

		After all, I had wanted to learn to suck cocks better. What was one more practice session with a guy like Bob, who probably never got his dick sucked that often?

		

		“Okay,” I told Carrie, “but you’ve got to be there too when I do him.

		

		And I want you to be as nude as me. You can even give him a few licks while I suck him off.”

		

		She gave me the fish-eye and I said teasingly, “I’m thinking you could lick his scrawny little balls while I gobble up his prick!”

		

		****

		

		“Holy Jesus, Bob,” Carrie sighed, eyeing Bob’s cock and balls, once he had stripped and so had both of us.

		

		Bob’s dick was a monster! And his balls resembled two fat plums, nestled inside his wrinkly scrotal sac!

		

		“Is it too big?” He asked anxiously. “A lot of girls I’ve been with in the past have said it was too big.”

		

		Carrie grinned at me and said, “Not for my friend Ariel. She’s a professional cocksucker, after all!”

		

		“Shut up and get to licking,” I murmured, grinning back woodenly at her as I started to lap all around Bob’s mammoth cock head while his slumbering beast of a dick slowly stirred to life.

		

		This thing is at least ten inches long! I told myself as my lips flew up and down Bob’s unholy girth.

		

		Carrie was really laving his huge balls with her tongue and he was bending forward on the couch to play with her breasts as she lapped at him. I couldn’t quite get all of his cock into my throat but I was getting most of it.

		

		His pre-come was so sweet! I wondered idly if his jizz would taste good as well!

		

		****

		

		It was a long time before I found out about that. It turned out that Bob may not have gotten laid very often, but when he did, he made the most of it!

		

		I sucked him until my jaws ached. Then he wanted to fuck Carrie, and by then, she was so turned on by watching my super-slurpy blowjob and from licking Bob’s massive nut sac that she didn’t say no when he asked!

		

		The sight of his impressive cock going up and down in Carrie’s juicy snatch had an effect on me that I hadn’t been anticipating. I had watched some porn, especially since moving to the west coast, but I hadn’t ever been this close to another couple actually fucking before!

		

		When I looked down at my normally tiny nipples, they were as elongated with lust as I had ever seen them. And my pussy….it was simply dripping!

		

		Carrie came, screaming like a banshee, about that time. And I touched my clit and came right along with her!

		

		Bob didn’t, however. Never missing a beat, he finished Carrie off and slipped his monster cock out of her still-spasming pussy and gently urged me down onto the couch in her place when she finally sat up.

		

		Before I even knew fully what was happening, the biggest cock I’d ever experienced in my life was in me and was giving me the fucking of a lifetime! I looked up at Carrie, who had a knowing smile on her face as she watched me getting stuffed with hard prick over and over again.

		

		“Ooh, you are a hot baby, once you get going, aren’t you?” She crooned as she got down on her knees right next to the couch and began toying with my nipples while Bob fucked me.

		

		I wriggled down into the soft couch and thrust my breasts up against her magic fingertips, throwing the last of my caution to the wind. Carrie leaned down and gave me a gentle kiss on the lips just then, as Bob continued to bang his way in and out of my gushing depths.

		

		My roomie’s tongue slipped inside my mouth as I started to come! It was an orgasm that simply overwhelmed me with its intensity, with its sheer power!

		

		Carrie sucked at my tongue as I came and came, while she caressed my exploding nipples and Bob drilled me! I felt like I couldn’t stop coming.

		

		By then, I didn’t want to!

		

		****

		

		“Oh, baby, your little pussy’s so sweet!” Carrie sighed as she slipped her lips off of Bob’s gooey cock, when he finally pulled it from my sated cunt lips! “I’m going to have to taste the real thing, real soon!”

		

		I swooned as I thought about that. As I said before, I’d never had a lesbian thought in my life before tonight but I found the mental image of Carrie’s tongue piercing my oh, so willing pussy mouth to be simply mind-boggling!

		

		But she’d have to wait her turn. Because Bob—who still hadn’t come—was fucking my lips like a second pussy now.

		

		And the huffing and puffing he was doing indicated that he was about to unleash the semen in those giant balls of his at last. I sucked hard and opened my throat for him as best I could and simply waited to swallow!

		

		Nothing could have prepared me for the deluge of hot come that began jetting into my gullet moments later! I gulped it down; then gulped again, and still my mouth was full of warm, gooey spunk!

		

		Carrie saved me from drowning. She plucked the thick cock from my sucking lips and forced it down her own throat.

		

		I swallowed the huge reservoir of come Bob had left in my mouth and watched her throat working to do the same. After she had gulped down a bunch of it, I took his flagging cock from her lips and fed it back into mine.

		

		“Oh, oh, you two are something else!” Bob groaned as he spurted three more times and then started to really shrivel up inside my moth.

		

		When I was sure he was all done coming, I let his limp cock slip from my lips. Panting for breath, I stared at Carrie, who was doing the same.

		

		Before I could gather enough breath to speak, Bob sighed, “Give me a minute, and we’ll go again. You two are a lot of fun!”

		

		****

		

		“Well, on the plus side, Bob is one of the premier website designers around,” Carrie said after we’d closed the door behind him at midnight. “And he’s doing ours practically for free.”

		

		“For free…is that what you call two incredible fucks and a blowjob that absolutely filled my tummy up with hot jizz?” I asked her questioningly.

		

		“I mean it didn’t cost us a lot in terms of money,” she smiled impishly back at me.

		

		“Tell that to my aching jaws,” I said. “Tell that to my stretched-out pussy!”

		

		She laughed and said, “Oh, come on; that was some of the greatest sex either one of us has ever had and you know it!”

		

		I thought about that and began to laugh along with her, saying: “I guess it was at that. But it was so unexpected! Who would have thought a skinny little guy like that would be packing a super-cock and a set of huge nuts?”

		

		Still as nude as she was at the moment she was born, Carrie stepped over to me. There was a glint of excitement in her green eyes as she whispered, “Whose room do you want to sleep in tonight; mine or yours, darling?”

		

		My heart started to hammer as she swept me into her arms and kissed me full on the lips once more…

		

		****

		

		Making love to another woman isn’t anything like making love to a man, I discovered that night. It’s not better. It’s not worse. It’s just different!

		

		I found that I really liked eating pussy. Carrie’s was so slick, so hot, and her pussy oil was like ambrosia!

		

		My tongue was all over her labia, and it sunk into her inner-depths, seeking still more of her incredibly sweet nectar. Her clit was tiny and I found I just loved sucking on it as I noodled it with my tongue.

		

		For such a big girl, she made the tiniest, cutest little sound when she came as I ate her! I, in turn, screamed as if someone were knifing me when I came on her tongue, and my throat was sore from screaming by morning…

		

		Nipples were a revelation to me. No wonder men loved sucking on them so much!

		

		They were scrumptious; so sweet and tender to nibble on! And Carrie returned the favor on my pert little nips until nearly dawn!

		

		Neither of us went to work the next day. We both called in sick, content to snuggle together in bed and explore each other’s bodies in between cat naps…

		

		

		Chapter Four

		

	
		

		Getting Started

		

		“That was Bob,” Carrie told me as she returned to bed from the kitchen, where she’d answered her cell phone. “He said we should start stockpiling product right away, because he’s been working like a demon on our website and he thinks that he’ll have it finished and ready for launch by the end of the week.”

		

		“Mmmmmmmmm, that sounds like fun,” I purred, reaching for her naked body.

		

		“God, you’re insatiable; don’t you ever get enough?” She chided me as I drug her down into bed with me and went after her large nipples with my lips and fingertips.

		

		“This girl-girl stuff is brand new to me,” I defended myself in between sucks. “I want to get really good at it, just in case we want to include some three-way sex between you and me and Lon on our website.”

		

		“That’s a possibility,” Carrie allowed, as I started to really tongue and suck at her left nipple while I kneaded her right one with my fingertips. “But who would we get to work the camera?”

		

		“Maybe Bob would volunteer to help out,” I murmured as I devoured her big breasts hungrily.

		

		“Ooh, you do that so well, kitten,” Carrie sighed as I sucked her nipple like a hungry baby. “You know, I really like Bob’s idea having about the ‘Guest Cock of the Month’ and the one about a lucky subscriber who wins a suck off from you.”

		

		“Of course you do,” I whispered as I came up for air. “You don’t have to do any of the sucking or swallowing, you cow!”

		

		Carrie just giggled and pushed her nipple back into my lips…

		

		****

		

		“Is this good? Is it light enough for the camera to catch all of the action?” I asked Carrie doubtfully as I got down on my knees in front of Lon the next afternoon, who sat naked on the couch, his cock already rigid and ready to be sucked.

		

		“We really need to invest in some professional lighting and a good camera, once the money starts rolling in,” Carrie said, leaning down until she had my face framed where she wanted it. “But this will do for now. It has a certain amateurish quality about it that I’m betting our early subscribers will really like. We don’t want to get looking too slick or too professional, like we’re some big porn outfit.”

		

		“No chance of that happening right now,” I said, as I gazed up at Lon.

		

		He nodded that he was ready and I smiled lovingly up at him--getting into character as a hot young cocksucker--as I started to lick all around his cock head with my tongue. Lon groaned at how nice that felt as I popped his prick tip into my mouth and began to suck softly.

		

		Lon lasted only five minutes this time, before he moaned and bucked his hard dick into the back of my throat as if he couldn’t wait another second to come. I backed off and opened my mouth a little, letting Carrie’s phone camera catch the first splashes of Lon’s creamy outpouring as it spattered off my tongue and deep into my throat.

		

		“Oh, baby, so much for me to swallow!” I sighed in my slight Southern accent; my mouth filled to overflowing with his steamy jism, and then did just that, with Carrie filming it all…

		

		****

		

		“There wasn’t nearly as much today,” Carrie observed as the three of us sat naked on the couch and watched the footage we’d just filmed. “You only gushed, like, four times, babe. It’s just dribbled out into Ariel’s mouth from there until you finally finished coming.”

		

		“Goddamn, Carrie, give the guy a break!” I whispered heatedly. “I mean, between you fucking him and me sucking him off, there isn’t much time for his balls to build up a big load again!”

		

		“More protein; that’s the answer,” Carrie offered resolutely, with a tiny smile in Lon’s direction. “I’ve been reading up on sperm production. There’s some stuff at the health store you can buy to aid your nuts in making more come, too!”

		

		“This isn’t as much fun as I thought it would be,” Lon groused. “I feel kind of like a stallion at stud!”

		

		He flashed me a mock-hurt look and said, “You two are only interested in me for my spunk!”

		

		“Awwwww, that’s not true, honey,” I chided him with a smile. “I love you for your sparkling personality too!”

		

		Carrie, who was sitting on the other side of him, ran her hand across his neck and up into his hair as she said in a low, sexy voice, “That’s right, stud; we’re both crazy about you! Don’t you know that?”

		

		Suddenly, we were all over him, giggling and laughing. I was soon kissing his manly nipples and toying with his cock while Carrie made out with him and continued to muss up his blond hair.

		

		Lon’s cock grew hard in my fist and I leaned over his lap and began to suck. He moaned into Carrie’s mouth and his dick jumped in between my lips.

		

		“Don’t make him come, whatever you do,” Carrie whispered to me urgently, drawing her mouth away from his so that she could speak. “We’ll lose a whole day’s shooting if you do!”

		

		Lon whined as she went back to kissing him and I continued to suck, being very careful not to give him too good a blowjob…

		

		****

		

		It was bright and early the next morning and Lon was seated nude on the couch again, with me naked on my knees in front of him. Carrie was filming away.

		

		Lon groaned as if I was forcing a knife between his ribs instead of noisily gobbling up his dick. I sucked even harder and he suddenly went stiff as a board beneath me and started to spew his hot load up into my nursing mouth.

		

		I opened my lips so that Carrie’s camera could catch each and every spurt of the bright-white globs being pumped onto my wriggly tongue. He gasped and shot a few more jets into my eager lips as I swallowed noisily and licked for more.

		

		“Oh, honey, you really creamed me today!” I panted breathlessly, so the camera could record me saying it.

		

		His dick began to soften in my hand and Carrie stopped filming. He sighed and said, “I had a case of blue balls last night that really had me ready to climb the walls. I can’t believe you two fooled around with me for hours and then let me go home without coming!”

		

		“More for us to film today,” Carrie said smugly, a teasing smile on her lips as she spoke. “You really shot a lot, babe.”

		

		“I was tempted to jack off last night,” Lon murmured threateningly.

		

		Carrie’s face turned cold in an instant and she said, “Don’t you even think about doing that, baby! All of your jizz belongs to us now, right Ariel?”

		

		“All of it,” I teased him as well, touching his limp cock with my fingernail, “every delicious drop, Lon-darling.”

		

		“Fuck, this is like living out a nightmare or something,” he lamented unconvincingly as I bent over still further so I could begin licking his spent cock lightly with my naughty tongue.

		

		“We want you to fuck Ariel this time, while I record it,” Carrie explained to her boyfriend. “Wouldn’t you like that?”

		

		“Oh, yeah,” Lon said with a sigh and an acquiescent smile as I eased his stiffening cock into my mouth and started to suck, “that would be great. But watch how you film it, babe. If the people who own the hamburger stand that I manage ever get wind that I’m a part-time porn star, I’d get fired in a hot second!”

		

		“I know that, lover,” Carrie said as she got ready to film Lon and my first fuck. “I’ll be careful to keep your face in the shadows.”

		

		My heart was racing, I’ll have to admit! I had blown Lon numerous times by now, swallowing his thick, rich come eagerly for the camera.

		

		But I hadn’t had his nice cock inside my pussy yet! I’m not ashamed to admit I was excited about that; especially with his girlfriend filming it all!

		

		God, my life is suddenly so crazy! I thought as Lon and I kissed for the first time while he pawed my naked tits. A week ago, I couldn’t give a decent blowjob to save my soul; I couldn’t seem to keep a boyfriend. And now look at me…

		

		Lon was moving fast. He acted like he couldn’t wait to fuck me for the first time.

		

		Before I knew it, I was on my back on the couch, my legs spread wide, and he was in between them. I moaned as I felt his big cock part my labia and begin to fill me.

		

		Carrie was right there, leaning over the couch, catching her boyfriend’s penetration of me from every possible angle. I felt Lon’s nut sac up against my ass cheeks and knew he was all the way inside me!

		

		I wondered how that would look up on the big screen. Would it be hot?

		

		It sure felt hot as he began to ball me. I looked up at Carrie and smiled bashfully.

		

		Here I was letting all of Paying America see me get fucked and the guy I was fucking was really her boyfriend! Oh, well, I thought, that’s showbiz…

		

		****

		

		“Holy fuck; you really filled her up!” Carrie breathed excitedly as the three of us sat watching the big screen. “I didn’t expect that; not after the big mouthfuls you fed her just an hour ago!”

		

		Lon was looking really gun-shy. I could feel for him.

		

		It had to be a bitch, explaining to your girlfriend how eager you were to fuck her roommate; how excited pumping your jizz into her snatch in front of the camera made you feel! He cleared his throat and muttered, “Well, what did you expect me to do, honey? Ariel’s a real babe and it turns out she’s a great fuck besides!”

		

		“I am?” I couldn’t seem to stop myself from asking.

		

		“You sure are,” Lon said, gesturing toward the screen; “just look at the way you’re going after my cock!”

		

		I glanced up at the television screen and I immediately saw what he was talking about. Never having seen myself getting fucked before, it felt a little weird to be watching me in action with a guy, but I had to admit—I was red-hot!

		

		My ass was gyrating up off the couch under his thrusts and his fat cock was plunging balls-deep into my pussy with each powerful stroke. My pert little titties were shaking on my chest as he reamed me out and I was moaning in rising ecstasy and rolling my head back and forth on the cushion while he fucked me.

		

		I looked as if I was really enjoying being such a bad girl with big-dicked Lon! My bangs were whipping all around my face as I urged him to: “fuck me harder, babe! Really GIVE it to me!”

		

		And when he finally creamed my pussy, it was little short of spectacular. I screamed out my own orgasm as the wads of hot spunk inundated my tiny pussy, backwashing out of it in two or three spurts; running down my ass crack and onto the old couch!

		

		Carrie had caught every thrust, every groan; every dribble of come oozing out of me on film. I had watched all the videos on our rival’s site—some of them more than once by then--and I had to admit: this was as hot as anything she had posted.

		

		And she was making a small fortune, according to her bio!

		

		

		Chapter Five

		

	
		

		Early Success

		

		The website was ready by Friday, just as Bob had promised it would be. We had only five videos at first, but we had lots of full-color still shots of me, both posing naked, and sucking Lon’s formidable-looking cock!

		

		Bob knew all about website promotion; linking ours up with search engines and all of that, so we were able to hit the ground running. At the end of the first hour, we had five subscribers. We were initially charging only ten dollars a month for the privilege of watching me suck dick, swallow come, and get fucked!

		

		By the end of the second hour, we had doubled our subscription rate. From there, we really took off!

		

		I was busy blowing Bob on camera—he’d agreed to be our very first “Guest Cock”, as long as we agreed not to show his face onscreen—while Lon worked the camera and Carrie watched the subscriptions pile up. We were all super-excited!

		

		Bob outdid himself when he finally cut loose in my mouth and Lon caught every splash, every jet of cream exploding up into my sucking lips and backwashing out of my mouth. Wads of rich, heavy cock cream had run down onto my chin and was smearing both of my cheeks by the time Bob stopped coming! My plumped-out tits were covered in shiny Bob-spunk!

		

		Lon got so turned on by watching the whole thing that he elbowed Bob out of the way and stuffed his own rigid cock in between my come-drenched lips. He fucked my mouth and throat like a wild man, his big nut sac swinging against my gooey chin with each lunge.

		

		He had handed the camera off to Bob when he stared to skull-fuck me, and the computer geek was eagerly filming it all. When Lon went off in my mouth minutes later, there was almost as much jizz for me to swallow as when Bob had done the honors!

		

		****

		

		“Those nasty boys sure spunked my little Ariel tonight,” Carrie crooned as we took a shower together right before bed.

		

		“There was an ocean of that stuff for me to swallow,” I murmured, nestling in between her big, wet breasts as she gently washed my hair for me.

		

		“How about a big helping of my sweet pussy juice to wash it all down with, baby-girl?” Her words were soft and tender as she cuddled me against her shower-slick body.

		

		“Mmmmmmmmm, that sounds divine!” I exclaimed, bending my neck a little so I could nuzzle her very erect left nipple with my lips.

		

		“I’ll show you a little trick tonight that will make you forget all about what beasts those horny boys acted like earlier,” she promised dreamily, pushing her massive tit against my lips.

		

		“What kind of trick?” I asked her inquisitively, really enjoying the intimacy of our erotic female embrace.

		

		“Oh, I’m pretty sure you’ll love it,” she cooed into my ear. “We may even want to do it on camera for all of your fans to enjoy pretty soon; just as a change of pace.”

		

		“That sounds like fun,” I murmured, slipping a finger into her juicy twat as I continued to feast on her nipple…

		

		****

		

		“Oh, oh, fuck; what are you doooooing to meeeeeeeeeee?” I wailed as Carrie eased her big hand into my slickened depths, clear up to her wrist!

		

		“Shhhhhh, take your fisting like a good little slut,” she purred, driving even more of her hand and arm into my sleek little pussy slit.

		

		We had been making out like a couple of confirmed lezbos, ever since the shower. I was so hot for her that I hadn’t even bothered to dry off much, and the sheets were damp with both my perspiration and from the shower.

		

		Carrie had waited until my small breasts were as plumped out as I had ever seen them from her insistent sucking and tweaking. My pussy was like a swollen stream, it was leaking so much lubricant after her skillful manipulation of my puffed up clitty.

		

		So I had made no protest when she started to finger me. It had felt like pure heaven!

		

		When she’d added a second finger to the first one, it had felt even better. The third finger had come as a bit of a surprise, and by the time the fourth one entered me I knew something unusual was about to happen.

		

		I was right about that! Carrie added a thumb into the mix, tightening her hand into sort of an elongated spear of digits before plunging them into my pussy. I whimpered, it was so much penetration all at once—even Bob’s massive cock wasn’t that thick!—and I cried out when she closed her fingers into a fist once her whole hand was inside me and she began sawing her arm back and forth!

		

		“Ohhhhhhhhhhhh, don’t do that!” I begged her. “I’m not big like you are down…there!”

		

		“Pussies were made to be stretched, sweetie,” she murmured as she slid downward in the bed while she continued to fist me. “Just relax and enjoy!”

		

		With that, she began to lick my clit as she arm-fucked me. A huge shudder of pain, accompanied by a healthy dose of pleasure, reverberated through my impaled body.

		

		I closed my eyes and groaned. It felt so weird to be forced open this wide!

		

		Carrie sucked my tiny clit into her mouth while pummeling it with her tongue at the same time. I gasped at how marvelous that suddenly felt, and just lay back on the mattress and let her have her evil way with me!

		

		****

		

		“Deeper,” I screamed, “oh, sweet Jesus; fuck my hot pussy deeeeeeeper with your big fist!”

		

		I was delirious with come-fever! Long ago losing count of the times Carrie had made me come tonight, I lay on by back with her hand and wrist gliding in and out of my throbbing pussy mouth, begging her to fuck me even harder, even deeper with it!

		

		“Oh, God, I’m going to…” my voice broke off as a massive tremor claimed my body and was suddenly gripped once again by a soul-rending orgasm that shook my whole body from head to toe!

		

		Carrie gasped, “Fuck, little girl, you’re squirting all over me!”

		

		My eyes shot open and I saw what she meant. A huge geyser of what looked like urine was pulsing out of my spasming pussy and running down her buried arm.

		

		It didn’t smell like piss! And I was coming so hard; I didn’t care if it was…

		

		****

		

		“I’ve never orgasmed like that before, you evil puss,” I whispered to her in the dark as we cuddled together.

		

		“You’re the hottest girl I’ve ever known, babe,” she murmured in my ear as she brushed my hair out of the way of her lips.

		

		I felt her tongue easing into my ear and I jerked my head away, laughing. I said, “I mean it. You’re evil! Now leave me alone and let me get some sleep!”

		

		“Are you sure you really mean that?” Carrie whispered, touching my left nipple with just her fingertips.

		

		An electric thrill shot through my breast and quickly spread over to the other one. I found myself longing to feel her lips around it, sucking gently on the sensitive surface while she tweaked my other nipple.

		

		“Yes…no…I don’t even know anymore!” I sighed, all but giving up; as she touched my weeping pussy lips with her other hand so softly…so provocatively…so irresistibly!

		

		“Lucky for us both that I know,” she crooned as she began to finger-fuck me in the darkness while she teased my needy nipple with just her tongue tip…

		

		****

		

		“Oh, oh, fuck; eat it!” Carrie mewled, her voice sounding strained and desperate. “Eat my hot pussy and make me come again!”

		

		I was on my belly, between her widespread thighs, licking and sucking like a madwoman at her juicy twat lips! She was so sweet!

		

		Her pussy oil tasted like honey and it seemed to glide right down my throat. I lapped for more and Carrie’s fingernails dug into my scalp on each side of my head, urging my tongue even deeper.

		

		“Ugh! Oh, oh, goddamn, you’re the best I’ve ever had!” She whined as she started to come.

		

		A torrent of hot girl juice poured outward from her quivering pussy lips and my mouth was there to catch it all! I swallowed, remembering Bob’s deluge of come earlier in the evening.

		

		They’re way different, I decided. But they’re both delicious in their own way…

		

		****

		

		“I have to be careful around you,” Carrie said across the kitchen table the next morning, eyeing me warily.

		

		“Oh, why do you say that?”

		

		“Because you almost make me want to swear off men…and I like men!” She answered, finishing her toast.

		

		“Oh, you like my little pussy, don’t you; you big lezzy!” I teased her mercilessly.

		

		“No more than you like mine,” she countered, starting in on her second piece of toast.

		

		I thought about that for a moment and then answered, “Touché. You know, I never had a lesbian experience…hell, I can never remember even having a lesbian thought, until I started rooming with you, girl!”

		

		We were both still naked beneath our bathrobes. Smiling, she parted hers until her big, round tits were exposed.

		

		Shaking them at me, she whispered, “Lucky you!”

		

		I giggled and so did she. We finished our breakfast and then went back to bed for another round of lovemaking.

		

		We were both going to get fired from our day-jobs at this rate, but we no longer cared. Right after we’d woken up this morning, we’d checked the subscriptions and found that they now stood at a little over fifteen-hundred and more were coming in by the minute!

		

		

		Chapter Six

		

	
		

		Learning to Live with It

		

		“Hey, it’s that chick that sucks cocks on that website!”

		

		I heard the young male voice and froze in the canned food aisle. Dropping the tin of green beans I had been examining into my cart, I adjusted my sunglasses and quickly headed for the checkout counters at the front of the store.

		

		“That’s not her,” another male voice insisted. “That chick has bigger tits than this one does and she’s a lot prettier besides!”

		

		I almost stopped. How dare this teenage pervert say I wasn’t pretty! I had nearly twenty-five hundred subscribers that would disagree!

		

		Quickly paying for the food in my cart, I exited the store and headed for my car. Just the sight of it filled me with joy.

		

		Instead of the ten year old Nissan I had been driving until a few days ago, the ride awaiting me across the parking lot was a brand new BMW. It was a shiny black Z4 roadster: It was true that I was only leasing it—not buying it—but it was light-years ahead of my old Nissan in every way.

		

		It was sporty, stylish, sleek, and flawless! My old sedan, on the other hand, had been boxy, dented, faded, and clunky-looking, even if it had been paid for!

		

		I tossed the three bags of groceries into the passenger seat—the top being down made that easy—and got in to drive away. My two teenage “admirers” were just stepping out of the store as I drove past the front of the market.

		

		Suddenly, I couldn’t help myself! I stopped right in front of them and pushed my sunglasses up on the top of my head.

		

		Licking my lips so I was sure my lip gloss would glisten in the sunlight, I said in my sexiest, porn-star voice: “Hey, you were right, you know. I am that girl from the website. Do these look familiar?”

		

		I was wearing a low-cut red sweater-blouse that day, with no bra under it. Glancing around to make sure no one but the two teens was paying any attention to me, I yanked by bodice down, exposing my breasts and my nipples to their eager view.

		

		“Holy fuck; it is her!” The one on the left gasped, staring at my bare tits as if he’d died and gone to heaven.

		

		“You two don’t look old enough to subscribe to my site,” I told them somewhat cattily, with my big smile still in place.

		

		The one on the right’s face colored as he admitted, “My big brother subscribes. He’s in college, but he still lives at home. We use his computer once in a while, when he’s out.”

		

		“Naughty, naughty; stealing a look at his porn,” I chided them, “shame on you both.”

		

		I had an evil thought. I found to my shock that I was really enjoying this spontaneous “interaction” with my fans!

		

		“Too bad you’re not eighteen yet,” I teased them as I put my tits away prepared to drive off. “You might win the ‘Win A Blowjob From Ariel’ lottery we sponsor on my site every month, but you’re too young to enter!”

		

		“We’re both turning eighteen next month!” The one on the left hollered after me hopefully.

		

		Yeah, but you probably won’t win, I thought smugly to myself as I sped off down the street. We’ll no doubt have thousands of entries from all over the country by then!

		

		****

		

		I returned home to our old apartment to find Lon and Carrie stuffing our belongings into cardboard boxes in anticipation of our end-of-the-month move. We just had leased a house up in Topanga Canyon.

		

		The rent on it had been steep, but we figured we could afford it now. And besides, it had a lot more room for setting up a for-real studio to make our videos in, now that we had cameras, lights, and video editing equipment on order.

		

		We could even shoot some of the scenes outside if we wanted to do that, because our new place had a big backyard with high fences all around. And the house set back off the road nearly fifty yards, and there were no close neighbors.

		

		“Lunch will be served in a minute, as soon as I put the groceries away,” I promised them as I went into the kitchen.

		

		While I was throwing together three ham sandwiches for us, I told them all about my grocery shopping junket and the two young “fans” I had met. I even told them about flashing the boys with my bare titties and urging them to enter the big suck off contest we were starting.

		

		“I think that ‘Win a blowjob from Ariel’ thing is going to turn out to be a big winner for us,” Lon said encouragingly.

		

		“I just hope the winner doesn’t have a tiny cock and that he’s at least normal-looking,” I said, taking a big bite of my sandwich. “I’d hate to be forced into sucking off some ugly-looking loser with a pencil dick.”

		

		“I hope it’s an athletic-looking black stud with six pack abs and a huge cock,” Carrie said, staring wistfully out into space.

		

		“I’ve never been with a black guy before,” I told her truthfully. “I did grow up in rural Georgia, you know. And that sort of thing is still frowned on there, even in this day and age.”

		

		“Bigots,” Lon remarked disgustedly, eating a handful of the potato chips I’d bought to go along with the sandwiches. “I bet sales of subscriptions would really spike, if Ariel were to blow a really hung black dude on camera.”

		

		His broad face grew more animated as he said, “Hey, why don’t we do that? Let’s make our next ‘Guest Cock of the Month’ a black guy with a huge dick!”

		

		“Okay, I’m game to do that…I guess,” I offered haltingly.

		

		The idea of sucking off some handsome black guy’s cock in front of thousands of digital spectators sent a lightning bolt of excitement arcing downward from my nipples right into my clit! I wondered if a black dick would taste different, somehow; if it would feel different inside my mouth!

		

		I’m getting to be such a bad girl at heart! I thought as I felt my pussy start to get wet at the very notion of sucking a black cock. And the worst part is…I think I LIKE it!

		

		****

		

		“I don’t know if I want to…fuck on camera or not!” I said to Lon and Carrie after lunch was over. “Sucking guys off is bad enough!”

		

		“That other net girl fucks,” Carrie pointed out.

		

		“Yeah, but mainly she just fucks her fiancé,” I reminded her. “And she’s only blown a few other dudes besides him in her videos.”

		

		“One or a hundred, it’s all the same once you go all the way, especially on camera,” Lon said with finality.

		

		“He’s right,” Carrie agreed. “It’s the same thing as being ‘sort of virgin’: once you blow someone or fuck him on film; that never goes away.”

		

		“Something to think about, for sure,” I replied thoughtfully, realizing that the videos of me blowing Bob’s big cock and Lon’s were already a permanent part of internet for all time.

		

		What if my future husband—whoever he might turn out to be—wasn’t open-minded about such things, I asked myself? What if my kids someday ran across an old snippet of video containing a youthful-looking mom sucking off some anonymous guy’s cock, for God’s sake!

		

		Too late to worry about that now, I told myself resignedly, with a sinking heart. What’s done is done!

		

		****

		

		“What do you think of Lon’s idea about you sucking off a brother?” Carrie asked me that night as we got ready for bed.

		

		I recalled the sudden feeling of euphoria I’d experienced earlier in the day when Lon had first brought up the idea. Shrugging, I said, using as neutral a voice as I could muster, “Oh, I wouldn’t mind doing it, I guess. If it will help us gain subscribers.”

		

		Carrie saw right through me. She grinned as she asked, “And you weren’t bullshitting us when you said you’ve never done anything sexual with a black guy before, my little Southern Princess?”

		

		“No, never,” I reiterated. “That sort of thing happens in Georgia nowadays, just like it does in other parts of the country. It just doesn’t happen nearly as often.”

		

		“But you wouldn’t say ‘no’ to some big black cock, would you, babydoll?”

		

		We were nearly naked together in her bedroom, getting ready to change into our pajamas. She stepped over to me as she finished speaking and ran her hands over my bare shoulders and down onto my naked titties.

		

		I shivered as she kissed my neck while she began twisting my nipples. My knees went weak and I stammered, “No, I guess I wouldn’t at that…under the right circumstances.”

		

		“You little minx,” she breathed into my ear, squeezing my ass cheeks with her other hand as she continued to tease my nipples. “You’d just love to wrap those innocent-looking lips of yours around a black stovepipe of a cock, wouldn’t you?”

		

		Her roaming hand had shifted around in front while she spoke, so that now she was fingering my suddenly very wet pussy. I moaned and leaned back against her naked flesh as she continued to pinch my nippies and tease my clit while planting light little butterfly kisses all over my neck and shoulders.

		

		“Well…wouldn’t you?” She hissed again in my ear.

		

		“F-Fuck, yes, I would!” I stammered, trembling all over. “I’d love to try taking all of that long, black fucker down my throat, just to see if I could really do it!”

		

		“Would you swallow a black man’s come?” Carrie cooed softly into my ear as her finger glided in and out of my pussy.

		

		“God, yesssssssss,” my breath was a hiss of pure desire as I thought about gulping down a big, hot load of jism—fresh from a black dick—right in front of the camera, for all the world to see!

		

		“Fuck, but you’re a hot little girl,” she sighed, throwing me down on the bed. “I can’t wait to taste you tonight!”

		

		****

		

		“How are we going to do it?” I asked her later, once the nightly fireworks between us were over.

		

		“Do what?”

		

		“Find a black guy with a huge cock for me to play with on camera,” I answered, all but purring as she stroked my naked skin.

		

		We were both still nude, but we were underneath the covers now, holding each other. I felt her big, soft titties against my bare back as I settled into her cuddling body.

		

		I felt so loved at that moment. I felt like I was home at last!

		

		“Don’t you worry about that,” Carrie whispered, licking my ear lobe mischievously as she spoke. “I know lots of well-hung black dudes who would like nothing better than to get their huge dicks into a tight little white girl like you.”

		

		I shivered in her embrace at the very thought of that! Half turning in her arms, I asked, “How do you know them?”

		

		“I’ve already fucked them,” she admitted with a tiny laugh. “It was during what I like to call my ‘black period’, several months back, before I met you, when I first came down to LA from up north.”

		

		She stroked my tummy as she spoke, as if I was a giant housecat she was petting. Carrie leaned closer in the darkness and said softly, “First I met Earl, and then he introduced me to his cousin, Eugene and the two of us went out for a while. I met Lamar through him, and he in turn introduced me to LaShaun.”

		

		I felt her stomach quiver and realized that she was laughing as she said, “Yeah, they kind of passed me around like I was some kind of white girl fucktoy and I knew it. But I didn’t really mind…because they were all tall, athletic black guys with awesome cocks…”

		

		

		Chapter Seven

		

	
		

		New Surroundings

		

		We hit ten-thousand subscribers right after we moved into the Topanga Canyon house. Carrie and I celebrated by donating all of our just-moved furniture back to the thrift stores where we’d purchased it all to start with, and by eagerly buying all new stuff to replace it!

		

		New beds, new bedroom furniture, a stylish new couch and loveseat—both stain resistant, a must, given our new line of work—patio chairs and a table, chaise lounges with brand new, gaily-striped mattress pads. I could envision myself fucking or sucking off some hotter-than-hot black Adonis on one of them, with Carrie and Lon filming away!

		

		Once we were all moved in, Bob came over and we had a party that lasted all night. We didn’t shoot a frame of film containing our sexual hijinks this time but we all had a super time, fucking, sucking, and trading off partners until early morning.

		

		At one point, while Bob and Lon rested up for the next go-round, Carrie and I kept them entertained with some torrid girl-on-girl action that got a real rise out of their cocks as they watched. I fisted Carrie and she fisted me while the two men looked on goggle-eyed.

		

		I even got so drunk that I let Lon fuck me in the ass for the first time. I’d only done that once before, back in high school at another drunken bash I’d attended.

		

		My first try at anal sex hadn’t been an even vaguely pleasurable experience as I remembered it, but Carrie, Bob, and especially Lon insisted that I try it again. Lon and Carrie were anal regulars and all three of them were sure that video of me taking a big cock up my trim little ass would be a big hit on our website; sort of a special treat for my voyeuristic fan-boys!

		

		As I said, Lon and Carrie were experienced anal hands, so everything went smoothly with my second foray into butt-sex. I was nervous at first, but Carrie kissed me so reassuringly while Bob stroked my nipples as I waited on my hands and knees for Lon to penetrate me from behind that I was really turned on by the time he did!

		

		Carrie’s boyfriend was a very experienced ass-fucking aficionado, so he concentrated on lubing both of us up properly and with playing with my clit while he took me. His cock and my asshole were both dripping with slippery sex gel when he first entered me, and his adept fingers were flicking my tiny bean so adeptly!

		

		“Ooh, fuck, your cock feels so weird back there,” I sighed as he slowly slid into me in the “wrong hole” while my other two friends caressed me.

		

		“Just relax, little Ariel,” Bob spoke softly to me. “You’re going to like this, I just know you are.”

		

		He winked at me reassuringly and whispered, “Hell, you may even want to let me fuck you back there, after Lon gets finished!”

		

		“Dream on,” I gasped as Lon’s thick cock head popped inside the tight ring of muscle surrounding my anus, “you’re too fucking big!”

		

		All I could do was moan as Lon filled me, his fingertips flying over my juicy pussy lips, splashing hot girl oil this way and that as he diddled me. I have to admit, Bob and Carrie’s fingers on my sensitive little nippies felt divine along with Lon’s on my clit.

		

		And then he was all the way in me! I sighed and began to tentatively move my ass in time with his strokes down into me.

		

		“Oh, go slow,” I cautioned him. “I’ve only done this once before, and I remember it hurting like hell that time.”

		

		Lon pushed in and out slowly, letting me get used to his size. I shuddered when I thought about Bob trading places with him and was glad it was Lon who was doing this to me.

		

		“It’s…it’s starting to feel okay,” I told him hesitantly after another minute of his slow, steady penetration.

		

		“That’s my little Ariel,” Carrie cooed proudly. “She’s a real hottie!”

		

		It was starting to feel nice! And being the center of everyone’s erotic attention didn’t hurt either!

		

		They were all massaging me, caressing me; tenderly touching me with their fingertips while Carrie and I kissed intermittently. It all felt wonderful!

		

		Even Lon’s fat dick up my tight asshole was starting to feel that way. I moaned into Carrie’s mouth as he began to fuck me faster.

		

		It felt as if a fire was building within my forbidden hole; a sensual, taboo fire which gradually spread down to my clit and then up to my nubbies! I sighed again and felt my pussy contract right along with my asshole and my titties!

		

		“Oh, oh, fuck; it feels so good now!” I panted, tearing my mouth away from Carrie’s, seeking more air.

		

		Lon was fucking me flat out by then. I could hear his powerful thighs slapping into mine as he really began to ream me out back there!

		

		Carrie and Bob redoubled their efforts on my nipples and Lon was stroking my clit so fervently that hot lubricant was splashing all over my belly as he fucked me! Suddenly, I felt it all coming together: I was going to come and come hard any second now!

		

		A series of savage contractions abruptly rippled across by taut stomach and my clit went wild! At that same exact instant, my asshole spasmed furiously around Lon’s flying prick and my clit threatened to explode, along with my nippies!

		

		“F-Fuck, what a strong one this is!” I screamed out the words as I began to shake and shiver beneath Lon’s fierce assault.

		

		I heard him groan as if someone was crushing his balls in a vise and felt a flood of hot jizz rocketing up my ass! Waves of red now tinged my vision and I thought for a moment I might pass out from the feeling of total ecstasy that suddenly engulfed my climaxing body!

		

		“Look at this girl come!” Carrie’s voice came to me as if from far away.

		

		Blood was pounding through my veins. I felt a thunderous rush in my ears as the awesome, anally-inspired orgasm rolled on and on…

		

		****

		

		“Fuck, I wish we’d have thought to set up the camera for that one,” Lon carped, after he’d caught his breath.

		

		“No, shit, man,” Bob offered his opinion. “If you’d have captured that ass-fuck on video, you’d have sold ten-thousand more subscriptions by tomorrow morning!”

		

		“We’ll get it,” Carrie whispered confidently, stroking my hair lightly, cradling my sweating body in her arms gently. “My little Ariel can do that again whenever she wants.”

		

		“I’m game for that!” Lon sighed blissfully. “That was the hottest butt-fuck I’ve ever had, bar none!”

		

		He looked over at Carrie quickly and added, “No offense meant, sweetie.”

		

		“None taken,” said Carrie, her eyes never leaving mine, “this little girl is special. We all know that.”

		

		I snuggled into her big body and nearly fell asleep in her comforting arms. The warm feeling of being loved crept over me again; of feeling safe and with family, even though my own family was thousands of miles away, clear on the other side of this vast country…

		

		****

		

		Bob fucked Carrie in the ass while she ate Lon’s come out of my stretched open bottom. We thought about filming it, but everyone was too lazy to hunt for the camera gear, the lights, and all of that stuff.

		

		The action would have been all over by the time we’d found what we needed to film it. Carrie moaned pitifully as Bob banged his way down into her sumptuous ass but I could tell she was secretly loving it!

		

		Bob had reached around her and was fondling her clit as he fucked her, and I was reaching up, stroking both of her mammoth titties as they jiggled and shook from the intense pounding she was taking.

		

		Not to be left out, Lon went into the bathroom and quickly washed up his soiled cock. He re-emerged just in time to get a blowjob from me as Bob finished up with Carrie, and she nearly had me coming once again from her hot ass-licking.

		

		If she had been tonguing my clit as well as my bottom, I’d have probably gotten off for her. As it was, it ended up just feeling nice as I sucked contentedly on Lon’s thick cock and drank down his come for him when he finally came in my sucking mouth…

		

		****

		

		Bob spent the night with us in our new house that night. We all slept in Carrie’s new bed, and he and Lon took turns fucking both of us until nearly dawn.

		

		They wanted to treat me to a DP—a double penetration, with Lon in my ass once more while Bob was up my pussy—but I talked them out of it.

		

		“Save it for the website,” I told them firmly, their hard dicks in their hands. “Here, let me suck you both off instead, so you can go to sleep.”

		

		“I already got a blowjob from you, darlin’,” Lon said, getting me up onto my hands and knees and sinking his stiff cock unceremoniously into my now perpetually wet pussy.

		

		“You can blow me, honey,” Bob assured me, feeding me his monster dick while Lon fucked me from behind.

		

		I didn’t really mind. What was one more load of jizz to me…I thought as I started sucking Bob’s mammoth dick…even a giant one like Bob’s?

		

		

		Chapter Eight

		

	
		

		Guest Appearance

		

		“What did he say?” I asked nervously when Carrie finally got off the phone with Earl Dobbs.

		

		She smirked at me and answered, “What do you think he said, when I offered him a chance to get that huge wanger of his sucked off on camera by a hottie like you?”

		

		Grinning at the thought that a really hung black guy found me irresistible, I asked her, “When?”

		

		“He said he had time Wednesday night, and I said that would be fine with us,” Carrie replied.

		

		“Wednesday…what is today?” I asked her. “I’m having trouble keeping track of what day it is, now that nobody we know works at a regular job anymore.”

		

		This was true. Lon had quit his fast food gig. And Carrie was no longer waiting tables; just as I wasn’t selling fancy clothes to snobby rich girls anymore.

		

		Bob still dorked around with his websites and computers, but he seemed to set his own hours so that he could hang around with us whenever he wanted. None of our friends or acquaintances had regular jobs any longer, but it seemed as if all of us had more money than we knew what to do with!

		

		And more was piling up all the time. The website was going crazy: subscriptions had gone through the roof and were growing all the time.

		

		The news--posted on our website--that I was due to suck off my first big black cock ever on Wednesday night had created a minor internet flurry! I was getting to be a well-known website star, practically overnight!

		

		A big porn studio head had called to offer me a role in mainstream porn film. I had turned him down, not really needing the money he was offering, and not wanting to have my face plastered all over the net still further.

		

		What I was already doing was bad enough! I dreaded the day my parents might call and ask me sadly what the hell I thought I was up to!

		

		More and more people recognized me on the street now, whenever I went out shopping with Carrie. The boldest ones even asked me for my autograph.

		

		And some of them were women! My limited lesbian scenes with Carrie were gaining popularity among gay women—and with horny men, of course—but most of the girls who stopped me on the street wanted blowjob advice, of all things!

		

		“How do you swallow all of that yucky stuff?” A petite redhead asked me, wide-eyed, on Rodeo Drive!

		

		“Some of those dudes you go down on are really long!” Another young girl remarked in an urgent whisper, while I was checking out the expensive shoes displayed in Jimmy Choo’s retail store. “How do you keep from choking?”

		

		I flashed back to my old problem of puking whenever a cock breached the six inch mark in my throat. I thought about that cucumber fondly as I replied, “Practice, honey; that’s all there is to it. Use a dildo or a carrot or a cucumber—it doesn’t make any difference—and practice taking it deep in your throat. Your boyfriend will appreciate your efforts, let me assure you!”

		

		****

		

		I even went into my old workplace, the upscale clothing boutique. I was greeted warmly by my former colleagues for the most part.

		

		One of them, June Briggs, was a bible-thumper and she didn’t cotton to suck off artists like me making thousands of dollars a week. She gave me the cold shoulder while Carrie and I browsed around in the shop.

		

		I reached into my purse and took out one of the business cards I’d recently had printed up, with the website name and my email address on it, and handed it to a startled June. I winked at her and whispered, “Have your husband get in touch with me, if he needs a good suck off, darling. He sure as hell isn’t going to get it from you!”

		

		Carrie and I were snickering evilly as we stepped out into the street amid the laughter from the other sales girls and June’s howls of outrage! We moved confidently off down the boulevard, looking in the shop windows at the pricey items displayed there, knowing we now had the money to shop wherever we wanted!

		

		****

		

		“Is he nice-looking?” I asked nervously on Wednesday night, as we waited for Earl Dobbs to show up for his guest appearance on the website.

		

		“Very, if you like the type,” Carrie answered smugly.

		

		I thought Lon looked a little jealous as he fiddled with his camera and the lights. He’d obviously figured out by now that Carrie had been with this guy intimately before she’d been with him, and it was clearly bothering Lon no end.

		

		Not feeling quite so outspokenly-liberal, now that it’s YOUR girlfriend who has been fucking black guys, are you, Lonny-boy? I thought to myself, studying his concerned-looking face as I remembered his snide comment about “bigots” in the South!

		

		“What type is he?” I asked Carrie.

		

		She laughed softly and murmured, “Tall and handsome and hung like a horse!”

		

		Lon almost dropped the expensive camera he was holding when Carrie said that. He clearly didn’t like the mental image of a huge black cock going up his girlfriend’s pussy nearly as much as the idea of one sliding between my lips seemed to arouse him!

		

		****

		

		A set of car lights began creeping up our long driveway at precisely seven o’clock, the time Earl was expected. The car came to a stop behind my BMW and a tall, well-dressed black guy emerged from it.

		

		“Isn’t he yummy?” Carrie asked as we both stood looking out the window at him as he made his way up to our front door.

		

		I didn’t answer right away. I was too shocked by Earl’s striking appearance to utter a sound!

		

		Perhaps I’d been expecting his complexion to be tan…cocoa-colored…or just sort of dark. But Earl’s skin was the same jet-black color you see sometimes with pictures of African tribesmen.

		

		He was so black he was almost purple-black! I shivered as I thought about his cock!

		

		Would it be as deep a shade of ebony as he was? Or would it be even darker?

		

		The well-raised Southern girl in me was terrified that it would be! The professional-grade, cocksucking slut I had recently become licked her lips at the very thought of his big, thick, black dong being sunk deep in my throat in a few minutes!

		

		Carrie answered the doorbell. She stepped back and allowed our visitor to enter the living room.

		

		“Earl, this is Ariel,” she said, introducing me to the towering black man. “And this is Lon, our sometimes costar and cameraman. He’s also my boyfriend.”

		

		The scrumptious, ebony-skinned man didn’t turn a hair. He smiled warmly at me and then at Lon, extending his right hand for both of us to shake.

		

		He turned back toward me, saying: “I recognize Ariel, even with her clothes on. I’m a big fan of your website!”

		

		I felt myself blushing, knowing that if he was, he had already seen me sucking off Bob and Lon; licking Carrie’s pussy and her licking mine! He had seen me come, screaming, as Bob had fucked me with his huge white cock.

		

		I wonder if he wants to do the same, with his long black one, I thought to myself as he stared at me. If he does, I sure wouldn’t say no!

		

		“The…uh…studio is this way,” Lon said haltingly to Carrie’s old flame. “We should get started, if you don’t mind, Earl.”

		

		The big black man broke into a toothy grin and said, “Hell, man, I don’t mind at all! I can hardly wait to see my big black cock in between cute little Ariel’s lips!”

		

		I had to admit: I couldn’t wait for that either! I followed the small group into the back bedroom—the one we had converted into a place to shoot our videos—removing my clothes as I went!

		

		****

		

		“Damn, you’re even finer in person than you are on those videos, girl,” Earl commented when he turned around and saw that I was already completely naked.

		

		I thought about how much I had changed in just a few short weeks. Now I was perfectly comfortable being the only naked person in the room, with Earl’s hot brown eyes all over me!

		

		My pussy started getting wet, and my nipples began to grow in length. I sauntered up to him and slid my fingers along the lapels of his expensive sports coat as I said breathily, “I can’t wait to see that magnificent cock of yours. I can hardly wait to suck it off for you!”

		

		He grinned once again and stepped eagerly away from me, shedding clothes as he went. Earl said in a ghetto patois, “Shit, girl, you a hot one; that’s for damn sure!”

		

		First his sports coat vanished and then his white shirt. I felt my mouth watering again as I gazed upon that vast expanse of purple-black skin and waited for him the shuck out of his slacks.

		

		He kicked off the oxblood loafers he was wearing first, barefoot beneath them. Then he undid his matching belt and unzipped his trousers. Earl was wearing a pair of expensive-looking boxer shorts under them, and I could see the outline of his mammoth tool against their pleated front panel.

		

		My “Guest Cock of the Month” was already half hard under those boxers as he feasted his eyes on my naked goodies. He removed his remaining article of clothing with a flourish, baring his gigantic cock and balls in one sweeping motion as he doffed his boxers.

		

		“Ooh, what a huge one!” I sighed as I stared at it, transfixed by its enormous size and length, imagining it in my mouth!

		

		“Shit, girl, you ain’t seen nothin’ yet,” he assured me confidently, stroking it a few times to speed the hardening-up process along, “wait till you get those hot little lips of yours around it. Then you’ll see something big, baby!”

		

		I led him over to the bed by his burgeoning dick and sat down in front of him. Lon switched on the shooting lights and hefted his camera expectantly.

		

		Carrie rapidly took her clothes off and snatched up her own camera. She liked to work in the nude, even if the scene didn’t call for her to appear in it: she claimed it got her more attuned with what was happening in the shot.

		

		I couldn’t argue with her. Some of the footage she had filmed was among the best on our website, after all!

		

		

		Chapter Nine

		

	
		

		No Difference!

		

		When we actually got ready to video everything that was about to take place, I stood up and motioned for Earl to sit down where I had been. Then I smiled seductively at him as I dropped to my knees right in front of him, taking his massive black shaft in my right hand.

		

		I nodded to Ron, and he nodded back. Looking up into the camera, I said in that low, breathy voice I only used on the website, “Welcome to my site, y’all. I’m Ariel and I’m what I like to call an ‘Oralist’…that sounds so much classier than ‘cocksucker’, doesn’t it?”

		

		Giggling girlishly for the cameras, I went on to add, “This segment is called ‘Guest Cock of the Month’, and I’ve got a real treat for y’all—as well as for me—tonight.”

		

		When I’d first moved out to LA all those months ago, I’d tried desperately to lose my Southern accent. I’d reasoned back then that a strong, regional accent would act as a death knell as far as getting film or television work went, if I wasn’t playing a Southerner.

		

		But ever since I’d started the website, I’d gone out of my way to exaggerate my soft Southern drawl, purposely emphasizing my Georgia roots. Now, holding a huge black cock in my fist, I wanted for my nice-Southern white-girl background to really stand out!

		

		“My, my, just look at how long and how thick this big black thing is!” I marveled on camera, my green eyes going wide as I stared disbelievingly at the enormous ebony tool as it throbbed in my hand. “And just look how…shiny and…dark it is!”

		

		Hesitantly, as though I were somewhat afraid of it, I brought the polished dome of Earl’s monster dick down to my eye level. Looking past it, at the camera, I fanned my face with my free hand like a true dithering Southern Belle as I whispered, “This sort of thing is strictly forbidden, back where I come from. But I’ve never been much for following the rules, now have I?”

		

		With that, I stuck out my little pink tongue and circled it all around Earl’s impressive, mushroom-shaped cock head. He groaned at how good that felt, and his huge dick jerked in my fist, as though it was trying to free itself from my grip!

		

		“Naughty, naughty cock,” I murmured, smiling up at its owner languidly, returning to my licking.

		

		There wasn’t a sound in the room as I wet Earl’s dick thoroughly with my tongue before I slid it in between my lips and started to suck. I got about half of its eleven-inch length into my mouth right away, and then I gradually worked my lips down on it as I bobbed my head up and down over his lap.

		

		I guess all cocks taste the same after all, I thought impishly to myself as I sucked in more and more of its towering length with each head-pass. That’s a little disappointing—I was hoping for at least a faint trace of chocolate or licorice!

		

		Earl sighed was I worked nine inches or so into my lips and throat. I already knew--from sucking off Bob’s ten-incher more than once--that I could take its entire length without any problem. But I pretended to “struggle” to get it all in my throat for the camera’s benefit, gagging a little and drawing back as I passed the ten inch mark.

		

		“Thaaas it, suck it, baby!” Earl drawled excitedly as I pretended to have trouble eating all of him.

		

		I winked at the camera and let my mouth glide down all the way to his kinky pubic hair on my very next pass. I was confident that the bulbous head of his cock was making a visible lump under the white skin of my neck for the cameras to record as I enthusiastically blew him!

		

		“Oh, man, you’re taking it ALL!” He gasped excitedly as my tongue swirled around and around on his prick’s shaft and his cock head. “Most girls can’t even begin to deep-throat me, honey!”

		

		Yeah, well I’m not MOST girls, now am I? I chortled to myself triumphantly as I swallowed his entire dick again and again without gagging. I’m the best cocksucker in LA; maybe on the entire planet…and I intend to get even better!

		

		****

		

		“Oh, little mama, you for sure know how to suck a dick!” Earl crooned in mindless ecstasy minutes later.

		

		His long, tall body was now rocking back and forth on the bed and a steady stream of pre-come was leaking into my throat as I sucked him. I knew from experience that he wasn’t going to last much longer.

		

		I just hoped Carrie and Lon were ready to catch every spurt, every gush of spunk as this big black fucker went off in my mouth! I thought incredulously, I’m going to go off, too!

		

		My fingers were squishing noisily in and out of my juicy twat as I gobbled up Earl’s spectacular dick. I had discovered that sucking cock was one of the sure ways to turn me on; now that I was comfortable that I could do it without embarrassing myself. And I often “Jilled” my pussy off as I sucked dick!

		

		I was quivering all over as I knelt in front of Earl, my lips gliding up and down his shaft at a steady pace, my free hand teasing his gathering nut sac, coaxing the come out of those huge balls!

		

		“Oh, oh, fuuuuuuuucccckkkkkkk, here it comes!” Earl suddenly called out in his deep baritone, his dick jerking wildly against my caressing tongue.

		

		A rich spume of his hot, male, vanilla pudding-thick jism splashed against the roof of my mouth just then. I opened my lips automatically, so the camera could see him coming like a wild man inside my mouth!

		

		I had thought our friend, Bob, shot a lot of creamy spunk when he came. But he had nothing on Earl!

		

		Wave after wave of the gooey semen puddled in my mouth as I swallowed frantically to keep it all trapped in there. Eventually, the sheer volume of it proved too much even for me, and it came cascading down my chin in thick, heavy sheets, dripping down onto my heaving tits as the cameras rolled.

		

		Earl groaned loudly when he saw that. He yanked his still-spurting cock out of my mouth and jacked what remained of his jizz all over my cheeks and forehead, moaning about what a hot little cocksucker I was as he did it!

		

		I grinned up at him, panting for breath, and whispered playfully, “Oralist, if you please. Cocksucker seems like such a crude word, y’all!”

		

		****

		

		“Shit, this is far and away your best blowjob yet, Ariel,” Lon chortled as he sat next to me on the couch in the front room. “Every pervert out there is going to want to see this one!”

		

		“No kidding,” Carrie agreed, grinning from ear to ear as she watched the big screen in our living room as Earl spread the huge wads of his pearly jism across my cheeks and chin with the head of his dwindling cock. “This one was nothing but hot!”

		

		I turned to Earl who was sitting, still as naked as me on my other side. In a breathy whisper, I asked him, “Would you like to fuck me on camera? I’m so turned on after watching the video of me blowing you that I can hardly sit still!”

		

		“Damn, that would the icing on the cake, girl,” he said as he beamed down at me. “Just give me a few more minutes to get ready again.”

		

		“No need to wait,” Carrie offered, sliding off the couch and knee-walking over to a spot right in front of him. “I can help with that.”

		

		She reached down and plopped his limp snake of a black cock into her mouth and began to suck. I thought Lon was going to have a coronary as he watched, slack-jawed, while his girlfriend “fluffed” our guest cock of the month back to life!

		

		“Don’t spaz out,” I whispered to Lon, reaching down into his lap and gripping his own cock through his jeans. “I’ll let you fuck me anywhere you want, or I’ll suck you off, when Earl leaves.”

		

		He looked over at me and the tension left his face as he asked, “No kidding? You’d really do that?”

		

		“Anything for a friend, you know that, Lon,” I told him with a sly little wink, squeezing his prick to show I really meant what I said…

		

		****

		

		“Oh, fuck; it feels so biiiiiiiiiig!” I wailed as Earl fucked me for the first time.

		

		And it did feel big! I didn’t have to act at all when it came to that!

		

		We were back in on the bed in the studio and Lon and Carrie were both filming as he took me doggie style, in the missionary position, and lying on our sides. He was bulling that huge black dick of his into me with all the force of a battering ram and I was just loving it!

		

		I kept telling myself that he was just an inch longer than Bob, who had fucked me more than once by then. But Earl sure felt lengthier than him as well as thicker!

		

		I never knew that I preferred big cocks, but guess I do! The thought rattled through my brains as Earl tried mightily to fuck them loose inside my skull!

		

		He was behind me right now, his big hands kneading my tits like a pair of rubber exercise balls as he drilled me…and it felt marvelous! He had made me come on camera twice so far, and I could tell that my third orgasm of this session wasn’t far away!

		

		I knew that from the way my breasts and pussy were tightening up. And by the way my tummy muscles were flexing, just like they always did when I was going to experience a really intense climax.

		

		“Oh, fuck me, you nasty black boy!” I cooed in ecstasy. “Really ream my little white pussy out for me, why don’t you?”

		

		My Southern accent was so thick you could cut it with a knife as I said that. Earl rutted into me extra-hard and murmured, “Take it, you hot little white bitch! Take my nigger come right up that tight little snatch of yours!”

		

		“Oh, oh, God, it’s so haaawwwttt!” I screamed out blissfully when I felt him exploding inside of me.

		

		Carrie leaned down and focused on the river of Earl’s “forbidden” come as it started to flow out of my “violated” Southern-girl pussy! I came like a runaway freight train while Earl creamed me, wriggling all over the bed, his spurting dick still driven deep inside me…

		

		****

		

		“That was among the hottest fucks I’ve ever had,” Earl told me as I walked him out to his car later that night. “Not to mention one of the best blowjobs.”

		

		“My pleasure, both times,” I told him, tilting my head back to accept the inevitable kiss I knew was coming.

		

		“Am I going to see you again?” I asked him boldly, when we broke off the hot tongue-kiss a minute later.

		

		“I’d like that, but I thought you only let guys be your ‘Guest Cock of the Month’ once,” he said, smiling down at me as he held me in his arms.

		

		“I do,” I told him, “but we don’t have to video it the next time we go to bed together. I do have a social life, outside of my website, you know.”

		

		That was a lie, but he didn’t know that. My whole existence for the last few weeks had been devoted to establishing the website and adding “product” to it.

		

		But I intended to change that as soon as I could. What use is it having a lot of money, I asked myself, if all you did was work to make even more?

		

		Earl could be my first step in carving out a new life for myself, now that I was semi-rich!

		

		

		Chapter Ten

		

	
		

		Creating A New Life

		

		“You’re going to see him again, aren’t you?” Carrie asked me as we snuggled into bed together that night, after both Lon and Earl had gone home.

		

		“Maybe,” I lied to her, having already decided that I was going to do just that, “I haven’t really made up my mind yet.”

		

		“You fucking little liar,” she teased me good-naturedly, pushing my naked body forward with a friendly little shove. “You went gaga over that big black cock of his, just the way I did. Admit it!”

		

		I giggled and said, “Maybe I did…a little; Earl seems like a really nice guy.”

		

		“He is, but he’ll try to palm you off on his cousin, Eugene, eventually. At least that’s what happened with me.”

		

		“Is Eugene as handsome and well-hung as his cousin?”

		

		“Even better looking and a full inch longer,” Carrie assured me in the darkness. “He’s a great fuck too; not that Earl isn’t.”

		

		I smiled as I thought about that! If Earl wanted to recommend his cousin to me, I couldn’t exactly see myself turning him down!

		

		Am I going to let myself become a white plaything for a bunch of black studs to pass around? I asked myself.

		

		Maybe, I told myself with a naughty mental giggle, answering my own question. It sounded like it might be all kinds of fun, at least for a little while …God forgive me!

		

		****

		

		“You shouldn’t do another black guy on camera right away,” Carrie advised me the next morning at breakfast.

		

		“No, I wouldn’t want my fan-boys to think I was in a rut,” I replied, rolling my eyes at her as I sipped my coffee.

		

		“I’m serious,” Carrie insisted. “We need to find another white guy with a big cock for you to suck off. His prick should look different than Bob’s, so your followers won’t think you just bounce back and forth between Lon and Bob, with an occasional black dick thrown into the mix.”

		

		“How different can a cock be?” I asked her, eating some of my scrambled eggs. “They’re all pretty much the same, when you get right down to it!”

		

		“Jesus, you have a lot to learn, girlfriend!” Carrie told me with a sigh. “Cocks are as different as tits or pussies. Each one tastes a little different; each guy comes a little differently than the last guy did. Some of them shoot off like a fire hydrant opening up, and some of them just seem to ooze out rivers of come for forever, without a single big gush!”

		

		“Ooh, I’m in the presence of a very experienced girl, I see,” I teased her. “Tell me more, oh, fucker-of-many men!”

		

		Carrie snorted with laughter and said, “What about finding us an uncircumcised guy for you to work with? Have you ever sucked off one of them before?”

		

		“Very unsuccessfully, back in Georgia, when I was growing up,” I told her with another eye-roll. “When I had just turned thirteen, I started dating a guy on the sly who was sixteen and was a couple of classes ahead of me in high school; my parents didn’t know a thing about it. They never would have allowed it, if they had. I’d meet this guy, his name was Rod, after school and we’d go cruising around town for a little while; he had his own car.”

		

		“A guy having his own set of wheels seems so cool, when you’re thirteen,” Carrie said, nodding her agreement. “I remember.”

		

		“Anyway, we went out at night a few times,” I went on. “I told my folks that I was going to the movies with a bunch of my friends, which I did. But then Rod would meet me there and we’d slip out of the theater go out cruising again. It always seemed to be so much more fun after dark!”

		

		Carrie didn’t say anything this time. She just nodded once again, so I went ahead with my story.

		

		“On, like, our third night-time date, Rod drove me out to this popular make out spot. He managed to get my bra off—he was the first boy to ever make it that far with me—and he began to suck my nipples and play with them.”

		

		I sighed, “You know how sensitive my nippies are. I didn’t really have much in the way of tits back then, but my nubbies still responded to being kissed and sucked!”

		

		Laughing lightly, I admitted, “I came for him, right in the front seat of his car, when he first shoved his hand down into my shorts and found my clit! He had been really going after my tiny little boobies, so I was as ready as I could be.”

		

		Carrie was grinning. She asked, “What happened then?”

		

		“Well, Rod wanted me to suck him off in return,” I said with a shrug.

		

		“I was more than willing—fair’s fair, after all and he had just made me come so great—but I hadn’t ever done anything like that before,” I explained. “I’d touched a boy’s hard dick; I’d even stroked a few of them until it they came in my fist.”

		

		I giggled again and said, “Boys at that age have hair triggers, I swear!”

		

		Carrie laughed too and agreed, “You can say that again. They come in, like, two strokes!”

		

		We shared another moment of laughter and then I said, “Anyway, Rod got his cock out and I saw right away that it was uncut. He had this floppy cap of skin hiding his cock head. I just sat staring at it in awe at first: it my only experience with uncircumcised dicks up to that point.”

		

		I shook my head, remembering how awkward I had felt sitting in the front seat of Rod’s old Chevy, with my girlish tits exposed, holding his hard, uncircumcised prick in my fist. I told Carrie, “I knew what a blowjob was by then of course. I’d seen plenty of porn videos at slumber parties at my girlfriend’s houses, and some of them had sucked their boyfriends off and shared all the intimate details with us.”

		

		Taking a breath, I continued with: “I leaned over and put it in my mouth, the way I’d seen those porn actresses do it and Rod moaned real loud. I started to suck it, just the way I’d seen it done in the videos I’d watched. He wasn’t all that long, probably just over six inches, but he was long enough!”

		

		I sighed, remembering ruefully what had happened next. I told Carrie, “He started thrusting upward with his hips, the more excited he got. I was all ready to swallow it for him, knowing what was about to happen, and I was resolved to do a good job on my first blowjob ever.”

		

		Shrugging, I took another sip of my morning coffee and said, “He really started fucking up into my mouth, and he was just long enough—now that he was as excited as he’d ever been in his life over getting a girl to agree to actually blow him—that he triggered my famous gag reflex, just as he was about to come!”

		

		Sighing heavily, I confessed to Carrie, “I puked all over him, just as he started to spurt! There was come and vomit all over the front seat of the cherried-out old Chevy when we were both done. Rod never spoke to me again…”

		

		“Holy fuck, you used to be such a klutz!” Carrie giggled uncontrollably while I turned red at the memory of that awful night…

		

		****

		

		“No kidding, that actually happened to you when you were thirteen?” Earl said when I had finished telling him the same story two nights later.

		

		“Yep, I was a real fuck up, when it came to giving blowjobs when I was younger,” I shared with him.

		

		We were sitting at a table in one of LA’s trendiest night clubs, sipping expensive champagne and listening to the DJ spinning out the hits. He grinned and shook his head before saying, “Your skills sure have improved a lot since then, kid!”

		

		“I hope so,” I told him with a grin. “I’d hate to puke all over that nice suit you’re wearing tonight.”

		

		“I’ll be sure and take it off when we get back to my place, before you start sucking my dick!”

		

		“Oh, you’re pretty sure I’m going to do that tonight for you, are you, handsome?”

		

		He put his hand over his heart and sighed, “I’m sure hoping so. That first blowjob you gave me on camera nearly stopped my heart from beating!”

		

		I laughed and said, “Well, we’ll see if I can top it…if you’re sure your heart is strong enough to take it.”

		

		“What a way to go, even if it isn’t!” Earl responded with a shark-like leer…

		

		****

		

		“Mmmmmmmmm, mmmmmmmmm, oh, fuck!” Earl hummed softly and then threw back his head and screamed.

		

		We were both naked, lying on his round king-size bed, and I was doing my thing. His big black cock was lodged deep in my throat and I had begun of hum a little tune as I moved my lips up and down on it.

		

		The tall man whined as he began to flood my mouth with his sweet ball cream and I started swallowing. It was scrumptious, just like I remembered it being!

		

		“J-Jesus God,” he gasped, shivering all over as I noisily blew him, his big hands gripping my short brown hair, drawing my sucking mouth down even tighter on his exploding cock.

		

		Another satisfied customer, I congratulated myself as I sucked for more of the heavy, filmy goo and swallowed again automatically…

		

		****

		

		“Oh, yeah, just like that!” I cried out in ecstasy as Earl rutted down into me.

		

		His big black cock was totally hard once more and he was using it to pummel my tight little pussy right up to Heaven’s gates! I was on my back in the middle of his bed and he was really nailing me to the mattress with each downward lunge!

		

		“Oh, fuck; its so goooooooooood!” I moaned in utter joy as I started to come and come as a result of his fierce pounding.

		

		“God, you’re so tight, little girl!” Earl groaned just then, and started to spunk into my contracting pussy sheath.

		

		We clung together and just reveled in our mutual orgasm. It seemed to roll on and on, and it was clear that both of us loved it!

		

		****

		

		“You’re video is up on our website,” I told him the next morning at breakfast.

		

		We were sitting outside, at a café in Beverley Hills, eating feathery-light croissants and drinking strong French roast coffee. He grinned at me across the table and said, “I know. I’m a subscriber, remember?”

		

		“What did you think of it?” I asked him as I finished up my croissant.

		

		“I’m red-hot and so are you,” Earl said, laughing easily as he sat back from the table.

		

		“I don’t think anyone can identify you from the video,” I told him, sipping my coffee.

		

		“You think I care about that?” He asked me with a snort. “Hell, half of my friends would kill for a blowjob like that one, not to mention that hot of a fuck!”

		

		“Yeah, but what about your job, you could lose it if anyone found out it was you on that video, couldn’t you?”

		

		Earl laughed and shook his head negatively, “I’m a private consultant, darlin’. What I choose to do in my off time is my own business.”

		

		“You must be pretty successful at what you do: your apartment is pretty spectacular and you drive a new Lexus,” I said. “And I’ve never seen you in an outfit that didn’t cost at least four grand.”

		

		He shot the cuffs on the suit he was wearing today and said, “Four grand is chump change. This baby cost me eight!

		

		“Private consulting must pay even better than sucking off cocks for a living does,” I joked.

		

		He broke into his rich, deep laugh as he nodded that it did…

		

		****

		

		“When can I see you again?” He asked as we pulled up in front of my house late that afternoon.

		

		“Right now, if you’d like,” I told him, touching his cheek tenderly with just my fingertips. “Carrie’s car isn’t here, and that means she isn’t home.”

		

		“I’d love to but I’d better not,” Earl answered reluctantly. “That Lon dude is liable to be with her when she gets home. And I get the strong feeling that he’s jealous of me.”

		

		“Carrie doesn’t care what Lon thinks,” I told him, “and neither do I, when you get right down to it. He’s just a thick cock and a set of big balls to us; as well as being a so-so cameraman.”

		

		“Still…you guys are doing alright now,” he said, starting the engine of his Lexus once more. “Why rock the boat when we don’t have to?”

		

		“Okay, we’ll do it your way,” I said to him as I got out, still slightly disappointed that he was leaving, “how about this Friday night for our next date?”

		

		“Fine by me,” he replied with a grin. “Why don’t I pick you up at around six or so? I’ve got tickets to the second game of a Dodgers double-header. We can grab hotdogs and some beer out at the ballpark.”

		

		I nodded that it was fine with me, too. As I went inside the house, I found myself thinking: Yours is the only foot-long hot dog I’m really interested in gobbling up. I just love your “special sauce”! I could drink a gallon of it!

		

		

		Chapter Eleven

		

	
		

		New Experiences

		

		“This is Caleb,” Carrie said the next afternoon, waving the freckle-faced, red-haired youngster forward. “He’s going to be our next guest on the website.”

		

		“Oh, and what’s so special about Caleb?” I asked as I dubiously eyed the teenage boy.

		

		He was fairly short and built like a ballet dancer; lithe and supple. He wasn’t exactly ugly, but he certainly wasn’t what I’d call “cute” either! Caleb was dressed in worn blue jeans and an old Lakers’ sweatshirt.

		

		“Go on, don’t be shy,” Carrie urged him. “Show her what you’ve got.”

		

		Blushing slightly, Caleb unzipped his jeans and undid the brass button holding them closed. He eased the pants downward, along with his jockey shorts.

		

		I saw immediately what had excited Carrie’s interest in young Caleb! His ghostly-white cock was thicker than either Bob’s or Earl’s and, as the jeans and shorts cleared his prick tip; I saw that he was spectacularly uncircumcised as well!

		

		Looking up at Carrie, I said, “That’s certainly an impressive piece of equipment. Where did you find him?”

		

		“In the latest batch of fan emails,” she told me proudly.

		

		We were now getting dozens and dozens of unsolicited “dick pictures” every day from the fan-boys scattered around the country. Most of them wanted to be considered for “Guest Cock of the Month” but few of them were hung well enough to even merit a second glance.

		

		Caleb definitely was. His dick was nine inches long, even soft like it was now, and it looked to be a real whopper in terms of girth when it was fully hard!

		

		“How old are you, Caleb?” I asked him.

		

		“E-Eighteen; just turned,” he stammered shyly, his face going even more red.

		

		I looked over at Carrie and asked, “Do you think he can get it up on camera. He seems awfully shy.”

		

		She beamed at me and clicked on the big screen in our living room. I was instantly treated to a seventy-two inch; full-color video of a very naked Carrie down on her knees in this very room, sucking on Caleb’s swollen cock for all she was worth!

		

		“When did all this take place?” I asked her.

		

		“About an hour ago,” she answered proudly. “Lon wasn’t here, so I just put the video camera on a tripod and checked him out myself.”

		

		“Did you fuck him, as well as suck him?”

		

		“Yeah, I did,” Carrie admitted with a slight blush. “He’s yummy! You should try him out yourself!”

		

		I glanced back at Caleb’s cock, which was starting to get very hard as I looked at it while he was watching the video footage of himself getting sucked off by Carrie. I sighed and said, “Well, it looks as though we’ll have to wait until tomorrow to film him, after all you’ve put him through already today.”

		

		“What part about his being eighteen didn’t you understand?” Carrie asked me impatiently. “Boys his age live for sex, or have you forgotten?”

		

		I looked at Caleb and smiled softly at him. I asked him, “Would you like to fuck me, Caleb, right now?”

		

		“More than anything, Miss Ariel,” he murmured bashfully, clearly infatuated with me!

		

		****

		

		“Oh, Jesus, this kid is wide,” I moaned over to Carrie.

		

		All three of us were naked on my bed. Caleb was hammering his rigid young dick deep into my pussy from behind while Carried watched enviously.

		

		“Fuck her for a while, why don’t you,” I said back over my shoulder to him as he rutted away eagerly behind me. “The two of us can finish up later.”

		

		Like an obedient young puppy, Caleb pulled his incredibly fat cock out of me and drove it into Carrie instead, who went over onto her back and took him all the way inside of her. She grinned at me thankfully as he banged down into her, whispering soundlessly, “Thanks, I needed this!”

		

		“Enjoy,” I mimed back at her, watching the two of them fuck for a while.

		

		This boy did have stamina; that I’d have to admit. When we’d gotten into the bedroom, we had taken turns stripping his clothes off and sucking his jaw-droppingly-wide prick.

		

		When we were all naked, Carrie had mounted up on him first, riding him to tit-shaking, mind-blowing climax. Then I had done the honors, and he had really stretched me out before making me come furiously atop his still very hard young cock.

		

		And now Carrie was getting it from him again! My jaws ached at the thought of sucking him off on camera: this kid simply didn’t come!

		

		Maybe if Carrie sucks him and fucks him first without him shooting off, before I start blowing him, we can get him to come after only a few minutes of my sucking him, I thought hopefully

		

		That sounded feasible. Nobody, not even this young guy, could last forever: that was certain!

		

		“D-Damn, he’s a good fuck!” Carrie stammered at that moment, starting to shiver and shake underneath his fierce onslaught once again.

		

		“He is at that,” I murmured, watching them intently, “maybe too good! Doesn’t this kid ever come?”

		

		Caleb looked over at me, clearly surprised by what I’d just asked. He grunted, “You want me to come? Why didn’t you say so, Ma’am?”

		

		All at once, his flying cock bucked inside of Carrie’s super-wet pussy and started to spurt semen like a broken water main shoots water! What seemed like a gallon of youthful jism started to pump out of Carrie’s stretched open pussy lips while she clung to the rutting boy and moaned, “Oh, fuck, there’s so much of it! And it’s so hot!”

		

		****

		

		“Do you come like that all the time?” I asked him as he sat across the dining room table from us at dinner that evening, wolfing down steak and potatoes.

		

		“I guess so,” Caleb answered in between bites. “I can come, like ten times a day, if I want to.”

		

		I looked at Carrie and she looked back at me with a lop-sided grin creeping over her lightly-freckled face. This kid was a gold mine—they didn’t call them “money-shots” for nothing inside the porn industry--and we both knew it!

		

		Come shots were the bread and butter of sites such as ours; and the more jism flying around when a guy went off, the better!

		

		Caleb was virtually a spunk-shooting machine, when it came to coming. We were going to make a fortune off him, if we played our cards right!

		

		****

		

		We let him sleep with us in Carrie’s bed that night—not that any of us really got that much sleep! He kept waking us up with his hard cock: the thing seemed to be insatiable!

		

		“Ooh, Caleb, baby…really give it to me!” Carrie whined, her legs spread for him and pointed up at the ceiling.

		

		He was doing just that; driving his enormously wide dick into her needy pussy ceaselessly, causing her legs to wave around like two long, white flag poles in a gale! Caleb was breathing hard, but he hadn’t let himself come yet!

		

		Feeling mischievous—and wanting to see what would happen—I caressed his back as he continued to nail her with mighty, driving thrusts and whispered in his ear, “Cream her, baby-boy, let that big, hot load of yours loose in her pussy right now!”

		

		Just like a true machine, Caleb speared his fat cock balls-deep into Carrie’s stretched-open pussy and began to drain his massive balls into her with a big groan of relief! I leaned in close and watched—too excited to speak--as jet after jet of his pearlescent spunk pumped into her, only to ooze out around his pistoning cock moments later. It ran down her ass crack in thick, heavy waves and dripped onto the sheet!

		

		Fuck, this kid is a marvel! I thought as I witnessed Carrie cooing and moaning underneath him, coming like crazy around his spewing dick!

		

		****

		

		When Caleb finally pulled his softening cock from her well-spunked confines, Carrie’s twat looked like a fat pink pastry that had been overfilled with custard! She smiled up at me and murmured, “Oh, that was such a good one, babe! I just adore it when a guy really pumps me full of come!”

		

		“Mmmmmmmmm, so do I, you hot little puss!” I growled down at her, flopping onto my tummy between her open legs.

		

		“Ohhhhhhhh, that’s it!” Carrie crooned as I began to lick Caleb’s hot cream out of her still swollen-with-lust slit and swallow it down eagerly. “Clean me up with that naughty little tongue of yours!”

		

		Glad to oblige, I thought as I plunged my tongue deep into her pussy, teasing out a mouthful of Caleb’s slippery jism and downing it.

		

		“Boy, I ain’t never seen anything sexier than that!” Our houseguest sighed from behind me as he watched my oral antics.

		

		I glanced back over my shoulder and saw Caleb stroking his dick back to hardness already as he eagerly observed me eating his come right out of Carrie’s recently-fucked hole. Turning my head back toward him for a second, smiling, I said, “You can put that thick thing of yours in me next, sweetie, if you have a mind to, just as soon as it gets stiff again.”

		

		Before long, I felt the knob of his youthful cock against my wet pussy lips, and then it was opening me up, plunging its way deep inside, as I continued to gobble up Carrie’s warm girl juice along with the curds of his remaining jism.

		

		Oh, my sweet God, what a hot fuck this kid is! I thought as I felt him working his hands under my belly, prying my tits out of the mattress so he could squeeze them as he balled me like a madman, doggie style.

		

		I pressed my mouth into Carrie’s pussy and licked for all I was worth as Caleb really went to work on my stretched-to-its-limit twat. Soon, I was moaning into her depths as my own orgasm rapidly approached.

		

		I longed for it, along with another helping of this boy’s scalding-hot ball juice and Carrie’s wriggly little tongue against my clit as she licked it out of me…

		

		****

		

		“He’s as useful as he can be,” I commented to Carrie as Caleb cleared off the breakfast dishes and began stacking them in the sink.

		

		“Mmmmmmmmm, you can say that again,” she sighed, eyeing the boy’s naked ass over by the stove. “I haven’t been fucked that great or that often in a long time!”

		

		The two of us were sitting at the kitchen table, dressed in our housecoats. There had been nothing suitable for Caleb to wear this morning in either of our closets, so he was still completely nude as he moved around the kitchen.

		

		“This might be a good morning to take Caleb out shopping and buy him a few things to wear,” I suggested, following his every step with my eyes. He had the cutest little butt!

		

		“He’s a ‘Guest Cock’, not a house pet,” Carrie reminded me, her own eyes never leaving his ass, or that magnificent young prick of his, when he turned around. “We can’t just adopt him.”

		

		“Why can’t we?” I asked with a tiny pout. It was all I could do not to lick my lips as I watched that flaccid hunk of male meat swinging tantalizingly from side to side in front of his deliciously full balls as he walked.

		

		“Lon wouldn’t stand for it, for one thing,” Carrie said with a sigh.

		

		“Fuck Lon,” I said, finding—to my surprise—that I really meant it! “Lon is the least important member of this little company. You and I are its main assets, honey-girl, and don’t you forget it!”

		

		Carrie smiled at me from across the table as she said, “I like the way you think, baby. I always have.”

		

		

		Chapter Twelve

		

	
		

		Good-Bye, Lon!

		

		“What the fuck do you mean: ‘you’re out, he’s in’?” Lon thundered later that morning.

		

		“Any idiot can work one of these new digital cameras,” I told him, handing him a check I’d authorized Carrie to write for thirty grand, made out in Lon’s name. “We won’t be requiring your services any longer. It’s as simple as that.”

		

		Lon looked angrily from me, to a defiant-looking Carrie, and finally to Caleb, who stood cowering across the room. Our ex-partner outweighed him by a good fifty pounds and was several inches taller as well, in addition to being roughly a decade older.

		

		“What’s he got that I haven’t got?” Lon demanded petulantly; staring down at the check once more; and then back up at me.

		

		“I thought you might be wondering about that,” I said calmly, surprising myself with my coolness under fire.

		

		I guess if you can learn to suck off strangers on camera for a living, you can fire a man you until very recently had considered to be a minor partner in your operation. Or at least I seemed to be able to!

		

		Clicking the big screen across the room and the DVD player on with the remote lying on the dining room table, I glanced over at it. Lon followed my gaze and was treated to the sight of a naked Caleb seated on our couch, jacking off his enormous hard on.

		

		His fully erect cock was so wide he could barely close his hand around it. Lon’s eyes opened to their fullest and he murmured, “Holy fuck: what a monster dick that kid is packing!”

		

		“And just watch what happens when he comes,” I told our former cameraman and co-worker.

		

		In the video, Caleb’s blue eyes rolled back into his head just then and he began to spurt. Or rather his huge cock began to “geyser”, if you want to get technical about it!

		

		The first massive jet of come arced upward, over his dick, and rained down onto the coffee table in front of him. The second did as well.

		

		Each fountain of come looked to be larger than the last one, at least for the first seven gushes. The next eight spurts of semen gradually grew smaller and smaller, but each one was equal to what Lon usually shot on camera.

		

		When Caleb was finally done, almost the whole top of the coffee table was covered in a shimmering mass of male come. Only one corner wasn’t wet with his pooled spunk!

		

		“Fuck, that was amazing,” Lon muttered, glancing over at Caleb with a newfound respect in his eyes. “I’ve never seen a guy shoot that much jizz before!”

		

		“And both Ariel and I rode that fat cock all night long last night; so he came a bunch of times with us,” Carrie told her ex-boyfriend spitefully.

		

		Lon drew himself up when she finished speaking and stalked right out the front door, check in hand, and never looked back. He just got into his old Mustang and sped away.

		

		We never saw him again!

		

		****

		

		“You’re going to have to learn to use a video camera at least as well as Lon did,” I cautioned Caleb as I handed off his cock—now shiny with my saliva— off to Carrie.

		

		The three of us were naked on the bed, just fooling around a little. I had sucked him to hardness and now it was my roomie’s turn to feast on his impressive dick.

		

		Caleb sighed as she took him all the way into her throat and began bobbing her head up and down. He whispered, “Hell, I already know how to work one of those things. We had one at home, for filming birthday parties and such!”

		

		“Good, then we won’t have much to teach you in that department,” I said, getting up onto my knees on the mattress and leaning in to kiss him while Carrie continued to suck his dick.

		

		“Oh, oh, God, she’s almost as good at that as you are,” Caleb groaned as my red-headed friend laved his stiff dick with her tongue-tip. “Don’t you worry; I’m ready to learn anything you two want to teach me!”

		

		****

		

		It took all our willpower, but Carrie and I had resisted making Caleb come for a full two days now. He was horny as a two-peckered goat, as we used to say back home in Georgia, by the time we got ready to video his guest blowjob.

		

		“Now, don’t hold back, sweetie,” I instructed him, down on my knees in front of the bed in the studio. “Really let me have it! If there’s too much for me to swallow, that’s even better, as far as the camera is concerned. The guys who subscribe to the site really seem to like it when spunk overflows my mouth and drips down onto my naked titties.”

		

		“They sure are pretty little things,” Caleb sighed longingly, staring at my bare chest.

		

		“Hey, what about my tits, lover boy?” Carrie asked in mock anger as she stood naked and ready to video us nearby. “I thought you liked big ones, too?”

		

		Caleb grinned and said, “I like all sizes, when it comes to tits, Carrie. You know that!”

		

		“Are you ready?” I asked him.

		

		He nodded. His gigantically-wide dick was as hard as it could be in my hand and I was more that ready to suck it off for all of my fan-boys.

		

		Carrie started rolling and I looked up into the camera’s lens and said in my husky, Southern-accented voice, “Hi, y’all; it’s me, Ariel the Oralist again. And this is Caleb. He’s our ‘Guest Cock of the Month’. And I’m about to give him the blowjob of his life. Y’all just watch and see if I don’t!”

		

		****

		

		Caleb performed beyond our wildest dreams on camera that day. After I had sucked him for nine or ten minutes, using all of the little tongue-tricks and suck-variations I had learned over the past few weeks on his massive cock—I gave him the tiniest of head-nods and braced myself for what I knew was coming.

		

		He groaned way down in his throat and cut loose! His cock jumped in my sucking lips and suddenly my mouth was all but inundated by his gooey, super-heated ball juice!

		

		It pulsed out of my gliding lips in waves and spilled down onto my titties in a lustrous sheet of spunk, coating my chin with shiny jism as well. I gurgled happily and swallowed all that I could while Caleb sighed and moaned about how good it all felt to have me blow him.

		

		My tongue never stopped working as I sucked him off, pushing mouthful after hot mouthful of the thick fluid into my working throat so I could down it. When the last of the warm goop had made its way down into my tummy, Carrie finally cut the bright lights and shut off her camera.

		

		“I don’t think I’m going to want much dinner tonight,” I joked as I let Caleb’s thoroughly-drained cock slip from my mouth. “It turns out that my stomach is feeling fairly full right now.”

		

		****

		

		Carrie and I knew that Caleb was semen-manufacturing machine but we waited another full day before filming his and my first fuck scene together, just to make sure there’d be lots of jizz for the camera to record. He groused about being denied our mouths and pussies but in the end he cooperated.

		

		After all, we were paying him a handsome salary now and buying all of his food and clothes. We’d even talked about leasing him a new car, if he was a good boy!

		

		That seemed to quiet him down. He’d never had a car in his life.

		

		We had learned from pillow talk that his parents were from someplace up in the northern part of the state, near where Carrie had been born, and that he had four sisters and a younger brother. Apparently, there had never been much money in the house when he’d been growing up, there being so many mouths to feed.

		

		He’d proudly sent his folks a thousand dollars out of his first paycheck and had given them the number of the new cell phone we’d bought him. They called right away, angling for more money, now that he had a good job; which he stubbornly refused to go into detail about with them.

		

		“Uh…it’s really a lot of fun,” we heard Caleb say haltingly. “All I gotta’ do is work a video camera, mostly.

		

		“Yeah, it pays real well,” he said, grinning over at Carrie and me as he spoke to his mother. “Sure, I’d be happy to send you some more money real soon, Mama.”

		

		****

		

		“Now be sure that you fuck me real good, darlin’,” I whispered to Caleb just before our first fuck-scene started. “Come hard in me when I signal you, and be sure to give me a lot of that hot stuff, if you want to be able to send your mama some more money like you promised her!”

		

		He snorted with laughter, his big dick as hard as it could be. Grinning, he said, “Hell, Ariel, I’m going to fuck you like crazy! Don’t I always?”

		

		“Mmmmmmmmm, you sure do, baby-boy,” I whispered to him, patting his cheek with my palm. Now really give it to me like you mean it!”

		

		Carrie said, “I’m ready and the lighting is near perfect. Let’s get to it! I got a hot date tonight with a new guy that I don’t want to be late for.”

		

		“A new guy…are you tired of me already?” Caleb demanded, tongue in cheek.

		

		He had gradually caught on to the fact that even though Carrie and I adored him—like an incestuous little brother we simply couldn’t seem to get enough of—we both had other interests as far as our sex lives went. Caleb had been fascinated watching us two girls make love to each other ever since he had arrived on our doorstep.

		

		But he had also come to understand that we had other needs that didn’t involve him or each other. We both wanted other guys, too, as much as we wanted to sleep together on most nights.

		

		That had been hard for him to grasp at first, but now he was okay with it. Or at least Carrie and I hoped that he was!

		

		****

		

		“Oh, oh, fuck; you’re so…thick, baby!” I panted, meaning every word of my dialogue that day.

		

		Caleb was behind me, fucking my pussy like a young demon; really packing it full of his large-diameter cock! He was banging into me so deeply that my whole body was shaking with each thrust: my pert titties jellied on my chest each time he penetrated me, as if I was a large-breasted girl, like Carrie!

		

		“J-Jesus, holy Jesus, but you’re fucking me!” I gasped as my orgasm approached.

		

		The room was filled with the sound of his loins slapping against mine as he pounded into me. I threw back my head and whined pitifully for the cameras and Carrie shifted her lens down to where his cock was hammering against my splayed-open pussy lips.

		

		I gave Caleb the high sign and he grunted and began to cream me. Gush after gush of his hot semen pulsed up into my tight little pussy and I felt it backwashing out of me and flooding down onto his balls.

		

		He clamped down on my titties and I cried out in the agony/ecstasy of his own total release as I came and came around his driving dick…

		

		****

		

		“Holy fuck, but that’s a lot of come!” Carrie said with slight disbelief, staring down at the small pond of semen that had been left on the sheets after we had rolled off the bed. “The subscribers will really like that one!”

		

		I patted Caleb on the cheek while assuring him, “You did good, sweetie. That’s the way to give it me!”

		

		He grinned and said, “I never dreamed it could be this easy to make big money. All I have to do is come a lot in the hottest girl in LA while Carrie films it. What could be better?”

		

		

		Chapter Thirteen

		

	
		

		Cousins

		

		“Who’s this new white kid with the uncut dick who shoots a gallon of jizz, when he comes?” Earl asked me as we sat at Dodge Stadium that Friday night.

		

		“Keep your voice down,” I cautioned him, taking a bite of my hot dog and chasing it with a swallow of beer. “It’s not like there aren’t a lot of people sitting around us!”

		

		“Fuck ‘em,” Earl said impatiently, with a dismissive wave of his hand. “Half of these guys seem to know who you are already, or haven’t you noticed?”

		

		It was true. Lots of the faces of the young fans surrounding us in the stands, and even some of their dates, seemed to have recognized me on sight as Earl and I had made our way to our seats.

		

		I was getting used to it. I half expected to have people come up to me on the street now, introducing themselves as subscribers, wanting to ask me a question about sucking a cock or tell me how much they enjoyed watching my antics on the website. And more and more of them seemed to want my autograph!

		

		I’d been embarrassed beyond belief by that old ritual of fame at first, but now I was becoming accustomed to signing ball caps, scraps of paper and whatever else my fans thrust in front of me. I glanced around briefly at the faces nearest me and, after assuring myself that no one was particularly interested in our conversation, I whispered to Earl, “His name, as you probably know, is Caleb. He’s some fan-boy I’ve made a few videos with; no big deal.”

		

		Earl laughed softly and whispered back, “Well, he sure looks like a big deal, for a white boy anyway! And that young fucker does shoot a lot of come when he finally goes off!”

		

		I grinned impishly at him and said in a low voice, “He certainly does…and it’s delicious, let me tell you!”

		

		“Does it taste better than mine?” Earl murmured the question under his breath, leaning in close to me.

		

		I smiled at him again and whispered, “Not better, necessarily, just different.”

		

		“Should I be worried?”

		

		Looking around quickly and deciding that more people were paying attention to the game than they were to us, I reached into Earl’s lap and gave his soft cock a quick squeeze through his slacks as I said, “Not so’s you’d notice, big guy!”

		

		****

		

		Earl had mentioned that he might take me out clubbing after the ball game concluded, so I’d worn a semi-glam outfit to the ballpark instead of the jeans and a tee shirt I would have normally opted for. After the Dodgers had won, we got back into his Lexus and drove toward Beverly Hills.

		

		We stopped at a popular club on the Sunset Strip and the valet parked the car. Earl slipped a hundred dollar bill into the palm of the guy manning the velvet rope and he waved us right inside without any wait at all.

		

		Once we had been seated at a table and ordered our drinks, another tall, really handsome black guy came sidling up to us, carrying a cocktail. Earl smiled up at him and then over at me, saying: “This is my cousin, Eugene, babe.”

		

		I flashed back to what Carrie had said and knew just what this “chance” meeting might mean! It didn’t bother me at all.

		

		Eugene was just as desirable as his cousin, maybe even more desirable! He had on a very expensive-looking custom-tailored suit, just like Earl did, and he looked to be more even muscular than his cousin was underneath it.

		

		Earl had always reminded me little of a young Billy Dee Williams, in those old Star Wars films. Eugene, on the other hand, brought to mind the younger incarnation of Denzel Washington and I’d really had a crush on him as young girl!

		

		“Won’t you sit down with us, Eugene?” I asked warmly, scooting over in the booth so that he could do just that. “I’m so pleased to meet you.”

		

		His smile grew even wider as he eased in next to me. He was that same deep ebony-black color as Earl and I felt like the ice cream in a vanilla ice cream sandwich…and it wasn’t a bad feeling at all!

		

		We talked and bantered back and forth for hours, in between dances. Each of the men danced with me. Eugene was the slightly better dancer and during our slow dances, I learned that Carrie hadn’t been exaggerating when she’d said that Eugene had an even longer, thicker cock than Earl when he discreetly pressed his half-hard tool up against me!

		

		As it grew late, it became obvious that tonight wasn’t about handing me off to Eugene: it was about sharing me with him! The whole notion of that both worried me and filled me with curiosity!

		

		What would it feel like, I wondered, to have two huge black cocks to play with all night long? The old me—the scared, relatively-inexperienced little white girl from rural Georgia—would have run screaming from the nightclub at the very idea.

		

		But the new me—the bold young woman who made a fabulous living sucking off strangers on the net—was merely intrigued by it…

		

		****

		

		“Well, this place is about to close down,” Earl said as it neared two o’clock in the morning. “We have to be getting back over to my place.”

		

		He feigned having a spur-of-the-moment idea and said to Eugene, “Why don’t you follow us over there and join us for a nightcap?”

		

		Eugene looked at me and said softly, “I wouldn’t dream of further intruding on your evening.”

		

		“I don’t think it would be an intrusion at all,” I assured him, flirting shamelessly with him by now, touching his cheek with my fingertips. “I think we all might have a lot of fun together.”

		

		Earl grinned broadly at that statement and motioned to our cocktail server for the check. He paid it with his American Express card and almost before I knew it, we were standing out in front of the club, waiting for the valet to pull Earl’s Lexus around.

		

		“I took a cab over to the club tonight,” Eugene explained as the car stopped in front of us, “so this works out quite well.”

		

		It sure does, I thought to myself as Eugene and Earl held the door open for me and helped me inside, almost as if you two had planned it that way!

		

		****

		

		Earl offered to make the three of us another cocktail when we arrived at his apartment and I said yes, not because I wanted more alcohol but because I wanted to take my time easing into my first-ever threesome! I knew these two tall, hunky black guys both wanted to share me in bed, and I had decided I wanted that too, but I knew I’s feel more comfortable about doing it if I took my time and sort of eased into it.

		

		Eugene seemed to know his way around his cousin’s apartment pretty well. While Earl made the drinks, Eugene turned on the music and an old rhythm and blues tune suddenly began flooding the front room.

		

		I sipped the vodka and tonic Earl had made me, and then Eugene asked me to dance to a slow song. As he and I glided around the front room, my head on his shoulder, Earl stepped up behind us and embraced me as well, wrapping his arms around both of us!

		

		Talk about being the filling in an ice cream sandwich or an Oreo cookie, I thought as I felt Earl’s big cock pressing into the crease of my ass while his cousin’s rapidly-hardening dick rested up against my moistening pussy lips…

		

		****

		

		“Just like that,” I murmured; my eyes closed; their two gigantic pricks in my hands.

		

		I was lying naked on my back in Earl’s bed with Eugene on one side of me and Earl on the other. Both were as bare as I was, and I was toying with their pricks as they lightly touched my nipples with their tongues and lips. Their hands were eagerly exploring my overflowing pussy slit at the same time.

		

		We had adjourned into the bedroom a few minutes ago, after each of them had taken turns making out with me as we’d sat on the couch with all the lights in the apartment turned out. I had already been half naked by the time they’d led me into the bedroom and I had been leaning over while we still sat on the couch together; sucking their long cocks to full hardness in between hot kisses and loving titty strokes!

		

		“She’s just as good as you said she was, Cous,” Eugene had sighed happily as I’d gone down on him for the first time, while Earl had tweaked my nipples from behind.

		

		“Wait till you feel that hot little pussy of hers around your big old black cock,” Earl murmured to his cousin.

		

		“I intend to do just that, here in a little while,” Eugene whispered back to him while a shudder of pure lust ran through me as I sucked his long cock and thought of having it inside me!

		

		Now here we all were in bed together, naked and with both of them as hard as they could be. I moaned as Eugene—or was it Earl; I really didn’t care at that moment!—eased his big finger into my pussy and began to finger-fuck my hot, juicy little slit. The other cousin leaned over and kissed me just then and I eagerly opened my mouth for him.

		

		This was pure heaven! Being naked with two hugely-hung men, knowing each of them was going to fuck me repeatedly until morning…you simply couldn’t beat it!

		

		****

		

		“Oh, oh, fuck; that feels so good!” I wanted to say, but couldn’t.

		

		Eugene’s big dick was deep in my pussy from behind while Earl’s was buried in my throat. The two of them had me up on my hands and knees on the bed and Eugene was taking me doggie style from behind while Earl stood next to the mattress and fed his enormous black dong into my sucking lips over and over again.

		

		What do they call this position on porn sites? I asked myself, nearly delirious with lust. Oh, yeah, when a girl is being used like this by two men at the same time, they call that being “spit roasted”!

		

		I decided that it did feel very much like the two lengthy cocks were going in one end and coming out the other. But I was finding it an incredibly enjoyable sensation, I had to admit!

		

		“Switch off for a little while?” Earl asked his cousin just then.

		

		Quickly, the two men changed positions. I now had Earl’s cock up my pussy and Eugene’s gliding into my sucking lips.

		

		I didn’t mind! They both tasted delicious and felt marvelous sliding into both my willing holes!

		

		****

		

		“F-F-Fuck, man!” Eugene groaned as I expertly sucked his cock. “This girl has mad skills, dude!”

		

		“I told you,” Earl bragged, squeezing my nipples.

		

		I moaned around Eugene’s buried dick and my throat caressed him as my lips slid up and down. He shuddered and his cock jumped in my mouth.

		

		Knowing he was about to come, I got ready to swallow it all for him. Eugene gave out with a huge sigh just then and I felt his prick jerk inside my mouth.

		

		He didn’t shoot quite as much as young Caleb did when he really cut loose but it was as much as Earl’s big nuts usually produced when he came. The consistency of it was runnier than his cousin’s thick goo, so I found that I could swallow it more easily

		

		Taste-wise, it wasn’t bad…for come! Eugene’s wasn’t bitter or salty, like a lot of guys’ and it flowed easily down my throat!

		

		My newest lover gasped and moaned all the while, stroking my hair and calling me his little angel. I smiled up at him and kept right on gulping his big load down…

		

		****

		

		“Oh, God, what a hot, tight, slick little pussy this girl’s got!” Eugene panted as he fucked me the next morning, just as the sun was coming up over LA.

		

		“You know she has, Cous,” Earl’s voice sounded clipped and somewhat breathless.

		

		His cock was all the way down my throat and he was about to go off in between my sucking lips while his cousin rutted down into me. I was on my back, with Eugene hunched over me, drilling me again and again with his thick black cock, my head turned all the way to the left, so that I could blow Earl at the same time.

		

		I had lost count of how many times the two cousins had made me come last night and this morning. It had to be nearing a dozen and so I was totally into pleasing them right now, to at least partially pay them back for all the ecstatic night they’d just given me!

		

		

		Chapter Fourteen

		

	
		

		New Directions

		

		“I have to tell you, my little Ariel,” Eugene smiled at me across the table; “Earl and I have doubled up on a lot of girls over the years. But I never had a better experience with a woman than I had last night!”

		

		“Didn’t I tell you?” Earl asked, smiling like the Cheshire cat as he spoke. “I told that you this little girl was something else; didn’t I?”

		

		“You sure did,” Eugene said, smiling back, “but I didn’t believe your bragging ass any more than I usually do!”

		

		He turned his dark eyes back to me and said, “But you sure were right this time. Ariel has no peer, when it comes to pleasing a man in bed.”

		

		I’m sure I was blushing from all of that effusive praise as I said, “Why, thank you, kind sir. That’s what a girl dreams of hearing, after she’s given her all, so to speak.”

		

		“Not quite all,” Eugene reminded me with a devilish smile. “I have yet to sample that cute little ass of yours.”

		

		“Naughty boy,” I said to him with a coy little smile, “you’re both too big and too long for that kind of sex. I told you that last night!”

		

		“I’d make it a point to be ever so gentle with you,” Eugene promised hopefully, his winning smile never wavering.

		

		“So would I,” Earl offered just as eagerly.

		

		“You bad boys are all alike, whether you’re white or black,” I told them. “A girl gives you all she has and you want even more, I swear!”

		

		“Oh, Ariel, at least consider it, for the next time we get together,” Eugene said charmingly.

		

		“Well…maybe,” I replied coquettishly, turning the whole thing over in my mind, “as long as you promise not to hurt me with those big old cocks of yours.”

		

		“I’d go ever so slow and I’d use oceans of lube,” Eugene pledged; his brown eyes sparkling with lust at the very thought of claiming my ass.

		

		“Maybe I might just let myself be persuaded,” I said again, “if you guys would agree to do something for me in return!”

		

		That brought both of them up short. I leaned forward across the small table and whispered, “I’m earning a lot of money off my website.”

		

		They nodded, so I went on with an idea that had suddenly popped into my head last night, when I’d been in bed with both of them for the first time, saying: “I want to make even more profits in the future. In order to keep my subscriber base growing, I know I’m going to have to offer them some variety.”

		

		I sat back and thought about how I wanted to put what I was about to say next. At last I said, “My biggest rival—the girl whose site I had modeled mine after—occasionally does some dress up things in her videos. She wears costumes and such; engages in light fantasy to stoke her fans imaginations a little.”

		

		“That sounds like a good idea,” Earl acknowledged.

		

		“I want to go her one better,” I answered as my excitement grew. “Like I said before; I’m currently making a pot full of money. I’m not against investing some of it to make even more. I want to film a much more elaborate skit, featuring costumes and realistic settings, plus the hottest sex scenes on the net, of course.”

		

		“Now that sounds like a really good idea!” Eugene intoned enthusiastically. “What did you have in mind?”

		

		“It has to be a scenario that would play to my strengths,” I answered quickly, growing more excited about my idea as I presented it to them. “I’m a Southern girl, from Georgia originally, so I thought I’d appear as an old-time Southern Belle, complete with a frilly dress, a sun bonnet, and a fancy parasol, like the upper-class girls used to carry in the Antebellum South.”

		

		“Sounds great so far,” Earl agreed.

		

		“My idea is to have my version of Scarlet O’Hara…accosted sexually by two well-hung black field hands,” I whispered.

		

		I looked at them intently as I asked, “How would you two feel about wearing some really ratty-looking outfits and talking like a couple of pre-Civil War darkies?”

		

		A big smile broke out on Earl’s face as he replied in a deep-south, rural drawl so thick you could barely understand it, “Y’all mean we’d have to talk like a pair of Alabama porch monkeys, Ma’am?”

		

		I nearly fell out of my chair, giggling. I whispered, “Not so loud; this is Beverly Hills after all! You can’t say things like ‘Alabama porch monkeys’, you’ll get us tossed right out of this restaurant!”

		

		“Seems to me that we already be outside, Missy,” Earl replied with the same thick accent, his grin growing even wider.

		

		The three of us were seated on the terrace of one of the most exclusive dining spots in LA, just finishing up a late brunch on this Saturday afternoon. I glanced around at the other tony diners and whispered, now totally in character as a Southern Belle living in the antebellum South: “Be that as it may, you have to watch your language around the quality folk…boy!”

		

		“Yesum,” Earl mumbled with mock humbleness.

		

		“You’ll do it, then?” I asked excitedly as I reverted to my normal accent.

		

		“Well, like I said before,” Earl replied. “I’m a self-employed private consultant to industry, so I don’t give a rat’s ass if someone recognizes me in your little porn video.”

		

		He leaned forward and continued, “But Cousin Eugene, here, is a college administrator. He’d get his black ass fired right away if someone were to see his smiling face playing one of your darkie rapists.”

		

		“I’d have Carrie shoot him from behind, so no one will see his face,” I offered.

		

		“I still don’t know about all of this video business,” Eugene said doubtfully.

		

		“I’ll let both of you fuck me in the ass on camera, if you’ll agree to do this for me!” I blurted.

		

		The two cousins looked at each other for long moments; then broke into shit-eating grins.

		

		“Done,” Eugene said, extending his hand for me to shake.

		

		****

		

		“I like it,” Carrie said, nodding appreciatively when I told her all about last night and my brunch meeting this morning, “a pre-Civil War skit, complete with period costumes and realistic background scenery.”

		

		She’d already fucked both Eugene and Earl, so she was familiar with their cock size and length. And they were both as “black as the ace of spades”, as my old daddy used to say back in Georgia, so that would lend even more realism to the whole plan.

		

		“What about the backdrop?” Caleb asked. “It would really help if we could find us a for-real Southern-style mansion to use in the background.”

		

		“Yeah, but where are we going to find one of those, clear out here in LA?” Carrie asked.

		

		I had an idea about that. I said, “Let’s appeal to our subscribers. There are nearly fifty-thousand of them now. Maybe one of them will have a good suggestion for us.”

		

		****

		

		“Ariel, come and look at this!” Carrie said excitedly the next day as I was answering some fan emails on my laptop.

		

		I got up from the table and went over to her laptop. There was a glorious, Southern-looking white mansion displayed on her screen, complete with carved marble pillars out in front and a verandah which swept clear around both sides of the building.

		

		“The guy who owns this place is a real fan,” Carrie told me breathlessly. “He was one of our first subscribers, and is mansion is even located pretty close to where we are! It’s out in the Simi Valley!”

		

		The Simi Valley was a rural area of Ventura County, about thirty miles from downtown LA. I had been there once, when I’d first moved to Southern California, because that’s where the Ronald Regan Presidential Library is located and I’d wanted to see it.

		

		Our follower turned out to be a rich, retired gentleman who loved watching a good blowjob. He wrote that his wife wouldn’t have approved of his little hobby, but she was rarely home, traveling all about the country with her sister in a big new motor home he’d bought for her, taking in the sights in each state, now that she was happily retired along with her husband.

		

		Parker, the man she was married to, was in too poor a health for all that traveling. Or at least that’s what he’d insisted to his wife, just to be rid of her, he explained in his email offering his house and acreage for our proposed video shoot.

		

		It seemed he would much rather stay at home in his big, air-conditioned replica of a Southern plantation house and watch porn all day on his large monitor. And my website just happened to be one of his all-time favorites!

		

		****

		

		“Hey, Parker, this is Ariel,” I said in my sexist porn-girl voice when I spoke to him on my cell phone later that night, calling the number he had forwarded in his email.

		

		I looked up at Caleb and Carrie and nodded happily. Parker Williams was turning out to be a sixty-six year old, self-made multi-millionaire who was addicted to porn and was also thoroughly infatuated with little old me!

		

		He had just told me that he would gladly lend his estate to us for our shoot, in return for one favor: he wanted a private blowjob session; no cameras, no audience, just him and me. I’d said yes to his non-negotiable demand in a heartbeat and the two of us were supposed to talk again at the first of next week to arrange logistics and pick the days on which we wanted to film!

		

		As I broke off the connection with him, I reflected on how much I’d changed since moving to Southern California less than a year ago. I’d pretty much been a typical teenage girl back when I’d lived in Georgia, a little boy-crazy, but otherwise normal enough.

		

		Now, I’d just agreed to suck off a complete stranger who was nearing seventy, so I could use his house and grounds to film a pornographic video! I’d done it partly for the money involved, but partly just to prove to myself that I could!

		

		I realized as I sat in my living room, that I simply loved being who I had become; an independent young woman who made tons of money from acting out her bad girl fantasies on camera.

		

		People recognized me on the street, and I adored it! Everyone seemed to think of me as this daring, sexual being that was much different than they were, and I reveled in my new public image!

		

		What would Ralph Abernathy, my old Sunday school teacher back home, say if he knew little Ariel was now sucking cocks for a living and showing off her petite little body so that perverts could jack off over it?

		

		Thinking back on Mr. Abernathy and the way he had leered at me when he’d thought I wasn’t looking the last time I had seen him, I was pretty sure he’d want a blowjob, too, if he thought he could get away with asking me for one!

		

		God, Ariel, how cynical you’ve become, I thought ruefully to myself as I stood up and went into the kitchen to help fix dinner…

		

		****

		

		The rest of the weekend and the early part of that week were spent making arrangements. Moving the camera equipment and the lighting gear was easy enough: it would all fit in the trunk and back seat of Carrie’s old Chrysler 300.

		

		Since Earl pretty much set his own schedule, he could easily take Thursday and Friday of next week off. Eugene’s work schedule was a little trickier; but it turned out that he was a bit of a workaholic most of the time, with him normally taking few days off; so he had a bunch of vacation time built up. He was the sort of man who loved to party on the weekends but was generally a nose-to-the-old-grindstone guy during the week.

		

		The clothes we required for the video proved more of a problem. The raggedy costumes for the two “field hands” were easy enough: LA had an abundance of thrift stores where we could buy old pants and threadbare shirts.

		

		But we had to go to a costume supply place for my fancy, Southern Belle dress and the matching sun bonnet. And of course the parasol was a real challenge.

		

		We had to look through the inventory of several costume supply stores to locate a proper one of those. At last, however, all was in readiness for our big video extravaganza out in the Simi Valley…

		

		

		Chapter Fifteen

		

	
		

		The Morning Shoot

		

		We set off for Parker Williams’s house before the sun was even up on Thursday morning. Because we left so early, there wasn’t a lot of traffic, at least not by LA standards.

		

		Finding the faux-Antebellum mansion was no challenge for the GPS system on my leased BMW our little caravan of vehicles rolled into its long driveway at around eight o’clock that morning. Our smiling host had coffee and a light breakfast buffet waiting for us and he seemed as excited as we all were about the day’s activities.

		

		Another proviso Parker had insisted on was the right to watch us shoot the video, as long as he remained quiet and kept out of sight of the cameras. He took me aside shortly after our arrival and whispered the question, “Do you think we could conduct our…uh…business after your first sex scene with those two black boys is over?”

		

		“You mean could I blow you after you watch me fuck them?” I asked him, more than slightly amused by this older gentleman’s reluctance to use course language when it came to describing the lewd act he wanted me to perform.

		

		“Uh, yes,” he admitted, his florid face turning even redder as he spoke, “that would be optimum.”

		

		He looked away bashfully, and then turned back to face me, admitting, “I may be an old man, Miss Ariel, but the sight of you naked and being…used by those two big black men is sure to get me as hard as I can be!”

		

		I smiled at his honesty as he added in a low voice, “I’ve got Viagra, too of course, to help me along!”

		

		“I doubt you’ll need that stuff, Parker,” I whispered to him, kissing him lightly on the cheek, “not once I get your cock in my mouth!”

		

		He gasped and pulled away from me. I’m not sure that he didn’t come in his pants just then, but I didn’t have the heart to look down and see whether or not he had!

		

		****

		

		“How do I look?” I asked; giving my parasol a coquettish twirl as it lay on the shoulder of my period dress, looking as cute as it could be with all of its ribbons and lace amid the morning sunlight of Southern California.

		

		“You lookin’ mighty fine, Missy,” Earl said with a leer.

		

		“Good enough to eat, thaaas for sure, Ma’am!” Eugene agreed.

		

		They were both dressed like itinerant, cotton-picking field hands in the Old South. Both were barefoot and Carrie and I had cut their ratty old trousers off just below the knee and frayed the cloth something fierce so the pants would look even older than they were.

		

		Eugene’s magnificently-muscled torso was barely covered in the once long-sleeved checked shirt he wore. We had cut off both sleeves in a ragged fashion and torn big holes in the fabric so that his muscular pecs would be on display for the cameras.

		

		“The cameras are all ready to go,” Caleb announced just then.

		

		“We won’t need any artificial lighting,” Carrie assured us, “not if we start shooting right away. This sunlight is perfect.”

		

		I felt my heart beating faster and faster as I thought about what we were about to do. Eugene and Earl were going to strip me bare, out here under the bright California sun, and fuck me in every opening I had while the all-seeing camera lenses recorded it all!

		

		Parker Williams was clearly beside himself with excitement as he looked on from a spot just behind Carrie and Caleb. The tan slacks he was wearing were already tented outward with his erection and he was leering at me from behind the sunglasses he wore.

		

		The trees and shrubs look more Southern California than they do Old South, I thought as I got ready for the action to begin, but at least the house looks authentic in the background. Most of my subscribers won’t notice the difference anyway; they just want to see me getting stuffed full of those two enormous black cocks over and over again…that’s all they’re really interested in!

		

		“Let’s do it,” Carrie said just then, and it all started…

		

		****

		

		“Excuse me, Missy, but we new around heah,” Earl said with his thick Negro accent.

		

		“Yeah, we lookin’ for work, sure enough!” Eugene agreed, holding his battered straw hat in his hands and turning it around and around by its brim as he spoke to me so deferentially, his big brown eyes downcast.

		

		I moved over towards them, regarding them imperiously, the way a Southern lady of that time period might have, if she had deigned to speak to them at all. Closing my parasol, I tapped Earl on the chest with it for emphasis as I asked the two boys, “You aren’t runaways, are you? My daddy hates to see runaways out on the roads, stealing whatever they can!”

		

		“No, Ma’am, we free men,” Eugene assured me, making his brown eyes wide with feigned fright as he spoke.

		

		“You’re a strong-looking buck, I’ll give you that,” I told him teasingly, using the tip of my parasol to partially lift his tattered shirt away from his massive chest so that I could admire it through the big holes Carrie and I had torn in it. “Such a strong chest…I’ll bet you’re big all over, aren’t you…boy?”

		

		Earl glanced around, making sure we were alone, before he said in a low voice, “He sure is, Ma’am. We both is! You want to see?”

		

		“Why, whatever do you mean by that, nigger?” I asked in an outraged voice, my own accent as strong as it ever got.

		

		“Just this,” Earl said, pulling down his baggy pants, so that his enormous cock and balls were revealed.

		

		I forced my eyes wide open and screamed at the top of my lungs. Both of them were on me in an instant, wresting me to the ground and holding my kicking, struggling body in between them.

		

		“This here is some prime white pussy!” Earl whispered with a big grin as I tried valiantly to “get away” from them.

		

		“It sure is,” Eugene agreed. “But we goin’ to have to wring her pretty little neck and throw her body in the river, once we done with her!”

		

		“I know that,” Earl said with an evil laugh, “but I don’t mind that if you don’t!”

		

		“Long as we don’t get caught,” Eugene whispered worriedly, looking around furtively for witnesses to their proposed rape and murder. “They’ll lynch us for sure, if they catch us fucking her!”

		

		****

		

		“Nooooooo, nooooooo, stop doing that to me!” I begged piteously as Earl’s big black dick slid up and down in my bare pussy.

		

		“Shut up, you white bitch, and suck this here for me!” Eugene growled as he grabbed my head between his two big hands and stuffed his entire dick in my mouth, clear up to his big balls! “And don’t you even think about biting me!”

		

		I gagged on camera, having to fake it after all of my careful practice. He fucked into my mouth roughly, using it exactly like Earl was using my wet pussy.

		

		They had completely stripped both me and themselves while I had pretended to struggle to get away. We were all bare-ass naked under the fall sunlight, on a grassy patch of ground with the big white mansion in the distance and their two ebony cocks ravaging my “helpless” body!

		

		“Gots to come in this fine little bitch’s throat!” Eugene gasped after he’d been skull-fucking me for the better part of five minutes.

		

		“Go ahead,” Earl grunted, still rutting away inside my pussy. “I’m about to cream this little girl’s cunt; you’d better believe I am!”

		

		I screamed as best I could around his cousin’s gliding dick. He erupted into my pussy just then, while Eugene began to spurt into my mouth!

		

		Carrie filmed the thick wads of white goo running out of my violated twat while Caleb’s camera concentrated on my overflowing mouth and all of the rich, white jizz streaming down my chin…

		

		****

		

		“S-Suck it right now!” Parker Williams pleaded as we entered his study minutes later.

		

		I was only too happy to oblige! This morning’s shoot had gone perfectly and I was excited as I could be about that!

		

		My double penetration on the video had me all keyed up. I hadn’t come, as I usually did during my videos, my concentration having been focused on staying in character and not on enjoying the savage rape of both my mouth and my pussy by the two gigantic black dicks.

		

		Parker Williams had a respectably long cock himself; I learned when I knelt down in front of his desk chair and unzipped his trousers. I reached and fished it all the way out of his loose boxers.

		

		First I licked all around his throbbing shaft and down onto his grey-haired balls, while Parker closed his eyes in bliss and sat back in his comfortable chair. Then, when I had him all slick and ready, I popped his pink and white cock into my mouth and began to suck it in earnest.

		

		He opened his eyes and stared down at me as I laved his seven-inch prick completely with my slippery tongue while I blew him. The older man groaned and touched my brown hair as my head flew up and down his cock.

		

		“This is like a dream come true, Ariel,” he gasped. “You’re even better than I dreamed you’d be!”

		

		I smiled up at him and got ready to swallow. He was close already; I knew that from the way he was wriggling about in the chair and the way his fingers were tightening around my hair.

		

		“Oh, oh, God, here it is!” He croaked helplessly just then.

		

		Two tiny spurts of bitter, sour cock cream dribbled into my mouth as he writhed about in pure joy beneath my sucking lips. And then poor Parker was done coming!

		

		I licked him clean with my tongue and put him away. He beamed down at me and whispered, “Thank you so much, Ariel! That was exquisite!”

		

		****

		

		That was so easy! I marveled as we walked back out in front of the house hand in hand. His stuff was sort of nasty-tasting, but there was so LITTLE of it!

		

		I wondered if all old guys spurted such a small amount of jizz when they came. Remembering Caleb’s vast outpourings of come, I wondered idly if his mighty deluges would shrink away to nothing when he was as old as Parker Williams was.

		

		“Doesn’t your wife ever do that for you anymore, when she’s home, I mean?” I asked him, suddenly curious about the sex life of his ultra-rich man who was nearing seventy.

		

		Parker Williams laughed softly and said, “No, she doesn’t.”

		

		He looked down at me as we walked along and added, “And I wouldn’t want her to.”

		

		Seeing my reaction, he went on to say, “We’ve been married over forty years. When we were first together, she was an aristocratic beauty with absolutely no sexual experience. I’ve gotten her to suck my cock off numerous times over the years but she was never any good at it. When my come hit the inside of her mouth, she always looked as if she was about to throw up…not a very erotic reaction!”

		

		I flashed back to my own adventures in puking and it was difficult for me to keep a straight face. He went on to add, “She was never much of a fuck, either, unfortunately. I’ve always had to discreetly hire other women on the side, to take care of my…uh…needs throughout the years.”

		

		As we drew near to the others, he finished with, “There’s a young waitress who lives just down the road a little ways in Moorpark. She’s more than happy to suck me off a few times a month at five-hundred dollars per blowjob.”

		

		He grinned at me and whispered, “She’s not nearly as pretty as you, of course. But she’s young and she’s a good enough little actress to pretend she’s enthusiastic about sucking me or occasionally fucking me. And that’s enough for both of us.”

		

		“I take it she’s not quite as adept as I am?” I asked him with a sly smile.

		

		“Not nearly,” he complimented me again, “but she manages to get the job done in the end…”

		

		

		Chapter Sixteen

		

	
		

		Finishing Up

		

		“She sho has a fine little ass!” Earl sighed, staring down at me.

		

		“She surely do,” Eugene agreed. “You want to go first, or me?”

		

		“No, not back THERE, you…beasts!” I wailed in protest, Earl’s big, bare foot in the middle of my back, easily holding me in place.

		

		“Just hold still, little missy,” Eugene advised me, “that way it won’t hurt so much.”

		

		“We done got some axle grease out of yonder barn, to lube your ass up with,” Earl said eagerly.

		

		“Yeah, you might even like it!” Eugene offered with a wolf-like grin.

		

		“Nooooooooooooo!” I yowled in a terrified voice, twisting my pinned-down body underneath Earl’s restraining foot.

		

		We weren’t really using axle grease. Carrie had carefully lubed me up with the slickest Astroglide gel we could find off camera, and both of the guys’ dicks were dripping with it also as the cameras began rolling that afternoon.

		

		Earl went first, with Eugene taking over the duty of holding me down for him. I somehow managed a few tears as he slid into my tiny ass all the way up to his heavy balls.

		

		It didn’t really hurt, as much as it stretched me out back there. I had sort of gotten used to anal penetration with Lon, who’d had a much shorter, thinner dick than either Earl or Eugene, but I soon discovered there wasn’t that much difference between being butt-fucked by a smaller cock or a really big one, once you had accustomed your ass to anal penetration!

		

		“Oh, oh, pull it out!” I begged Earl tearfully for the camera. “It’s killing me!”

		

		But Earl’s character was having none of it! He kept right on balling me as I flailed about underneath him, while Eugene got ready to join in the fun as soon as Earl was finished.

		

		“Ugh! Oh, oh, God, it’s so long!” I protested over and over again, as the big cock reamed me out from behind.

		

		In truth, the hot friction of it up my ass was starting to feel really nice! If I’d have had someone playing with my clit, I might have been coming like a banshee already!

		

		But that wasn’t in the script I had written. This little Southern-raised shrinking violet wasn’t supposed to be turned on at all by being anally raped by the two big-dicked black men, so I couldn’t show even a hint of enjoyment!

		

		“Man, she tight back here!” Earl chortled just then, rutting hard down into my butt. “Gotta’ come; gotta’ cream this hot little asshole!”

		

		He moaned loudly at that point and his jism began to rocket up my bottom. I squealed--as if in humiliation and--took my ass-fucking as if I hated it—which definitely wasn’t the case at all!

		

		“No…no…more,” I pleaded, as Earl slowly withdrew his long, now limp cock, only to be replaced by Eugene’s even longer one.

		

		I groaned piteously as he filled my spunky asshole up with hot, hard black dick once more and began to drill it in and out of me. Eugene, leaned over and whispered, “This is one sweet ass I’m fuckin’, missy! It sho enough is!”

		

		Staring up at the camera with tears still standing in my eyes, I moaned, “Won’t somebody help me? Won’t somebody stop these…niggers from raping my little bottom?”

		

		****

		

		After Eugene had jizzed me, his white-hot spunk running out of my filled-up ass sheath and down onto the grass beneath me, Caleb stepped into the shot. He was dressed as a country sheriff might have been around that time period, in a wide-brimmed hat and a cloth coat, a tin star shining on his chest, and he was carrying the double-barreled shotgun we had borrowed earlier from Parker.

		

		“You two niggers step away from this little gal!” He thundered in a horrible Southern accent—Carrie and I had worked and worked with him on it for days, but obviously to no avail—and Eugene and Earl did just that.

		

		“Don’t you worry, Miss Ariel,” Caleb assured my as I sat up and struggled to cover my nakedness in front of him. “These two are bound for the rope!”

		

		We ended the scene there, not wanting any more of Caleb’s inauthentic accent on the sound track than was absolutely necessary. I had debated having him fuck me or me giving him a blowjob to thank him from “rescuing” me from Eugene and Earl, but we’d all agreed that this would have never happened in the Old South.

		

		Sheriff’s were second class citizens back then and a girl with the upbringing of the Miss Ariel wouldn’t have deigned to share her precious—if recently compromised body—with someone of the sheriff’s lowly station. So we just closed our video out with a long fade-out and a cut to a black screen with “The End” digitally printed in the middle of it.

		

		“When will it be up on the website?” Parker Williams wanted to know as I got dressed again.

		

		“Soon,” I promised him.

		

		Looking around and noting the others were all busy loading the car with cameras and light, I whispered to him, “Would you like another blowjob, as sort of a special thank you for letting us use your property today?”

		

		He grinned but shook his head negatively, saying: “I’d love one, but a guy my age usually can only get himself off once a day.”

		

		I reached down and took his hand and led him back toward the house.

		

		“We’ll just have to see about that, won’t we?” I told him as we went back into his den and closed the door behind us. “I’m pretty good at this sort of thing, you know. After all, I am a professional Oralist!”

		

		****

		

		I’m sure I looked as pleased as I could be, when I stepped out onto the front porch fifteen minutes later. My mouth had a slightly bitter taste in it, but I knew that I was leaving a very satisfied man—as well as a lifelong subscriber---behind…

		

		****

		

		My cell phone rang on the way back to LA. Looking down at the screen, I saw it was Carrie.

		

		Switching on my Bluetooth, I answered it. Her voice came out of the radio speakers all around me, saying: “Hey, what about us throwing a little cast party for everyone back at the house. I’ve already talked to the two black boys and they’re game.”

		

		“Those two are nothing but a pair of horndogs and I know Caleb is always ready to party!” I told her, laughing as I spoke.

		

		“Well, I guess that just leaves you and me,” Carrie said, “and you know how we are!”

		

		“Just a pair of cock-hungry young bitches,” I chortled in return.

		

		We drove along in silence for about a mile and then Carrie asked, “So, do you want to fuck and suck the night away with the boys?”

		

		“Hell, yes, I do!” I sniggered happily. “Do we have enough party supplies at the house?”

		

		“I’ll hit the liquor store on the way home and make a quick stop at the drug store too,” Carrie replied.

		

		“Drug store…what do we need there?”

		

		“Sex lube,” Carrie giggled, “I saw the way Eugene and Earl went after that cute little ass of yours onscreen. Caleb’s going to want his share, too, and I doubt that our two darkies are done with you either!”

		

		****

		

		I have to admit, it made me a little nervous, imagining Caleb’s fat monster up my bottom! And taking it right after Eugene and Earl had been up there, banging away, might make it even worse!

		

		You could just say “no” to the boys when they ask you for anal, you know, I chided myself as I turned into our driveway two hours later.

		

		But I already knew I wouldn’t! Not if I had been drinking and I had all of those male hands all over my naked body, not to mention Carrie’s hot lips and all of those yummy cocks touching me…

		

		I was practically salivating as I thought about that as I made my way into the house. Eugene and Earl were right behind me, and I fixed us all a drink while we waited for Caleb and Carrie to arrive.

		

		The two of them were lightning-quick at the pharmacy and the liquor store. We hadn’t half finished our drinks when they came bustling into the house, unloading their shopping bags on the dining room table.

		

		Earl and Eugene had gotten up from the couch when I did and we were all standing around the table as Carrie unpacked the bags of ice, the new bottles of booze and mixer, and the pharmacy bag containing a huge tube of sex gel.

		

		The two black men grinned at each other and then at me as soon as they saw that, Earl asking, “Does that tube mean what I think it does?”

		

		“We’ll just have to see, sugar,” I said as I patted him on the cheek with my palm. “My poor little bottom is still a little tender from everything you boys did to it earlier today, on camera.”

		

		“Mine is feeling just fine,” Carrie announced provocatively from across the table.

		

		“Oh, Eugene and I are going to take care of you tonight, alright, Red,” Earl promised her.

		

		He looked over at Caleb who had just gotten himself a beer out of the kitchen refrigerator and said, “With this fat-dicked white boy’s help, we intend to give both you girls all that you can handle, all night long, right?”

		

		Caleb smiled shyly back at Earl after taking a big sip of his beer and said, “You know it, bro!”

		

		

		Chapter Seventeen

		

	
		

		The Wrap Party

		

		“Oh, oh, fuck; I knew this was a bad idea!” I moaned as I tried to settle down atop Earl’s big dick.

		

		He was all the way up my ass and now Caleb was moving forward on the bed, his ultra-thick white cock as stiff as Earl’s was. The plan had been that he would fuck my pussy while Earl did me up the bottom!

		

		“No, you guys are just too big for this!” I gasped as Caleb eased his fat prick head past my resistant pussy lips.

		

		“Shush, now, little Ariel,” Earl sighed in my ear, stirring his long dick around inside my backdoor as he spoke, “just take the white boy’s cock like a good little slut would!”

		

		I bit my lower lip to keep from crying out as Caleb forced more and more of his own lengthy dick up into me. He felt absolutely HUGE, with Earl’s cock already up my ass!

		

		“Oh, man, that’s an even tighter fit than usual,” Caleb breathed as he finished sinking his prick up into me.

		

		“Oh, God, it’s so much cock for me to take, all at once!” I murmured, not quite believing that I was doing what I was doing!

		

		“I should have a camera going,” Carrie sighed, Eugene cock deep in her pussy as they both watched me get doubled like this for the very first time.

		

		“Probably sell a lot of subscriptions, if you posted a few stills online of her taking on Caleb and Earl both at once,” Eugene agreed, fucking Carrie vigorously while he spoke.

		

		“This is just too good to pass up,” Carrie said apologetically as she pushed the humping black man free of her pussy and scrambling up off the bed.

		

		I watched her ass chubby cheeks jiggle as she sprinted out of the room, only to return moments later with the expensive camera we’d just bought the week before. She shot snap after snap of me hunching up and down on Earl and Caleb’s outsized dicks as my hips went faster and faster.

		

		“She’s really into it now,” Carrie commented as she clicked away happily. “Just look at her move that righteous little ass of hers!”

		

		It was true. I was really bouncing up and down by now on the two cocks impaling me.

		

		Caleb’s cock felt just right in my pussy, pressed as it was up against my clit as he fucked up into me. And Earl’s giant dick was starting to feel oh, so nice gliding in and out of my wildly-stretched asshole!

		

		“Fuck ‘em, Ariel,” Carrie whispered, clearly excited by what she was witnessing as she took still after still. “You can do it! Move that hot little ass, girl!”

		

		Something about the way she said that—about the whole situation—really turned me on! I whipped my lower body against the two plunging cocks, reveling it the way it felt to be ravaged this way. I looked over at the camera and gave it a wicked little smile, as if I was proud of what a slut I was being.

		

		“Come on, you fat-dicked fuckers,” I hissed out to Caleb and Earl, “ball me harder; what are you waiting for?”

		

		The two men thrust upward with their spear-like dicks, driving up into me for all they were worth. I welcomed it! I suddenly wanted nothing more than to be taken in both holes at the same time by a dozen cocks!

		

		Wasn’t I the hottest slut in LA? Didn’t every man secretly daydream about me sucking him off and swallowing his come? Wasn’t I every guy’s fantasy girl?

		

		“Damn, what a hot little bitch she is!” Earl groaned just then. “Her ass is sucking at my dick like a mouth!”

		

		Caleb’s eyes rolled back in his head and he sighed, “You ought to be in her pussy, man! It’s so hot…so fuckin’ tight…so perfect!”

		

		Our young boy-toy could usually fuck for hours on end without coming, if he wanted to; but not tonight apparently. He shuddered in front of me and I felt a mammoth splash of hot come up my pussy.

		

		“Shit, me too, dude!” Earl admitted, firing a huge wad of jism up my ass right along with the younger man.

		

		The combination of their two hot loads, front and rear, set off an orgasm in me so intense it threatened to tear my head off! I trembled atop them and spewed out a flood of girl oil as my insides turned to hot mush and I began to shiver and shake atop the two men’s spurting cocks!

		

		Carrie leaned in close and snapped a picture of the clear fluid coursing out of my climaxing pussy and cascading down onto Caleb’s cock. It merged with his own copious jism and pooled down onto the sheet beneath us.

		

		“Holy fuck, what a lot of come that is!” Carrie murmured as she clicked away eagerly, recording it all for our website…

		

		****

		

		“Oh, no more, please, baby,” I pleaded as Carrie licked me to yet another climax.

		

		I was on my back and the big girl was kneeling in between my legs, lapping and sucking at my twat. First, she had tongued the warm jizz out of my asshole and swallowed it.

		

		Then she had moved on up to my pussy with her lively little tongue. She had made me come almost instantly, my fingers clutching at her long red hair as my head whipped from side to side on the mattress.

		

		Caleb had taken up her camera and was snapping pictures of the two of us as she ate me to within an inch of my life. I glanced up at the three naked men watching us and realized that all their dicks were all as stiff as they could be once more.

		

		Oh, God, can my poor little body take another round of hot fucking? I asked myself.

		

		But apparently, it would have to! Eugene was gently urging Carrie to one side, so that he could slip his big black tool into me as soon as she was done cleaning me up!

		

		“Oh, oh, fuck,” I murmured as he took me, balls deep.

		

		He was really rattling my teeth loose, with his hot fucking! I remembered that he hadn’t quite finished up in Carrie before, when he’d been balling her.

		

		Eugene was making up for that now, driving in all the way every time and then pulling nearly all the way out of me before slamming his meat home into my squishy depths again.

		

		“Oh, oh, fuck, baby; do you have to do it so hard?” I whined, clinging to him as he battered me.

		

		“Gotta’ come in this hot little twat of yours, Ariel,” he murmured in my ear. “It really turned me on, seeing you get double-fucked by these two boys a while ago.”

		

		I looked over his shoulder and saw Caleb and Earl watching intently, their hard dicks in their hands, and I knew each of them was planning on yet another go-round with me as well! I sighed just let Eugene have his way with me.

		

		It was sort of starting to feel nice, to tell you the truth. And I suddenly found myself looking forward to more of their hard fucking…all night long!

		

		*****

		

		“I think the boys are all done, at least until morning,” Carrie whispered to me at around three-thirty.

		

		The three men were sprawled out on the bed all around us, snoring lightly. Carrie flashed me a mischievous look and took my hand, easing off the bed. I followed her into her room and we got into her bed together.

		

		She kissed me long and hard and--improbably--I felt my libido stirring to life once more. My roomie winked at me and whispered, “God, Ariel, you were something else tonight! You’re a real ball of fire, once you get going!”

		

		I brushed her long red hair back with one hand and claimed her dangling tit with the other. Bringing her fat pink nipple up to my lips I began to suck.

		

		“Oh, oh, baby,” she sighed, feeding me her heavy tit enthusiastically, “nobody sucks them as nicely as you do!”

		

		I was dog-tired and I knew she was too. We had been up and going for almost eighteen hours straight; and I had been fucking and sucking all day long, both in front of the cameras and for fun!

		

		But I found that I still wanted her. And I knew--from how wet her familiar pussy was when I slipped an exploring finger into while continuing to suck her big titty--that she wanted me just as much.

		

		Sleep is over-rated, I told myself, exhausted but happy as I snuggled contentedly into her breasts. We can sleep when we’re dead!

		

		

		Chapter Eighteen

		

	
		

		Wildly Successful

		

		My website was rapidly becoming the toast of the internet, once our little pre-Civil War drama was posted. Eugene was extremely glad Carrie and Caleb had edited out all of the shots which showed his face clearly, because during the next few weeks, it seemed as if everyone in LA—hell, everyone in the entire world!—had watched our video!

		

		Carrie or Caleb now had to do all the grocery shopping, because it seemed as if all of the bag boys and half of the male customers in the supermarket now recognized my face after we released that video! I went shopping for clothes on Rodeo Drive again and I was almost instantly mobbed by autograph seekers as soon as I stepped out of my car!

		

		I had purposely worn nondescript clothes and a really big pair of dark glasses with white frames on that little shopping expedition, as well as a ball cap, but it had done me little good. Once one person recognized me, the word of my presence had quickly spread up and down the trendy street!

		

		The one place where I could get some relative privacy, it turned out, was in Beverly Hills proper. There were so many rich people, celebrities including movie and television stars, and big names from the sports world roaming around on those glitzy streets already that I didn’t cause near as much of a stir as I did in the rest of LA.

		

		“We may have to give up this place and move to BH,” I said half-jokingly to Carrie as we sat in the living room of our Topanga Canyon rental house.

		

		“We can probably afford to do that soon, if you really want to,” she commented without an answering smile.

		

		She was seated at our dining room table, going over the latest subscription figures on her laptop. Solemnly, she informed me that we had reached the hundred thousand subscribers mark.

		

		“Wow, that’s, like, a million bucks every month!” I whispered, not quite believingly what I was saying, even as I said it.

		

		“No shit it is, girlfriend,” Carrie answered in a slightly awed voice. “We’re fucking rich!”

		

		Rich…ME, I told myself over and over again, still not quite able to wrap my head around the fact. Carrie and I really could afford to move to Beverly Hills now, if we wanted to!

		

		“Let’s look for a new place in either BH or Malibu,” I suggested, abruptly making up my mind, my pulse accelerating like crazy as I said it. “And let’s, for God sake, get rid of that tacky old Chrysler you drive and get you into something classier!”

		

		“A Mercedes; that’s the car for me,” Carrie sighed with a big grin. “I’ve always secretly lusted after a Mercedes.”

		

		“Then a Mercedes it is,” I told her with a laugh. “Now, Malibu or BH; which should we look at?”

		

		“Let’s look at both of them, and then decide,” Carrie suggested.

		

		****

		

		So that’s what we ended up doing. For a week, the three of us cruised around with an upscale real estate lady, looking at properties to lease or even to buy.

		

		At first, Gina, the always elegantly-dressed real estate saleswoman, looked like she would like nothing better than to blow us off. Even with our stylish new clothes from Rodeo Drive, the three of us didn’t look like very good prospects to her, I guess: we were just too young!

		

		Caleb still came off looking like what he was—eighteen and high school drop out/slacker type. And Carrie and I weren’t a lot older than him and I suppose we still had a sort unpolished look about us, despite our expensive new clothes.

		

		Because there were three of us, we hadn’t been able to take my BMW, so we had arrived in Carrie’s old beater of a Chrysler when we’d pulled up in front of the high-end real estate office. We didn’t start getting a lot of respect from Gina until she’d done a credit check on me and seen my latest bank statement.

		

		That had made her sit up and take notice! I had over three-hundred thousand in my checking account and another half-million dollars in my savings.

		

		The website business, of which Carrie and I were the sole owners, was doing just over a million a month in sales, and our costs for operating it were obscenely low. Gina fawned all over us after that, and seemed willing to drop whatever else she was doing in order to show us properties.

		

		We looked at beach mansions in Malibu and sprawling estates in Beverly Hills. Some of the places that she showed us were for lease, and they had a fifteen-thousand per week price tag on them, but we could easily afford them!

		

		****

		

		“Well, what do you guys think?” I finally asked Caleb and Carrie after a solid week of looking.

		

		“It’s not my place to say,” Caleb answered at last. “I’m just the hired help around here. Any place you two decide on is great with me.”

		

		Carrie and I were sitting on the couch in the front room with him between us. I reached over and nudged him affectionately with my elbow, saying: “Aw, come on, cowboy; you’re a lot more than that to us.”

		

		“Yeah, who do we turn to late at night, when we’re in need of some primo cock?” Carrie asked him in a low, sexy growl, a huge smile on her face.

		

		“And you’re the best cameraman we’ve ever had, outside of Carrie,” I told him.

		

		“Hell, there’s only been me and old Lon,” Caleb snorted.

		

		“Well, we don’t have what you’d call a lot of turnover in our little organization,” I said playfully, nudging him again.

		

		“That’s because we’re very nice to our employees,” Carrie breathed seductively in his ear, reaching into Caleb’s lap and stroking his big cock through his jeans as she spoke.

		

		“Yeah, as a matter of fact, I feel a bout of niceness coming over me right about now,” I said, removing Carrie’s hand from his dick and replacing it with my own.

		

		“Your room or mine,” Carrie asked me as I started to unzip Caleb’s pants.

		

		“Yours, I think; there’s more room in there,” I said, leaning over to suck his cock…

		

		****

		

		“Me, come in me, baby-boy,” Carrie implored him as he fucked the ever-living daylights out of her.

		

		“Ignore that bitch,” I whispered hotly, licking across his shoulders and down onto his chest. “I want that big load you’ve got in those huge nuts of yours.”

		

		I leaned down still further, so that I could mouth his nipples as he continued to fuck Carrie. He sighed and did her even harder.

		

		“I’d love to suck your cock off for you, after you make her come,” I whispered into his ear.

		

		He shivered all over and murmured, “You two are too much sometimes, for one man to handle!”

		

		I giggled and licked his earlobe, causing him to shiver again as I said, “You can do it, baby. You’ve got come enough for three guys!”

		

		****

		

		We ended up sharing him, as we usually did. First he fucked Carrie to a blistering climax, and then I licked her ultra-sensitive little clit to still another screamingly-good release while he hammered his big erection deep inside of me from in back.

		

		When he couldn’t last a second longer—and after he’d made me come as well—Carrie and I took turns sucking him off until he exploded into our mouths. We passed his spurting cock back and forth until his balls had been properly drained.

		

		As was always the case with Caleb, there was plenty of hot jizz to satisfy both of us. Carrie and I sat back contentedly as I licked her chin clean of come and she returned the favor on mine.

		

		That resulted in some hot soul-kissing that soon led to a sixty-nine, which in turn led to a revitalized Caleb fucking us both in the ass, one right after the other. When we were all done with that go-round, all three of us lay back on Carrie’s big bed, panting for breath.

		

		“Well, that was fun,” Carrie said sighing contentedly. “What do you want to do now?”

		

		“Let’s all take a shower together and then go car shopping!” I suggested brightly, full of renewed energy after sex session. “There’s a Mercedes dealership in BH, and we can take a second look at the empty house up on Cielo Drive while we’re there. I bet Gina would be willing to meet us there with the keys again.”

		

		“That’s that bitchin’ place with the humongous swimming pool,” Caleb said, looking a bit starry-eyed as he recalled the sprawling mansion.

		

		Caleb liked swimming pools: most eighteen year old boys did. I didn’t mind them myself; especially now, when we could afford a good pool service to clean and maintain one, instead of being forced to do it ourselves.

		

		****

		

		“This place has something like ten bedroom and most of them have their own bathrooms,” I said, looking around at the empty, movie set-pretty house, with its custom Spanish tile accents.

		

		“It has all we need, by way of room,” Carrie observed. “That’s for damn sure.”

		

		“Over five-thousand square feet,” Gina reminded us, looking hopeful.

		

		“Let’s take it!” I said finally. “We’ve looked around long enough and I want to go ahead and move!”

		

		“Will that be lease, or purchase?” Gina asked, clearly still hoping to sell the place sell the place to us, rather than just lease it.

		

		“We’ll lease it for now; maybe we’ll buy it later on, if we really like it, once we’re all moved in,” I told her. “I can have Carrie cut you a check for the first and last month’s rent, plus the cleaning deposit right now, if you’d like.”

		

		“Of course you can,” Gina sighed, shaking her head in amazement over the fact that three kids like us could have that much money…

		

		****

		

		Carrie’s newly-leased Mercedes sedan was a brand new “S” class machine. It was a gleaming jet black and had every option available on that top-of-the-line model.

		

		My roomie almost cried as she proudly drove it home. We’d let Caleb drive my Beamer back to the Topanga Canyon house, so that I could enjoy the inaugural ride in her big, new pussy-wagon.

		

		“I always dreamed of having a car like this one,” she said, tears in her eyes, “back when I was growing up poor in Corning. But I never thought I really that I would!”

		

		“Sucking off cocks can get you a long way in the world,” I told her with a straight face, “provided you’re as good at it as I am!”

		

		She laughed so hard I thought she’d run off the road. When she finally stopped guffawing, she told me lovingly, as she reached over and stroked my brown hair, “You can say that again, Princess Ariel. You’re the best there is!”

		

		****

		

		Caleb seemed to sense that the two of us wanted some privacy that night, so he kept to his own room. We heard his big screen and the video games going until well after twelve o’clock, so I guess he managed to keep himself busy.

		

		I know that we sure did! Carrie was feeling as loving toward me that night as I was toward her.

		

		I lost count of the times she licked my pussy to a squealing, heart-stopping climax and I did the same for her. In between the incredibly hot sessions of girl sex, we cuddled and soul-kissed each other like two confirmed lesbians.

		

		But I knew we weren’t and so did she. We had both gone after Caleb’s big cock that afternoon with equal gusto, and tussled over his come like the two sluts we really were, deep down inside!

		

		I used to try and tell myself I was a good girl and that I had been raised right, in a decent, Christian home. But I now knew that while I may have been raised right, I had turned out to be as bad a girl as I could be.

		

		And I just loved being that way; that was the really scary part!

		

		

		Chapter Nineteen

		

	
		

		An Even Bigger Market Share…

		

		When we’d moved from our old, ratty apartment into the Topanga Canyon house, we’d done most of the hard work ourselves. We’d bought a lot of new furniture of course, so we’d had that delivered to our new address.

		

		And the charities we’d donated our old stuff to had been very good about sending a big truck manned by two strong guys to pick it all up. So that part of the process hadn’t been any hassle either.

		

		Our new move to Beverly Hills proved to be even easier. Again, we’d bought a ton of new stuff from a very tony furniture store called Scofield’s of Beverly Hills and donated a lot of our “old” things to Goodwill and other charities.

		

		Carrie and I had dropped over two-hundred K on decorating our new place. We’d worked with a classy female decorator who had showed us how to coordinate colors and fabrics to create a proper image.

		

		The result had been rooms we could be proud of; something a lower middle class Georgia peach like me and a poor country girl like Carrie could never have hoped to achieve on our own. And slacker-Caleb, if left to his own devices, would have no doubt put in a bigger liquor bar complete with neon beer signs and coin-fed mechanical bull he could practice bull-riding!

		

		We hired a moving service to pack up all the stuff we did want from our old digs and move it to the new house. Caleb and Carrie and I sat out by the swimming pool the day it arrived, drinking frosty margaritas and cold beer while working on our tans as it was being unloaded into our new mansion.

		

		“Now this is the way to move,” Carrie chortled, saluting us with her cold cocktail.

		

		“All it takes is being rich,” I told her smugly.

		

		“Well, once we get all settled in to our new house, we need to talk about that,”” she said somewhat ominously.

		

		“Oh, are subscriptions down?” I asked her, suddenly feeling anxious about our future.

		

		“No, but they are leveling off a little,” she answered. “We need to shoot some newer and bigger videos, like the pre-Civil War thing. And we need to do it pronto.”

		

		“I’m willing,” I told her. “Do you have any new ideas for a setting or themes for this new video?”

		

		“No, and that’s what’s worrying me,” she admitted.

		

		****

		

		The professional moving people turned out to be very proficient at what they did. That meant it took us a minimal amount of time to put all of our personal stuff away and settle into our new base of operations.

		

		When that was done, we all three sat around our big new dining room table--two days after the move was completed--talking over ideas for the new videos. I brought up the notion of another Southern themed shoot, but Carrie shot that down immediately and Caleb agreed with her.

		

		“We can’t just keep doing the same thing over and over again,” Carrie pointed out. “Your fan-boys would get bored with that right away.”

		

		“Vikings are real popular now,” Caleb suggested helpfully.

		

		“I’m a little short little thing and I’m slightly built on top of that. I can’t see myself realistically portraying a Viking Princess,” I told him. “I weigh something like one-oh-two dripping wet, and my hair is brown, not blonde.”

		

		“You could maybe be an Indian,” Caleb said, thinking hard, “an Indian Princess, like Pocahontas or one of them.”

		

		“That’s not a bad idea,” Carrie said, patting his hand atop the table condescendingly, “but where would we get the studly Indian guys for her to suck off on camera, or to spunk her hot little pussy for her?”

		

		“I could wear a black wig, with pigtails,” Caleb said, clearly still trying to be helpful.

		

		“With your pale skin and those blue eyes, you wouldn’t make a very convincing Indian brave; I don’t care what sort of wig we put on you, Caleb-darling,” I gently informed him.

		

		“How about we give it a couple of days?” Carrie asked. “We can all be thinking about new ideas.”

		

		We adjourned the meeting and went out to the pool instead, where we spent the rest of the afternoon just horsing around in the water and working on our tans…

		

		****

		

		The days rapidly turned into weeks, however. Nearly a month went by, with all of us producing sporadic ideas for video scenarios that were quickly pooh-poohed by the other two.

		

		In the meantime, I sucked off a cute Indian fan-boy with a huge black dick for the website—his family had originally been from Calcutta, not Oklahoma—and he’d had the whitest teeth I’d ever seen. Which had shown up well on camera when he finally came in my mouth, grinning and crying out exultingly: “Oh, oh, God, Miss Ariel; you sure know how to suck a cock!”

		

		The return from my little video adventure with Dev, that was the Indian cutie’s name, was minimal. It wasn’t unpopular with my fan base. But it didn’t cause a hoped-for spike in subscriptions the way my session with Earl and Eugene all dressed up in the pre-Civil War costumes had.

		

		We needed to come up with a fresh idea for a more elaborate new video. And we had to do it sooner, rather than later!

		

		****

		

		It’s strange, how the solution to your biggest problem is often right there, under your very nose. You don’t notice it at first, because it’s so obvious!

		

		One day, when all three of us were out by the pool sunning ourselves, I glanced up from the Kindle book I was reading and I happened to notice that Carrie had been losing weight in all the right places and that Caleb—slightly-built, but big-dicked Caleb--was now sporting some very becoming muscles across his once skinny chest!

		

		And just look at those arms of his! I marveled to myself as I eyed Caleb’s newly pumped up biceps. Where did that bulge of muscle come from?

		

		“You two have been working out!” I blurted as I looked at them.

		

		“Well, this place does have an in-home gym, down in the basement,” Carrie said by way of an explanation. “Caleb and I have both been using it since we moved in here.”

		

		She shrugged and went on to say, “Not that you’d even know where it is, Princess! God, I envy you that cute little body of yours sometimes!”

		

		It was true. I had always been able to stay slender and toned with a minimum of watching what I ate and swimming a few laps from time to time in the big pool. It had been that way since I was in high school!

		

		“You two are really shaping up,” I complimented them.

		

		“Thanks, I’ve really been hitting the weights hard lately,” Caleb answered half-bashfully, flexing his biceps for me.

		

		“Yum, yum,” I told him with a teasing little smile. “Keep it up, both of you!”

		

		****

		

		That night the three of us sat watching an old movie on one of the innumerable movie channels we subscribed to—we got something like five-hundred channels, altogether—and it just happened to be Pulp Fiction. When we got to the scene where John Travolta and Uma Thurman won the dance contest at that throw-back, fifties-style night club, Caleb surprised Carrie and me by springing up off the couch and doing a reasonable imitation of the famous “Batdance” the movie couple did, accompanied by our howls of laughter!

		

		“Go, Johnny-baby, shake that bootie for us!” I called out.

		

		“Do that thing with your hands over your eyes again!” Carrie urged him. “That cracks me up!”

		

		It hit me like the proverbial ton of bricks: my hair was cut in roughly the same style as the actress now onscreen had worn hers in this movie! And Caleb, with a John Travolta, pony-tail style dark wig, would look a lot like him, if we dressed him similarly, in a black suit, a white shirt, and a bolo tie!

		

		I wasn’t nearly as tall as Uma Thurman. I’d read somewhere that she was an even six feet!

		

		But my coloring was the same. And Caleb wasn’t much taller than me, so we’d look close enough to the famous dance partners with the right backdrop and a little costuming!

		

		“Wouldn’t it have been cool if Pulp Fiction showed John and Uma fucking, instead of her nearly dying from a heroin overdose, once they got back to her house after their date?” I suddenly asked; pausing the movie in freeze-frame mode.

		

		“Yeah, that would have been great, I guess,” Caleb said as he considered my question. “I’ve heard that John Travolta has a big dick.”

		

		“And Uma Thurman started out as a model,” Carrie chimed in. “I’ve seen nude pictures of her, from back in the day. I bet she still had a rockin’ bod, when Pulp Fiction was being filmed.”

		

		“You bet she did,” I mused, looking at them intently, “but Caleb and I have rockin’ bods now!”

		

		Carrie saw where I was going with this right away. She sat up on the couch and exclaimed, “We could call it ‘Pulp Friction’; get it?”

		

		“Oh, do I ever?” I responded with a big grin.

		

		“We wouldn’t have to do the whole picture; just a few…selected scenes!”

		

		“I bet Earl would jump at the chance to play the Samuel L. Jackson part,” I said eagerly. “He could wear a big Afro wig and he and Caleb could take turns fucking me on camera, after I blew both of them of course!”

		

		“I see a DP coming on,” Carrie said excitedly, warming quickly to the whole concept. “You haven’t done that on camera yet. And both Earl and Caleb have huge dicks: the fan-boys would just eat it up!”

		

		So would I! I thought to myself, imagining Earl in my ass and Caleb banging away in my tight little pussy at the same time, with Carrie filming it all!

		

		“It’s settled, then, right?” Carrie asked just then. “Do you want me to start arranging for a set we could use for the nightclub scene?”

		

		“Our new living room would do for the fuck scene between me and Earl and Caleb,” I suggested, my own enthusiasm for the idea growing by the second. “None of my fans has seen any of the new house as of yet, and we could kill two birds with one stone!”

		

		“Should I start shopping for a dark ponytail wig tomorrow?” Caleb asked, his eyes gleaming with arousal as he thought about doubling up on me with Earl.

		

		“Plus a black suit and white shirt,” I told him, patting his cheek affectionately. “And don’t forget the bolo tie!”

		

		****

		

		It all came together in a few days. The costumes were no problem, and Earl was chomping at the bit to be in this video, when he heard he got to portray the character made famous by Samuel L. Jackson onscreen, as well as fucking me in the ass!

		

		“Samuel L. be one of my all-time favs, girl,” he told me over the phone. “And I hear he has a cock nearly as long as mine!”

		

		“I wouldn’t know about that, but yours is plenty long for our purposes, baby,” I whispered into the receiver. “I can’t wait to feel it up my ass or deep in my throat again!”

		

		Earl sighed and then admitted, “I can’t either. I’ve missed you, Ariel-baby: there ain’t no one can suck my big black dick like you can. And that tight little ass of yours…it feels like pure heaven when I sink my cock into it!”

		

		“I feel the same way about that,” realizing that I really did, even as I said the words.

		

		I’d missed Earl. Caleb was great in his own way, but Earl and his cousin were unique.

		

		I vowed to myself to invite them over for a three way in the next few days; a five-way, if Carrie and Caleb were into it…

		

		

		Chapter Twenty

		

	
		

		Lights, Camera, Action!

		

		Ever resourceful, Carrie soon found us some vacant warehouse space we could convert into our version of the famous Jack Rabbit Slims, the fifties-revival club that John Travolta and Uma Thurman’s characters had danced the Twist in. It cost us only a few thousand dollars to recreate the raised stage area and scatter a few tables and chairs behind it.

		

		And for the first time in one of our video, we had extras; people who sat around in the background at the tables and drank milk shakes and ate hamburgers while Caleb and I performed our version of the Batdance up on stage.

		

		I had studied Uma’s dance moves until I knew them by heart and I wasn’t a bad dancer to start with, so that part of the video came easily to me. Caleb’s performance in the John Travolta role was credible enough, and I promised myself I’d give him an extra-sloppy suck off session that night as a reward for doing such a good job in front of the camera.

		

		Carrie insisted on filming the blowjob reward I gave Caleb that night but neither of us minded that. We were both used to performing sex acts on camera by then and you never could tell when we’d need a great suck off scene as filler on the website when there was a lull in the action from the fan-boy volunteers.

		

		I was down on me knees in front of him, and spit was flying all over the place as we filmed it because, as I said, I was determined that this was going to be a super-sloppy one! My tits and face were covered in a shiny film of my own saliva, as was his fat dick and massive balls.

		

		I’d lick them from time to time as I blew him, both for visual effect and to turn him and me on even more as I sucked. He was rocking back forth on his heels as he stood before me, as naked as I was, and I knew from experience that meant he was almost ready to spunk my mouth.

		

		An inspiration hit me at the last second. I let his throbbing boner slip from my lips at this critical juncture and stared up at him longingly as I whispered for the camera, “Jack off all over me, baby! Bury me in your hot come!”

		

		Caleb looked as if I’d driven a vibrator up his ass, found his prostate gland, and then switched the buzzer on “high”! He groaned and took his rigid, spit-shiny dick in his hand and jacked it furiously.

		

		A huge streamer of come spattered all over my face and slowly drained down onto my titties. I had been Jilling myself off with one hand while I’d been sucking him and I started to come as violently he as was doing when the slippery semen started to spatter all over me!

		

		“Oh, oh, fuuuuuccckkkkk, it’s so…damned haaawwwttt!” I moaned as I writhed around in front of him, coming like a crazy girl on my own driving fingers while his spurting goo rained down on me in a seemingly never-ending series of lusty spurts!

		

		Soon, I was covered in it, from my tits clear up to my forehead. I heard Carrie suck in a breath and murmur, “That looks so damned hot, babe!”

		

		I grabbed Caleb’s still very stiff cock away from him and finished jerking it off against my cheeks and chin, popping it into my mouth at the very end and sucking the remaining steamy goop right out of his balls and noisily swallowing it! Cooing and moaning, I then rubbed the rubbery head against the skin of my face and reveled in the mask of hot, slick man cream he had covered me with!

		

		“Ooh, there’s so much of it,” I murmured happily for the camera’s benefit, and sucked eagerly for more…

		

		****

		

		“That’s right, lick it, you hot little bitch!” Carrie cried out as I gobbled up her juicy twat minutes later.

		

		She had handed the camera off to Caleb as soon as he was done shooting and dropped to her knees in front of me. We had shared a goo-laden soul-kiss and then she had licked my face clean and swallowed Caleb’s come on camera!

		

		That had really turned me on again, and I had forced her over onto her back and really gone after her big tits! I’d heard Caleb suck in his breath with renewed excitement as I brought her to a rapid boil with my mouth, my lips moving down her heaving belly covering her freckled skin soft little kisses.

		

		After I had her tits good and firm; her fat nipples jutting upward, I rolled them between my fingers as I moved on down between her legs and stared to kiss her very wet pussy. The big girl groaned and opened her thighs for me and I happily buried my face in her gleaming pink folds.

		

		Carrie had already come once for me, but that wasn’t nearly enough! I wanted to make her weep in sheer ecstasy. I wanted to eat her until she screamed!

		

		****

		

		“What do you mean; you need to call off today’s shoot?” Earl sounded perplexed on the phone the next morning when I called him.

		

		“Caleb and Carrie and I got carried away last night,” I explained hesitantly with a big sigh. “The dance footage we shot yesterday came out so great that we celebrated a little too enthusiastically last night.”

		

		“You got drunk?” Earl asked.

		

		“No…we fucked all night!” I admitted to him with a naughty giggle.

		

		“Sheeeeit, girl, you should have called me!” Earl said with his own deep sigh as he imagined that.

		

		“If we’d done that, we’d have to call off the shoot for two days instead of one,” I laughed.

		

		“What…you think I can’t recover as quick as young Caleb can?” Earl demanded, clearly put off by that notion.

		

		“If you’d been here, we’d still be fucking, baby,” I assured him. “When the two of you boys get together with Carrie and me…the sky’s the limit.”

		

		“Damn straight, it is!” Earl admitted with a laugh of his own, thoroughly mollified by my left-handed compliment. “Tomorrow it is, then; the new Samuel L. Jackson will be there!”

		

		“Until tomorrow,” I told him in a provocative whisper, breaking off the conversation.

		

		“No, no more sex for you!” I chided Caleb, who had been reaching for my bare nipples as had I talked to Earl on the phone. “You need to let the jizz build up in those big balls of your for tomorrow. I mean it!”

		

		“Shit,” he cursed, rolling out of our bed disappointedly, his flaccid dick swinging free, “if you two aren’t going to have anything more to do with me until then, I may as well go down in the basement and hit the weights.”

		

		“Good idea, junior,” Carrie said teasingly, grabbing both of my breasts in his place and giving them a little squeeze. “I’ll take care of these for you, while you’re busy pumping iron.”

		

		“It’s just not fair,” Caleb groused as he stalked out of the room, “girls don’t have to rest up at all!”

		

		“Who said life is fair?” Carrie asked as she bent to suck my left nipple.

		

		“Mmmmmmmmm,” was all I said, as her hand found my slit and started to explore…

		

		****

		

		“Vincent, are you here, dude?” Earl said, stepping into the living room.

		

		“Over here, my man,” Caleb said, looking up from the couch.

		

		It was ten o’clock the next morning and the shoot had just begun. The scene happened at the Uma Thurman characters big house, and our new place was standing in for hers.

		

		Caleb was naked, as was I. He had the dark ponytail wig back in place and Earl was wearing the biggest Afro wig I’d ever seen as he stepped into the room and closed the front door behind him.

		

		Earl also wore one of his finest, custom-tailored blue suits which featured a light grey pinstripe, a pair of hand-crafted tan shoes, and a Sea Island cotton shirt that had cost him dearly, along with a grey and blue striped necktie. He holstered the big automatic he was holding in his hand as he stalked over to us and peeked over the back of the couch.

		

		“Man, she’s fine,” Earl sighed, looking over my nude body hungrily. “I don’t blame you for wanting some of that, bro!”

		

		He looked at Caleb and said, “But what if the boss finds out?”

		

		“I won’t tell if you boys won’t,” I promised in a low, sexy whisper. “I especially like black cocks, you know.”

		

		Earl only smiled and rapidly began to shed his clothes. Soon, he was as naked as Caleb and I, and he joined us on the couch.

		

		“First, I’m going to blow you both, and swallow it all for you,” I told our new arrival breathily. “And then I’m going to get both of you hard again, so you can fuck me at the same time; one in my pussy, and one up my bottom! How does that sound?”

		

		Earl smiled at me and then at his partner, saying: “That sounds just fine to me, little mama!”

		

		****

		

		“Fuck, can this bitch ever suck a dick?” Earl moaned as my lips slowly went up and down on him.

		

		“She can at that,” Caleb sighed. I was jacking his saliva-slick cock off while I sucked on Earl’s, keeping him nice and hard.

		

		Carrie had moved off to one side, so that she could film my tongue swirling around Earl’s lengthy black dick as I slobbered all over it. My spit was running down onto his big balls in torrents, and I was massaging it in with my tongue tip from time to time.

		

		“Gonna’ come in this hot little mama’s mouth,” Earl groaned after another minute of my intense cocksucking.

		

		“Not yet,” I gasped, hurriedly switching over to Caleb’s rampant dick. “I want both of you to come in my mouth, one right after the other!”

		

		I began to stroke Earl slowly with my hand while I went back to work on Caleb’s fat cock. In seconds, he was moaning even louder than Earl had been and I saw his right leg start to shake; a sure sign that he was ready to shoot soon!

		

		“Give it to me, boys,” I panted as I moved my lips back over to Earl. “I’ve found that guys can last a long time, once they get hard again after one of my blowjobs!”

		

		“D-Don’t worry about that!” Earl gasped as I stared bobbing my head up and down again over his lap. “Just suck it, bitch!”

		

		He gave that familiar, short little grunt of his and started spewing up into my mouth. I opened my lips, so the video camera could catch the spurting deluge, and then closed them again and began swallowing furiously…

		

		****

		

		“Oh, fuck, oh, fuck; I’m coming too!” Caleb whined a minute later, his thick cock all the way down my throat.

		

		What seemed like a pint of cock cream geysered up into my mouth as I moved my head back and partially opened my lips for the camera. Earl gave a double-take as he saw the volume of pearly-white come rocketing up into my mouth and said, “Jesus, Vincent, and I thought I came a lot!”

		

		Caleb merely sighed, lost in bliss, as I sucked his fat cock and continued to swallow. As usual, my lips couldn’t contain all of his steamy outpouring, and soon it was oozing out down my chin.

		

		Carrie’s camera caught it all. I smiled to myself and thought how good this footage would look on the website…

		

		****

		

		“I don’t know about this,” the fake Samuel L. Jackson said. “I don’t want to hurt her. The boss would kill us for sure!”

		

		“Go ahead and do it,” I urged him, looking back over my shoulder. “I want it from both of you at the same time!”

		

		I had Earl’s cock all lubed up with sex gel, as well as my asshole. As I eased my butt down onto it, I drew in my breath as it went up inside me as smooth as it could be!

		

		“Oh, man, this little bitch is tight back here!” Earl sighed as I slowly lowered myself down onto his lap.

		

		Caleb/Vincent moved forward, his own prick as hard as a fencepost. He nudged to the uncircumcised head of his massive cock into my slick little pussy opening and pushed.

		

		“Oh, fuck, what a lot of cock that is,” I groaned, not having to act at all.

		

		I clung to Caleb’s shoulders as he took me fully, not stopping until his dick was all the way up inside me. Looking up into the camera lens, I croaked, “Give me a minute to get used to it all, I’m begging you!”

		

		But the fake gangsters weren’t having any of it. Now that they were sheathed deep inside of my petite little frame, they started to fuck me vigorously, tossing my small body about between them as if it was some sort of inflatable fucktoy, purchased for their joint pleasure!

		

		“Oh, oh, go slower!” I pleaded, but all to no avail.

		

		The script I had written for us called for them to practically rape me, once we got to the double-penetration part of it. And both Caleb and Earl were excelling in their respective roles!

		

		“My sweet God, you’re tearing me apart!” I cried out, keeping to the script.

		

		Actually, their fierce pummeling of my pussy and ass was starting to feel really good! I had found that I just loved being double-fucked, provided the two guys knew what they were doing: Earl and Caleb clearly did!

		

		“Oh, oh, you beasts,” I moaned, feigning discomfort. “Don’t fuck me so hard, pleaaaassseee!”

		

		My cries merely seemed to spur them on. Their cocks were now a blur as they jammed them in and out of my twisting body frantically; seeking to spunk both of my hot little holes…

		

		

		Chapter Twenty-One

		

	
		

		A Small Fortune

		

		“This even hotter than we hoped for,” I mused as I sat in the darkness of our media room, watching the movie screen in from of us.

		

		“Both of them came like they were never going to stop,” Carrie said, her eyes never leaving the screen.

		

		“You did great, catching every little spurt on camera, honey-girl,” I complemented her, vastly pleased with our new video offering.

		

		“We’re going to make a small fortune, when this is posted,” Caleb offered proudly.

		

		“And we’re going to give you a big share, never fear, baby-boy,” Carrie promised him. “You can send your mama a huge check, if you want to.”

		

		“I’ll probably send her something,” Caleb replied somewhat sourly, “but not a lot. I’m getting tired of them freeloading off me all the time.”

		

		Both Carrie and I looked at him. The boy shrugged and said, “Whatever I send them is never enough. They always want more, and I’m sick of it.”

		

		He’s starting to grow up, I thought to myself. Our Caleb may be getting a tad callous, but that’s the way of the world. Nobody rides for free, and he’s finally beginning to realize that.

		

		“What about you, baby?” Carrie asked her old boyfriend, Earl. “Don’t you want a little something, for all of your hard work?”

		

		Earl grinned and shook his head that he didn’t. He said, “Fuck, Red, I’m already getting rich off my own consulting business. Appearing in these red-hot videos, getting to fuck a girl like Ariel…and you, for that matter? That’s like just the icing on the fucking cake as far as I’m concerned!”

		

		We all laughed at that. I was determined, however, to do something for him, as a reward for being so good onscreen for us.

		

		“How about a gift certificate to your favorite tailor for say, fifteen grand?” I asked him.

		

		“Now you’re talking,” he said, beaming at me…

		

		****

		

		The Batdance video, as we called it, was a smash! Subscriptions shot up, hitting a hundred and fifty thousand a few weeks later.

		

		We now had a million and a half dollars streaming into our coffers each and every month. And that amount was growing all the time.

		

		And it was then I learned that sometimes the fortunate seemed to grow even more fortunate: luck just seems to attract more luck! My old agent, from back when I was still trying to become an actress in mainstream movies, called and announced that I had been offered a legitimate role in a for-real Hollywood production!

		

		It wasn’t a big part and I’d have to appear in the nude, but the money was spectacular. I realized right away that the movies’ producers didn’t really want me: they wanted the famous Blowjob Girl, the renowned Oralist, to appear in their movie, so they could promote my cameo role like hell and sell more tickets!

		

		To her—and my—everlasting shock, I turned the agent down. I had plenty of money already and I liked what I did.

		

		I didn’t want to make those fat producers any richer than they already were by flaunting my bare tits and pussy around on the big screen for them to exploit! If I was going to do that, it would be for my own benefit, and that of Carrie, my best friend and lover!

		

		But an offer came along right after that which I did decide to accept! One of the major porn studios out in the Valley wanted Caleb for one of their movies.

		

		Caleb was keen on doing it, and I wasn’t going to stand in his way. I figured more of the world at large deserved to see what my subscribers had already seen; that huge white dick of his spouting monster come-shots all over some lucky porn actress!

		

		I resolved to represent him, though, just to make sure our baby-boy didn’t get fucked in more ways than one! Carrie and I sat down with Caleb and the studio head a week later and—after some intense negotiations—we were able to work out a very lucrative deal for him.

		

		After I had submitted the contract to a lawyer Earl had recommended and he had okayed it, Caleb went ahead and signed on the dotted line. He was on his way to becoming a major porn star, all on his own, by virtue of his long, fat cock and his seemingly endless supply of spunk.

		

		A thought hit me, as I contemplated that. I shared it with Carrie, and the two of us presented it to Caleb that evening at dinner.

		

		“How would you like to have your own webpage, just like mine?” I asked him. “You could pick the girls you choose to fuck on camera, just like I pick my fan-boys for ‘Guest Cock of the Month’ , and sell yourself some tee shirts and ball caps, just like I do.”

		

		“You might get as rich as Ariel and me in no time, what with your porn career on top of what you’d be earning on the net,” Carrie told him.

		

		“Holy fuck, but that all sounds great,” Caleb answered, his blue eyes lighting up like a pinball machine. “But I don’t know a thing about business. I’d probably just fuck it up, if I tried to do all of that on my own. I’m not smart, like Ariel and you are, Carrie.”

		

		He thought about it for a long moment and then said, “How would you two like to set it all up for me and run it? I’d be glad to pay you a percentage of all I make, if you’d do that for me!”

		

		****

		

		Caleb’s first movie was called The Gusher Man and it was a huge hit. Porn didn’t take long to film, so Bob was barely able to get the new website finished and up before it was released, but somehow, he did.

		

		Our baby-boy started selling tee shirts and souvenir hats like crazy, and literally hundreds of girls from all over the country volunteered to suck him off on camera or to let him fuck them for the website. A few of them even wanted to do anal scenes with him and as I could testify from experience, that was no small thing to contemplate!

		

		Carrie and I didn’t have the heart to charge him a lot for our services, but even at ten percent, our take was sizeable. Coupled with the fortune our own website was still generating on a weekly basis, we soon found ourselves more awash than ever in cash.

		

		Earl recommended an investment guy and all three of us—Caleb and Carrie and I--signed up with him. He turned out to be as adept at making money for us as the lawyer Earl had steered us to had been at looking over contracts.

		

		By the end of the year, I was set for life, and so was Carrie. We bought the Beverly Hills house plus another one in Malibu besides.

		

		Then Gina came by one day for a visit and clued us in that our next door neighbor’s house was about to go up on the market. Caleb bought it. He loved the idea of having his own place at last, but he didn’t want to move too far away from his incestuous big sisters!

		

		He still came by at night a couple of times a week to fuck both of us, and when we got horny, we could always call him up and see what he was doing that night. It was an arrangement which worked out well for all three of us.

		

		****

		

		As Carrie continued to use the basement gym, she lost more and more weight, while keeping her boobs. It was true that they were a full cup size smaller than they had once been now, but that was okay because they had been huge to start out with.

		

		Earl noticed her tighter, trimmer shape right away. His visits usually featured a hot bedroom session with both of us, but he began spending more and more time alone with Carrie.

		

		I was happy for them, of course, but I started to wonder when my own Prince Charming was going come along?

		

		I was rich and at least semi-famous. And I had a pair of gorgeous houses to call my own. I drove the best cars and wore nothing but the finest, when it came to clothes from Rodeo Drive.

		

		But I secretly wanted more. If Carrie could hook up with a quality guy like Earl, why couldn’t I do the same?

		

		I was renowned from coast to coast among aficionados for my ability to give head. And I wasn’t exactly chopped liver when it came to conventional fucking or anal either: literally dozens of guys proposed to me on a weekly basis over the internet and some of those men represented real catches! Not all of them were pimply-faced youngsters dreaming about scoring their first blowjob in real life!

		

		The fact that I could afford to go anywhere I wanted in the whole wide world and do anything I wanted once I got there began to pale. You see, I didn’t want to go to all of those exotic places alone, and that was becoming a real problem for me!

		

		It wasn’t that I couldn’t get a date if I wanted one. Hell, thousands of guys would fall all over themselves scrambling to take me out and wine me and dine me in a royal fashion if I’d announced I was looking for that.

		

		Celebrities openly hit on me as I walked around Beverly Hills. And I got invited to a ton of fancy parties thrown by famous people, both here in town and out at Malibu.

		

		But I ended up attending few of them. I didn’t want to show up alone, due to the talk that would no doubt cause.

		

		“Oh, there’s that Ariel girl, the one who got fabulously wealthy sucking off men on her website? But she can’t seem to get attract a guy who is really interested in her as a person to save her soul!”

		

		No, thank you: I’d pass on that particular experience…

		

		****

		

		And I had realized along the way that my public persona was making my chances of finding Mr. Right that much worse. I didn’t want a guy who was just smart and good-looking and witty.

		

		He also had to be hung like Caleb or Earl or Eugene, in order to have a prayer of satisfying me in bed! I’d already enjoyed the best LA had to offer, when it came to pussy-pleasing cocks, and I wasn’t going to settle for less.

		

		I was adamant about that!

		

		No, the guy who won me had to be really special, and I just hadn’t met him yet. Southern California was full of drop-dead gorgeous men; they were a dime a dozen, just like spectacularly pretty women were.

		

		Many of those men were successful and made good money. But I needed more than just good-looks and money.

		

		I needed cool and smart, as well as a guy who could make me laugh! And he had to have a whopper of a dick besides all of that, and he had to know how to use it!

		

		

		Chapter Twenty-Two

		

	
		

		Looking For Mr. Right

		

		“At least agree to meet this guy.” Carrie had been badgering me relentlessly for two days now.

		

		Grady Thomas was some friend of Earl’s from the business world. I’d seen a picture of him, and the Ferrari he’d been sitting in when the photo had been taken had impressed me more than he had.

		

		The guy in the picture wasn’t bad looking, but he wasn’t a knockout either. And I wanted handsome as well as all of the other things I was looking for.

		

		“You’re impossible!” Carrie ranted, throwing up her hands in despair. “You’ll never meet anybody, if you keep rejecting them all out of hand!”

		

		“He’s got to be right,” I insisted lamely. “I want it to be perfect between us.”

		

		“Nothing is perfect!” My roomie thundered in reply. “Haven’t you gotten that through that thick Georgia-peach skull of yours yet?”

		

		“Y’all don’t have to resort to name calling,” I retorted sulkily.

		

		“Yes, I do,” Carrie said with an exasperated sigh, “I’ll resort to whatever works!”

		

		We glared at each other across the dining room for long seconds. Earl came wandering in from the pool area just then and asked, “What are you two screaming about? Caleb and his girls heard you two yelling at the top of your lungs and wanted me to find out what you’re arguing about.”

		

		Caleb was over visiting us. He had brought along two teenage girls—he’d sworn to us that they were both over eighteen but I still had my doubts—and they had been sunning themselves nude on my patio ever since.

		

		“Have you fucked either one of those little cuties yet, darling?” Carrie asked Earl sweetly.

		

		“As God is my witness, I haven’t laid a hand on either one of them,” Earl told her with a grin. “But it’s been difficult. They’ve both blown Caleb and that little blonde fucked him, too, while I watched.”

		

		“Jesus, we’re going to get arrested for allowing underage sex on the premises,” I muttered. “Why doesn’t Caleb take his teenage harem next door, where they belong?”

		

		“You know he likes our pool set up better than his,” Carrie offered in Caleb’s defense.

		

		“Then why the fuck doesn’t he have his remodeled to look just like ours!” I groused. “God knows, he’s got the money!”

		

		“Gina told him that would lower the value of his house,” Carrie replied, “the last time she spent the night with him.”

		

		I rolled my eyes. Gina was knocking on the door of forty and here she was, throwing herself at a youngster like Caleb!

		

		Oh, she still looked great for her age in a bikini: don’t get me wrong! But Caleb wasn’t even twenty years old yet!

		

		“She likes his big dick, apparently,” Carrie said, clearly able to read my mind.

		

		“Who doesn’t?” I asked her, blowing out an exasperated breath.

		

		“Well, that little brunette out by the pool certainly seems to,” Earl said just then with a snigger.

		

		Carrie and I followed his eyes and saw that he was looking out the French doors at the rear of the living room. The little brunette was impaled on the end of Caleb’s fat dick and she was making out with her naked blonde friend like crazy while Caleb fucked her from behind in the reverse cowgirl position.

		

		“They remind me of us,” Carrie said with a smirk, reaching out to stroke my bare shoulder.

		

		The three of us were all wearing swimsuits; Earl in a tight Speedo and Carrie and I in the briefest of bikinis. I shrugged off Carrie’s attentions, saying: “Oh, no, you don’t. I’m still pissed off about Caleb and his two little ho’s being here. And I’m not about to go out with Earl’s pal either…so there!”

		

		“Oh, don’t be that way, kitten,” her honeyed voice washing over me as she stepped in closer.

		

		“Yeah, don’t be a wet blanket, doll,” Earl said, reaching over and undoing my bikini top.

		

		“That won’t work,” I sighed as each of them started sucking a now bare nipple, “you two are not going to sidetrack me…”

		

		****

		

		“Harder,” I begged Earl, “really fuck me like you mean it, baby!”

		

		“You’re such a naughty little girl at heart,” Carrie crooned as she leaned in to kiss me while Earl started to really bang into me from behind.

		

		Carrie’s tongue shot into my mouth as we made out and Earl’s long cock was pressed up tight against my clit. It all felt wonderful and I tried to put Caleb, his two “dates”, and that Ferrari-driving friend of Earl’s out of my mind for the time being and just enjoy myself.

		

		“Hey, there they are,” Caleb’s voice said from the doorway. “I thought we might find you three in Ariel’s room.”

		

		Almost before I knew it, I was inundated in hard white cock and naked little teenage pussies. Both girls had been waxed as bare as Carrie and I had, and they were—I have to confess—as delicious as they could be!

		

		I found myself trapped in an unending sixty-nine with the three other girls, while Caleb and Earl took turns hammering their gigantic cocks into my ass. Soon losing count of the times I orgasmed, I continued to lick pussy until there were no more squealing girls left to satisfy…

		

		****

		

		“Those two kids were really a lot of fun to party with,” Carrie said as we gobbled a late night snack from our refrigerator, leaving Earl snoozing peacefully away on my bed.

		

		“Did you ever find out how old they really were?” I asked my red-headed friend.

		

		“I’m like you—I didn’t really want to know,” Carrie admitted, cleaning out the carton of Chinese food she had been nibbling on and tossing it over into the sink.

		

		“God, that little blonde was a budding sex goddess!” I sighed, “And her pussy was as sweet as honey!”

		

		“I know; she’s a real cutie, but then so was that young brunette,” Carrie said with a smile.

		

		“Caleb sure knows how to pick ‘em,” I reflected, closing the refrigerator door.

		

		“He has a lot of girls to choose from,” Carrie said. “I was just reviewing the figures on his website today and you wouldn’t believe the volume of email that young scamp is getting.”

		

		I shuddered, not wanting to think about all of the underage girl trouble our baby-boy could potentially get himself into. Instead, I started to leave the kitchen and head back into my bedroom.

		

		“You really should consider going out with Grady,” Carrie called after me doggedly. “He’s a lot of fun and he’s better looking in person than he is in that picture…”

		

		****

		

		“Okay, I’ll have dinner with him,” I finally agreed the next day, “just to shut you and Earl up.”

		

		“That’s my girl,” Carrie said, her eyes sparkling in victory. “I’ll call Grady right now and let him know.”

		

		How bad can it be? I asked myself as Carrie dialed him up on her cell. After all, yesterday I went to bed with two high school girls and fucked both my best friend’s boyfriend and my next door neighbor. What am I afraid of?

		

		“Yeah, she’s really excited about meeting you,” I heard Carrie lying to him. “She can hardly wait until Friday night!”

		

		Lay it on thick, why don’t you, girlfriend? I found myself thinking. Nothing like setting the poor guy up for a big disappointment!

		

		I lay back on my chaise lounge and rubbed some more sun screen into my bare tummy. Carrie and I were naked, of course, out by our pool.

		

		Caleb hadn’t yet made an appearance today. He was no doubt still tired from pleasing not one but four different girls yesterday…

		

		****

		

		“This is a great house,” Grady Thomas said, glancing around approvingly at our house and its picture-perfect furniture.

		

		It was Friday night and we had dinner reservations at Chez Henri, the ultimate restaurant to see and be seen in around Beverly Hills. I had never been there before, but I’d heard all about it.

		

		The place was supposed to be fabulous, as far as the food and the celebrity atmosphere went. But the prices were out of sight and the reservation list was always impossibly long.

		

		On any given night, the place was packed with movie and television stars, high-powered agents, elite professional athletes, platinum-selling recording artists, politicians, and those wanting to rub shoulders with such people. Tourists flocked to the big dining room every night, and as a result it could take weeks to get a reservation.

		

		“Thank you,” I said to him, thanking him for his compliment about the house as I handed him the cocktail I’d just made. “Carrie and I are buying it together.”

		

		I looked him over carefully. He was a lot better looking in person than he’d been in that damned photograph!

		

		“I’m really excited about our going to Chez Henri tonight,” I told him. “I’ve heard it’s almost impossible to get a reservation there.”

		

		“I know the owner,” Grady said with a modest shrug of his broad shoulders, “so I never seem to have any problem getting a table.”

		

		Impressive, I thought to myself, he’s used to hobnobbing with the rich and famous: score one for Team Grady.

		

		“What do you do for a living?” I asked him, just to keep the conversation flowing. “I don’t think Earl and Carrie have ever mentioned that to me.”

		

		“Do…why absolutely nothing, I guess you could say,” he admitted with a disarming smile. “I’m filthy rich; Grady Investments, Grady Shipping, Grady Petroleum, Grady Industries…my old man owned them all. Then a few years ago, he died quite unexpectedly and left everything to my mom; plus a more than generous trust fund to me. A year ago, she passed away and willed it all to me: I don’t have any brother or sisters, you see. I’m an only child.”

		

		Fuck, I’ve got a for-real billionaire standing right in my living room! I told myself.

		

		“What do you do with your time, if you don’t work?” I asked him.

		

		“Whatever I want,” Grady said with another charming smile. “You’d be surprised at what you can find to do, when you have as much money as I do, Ariel.”

		

		His grin broadened as he said, “I subscribe to your website, for one thing. Looking at is among my very favorite guilty pleasures.”

		

		I fought to keep from blushing as I said, “Then you’re already familiar with what I do for a living.”

		

		“I am at that,” Grady said, finishing his drink and setting it down on a coaster. “And I thoroughly approve.”

		

		I cocked my head at that statement, so he went on to explain: “I think a person should do whatever they truly excel at, and you’re far and away the best fellatrix I’ve ever seen.”

		

		“I prefer the term Oralist,” I said with a shy smile.

		

		“It sounds so much classier than cocksucker,” he said, laughing as he completed my trademark line from memory.

		

		“You must really be a subscriber,” I said, taking his offered arm.

		

		“As I said, I’m one of your biggest fans,” he said, walking me to the door…

		

		

		Chapter Twenty-Three

		

	
		

		He Just Might Be the One

		

		“I’ve read about this place, but this is the first time I’ve ever been here,” I told him, looking around Chez Henri.

		

		“The fellow who started it was an old friend of my dad’s,” Grady said as we sat at once of the choicest tables in the dark restaurant. “I was at school with his son and the rest, as they say, is history.”

		

		The waiter came up to our table and asked us if we’d like to order a cocktail while we looked over the menu. Grady glanced over at me and asked, “Do you like champagne, by any chance?”

		

		I told him that I did and without batting an eye, he ordered us a bottle of bubbly which cost just north of five-hundred dollars a fifth. He smiled at me and recommended the Scottish salmon, if I liked fish.

		

		Score another round for Team Grady, I admitted as I perused the super-expensive menu. Not every guy buys me a five-hundred dollar bottle of champagne as if was the cheapest thing on the wine list.

		

		“I notice some of these items don’t have prices,” I said to him as I studied the menu.

		

		Grady laughed and told me, “You have to watch out for those, Ariel. You just might have to pawn a piece of that jewelry to pay for them!”

		

		We both laughed. I was wearing my best set of diamonds this evening; a pair of one-carat apiece earrings and a two-carat diamond that had cost me over fifty-thousand dollars, before I’d had it set into a necklace.

		

		“Seriously, you can order whatever you want tonight,” Grady said, toasting me with his champagne flute. “I think I can afford it.”

		

		“In that case, I think I’ll try the fried chicken, southern style,” I told him with a smile. “I am, after all, still a Georgia girl at heart.”

		

		****

		

		“God, I hate to admit it, but this is the best fried chicken I’ve ever tasted!” I gushed twenty minutes later. “I thought my Mama’s was good, and my aunt’s was even better than hers…but this! This is pure heaven!”

		

		“I’m glad it meets with your approval,” Grady said with an answering smile. “But here’s a suggestion for you. Don’t tell your mama that, the next time you see her!”

		

		I gave a wry little laugh and said, “I don’t know when that will be anyway. I’m afraid to go out there for a visit, you know.”

		

		“Why?”

		

		I shrugged and whispered, “Because of my website. I’m nervous that my parents will hear about it and disown me on the spot!”

		

		Grady nodded and looked thoughtful as he replied, “I can see where that might be a problem. I take it they’re not too progressive, when it comes to sexual matters?”

		

		“They’re probably secretly hoping I’m still a virgin,” I whispered. “And that I’ll meet a nice boy out here and get married and give the two of them lots and lots of grandkids.”

		

		“You never know,” he said. “That might still happen.”

		

		“If you’re really a faithful subscriber to my website, you’re well aware that it’s way too late for the ‘virgin’ part,” I told him with a snicker, sipping more of my delicious champagne.

		

		“Well, none of us are perfect,” he told me with another smile.

		

		“I’m beginning to think you just might be,” I told him truthfully, surprising both Grady and myself…

		

		****

		

		“My house is nice,” I said, sipping my drink, “but this place is a real palace!”

		

		“It was my parents’,” he replied modestly. “I inherited it when Mom passed on and I haven’t had the heart to sell it. I grew up here, you know.”

		

		It was a huge mansion, dwarfing the one Carrie and I had bought in nearby Beverly Hills. Grady Thomas’s estate was in Brentwood, a slightly less ostentatious suburb of LA bordering on BH.

		

		When I say “slightly less ostentatious” I don’t mean less pricey. Some of the sprawling estates in Brentwood, like Grady’s, put the ones in Beverly Hills to shame.

		

		But they tended to be even more secluded. The landscaping on some of them resembled a well-tended jungle, shielding the impressive homes from the view of passersby entirely.

		

		The Thomas estate was one of those. Grady’s ancestral home sat on at least five acres of meticulously maintained grass and woodlands.

		

		The house itself was two stories, and had been erected in the Tudor style. Everything was pitched gable roofs, hand-crafted masonry chimneys, and artfully embellished doorways. The place reminded me of an old English estate house, and it may have been one for all I know, brought over stick by stick and stone by stone from some baronial estate in Britain and lovingly reassembled by one of Grady’s ancestors.

		

		“Are you enjoying the brandy?” He asked me just then.

		

		I was standing in front of a roaring fireplace, sipping the most wonderful brandy I’d ever imagined and daydreaming about growing up in a gorgeous house like this one, instead of the cramped little subdivision house of my youth. Looking over at him, I said, “Very much…I’m enjoying the whole evening; it’s just perfect, so far.”

		

		Something stirred in me as I looked at him, so nice-looking in his expensive bespoke suit and his handmade shirt and shoes. Grady Thomas was just six feet tall, wiry and lean, not overtly muscular like Eugene.

		

		He had the warmest hazel eyes and the cutest little dimples when he smiled, which was often. Clean-shaven, with short brownish blond hair, he was the most at ease with himself man I had ever met: and I found that to be all but irresistible, somehow!

		

		“I think I’d like to do it in this room, when you’re ready,” I said, finishing my brandy and putting the snifter down on the end table beside an easy chair.

		

		“Do what?” He asked me as he finished his own glass.

		

		“Suck you off,” I told him calmly, with a tiny little smile. “Wasn’t that what you were hoping for, when you asked to meet me?”

		

		“Maybe I fantasized about that,” he admitted, stepping over to me and taking me in his surprisingly strong arms. “But having met you, I want more than that now.”

		

		My heart began to hammer as I asked, “Oh, just what is it that you want, Mr. Thomas?”

		

		“I want to hear you scream with sheer joy, over and over again, Miss Ariel Hawthorne, formerly of Rock Creek, Georgia,” he whispered boldly as he held me tighter.

		

		“Oh, and just how do you propose to make that happen?” I asked him with a provocative smile

		

		“Why don’t I show you?”

		

		Before I could answer, his lips were on mine and I was opening them for him. A jolt of excitement shot through me as his tongue found mine, and then I felt myself being lifted up off my feet as he stooped and carried me into the other room.

		

		I put my arms around his neck as he went upstairs with me still in his arms, carrying me as effortlessly as if I weighed ten pounds, instead of a hundred. He nudged the elaborately carved door to what turned out to be his bedroom open with his right foot and put me down inside.

		

		“You want more than a quick blowjob, I take it?” I whispered to him as he unzipped my dress and drew it away my body.

		

		“Much more,” he sighed, as he stripped me naked with sure, quick movements; then swiftly doffed his own clothes.

		

		“Holy Mother of God,” I gasped out the words as his magnificent cock came into view.

		

		It was two inches longer than Caleb’s and even bigger around! I stood marveling at its length and girth as it hung there like a large white salami!

		

		“Is it too much?” He asked me, as he guided me toward his bed.

		

		“I’ll let you know in the morning,” I whispered, getting under the covers with him eagerly, “after I’ve experienced it!”

		

		****

		

		It was nearing two in the morning and we were still making love! Grady had fucked me every way there was to fuck me and his massive cock was still plunging in and out of me!

		

		He had come inside my ass, inside my pussy, and I had blown him once. And he had more than returned the favor; making me orgasm almost ceaselessly for the last five hours!

		

		Grady had a tongue like an aardvark and the fingers of a true sexual maestro. If there was something he didn’t know about the female anatomy and how to coax climaxes from it, I didn’t know what that might be!

		

		This guy is nothing short of phenomenal, I thought to myself as I got ready to come yet again!

		

		He was licking me, even though his copious spunk was running out of my pussy mouth in an endless stream—he didn’t come quite as much as Caleb did when he’d been without pussy for a few days, but he was close! But lapping up a little of his own spunk didn’t seem to dampen Grady’s desire for me in the least!

		

		“Oh, fuck, I’m going to come again!” I wailed, beating on his back with my balled up fists, wanting him to stop loving me and thrilled at the same time that he still wanted to!

		

		“G-God,” I gasped as my latest orgasm tore through me, melting back into the mattress.

		

		Each one of the incredible climaxes he’d teased out of me tonight seemed to be hotter, more intense, than the last one had been! And they seem to me to be getting closer together, too!

		

		I felt myself getting more and more sensitive to his touch, to his hot breath on my nipples…on my clit! He had even made me come with his tongue deep in my ass while he’d reached around and teased my g-spot and my clit at the same time!

		

		“N-No more for a while, I beg you!” I murmured, so out of breath I could barely speak. “Let me rest awhile!”

		

		****

		

		“Where did you learn to do all that?” I asked him as I rested in his arms, up atop the pillows at the head of his bed.

		

		“I told you earlier, I make it my practice to do only what interests me,” he told me with his Cheshire cat smile. “Women interest me. Their bodies interest me. I’ve made a hands-on study of them over the years, you see.”

		

		“A real scholar, are you?” I murmured, teasing his chest hair with my fingertips.

		

		“Dedicated, I’m afraid,” he replied, drawing me upward for a hot kiss.

		

		God, I just want to eat this man up! I thought to myself. I think I’ll do just that!

		

		“I’ve made quite a study of a certain part of the male anatomy myself,” I said as I broke away from his embrace and scooted downward in the big bed. “Just relax and enjoy it, darling!”

		

		****

		

		“J-Jesus, Jesus Christ,” he groaned helplessly after a few minutes of my tongue, lips and fingertips.

		

		I was on my tummy, between his widespread legs, and I was using everything I had learned about men’s cocks and balls on this sex-god of a man! My tongue never stopped moving, my lips were just tight enough around his pulsing cock shaft, and my roaming fingers were all over his clenched-up nuts and down onto his puckered anal opening.

		

		Poor Grady was writhing all over the bed beneath me, out of his mind with sensation! And I wasn’t done yet…not by a long shot!

		

		****

		

		“Truce,” he said weakly, as the last of his slippery outpouring vanished down my throat.

		

		I smiled up at him and said, “Only until morning. Then we start all over again, darling…”

		

		

		Epilogue

		

	
		

		The End Or Only the Beginning?

		

		We were married on the twelfth of September that year. I turned the website over to Carrie as a wedding present, and gave her my half of the Beverly Hills and Malibu houses as well.

		

		I didn’t need them anymore. Grady owned houses all over the world as it turned out: some of them even bigger and more posh than his Brentwood estate. And I now owned half of everything that he did.

		

		There was no prenuptial agreement. Grady said he loved me too much for any such nonsense and so we just went ahead and got married like any normal couple would have.

		

		All of our friends came, and it was quite a gathering. It seemed so surreal, seeing my flabbergasted parents standing, drinking champagne with Caleb and a couple of porn girls, with Carrie and Earl, with Eugene, as well as with half of the LA Lakers and the mayor.

		

		A dozen state senators came to our wedding, as well as a gaggle of movie stars, a retired NFL quarterback and his famed orthopedic surgeon wife, along with a bunch of swinger friends of theirs which included the most popular female singer in America—who sang at our wedding--and her ex-All Star pro linebacker husband.

		

		We held the ceremony at our Brentwood estate, out on the back lawn by the swimming pool. A Unites States Senator who also happened to be an ordained minister married us and the wedding celebration went on until the wee hours of the next morning.

		

		Ours wasn’t to be what you’d call a “conventional” marriage. After my folks had left the party—along with some of our more famous straight-arrow guests—the whole thing had quickly degenerated into a forty person orgy, complete with daisy chains and three-ways throughout the big house’s expanse.

		

		I sucked off at least ten male guests that night, and fucked a bunch more. And my newly-minted husband similarly entertained a slew of our lady guests, including Carrie, who told me breathlessly afterward that I had: “Really outdone myself this time, babe!”

		

		We spent our month-long honeymoon in Europe, where Grady showed me the sights and fucked me up to Heaven every single night! When we returned for Thanksgiving at my folks’ house that year, the two of us couldn’t do anything but smile across the table at each other, in anticipation of that night’s adventures in bed!

		

		Am I happy, being married to a man with Grady’s skills? You bet I am!

		

		And is he happy, being married to a girl with my checkered past? I’ll be sure and ask him, just as soon as he gets done fucking Carrie and I finish balling Earl…

		

		The End

		

		

		Author’s Notes

		

		All characters and situations described within this book are fictional and not based on any actual, living individuals. Many of the streets, restaurants, hotels, and other Los Angeles area locations in this tale are real places, of course, and have been described as accurately as memory and research can portray them.

		

		Astute observers will note the absence of condoms in this story, and the total disregard our characters have for the prevention of pregnancy or the possibility they might contract a sexually transmitted disease during their various couplings in this book.

		

		That’s because this is a fantasy, a work of fiction. If you choose to participate in such behavior, please use protection.

		

		Like this book? Hate it? You can always drop me a line at ckralston@gmail.com to let me know what you thought. I’d love to hear from you, either way.
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